
This is the week, the week of cheers�
that turn to mocking and jeers�
and then to silence�
that storms out of twisted streets�
to stand at crossroads�
in Bangkok, Kandahar and Huddersfield;�
the half-remembered week�
where guttering flames�
and a few lined faces�
keep this vigil, still;�
the week that takes us further�
than any other and always ends in tears.�


