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On December 10th 2018, the Voyager 2 explorer spacecraft left this solar system, and so did my father. To infinity and beyond.





Letter of rejection from a Black Hole



We’re touched by your desire to join our great work


of dismembering the fabric of time and matter.


We can’t blame you for wanting to hide in nothing,


and note the ways you’ve snapped off pieces of yourself


to prove you’re serious.


However, we wonder if you’ve misunderstood our purpose;


the difference between obliteration of the cosmos and the spirit.


You’ve been smothering your radiance for so long


it’s become a system of belief


that you’re cored with lead, incapable of anything


but borrowed light, or – in a destructive twist of logic


that impressed the selection panel –


brilliance is only permitted to serve others’ needs.


You have the right to glow.


It’s not your duty


to light up anyone else’s day.


We urge you to reconsider, wish you well,


and suggest steering clear of holes.





Trans-Neptunian objects



Way out there, between matter and not-quite void,


they weave in rocky gangs. Rag-tag remnants


of the solar system’s sober gathering, they crash


each other’s parties, spit geysers of methane ice,


break the law of what is and isn’t planet.


They will not kneel in perfect circles round the sun,


won’t toe any ordered line. There’s nowt so queer


as Pluto, Sedne, Eris, Thule, Makemake.


Shoved too far for any naked eye, it only looks


like lonely. Faces cratered with a million kisses,


their drunken stagger round the Kuiper Belt


so leisurely we have galloped from cave to red button


before they’ve notched a handful of orbits. They squint


at our blur. We are grit in their eye. Blink and we’re long gone.





Snuffing hearts that burn too bright



Just my luck. One seat left on the bus, next to a star. I jab it with my elbow, in case it gets any clever ideas and tries to spill over onto my half. It shrinks against the window, which buckles, glassy tears pooling along the black rubber seal. The star blushes, embarrassed combustion tickling the baby on the row behind. The child gurgles, grabbing for plumes of feathered stuff and nonsense. If I were its mother, I’d be on my feet, banging on the driver’s window. Some people don’t know the meaning of stranger danger. I smell singed wool. The star peers at me, anxious, shaking its head when I accuse it of scorching my coat. It’ll deny everything. I’ve read how stars live off lies. So what about their surface temperature, cores of liquid helium spinning at a thousand miles per second, how they live for billions of years; haven’t they got enough space in the sky to show off how glorious they are? And the eyes. One look and bang, you’re gone. Not me. I know how to deal with heavenly bodies. Stars aren’t the only ones who can burn things to a crisp. I could parch the sea to sand if I put my mind to it. I’ve binned fairy lights the day after Christmas, set out full buckets on Bonfire Night. Diaries, letters, cards, endless boring children’s drawings, all tossed out with the ash. At my stop, I give my sleeve a good shake, trail diamond confetti onto the pavement. There it is, face pressed to the window, hoping I’ll look back.





Yorkshire lights



The aurora borealis may be seen as far south as Yorkshire, 
although the display is dull and brownish in colour.


– Encyclopaedia Britannica


You think it’s a trick of the clouds, but this is no will o’ the wisp


that shimmers into nothing; no sleight of hand sleek flicker


that plucks a penny from your ear while it picks your pocket.


These are slow lights, sure lights; built for the long haul. Banked fires


of bronze peat to outlast winter, rusty with the mucked-up


brass of shuttered shops, stoppered coalmines, empty wallets.
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