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RORY HARRIS 

THE DAY ENDS AT THE DOOR 

the day ends at the door 
we retire into ourselves 

monitor our silences 
wait for the explosions 

that will draw us apart 
the night falls down exhausted around us 

the wind floats through 
windows held ajar by sticks 

curtains weave in & out 
against the night 

the Pacific pulls its body 
against the sea walls of Ovalau 
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