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                    To Jane, Catherine and Matt

      

    



  	
        
            
             

 

 

               "A jug fills drop by drop."  

 

                               Buddha
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THERE
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The light goes on. “Look, now. There’s nothing there.”

Under the bed you find a Lego brick.

He lies back down, eyes closing. You sit where

he knows you haven’t left. And then you pick

a picture book up, listening while you read

for the sweet sound of sleeping from the bed.
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His chest is gently rising, falling. He

is free for now from monsters and you tread

carefully away, back to your room.

In turn closing your eyes, you lie and wait

for your own private dancing troupe to come.

At least you know their names and their estate,

have cast a spell or two to keep them down,
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but no-one’s there to switch the light back on.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


LABELS
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The case crawled with labels.

Each one had fed upon the carapace

left its oval mark:

the spraints of history.

Now the dry husk 

hangs between beams in the attic.

Cobwebs of light 

from the window we forgot to curtain 

hold the suitcase steady for this while.

The awkward catches, barely clicking,

announce an unpacked space,

a dead fly’s wing

of paper.
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We lost the keys.
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The edges, elbow patched

against pallet, net and derrick.

Ventilation pipe turned a deaf trumpet 

to the darkness in the hold.

However straight the pitch lines in the decking 

they will not point back that way.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





