
 
 
 

from The Centre for Mental Health  
    ...They begin to congregate past midday 

 like ragged butterflies 

 around the buddlia.  

 A park bench out front  

 offers some dignity  

 but most prefer the door-step 

  and way before time 

 start leaning on the door-bell, 

 having nothing to be  

 here for but here. 
 

 From the hostels the bed-sits the bare flats 

  from lives lived in shadow 

 and on the edge of everything 

 it is here they congregate 

 to establish meaning. 

  Here is their centre. 

 They say this : 
 

I am someone here 

I am heard 

I am not alone.” 
 

Here I have substance 

I matter 

I mean something.” 
 

I feel more at home 

here in this place 

than I ever feel at home.” 
 

I have a share in the world.” 
 

I am not odd 

I am even here.” 
 

 

I am not assailed.” 
 

                                                                 Rogan Wolf 
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   When this poem was written, the community centre it described was being “put out to tender.”  Twenty years later its future is again in question. 
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