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To Kayak



To be driven forward when sitting still


To kayak (verb) and kayak (noun)


To doodle the outline of your boat, the shape of closed lips


To butterbur, balsam, to adder’s-tongue


To walk past white water five years from now


and instinctively seek your line


To use swim as an insult, a sign of mistake, as in, Did you swim today?


To have a latex neck and wrists


To be guided by the moon-silver underleaf of mugwort on the bank


To be an angler’s nemesis


To Teifi, to Wye, to Usk


To seek the playground of a weir or chute


To hide from your mum the deep scratch along the crown of your helmet


where river turned you upside down, backed you into a corner,


reminding you how low and dark its voice can go


To pillwort, fen violet, valerian


To neoprene


To spend all afternoon digging water a shade lighter than mud


To know a town from the echo of its bridges


To be driven, damp, hungry, back to your starting point










The Curse



On my sixteenth birthday I trained to be a Canoe Coach, which meant I was briefly the youngest Canoe Coach in Britain. I soon realised the club was a sanctuary for the cursed or the about-to-be-cursed. When we returned each week to the black box of the boathouse the woman with the dog named Afon had fresh cuts. The stitch-dots either side told us of the evenings she’d felt herself too deeply. One man broke both his legs, crushed when his boat’s nose tipped over a weir. He relied on the same boat to move, to feel wind. Another drowned. Each week I watched my coach ceremoniously tie our boats to the roof of the van, watched him thread the evening through a carabiner and fasten it down with his weight. We grew into each other for three years. He died at twenty by aquaplaning into a tree and I left the club. I separated myself from my neoprene skin and the reddish-black closed eyelids of underwater. I have a new weekly routine. On Tuesdays I stand naked in front of the mirror by the window and watch the evening cast its scars.










Monday Is Ochre



You left on a Monday,


now Monday is when I have to breathe the most,


when the thing I can’t swallow is at its thickest,


like the earth we used to roll between our fingers.


We were potters given too many flowers,


couldn’t fire vessels quick enough to hold them.


Here is an X-ray of me on Mondays, a tree in winter,


bird’s nest lodged between the branches,


between the veins, between my throat and my words.


Since I heard you leave,


I sing in a different octave. I’ve stopped working with clay.


There are six days still left in this week.


Your pigment is under my fingernails.










Observations of Air 



In the late sun’s pollen soup, I took my niece and two Magnums to the park to watch hot-air balloons rise. We sat on the dry grass beside the red lake of nylon. It rippled like bedlinen from the whip of a fist over an unmade bed, like parachute games when I was her age and the way I’d trap a pocket of air to watch it roll to the shore of someone else.


We worked on our ice cream, our tongues growing pale and numb. Industrial fans chewed through the evening. She spotted another balloon three clouds away and another a city away from that. She pointed at the furthest one. Baby billoo, she said, pinching it out with finger and thumb because all her objects are measured by Mummy, Daddy and Baby.


When the bulbous red was about to take flight, I was down to the wooden peg of my ice cream. In silence, a gap formed between earth and basket. I felt the trees root deeper. We waved at sky-borne strangers who disappeared behind an oak then reappeared on our drive home. To her, they’ll never land. They’ll simply be in and out of her moment.
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