Monday Morning Rush Hour

In Glasgow, the lights are out

at the junction

of Hope Street and…

here the only light

is veiled by a frail mist,

and damp pipits poke

at the beaded grass.

The A737 is closed

at Beith because of flooding

from a burst water main...

it's hard to tell

if our tide is lifting

or laying the swathes

of shifting bladderwrack.

A breakdown in the middle lane

of the motorway has brought

traffic to a standstill...

the bleat of a lamb 

from the village street

ripples over the water

beyond the far heron.

An overturned lorry

in roadworks has created

a three-mile tailback...

the slight wake

of a sleek otter

glides towards

the sleeping yachts.

ScotRail has cancelled

an 8.25 from somewhere

but the ferries are fine...

so the Sunday paper 

has reached Monday's pier

in perfect time

for yesterday's breakfast.
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