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Missing Person is a sequence of poems that loosely coalesce around a fictional missing person investigation. Kyle Petch, a 10-year-old boy, goes missing after meeting up with a friend. In the sequence, the reader will meet various witnesses, suspects, and investigators of the crime, as well as hearing from the victim’s parents. Quite deliberately, the victim’s own voice will not be heard.

The collection is solvable.

An audiobook of this pamphlet can be downloaded from

https://t.ly/WGEex
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HISTORY


I will give you rest

Gordon Hirst

father to beloved son

Felix, loyal husband to Beth

departed this life with the ease

and lightness of touch of a sixth

former alighting the X84 at Adel

No matter that he had a pinched

temper, two large fists to carry it

through. He will be forever held

in our affectionate remembrance


Babies

I’ll show you the way

decisions get made.

Like the naming of a son,

part by the parents

and part by the town.

In Hebden Bridge he’s Felix,

in Huddersfield he’s James

and whatever they are named

their mums sucked hard

on gas and air, just the same.

They might be left-handed.

It will be possible, in time

to hide your disappointment.

All that smudged ink.

When Felix is in Emmerdale

and James is Head of Finance

no-one will know, because

who needs to hold a pen these days?

Not actors. Not Heads of Finance.

That’s who.


PRECIPITATING EVENTS


Hurt people hurt people

A man who hasn’t had a beer for two hours, is in the queue for duty free. His anger (which his therapist described last week as being barely contained) has finally spilled over, on account of a woman at the till who is looking for her purse, but cannot find it.

Last week her mother told her that she couldn’t forgive her, and she never would. Now a man is shouting at her for holding up the queue. A man who is one part T-Rex, and three parts wasp, his cellophane wings vibrating so fast she can see ten where there are only two. A man who starts his sentences with the words For fuck’s sake.

Unsure how to handle the situation with her mother, and still unable to locate her purse, she does know how to handle THIS situation. She yells back to the man, the one with his abdomen connected via a narrow thread, Don’t be such a fucking prick.

Unsure how to keep it together until his next drink, and furious at having to wait in line, the man is sure how to handle THIS situation, so he yells at considerable volume Don’t call me a prick at the woman who is rummaging in her bag, which is growing bigger and more voluminous by the moment, for her very, very, small purse.

Now the anger is uncontained and has a flight to catch. The unforgiven woman has called a man a fucking prick in front of a queue full of strangers. The queue full of strangers have observed things about the floor that they wouldn’t have noticed otherwise. The woman is still looking for her purse.


Silver Gilt

The last time a magpie stole from him

was three weeks ago.

She took his empty whisky bottle

which was a metaphor for love.

Before the theft she held his eyes with hers

and the light she saw reflected was a crab apple

glinting redly. She knew what she was doing.

Since then, his tongue has been jewelled with ulcers.

Silver coats his throat. Coughing,

small flakes foil his pillow, his reflection,

gild his toothbrush, his coffee cup, his trembling hands.


THE INCIDENT
SATURDAY MAY 10TH 2025


Missing Person

Say what you like about suburban underpasses as a destination in their own right, you can’t deny the buddleia love them. Always a rangy one, growing out of a crack. Other than that popular with stray mongrels and young lads deft with spray cans. The odd urban fox. Saturday a crime scene unfolds. A size 9 print preserved by the one constant, the slowly ticking clock the silt, firm enough to hold shape, dries while the changing shifts, the transient personnel the days pass. Pollen gathers like guilt should trouble the knackered SIO who’s taking stock the pallid man who whispers into the night I am bad and losing sleep, becoming more unwell I am broken. In art, limbic system representations The CCTV that blues the air from screens painted in acrylics, gravitate to toxic colours, manned by sergeants lagged with lack of hope showing all the neurons firing. While on grainy pavements, dim lit car parks are the scenes outdoor matters, we try not to think about home. the office thick with Maccy Ds and Coke Despite that, in the left amygdala it’s fucking fireworks. Whatever kid it is this time in coat Gloves, footprints, hairs, DNA, other sundries, and shorts that are no match for any weather are best not left behind, on account of Sergeant Lomax wonders What’s the fucking point? matters investigative. SOCO and the like. It’s for life. grabs his denim jacket for a breather A prison sentence could be said
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