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For Dad


who shows us


what brave is



























BUZZ CUT


‘Sit still,’


Mam says


pushing my shoulder down 


then tilting my head forward.


‘I am,’ 


I tell her


 and I know


without glancing up 


she’s got that stressed look


on her face 


the one that means she’s


 only sort of here


really she’s busy thinking


 about something else.


‘You’re not


 you’re fi dgeting
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you’re such an awful fi dget, Kai


I’ll end up nicking your ear


if you’re not careful.’


I try to sit still


as she runs the clippers over my head 


tiny bits of hair


like dust mites


fi


z


z


i


n


g


on the air 


and down my back 


making me itch



and want to wiggle even more.


‘Well it’s your own fault 


I have to cut it short


keep it shaved


like this.’


I stop listening 


let the buzz



of the machine















drown her out


watch the city lights come on outside.


Our street’s high up


on a sort of hill


and I love this time of night


when the manky city shines


becomes a different  better thing



washed in orange and yellow light


and now I start to think of Jen


far across the river


over roads


and buildings


over shops


 and 


tower blocks


somewhere out there


and all those other lives between 


and I wonder


what’s she doing now?


Like the thing she used to do


before.
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‘What you thinking right now, Kai?’


she’d ask


as we drove somewhere in the car


or sat on the little wall 


outside our house 


waiting for Mam to finish


her night shift at the hospital


‘What you thinking this exact second?’


I’d never be able to remember


so I’d make something up


but she’d know 


somehow


she’d always know


and tell me to try harder to remember 


like it was important


to her.


But now I’m the one who’s wondering


needing an answer to that question
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I’m the one who wants to know 


what’s Jen thinking


    now?
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NICKNAME


I already know the name 


they’ll call me on yard.


‘Hey, Buzz, this one’s for you,’ 


Josh says as he chips the ball to me.


‘Over here, Buzz, pass it here,’ 


someone shouts


‘It’s mine, Buzz, leave it for me.’


I don’t mind the name


’cos it means I belong 


Caleb doesn’t get a name


doesn’t get called


anything


except


mean words.



I cross the ball to him 
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a complete sitter


he gets under it


sends it 


h


i


g


h


 but wide



and


all the mean words



pour 


down


on


him.


‘Calm the heads, lads,’


 Mr P shouts over 


‘Take it easy now.’


I turn away


pretend not to hear 


the things they say


to Caleb


’cos all I want is to fit in


to be one of them.
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All I want


is for them to never know


that I  am not.
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BELONGING


From up here 


I can see


the bluest sort of blue.


Not the greys


or browns


or dirty whites 


of the buildings all around. 


I am as high as I can go 


above the paths


above the roads


above everything.



This tree holding me 


like it knows


inside it knows 


exactly what to do.
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It’s a forgotten place


a little wasteland


between the lorry depot 


and the supermarket.


Not like that picture book


we had in juniors


with magical fl owers 



and s



t


ra


n


ge trees.



This place is full of nettles 


and giant briars


broken bottles


and 


crushed cans


from when the older kids 


came here to hang


before they moved on 


to the underpass


to mess around.




about a secret garden






 trees.

















And further along


the muddy-brown water


of the canal


where cups and bottles fl oat 


like strange little ships


with nowhere to go


  all still today.


This is a special place 


but mostly


it’s special


because it


belongs


to me.
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CROKER


When I was about seven


and Jen was maybe twelve


Dad took us to Croke Park for the fi nal.


Mostly, Dad hasn’t time 


for stuff like that


but Jen had begged and begged him


’cos she loved sports  back then 


already made the A team


had the best kick of them all. 


‘You never forget your fi rst match,’


Dad said to me


my hand tight in his 


and I remember thinking


I’d never seen so many people 


in one place before
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and I was scared and excited



both at the same time.


‘Us against Mayo,’ Jen said, laughing 


‘No way we’re going to lose.’


And she explained about the curse


put on the Mayo team


so they’d never win a final


’cos they did some bad thing 


years ago.


Dad and Jen were right


about both things.


Mayo lost that day


and I never did forget that match 


because we didn’t go again


but mostly I never forgot about the curse 


still think about it now


and how it worked


and wonder if there’s one
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a curse


for every bad thing



that’s done.
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WISHES


I have this secret wish



that I could travel through time 


and take one moment



back.


One tiny little moment


that no one even noticed


except me.


We can do all these amazing crazy things now



impossible things


made possible


so why can’t I do this little but massive thing?















IMPOSSIBLE THINGS MADE POSSIBLE


Number One:


Making a light 


that’s a billion times brighter


 than the sun.
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ALONE


Today I sit


on my favourite branch


let my legs just hang


press my face against the bark


that feels rough


 but warm



and alive



  like skin.


And even though


it’s only me


high up in these branches


I’m not lonely


never lonely


  when I’m up here.
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BRIGHT IDEA


Mr P’s had one of his ‘bright ideas’



which never means anything good


for us.


Just means he’s been online 


searching those teacher sites 


with silly ideas


on what’s best for kids. 


(I think all teachers should be banned 


from that kind of stuff.)


He opens the classroom door


‘Out we go,’ he says


shooing us along the hall


then into the yard.


He makes us form a circle 


‘We’re going to run


three Ks per day,’ 
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