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ONE


‘First I thought it was by Katherine Mansfield and then I find


this is a young poet published by Seren. Is she Welsh or English?’


– Comment by leahfritz posted on The Guardian
online, 24th November 2014 in response to ‘Canada’
by Katherine Stansfield as Poem of the Week


 


Fear of flying course


We have coffee.


We are encouraged to share our goals:


we would like to see Vancouver


we need to move to China where our wives and husbands


have new jobs


we miss our grandchildren in Auckland.


We have coffee.


We go to the loo and in the queue


we ask each other if we’re OK.


We wear rubber bands round our wrists which


we must twang when we imagine our plane deaths.


We are told to place our fear on a scale of one to ten.


We are all number ten: afraid.


We have coffee.


We are meant to discuss our attitudes to change but instead


we ask each other if we’re OK.


We must write down our biggest fears.


We write down fire, geese in the engines, the doors opening mid-flight.


We are more afraid than ever now.


We twang our rubber bands.


We have coffee.


We go to the loo and in the queue


we admire the welts on our wrists from the rubber bands.


We compare panic attacks: who shakes? Who falls down?


We have coffee.


We ask each other if we’re OK but


we have no time to go to the loo because we’re running late.


We recognise the therapist from Channel 4 and are impressed.


We do as she says, choosing strong colours to stand in.


We are told to be the best that we can be.


We must picture ourselves in cinemas where


we are watching ourselves die on screen in a plane crash.


We must play this film backwards in our heads to the Benny Hill


theme tune.


We are confused.


We have coffee.


We go to the loo, ignoring the clock, and in the queue


we slag off the therapist.


We go to the airport.


We twang our rubber bands.


We wait for the plane that is delayed.


We joke, this makes the practice flight like real life!


We are amazed that we can joke at a time like this.


We twang our rubber bands.


We board.


We ask each other if we’re OK.


We twang our rubber bands.


We sit in our strong colours, being the best that we can be.


We think of Vancouver, China, Auckland.


We open our eyes.


We see all the burnished gold


of Birmingham below.


 


Iaith / llaeth


After araf, which is slow, on the long mountain roads


that wound to the sea, pulling me to town,


the first word I learned to see was iaith,


which is language, because it is the world:


not just in the new sounds spoken around me but


written, worn – iaith on posters, t shirts,


on badges and graffiti


I saw but never said


and when others did I mixed it up with llaeth,


which is milk. Seems I’ve been putting iaith


in my tea ever since I arrived. It’s iaith


that fed my bones and set me walking home


again on the long, slow mountain roads.


 


Tick ONE answer only


Is she Welsh or English?


You know they sewed Olivia Newton-John


into those trousers in Grease


Is she English or British?


The talent show prize


was leaving home


to return


Is she British or Cornish?
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