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For Emily Dickinson, who showed me poetry is a form of rebellion. 
And because of Ren, who showed me rebellion is a form of poetry.

to outrun thunder

is a kind of lie

just count the echoes

long after it’s died

never mind

how far you roam

no matter

those tearing skies

the world clings

when it’s aching

the gale sings

a raw hollowing

clouds fold inward

a memory stirred

thunder holds its tongue

draws its breath

when it’s shaking

porcelain of light

taut as a kite

all that’s left

and all that’s ringing

keeps on rolling

keeps on breaking ——

Court packed her bag the way people confessed their deepest and darkest sins. Slowly, reluctantly, weighed down by guilt.


Exams were over, her second year at uni officially in the rearview, and now there was nothing left but to go back home. Which was almost the hardest thing. She could already hear the sighs, feel the pointed looks.



She didn’t have much, never had. But there were some things she needed to survive the summer hols with her mum. Her journal. Paracetamol. Non-negotiable, that. Jaffa cakes. (Stress eating was a given.) Noise-canceling earphones. Tampons. Court pressed everything down, zipped the case, and swallowed back the lump of resolve (or maybe despair) lodged in her throat.


Tired as she was from another night of tossing and turning, she reminded herself she was doing this for Ty. She’d live.


Her dog-eared paperback, The Modern Poetry Anthology, went into her purse. Assigned reading this semester for her Lit class, sure, but she’d kind of fallen in love with it.
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