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He was seduced by Matthew Arnold, they’ll say. A silly fate, to be a gypsy scholar, and the damn tree keeps slipping out of sight.
Once, at a quiet inn, they thought they saw him, not brooding, just talking to the innkeeper’s little children (or the buxom waitress), telling lies that he knew they could see right through. He pulled out a book that he had written for children. Not Glanvil’s book, this one was a history of the movies, and it began with a warning: don’t be suckered, kids. Out here, when truth become legend, we print the legend.
Another time, they saw him crossing on a ferry, slipping into the fog on the far side of the water. Istanbul, Nairobi, Dubrovnik, Beijing, Havana, just ports of call, photo opportunities, but always photos of peoples’ faces, head-on, searching for traces of a shared situation or maybe a spark from heaven.
A few times he pitched his tent with kindred spirits, and he felt those moments close to the core. Leaving college had been like leaving home: the small courtyard, surrounded by friends, late-night dirtball games, long dinners followed by endless cigarettes and a bottomless cup of coffee. Good coffee became the hallmark of a good stopping point; he lost years at the Caffe Roma in North Beach, playing foosbol and dreaming movies with a few good friends.
Leaving home itself had been less difficult, an ultimatum refused (get a job or get a haircut). It was then that he hit the road for good, searching for the old embrace of friendship and a shared purpose. When he found it, he never wanted to leave. Long, long years among the scholars of Iowa and San Francisco were followed by short, sharp bursts of community at a half-dozen college posts. But the world moved on, and he slipped out the back door.
Down the road he found true love and glimpses of mortality, one good dog who liked to crisscross the country, some old vices to be sloughed off (legacy of the courtyard days), a workable rap in lieu of a career, and an unwavering jumpshot. But he worried that the quest was fading like the light.
People still catch glimpses of him here and there, creaky-kneed and hardly a figure spare. Really, he doesn’t have a clue, just a stirring inside for curious kids and pretty women (for years now just one, though she wants to change him), for the dream-reel of the movies, and the sharp air of the open road. Sometimes he has to strain to hear the voice, the whisper come to chase fatigue and fear, but it does come and then he knows. What the hell, Clough wandered till he died. Against the night sky he can see the tree still standing on the hillside, and the poems still make him cry. 
