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for Rory, and the neighbourhood




My mother groan’d! my father wept.


Into the dangerous world I leapt…


‘Infant Sorrow’, William Blake





The Blue Door



In the dream, the phone in my bag tells me


my baby is crying. I am somewhere in the city


riding the night train. The phone bleeps


in my hand, the train rolls to a stop


I see my baby standing in his cot
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