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The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie
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The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie 

was what I was reading that day. 

The crème de la crème girls 

wormed their way into my August 

head as the lake shimmered,

a migraine just above my eyes.

I blocked it out, kept it all at bay.

The burrs of Edinburgh lying in my head 

kept me safe with Jean and the girls

in that faded bedroom with its wardrobe 

of walnut, the much-used mirror mottled. 

I was surprised I was left there that long, 

reading on my bed in the close afternoon.

It must have been hours – I finished the book – 

Nobody came to check up on me,

call me outside as it was such a lovely day. 

Later I was angry with Miss Brodie.

I could never look at her again.

She had kept me unknowing, trapped

in her garabonde straitjacket of snobbery, 

Morningside cardigans, rigidity, mockery. 

While outside there was dying.

The lake shone whitely, meanly in the sunlight. 

Not even the buzz of an insect shut inside 

broke the silence of that long afternoon.

I clung to Miss Brodie in the haze 

until they eventually came to tell me, 

the 11-year-old sister with a book.
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Being young
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We gathered primroses and daffodils, those big bitches of flowers. Primroses we liked, snowdrops were cissies and buttercups were boring. Bluebells covered the woods in a lilac haze you couldn’t spoil by picking.
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