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To Kathy




I: TIMEFUL




Pressed


The books that took me from home

are carrying me back –

back to my Arctic bedroom

and the shelves where they were stacked.




I’m pressed inside them like a flower

or an earwig that got trapped.

My sister’s crying next door.

The dog’s mewing like a cat.




The spines are unbroken

and the covers free of dust.

I’m stuck there like a specimen.

It’s not yet me. It’s not yet us.






The Warren


A flag with a dragon flew from my castle.

I wasn’t Welsh but hoped no one could tell.

When the ice-cream van sing-songed to a stop,

I pointed to a lolly rather than speak.

Sucked dry, the stick still attracted wasps.

They’d a right to life unless they stung me.

The beach was tripartite: soft sand, hard sand, sea.

After lunch, clouds came over like a pram cover.

I’d kicked the habit of afternoon naps

but grandpa sat snoring in a deckchair –

his last summer but none of us knew.

When waves toppled my drawbridge and turrets

I was told not to cry, that when the tide

went out we’d rebuild. But that was the future,

implausible as puffins or seals.

Mum threw a beach ball. I caught three tiddlers.

Dad let me bury him up to his neck.






Wasps


The nest hung low in the cedar

like a footballer’s bandaged head.




I stood with five stones in my hand,

David against Goliath.




The fifth brought the house down,

its joists exposed

through a cloud of lath-and-plaster.




The wasps seethed out like firemen,

their sirens on my tail




as I fled up the lawn,

back to base for a hero’s welcome,

a stipple of stings my medal of shame.






Insomnia


Your only hope is to catch yourself unaware.

If not it’s a night inside the maze:

walls, dead-ends, a cul-de-sac of worries.

Even with the light on, the dark is still there.
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Read Boldly. Think Differently.

Continue the conversation:

Twitter: @vintagebooks

Instagram: @vintagebooks

TikTok: @vintageukbooks

Facebook: @vintagebooks

Sign up for the Vintage Newsletter to hear more about Vintage books.

www.vintage-books.co.uk

World-class writing. Beautiful design. Ideas that matter.
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