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Soon, you will make your way out


of this estuary country, leave


the low farms and fog banks, tack through


the brackish channels and long


reed-clogged rivulets, reach


the last turn, the salt air and river mouth,


the wide grey sea beyond it.





Kate Clanchy, ‘Infant’, from Newborn

























Echo



























Fetal Heart









It uncurled, unfolded


into four but was clover


with an unlucky lobe,


the rarest of anomalies


that would flourish


to defeat her.






























Room in a Hospital









No tabloids, no vending cups, no debris


of the bored and hungry. Instead


carpet, fireplace, neat homely items.







This is not the room where you wait for news,


this is the room where you are told it.







At the coffee table, the doctor hunches


to draw a heart. It needs time from his pen,


crossings out and a white space







where the valve won’t meet.


The heart is thirty-six hours old and hers.







Perched on cool leather, we puzzle the sketch,


my husband takes his glasses off to cry.


Our daughter warrants a new vocabulary







and we are struggling to learn.






























Skin-to-Skin









Wrapped inside my gown


her hot pearl of cheek







sticks against my chest,


her knees dent the dough







of my stomach until a registrar


comes to incubate, must find







a vein beneath luminous skin,


his arms gowned, his hands gloved.






























Toast









Hunger sends us seeking its cheap white thickness,


forces us to leave her, two days old, incubated







in Neonatal and stand in the ‘parents’ kitchen’.


Fluorescent lit, poky, we embrace the closest thing







to home, busy ourselves separating slices, re-washing


plates. I take two squares of butter from the fridge,







warm their foil corners in my fists. Fear rolls in my shrunken


gut, watching you, wanting our sad mouths to kiss.







You spread, cut and pass me a golden triangle,


the oily joy of it leaking onto fingers. We suck it down







into machinery that made her, wondering where the fault is.






























Clinic









We wait to be called


and watch a toddler,


bare for a nappy,


playing at the toy table,


a raw, linear scar


in the centre


of his chest.







I picture him


dulled to a floppy


sleep, slit like a fish


for a surgeon


to cup his heart,


take its damaged


weight and begin.















OEBPS/3_online.jpg
Northern House

CARCANET





OEBPS/9781847774453_cover_epub.jpg
(ARCANET *Northern House

REBECCA GOSS Her Birth






