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““......eeaacchh  pplleeaassuurree  aanndd  ppaaiinn  iiss  aa  ssoorrtt  ooff  nnaaiill  wwhhiicchh  nnaaiillss  aanndd  rriivveettss  tthhee  ssoouull  ttoo  tthhee  bbooddyy,,
uunnttiill  sshhee  bbeeccoommeess  lliikkee  tthhee  bbooddyy,,  aanndd  bbeelliieevveess  tthhaatt  ttoo  bbee  ttrruuee  wwhhiicchh  tthhee  bbooddyy  aaffffiirrmmss  ttoo  
bbee  ttrruuee......””

PPllaattoo,,  PPhhaaeeddoo
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 The black-belching chimneys
    serrated the sky.

he day the crow came 
began like any other.

hopping

across

its rooftops.

Tarfeathered, the crow. 
Solitary as a church.

Its call when it came
cracked the morning.

Boats swelled on the up-turned 
underbelly of the stagnant,

sea-dogged sea. 

The hunched, dawn-defying 
shoulders of the town shrugged 
plumb-lines of dew through a 
skin of soot, and gave no sign 
that it noticed the bird

It wrung the town 
from its damp sleep.







TThhee  nneexxtt  ddaayy
mmoorree  ccrroowwss  ccaammee..

The town was black and white 
and red all over.

MMoorree  tthhee  nneexxtt..

            SSoooonn,,
  wwhhiicchheevveerr  wwaayy

tthhee  ppeeooppllee  llooookkeedd,,
        the slates were clotted.

By day no one said it,
but at night the people 
whispered

pillow to pillow,
dream to dream:



By day no one said it,
but at night the people 
whispered

pillow to pillow,
dream to dream:







Murmurs, rumblings,
like a storm grinding

its teeth.

he days passed.

One morning,
stepping out of doors, 
the people saw tendrils 
of cloud 

curling around
their ankles.

They heard something 
turning in its belly.

There was a fog gathering on 
the ocean.



Murmurs, rumblings,
like a storm grinding

its teeth.

he days passed.

One morning,
stepping out of doors, 
the people saw tendrils 
of cloud 

curling around
their ankles.

They heard something 
turning in its belly.

There was a fog gathering on 
the ocean.

It seeped through the town 
from seashore to smokestack,

and 
rising above the fog 

the people saw

The fog rolled across 
the waves.

They said: it is the 
cackle of many guns.

They said: it is the sound 
of cannons.







Still, the days passed.

They became used to it:

the windows rattling 
in their frames,

the spoons jangling
in their breakfast bowls.

they became used to it all.

But at night.

Everything fell
into the background;

They had no words 
for what they saw.
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They became used to it:

the windows rattling 
in their frames,

the spoons jangling
in their breakfast bowls.

they became used to it all.

But at night.

Everything fell
into the background;

They had no words 
for what they saw.

wwhheenn  tthhiinnggss  hhaavvee  nnoo  
bbaacckkggrroouunndd  bbuutt  tthhee  uutttteerr  
bbllaannkk  ooff  sslleeeepp,,

wwhheenn  nnootthhiinngg  kkeeeeppss  ttoo  iittss  ppllaaccee

disappeared.

aanndd  tthhee  mmiinndd  eeaattss  iittsseellff,,

tthhee  ggrreeaatt  sseeaa tthhaatt  llaayy  
bbeettwweeeenn tthheeiirr  ddrreeaammss 
aanndd  tthheeiirr  hhoorriizzoonnss – 

BBuutt  aatt  nniigghhtt,,  

and engulf them.

alone and to themselves,
the people knew

the least accident
of that conflict 
would cross the waters

In their dreams,

    with a single
stride



The smallest echo of it

aanndd  sslliipp
tthhee  sslleeeeppiinngg  town

from its mooring

would resound through the ocean



The smallest echo of it

aanndd  sslliipp
tthhee  sslleeeeppiinngg  town

from its mooring

would resound through the ocean

oobblliitteerraattiinngg

wwaavvee..

iinn  aann  iirrrreessiissttiibbllee











awn clucked its tongue.

The boy’s mother watched the mist 
mould itself into the corners of the morning. 
A premonition of rain hung grimly
from the corners of her mouth.

When the boy appeared he was late,
but she saw with approval that he was

already in his uniform.

He clutched
his satchel nervously. 

    Her son. Pale, silent – 
almost a ghost.

Last night she thought she had 
heard him moving around the 
house.

For weeks now, after he had 
left for school, she had found 
his bedclothes knotted in a 
pattern of violence,

the tracks of a sleep
tangled with bad dreams.

 
She eyed her son

as a general eyes terrain.
She thrust two more bags, 

neatly folded, into his hands,
 for the walk home.

conspiratorial scent
of illness. 

The boy’s mother tied a 
plastic shopping bag over each 
of his shoes. She instructed 
him not to untie them until 
the bell rang.

She detected on him
the faint,

TThhee  bbooyy’’ss  nnaammee  wwaass  BBoobbbbyy..She thought of 
coughs, colds,

poisons in the bone,
mangled or broken limbs,

the frayed stair of the veins
where the blood’s feet go,

the eggshell of the heart,
the brittle twigs of the nerves,

and every sea-danger besetting
this fragile hull,

its fragile engine.
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ffeeww  wweeeekkss  aaggoo,,  aatt  sscchhooooll,,
aa  ggiirrll  wwhhoossee  nnaammee  hhee  ddiiddnn’’tt  kknnooww  

ggaavvee  BBoobbbbyy  hhiiss  ffiirrsstt  kkiissss..

IItt  wwaass  jjuusstt  bbeeffoorree  tthhee  bbeellll,,  
ssttaannddiinngg  iinn  lliinnee,,  wwaaiittiinngg..

SShhee  sswweepptt  iinn  aanndd  ggrraazzeedd  hhiiss  cchheeeekk,,  
jjuusstt  lliigghhttllyy,,  wwiitthh  hheerr  lliippss..



SShhee  sswweepptt  iinn  aanndd  ggrraazzeedd  hhiiss  cchheeeekk,,  
jjuusstt  lliigghhttllyy,,  wwiitthh  hheerr  lliippss..



TThheenn  sshhee  wwaass  ggoonnee..

nnoo  mmoorree  tthhaann  aa  ttoouucchh

aa  ppeecckk

AA  ssuuddddeenn  ggiigggglliinngg  vviissiittaattiioonn  



AA  rreeppoorrtt  ooff  tthhee  mmiinndd,, 
mmaaddee  ttoo  iittsseellff,,  

ooff  aa  tthhiinngg
iitt  hhaadd  nnoott  wwiittnneesssseedd..

YYeett  tthhee  vveerryy  iinnddiissttiinnccttiioonn  ooff  
tthhaatt  rraappttuurroouuss  mmoommeenntt  
ffiixxeedd  iitt  uuppoonn  hhiimm..

A voice called his name.

BBoobbbbyy  wwookkee  ffrroomm  tthhee  mmoommeenntt  
aass  iiff  ffrroomm  aa  ddrreeaamm..

HHee  rreettuurrnneedd  ttoo  hhiiss  ppllaaccee
      iinn  tthhee  lliinnee..



         hat same day a few weeks ago
         Bobby didn’t want his dinner, 
but his mother wouldn’t hear of it.

So he pushed the cold stuff around his plate 
for what seemed like forever before finally, 
seeing the uselessness of her campaign, 
she let him go.



He fled the table. 

Upstairs to his room

clutching in his hands 

straight 
then 

and onto the front step, 
where he stopped.

a sheaf of paper and a pencil –

back 

through the front door –

down 
again

         hat same day a few weeks ago
         Bobby didn’t want his dinner, 
but his mother wouldn’t hear of it.

So he pushed the cold stuff around his plate 
for what seemed like forever before finally, 
seeing the uselessness of her campaign, 
she let him go.



HHee  ccoommpplleetteedd  aa  lliinnee..

It wasn’t right.

TThhee  ppeenncciill  wwhhiirrrreedd  
aanndd  ttrreemmbblleedd..

HHee  ttuurrnneedd  tthhee  ppaappeerr  

tthhiiss  wwaayy  

HHee  aabbaannddoonneedd  iitt  
aanndd  bbeeggaann  aaggaaiinn..

TThhee  ssaammee  tthhiinngg  
hhaappppeenneedd..

aanndd  tthhaatt..

It wasn’t right.

HHee  ccoouullddnn’’tt  kkeeeepp  ttrraacckk  
ooff  tthhee  ppaaggeess..  

He sat.

HHeessiissttaanntt,,  iinn  ssmmaallll,,  ffuurrttiivvee  ddaarrttss,,  
lliikkee  aa  bbiirrdd  ssiiffttiinngg  ssnnooww,,

hhee  bbeeggaann  ttoo  ddrraaww.. 

SSuuddddeennllyy  tthheeyy  wweerree  aallll  ggoonnee,,
eevveerryy  ssuurrffaaccee  ssttaaiinneedd  wwiitthh
aa  ssiinnggllee  aabbaannddoonneedd  lliinnee..

IItt  wwaass  ttoooo  ggrroossss  aa  bbooddyy  
ttoo  eevveerr  rreecceeiivvee  aa  ssppiirriitt..

HHiiss  bbrrooww  ffuurrrroowweedd..
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BBuutt  tthheeyy  wwoouullddnn’’tt  
rruubb  cclleeaann..

TThheeyy  lleefftt  ggrreeyy  gghhoossttss  
bbeehhiinndd  tthheemm  ––

ttrryyiinngg  ttoo  rreessttoorree  tthheemm  
ttoo  pprriissttiinnee,,  uunnttoouucchheedd

HHee  ttuurrnneedd  tthhee  ppeenncciill  oovveerr  aanndd  aattttaacckkeedd  tthhee  oolldd  ppaaggeess,,

hhaauunnttiinngg

iinnttoo  

tthhee  ppaappeerr..  

hhee  hhaadd  

pplloouugghheedd

tthhee  rroouugghh

iinneerraaddiiccaabbllee  
ttrreenncchheess

bbllaannkknneessss..



Bobby drew and rubbed and drew and rubbed
until every page was murky with clouds of graphite,



Bobby drew and rubbed and drew and rubbed
until every page was murky with clouds of graphite,

unseen behind its p
ermanent screen of grey.

until the rubber had ground down to a paper-slicing stub

and the sky above had darkened to a deep violet,



––  tthhee  iimmaaggee,,  oonnccee  ccoommpplleettee,,  
wwoouulldd  bbrriinngg  hheerr  ttoo  hhiimm..

TThhee  ggiirrll..  HHee  tthhoouugghhtt
iiff  hhee  ccoouulldd  ddrraaww  hheerr ––

ccoouulldd  sseett  hheerr  ddoowwnn
iinn  cclleeaarr  lleeaaddeenn  lliinneess  ––

HHee  ffeelltt,,
aass  ddooeess  cchhiillddiisshhnneessss,,

tthhaatt  iimmaaggiinniinngg
aa  tthhiinngg  ssuuffffiicciieennttllyy  
ssttrroonnggllyy  wwoouulldd  bbrriinngg  iitt  aabboouutt..

LLiikkee  aa  mmaaggiicc  ssppeellll,,
iitt  wwoouulldd  rreennddeerr  hheerr..
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LLiikkee  aa  mmaaggiicc  ssppeellll,,
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WWhheerreevveerr  hhiiss  eeyyee ttuurrnneedd  iitt  
ffoouunndd  nnootthhiinngg  ssoolliidd..

JJuusstt  gghhoossttss,,  ddiissssoollvviinngg
iinn  tthhee  hheeaatt  ooff  hhiiss  ggaazzee..

TThhee  mmaaggiiccaall  iiddeeaa  ddrriibbbblleedd  
ddoowwnn  hhiiss  hhaanndd  lliikkee  wwaaxx..

IItt  mmaaddee  mmeeaanniinngglleessss  sshhaappeess  
oonn  tthhee  ppaappeerr..

aa  fflluurrrryy  ooff  ddiivviiddeedd
  sseennssaattiioonnss..  

BBuutt  hhee  hhaadd  nnoo  nnaammee  ffoorr  hheerr,,  
nnootthhiinngg,,  nnoo  ffaaccee  ttoo  rreeccaallll  ––  

oonnllyy  tthhee  kkiissss  iittsseellff,,







n every life there is a 
moment that teaches that 

the world and the child in it are 
not the same thing.

He went back inside.

This was Bobby’s moment.

HHee  wweenntt  uuppssttaaiirrss  ffoorr  hhiiss  bbaatthh..

He felt the water, how closely it 
mapped his body, placing him 
so neatly, so certainly.

He followed it through every fold, 
prying out every hidey-hole:

the spaces between 
his fingers

the well of his navel

tthhee  ttwwiinn,,  mmiirrrroorreedd  wwhhoorrllss
      ooff  hhiiss  eeaarrss..

He shivered on the tiles.

Air replaced water, cold hands 
all over him.
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HHee  ffeelltt  hhiiss  bbooddyy

lliikkee  tthhee  wwaatteerr,,  tthhee  aaiirr,,

ggaatthheerr  aarroouunndd  hhiimm.. FFoorr  tthhee  ffiirrsstt  ttiimmee,,  hhee  ssaaww  
tthhee  ddiivviiddee..

OOnn  oonnee  ssiiddee  ooff  iitt,,  tthhee  wwoorrlldd,,
hhiiss  oowwnn  bbooddyy  wwiitthh  iitt..
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ggaatthheerr  aarroouunndd  hhiimm.. FFoorr  tthhee  ffiirrsstt  ttiimmee,,  hhee  ssaaww  
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On the other – himself.

a gap, without breadth,
but impossible to cross.

A place which did not meet a surface.

On the other side,
the world.

Everything.

Bobby.

He did not know. 

But between these two things there was that divide –



oobbbbyy  ddiidd  nnoott  kknnooww  aannyy  ooff  tthhiiss  ––  
tthheessee  aarreenn’’tt  hhiiss  wwoorrddss..  HHee  mmeerreellyy  ffeelltt  iitt..

HHiiss  bbaatthh  oovveerr,,  hhee  wweenntt  ttoo  bbeedd  
      aass  hhee  aallwwaayyss  ddiidd..

BBuutt  tthheerree  sswwaamm,,
bbeenneeaatthh  tthhee  ccaallmm  ssuurrffaaccee  

ooff  hhiiss  rroouuttiinnee,,  aa  sseennssaattiioonn  
ooff  pprrooffoouunndd  lloonneelliinneessss..

That night,
a few weeks ago,

the dreams began.
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oobbbbyy  ddrreeaammeedd
hhee  wwaass  ffaalllliinngg..

















































































oobbbbyy  wwookkee.
His dreams  vanished.

OOnnllyy  aa  ffeeww  ssccrraappss  rreemmaaiinneedd,,  
ffllooaattiinngg  oonn  tthhee  ssuurrffaaccee..

He tried to save them but 
they fell apart. The pieces 

slipped between his fingers, 
disintegrated, swam away.

Blood in the water; a residue 
of fear and confusion.



oobbbbyy  wwookkee.
His dreams  vanished.

OOnnllyy  aa  ffeeww  ssccrraappss  rreemmaaiinneedd,,  
ffllooaattiinngg  oonn  tthhee  ssuurrffaaccee..

He tried to save them but 
they fell apart. The pieces 

slipped between his fingers, 
disintegrated, swam away.

Blood in the water; a residue 
of fear and confusion.

TThhee  nniigghhtt  rroolllleedd  oovveerr.

TThheerree  wweerree  tteeeetthh  oonn  iittss  bbeellllyy..

HHee  ddiiddnn’’tt  sslleeeepp  aaggaaiinn.



hhee  nneexxtt  mmoorrnniinngg  tthhiinnggss  wweerree  uunnuussuuaall..  
The clouds broke.

The eyes of the screens stayed shut: 
           a rest day.

TThhee  cchhiillddrreenn  rraann  oouutt  
iinnttoo  tthhee  ssttrreeeettss..

The adults pottered, 
occupied themselves in 
small neglected duties.

BBoobbbbyy  lliisstteenneedd  ttoo  
hhiiss  mmootthheerr  wwaannddeerr  
aarroouunndd  tthhee  hhoouussee,,  

dduussttiinngg  tthhee  ccoorrnneerrss,,  
ssttrraaiigghhtteenniinngg  iittss  

eeddggeess..

HHee  ffeelltt  tthhee  ddaayy,,  ssuucchh  aass  iitt  wwaass,,  
sslloouugghh  ooffff  tthhee  nniigghhtt..

HHee  ffeelltt  rreelliieevveedd  aanndd  rreenneewweedd..  

HHee  ffoorrggoott  tthhee  tthhiinnggss  tthhaatt  hhaadd  kkeepptt  hhiimm  aawwaakkee..  

The distant, hazy sky this revealed     
was the nearest to a clear day the town had seen for months.

That night the dreams 
came back.



That night the dreams 
came back.



































ne night Bobby woke 
and found that he was 

not in his bedroom.

His body slipped 
downstairs

kneeled in front of 
   the sideboard

(forbidden

and lifted out 
the toolbox.

The still, silent, brief-as-a-cloud
ghostface of Bobby’s father

passed before him.

The bare wooden boards of the 
landing were cold under his 
feet.  

He watched as if over a 
great distance.

forbidden

forbidden

sang his heart)
opened the

bottom drawer

He went back 
upstairs.

He hid the things he had 
stolen in his satchel      

and slid back into bed.

There, finding himself once 
more in command of his body, 

is dreams when he slept 
again were empty and 

calm – the stillness at the 
crest of a high wave, before 
the descent.

he fell asleep.
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he next day dawned with mist on its breath.

His mother watched it mustering.

She assessed her forces, without much hope.

The clouds rattled their spears.

Bobby dressed in his uniform 
before heading downstairs.

Knotted, tangled 
world.

The bedsheets
twisted tight

around his feet.

The mist made the town
outside his window seem
 suffocatingly close,

vanishingly distant,
both at once.

His mother arrayed him 
for that day’s battle. 

He was late.
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before heading downstairs.

Knotted, tangled 
world.

The bedsheets
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around his feet.

The mist made the town
outside his window seem
 suffocatingly close,
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both at once.

His mother arrayed him 
for that day’s battle. 

He was late.



All the while, Bobby 
thought only of his father’s 
toolbox, the guilty night ––

the weight in his heart.
He hugged his mother

goodbye.

HHee  wwaanntteedd  ttoo  ssaayy  ssoommeetthhiinngg,,
ssoommee  wwoorrddss  ooff  ccoommffoorrtt,,  oorr  eexxppllaannaattiioonn;;

tthhaatt  hhee  ddiidd  nnoott  tthhiinnkk  hhee  wwoouulldd  bbee  bbaacckk..  

BBuutt  tthhee  rreeeedd  ooff  hhiiss  bbooddyy
wwaass  hhiiss  nnoo  lloonnggeerr::  

nnoo  ssoouunndd  ccaammee..

His mother’s rituals could do 
nothing against the germ that

already lay within him.  

that he was a changling son;



All the while, Bobby 
thought only of his father’s 
toolbox, the guilty night ––

the weight in his heart.
He hugged his mother

goodbye.

HHee  wwaanntteedd  ttoo  ssaayy  ssoommeetthhiinngg,,
ssoommee  wwoorrddss  ooff  ccoommffoorrtt,,  oorr  eexxppllaannaattiioonn;;

tthhaatt  hhee  ddiidd  nnoott  tthhiinnkk  hhee  wwoouulldd  bbee  bbaacckk..  

BBuutt  tthhee  rreeeedd  ooff  hhiiss  bbooddyy
wwaass  hhiiss  nnoo  lloonnggeerr::  

nnoo  ssoouunndd  ccaammee..

His mother’s rituals could do 
nothing against the germ that

already lay within him.  

that he was a changling son;

TThhee  ccuucckkoooo  mmaaddnneessss
tthhaatt  llaaiidd  hhiiss  ppaatthh  aahheeaadd  ooff  hhiimm..





























































































































nside the bunker was 
cold, damp.



Bobby walked for a long time.

The sound of the rain diminished.

He heard trickles of water 
in the quiet.

Eventually
a feeble worm-light
  illuminated a wide pool, 

     blocking his way.

The water was filthy.

The pool was too big;
the bunker’s rear wall 
was impossible to place.

The floor was sodden.

Bobby’s hand lingered for an 
instant on the plastic bags 
crumpled in a corner of his 
satchel, but he left them.

He sat.

How deep was it?
He couldn’t tell.



Bobby walked for a long time.

The sound of the rain diminished.

He heard trickles of water 
in the quiet.

Eventually
a feeble worm-light
  illuminated a wide pool, 

     blocking his way.

The water was filthy.

The pool was too big;
the bunker’s rear wall 
was impossible to place.

The floor was sodden.

Bobby’s hand lingered for an 
instant on the plastic bags 
crumpled in a corner of his 
satchel, but he left them.

He sat.

How deep was it?
He couldn’t tell.



Then for a while
there was only
the sound of his breathing

the ip ip ip of the water. 



Then for a while
there was only
the sound of his breathing

the ip ip ip of the water. 





Bobby raised a nail up 
before his face, its point 
towards his left eye.

The hammer poised.







When 

the hammer 

swung back 

awareness 

it was without 

or action.

It

was

like

vity,
gra

which
to

power

a

assen

simply

he

ted.
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TThhee  iimmppaacctt  ooff  tthhee  hhaammmmeerr  oonn  tthhee  nnaaiill  mmaaddee  aa  qquuiieett  ssoouunndd  
          tthhaatt  ddiissaappppeeaarreedd  qquuiicckkllyy



sswwaalllloowweedd  iinnttoo  tthhee  ccoorrnneerrss  ooff  tthhee  bbuunnkkeerr

aa  rriinnggiinngg  lliikkee  aa  ssmmaallll  bbeellll..





““HHoowweevveerr  mmuucchh  iitt  eelluuddeess  tthhee  ddeessppaaiirreerr,,  hhoowweevveerr  mmuucchh  [[......]]  tthhee  ddeessppaaiirreerr  hhaass  
ssuucccceeeeddeedd  iinn  aallttooggeetthheerr  lloossiinngg  hhiiss  sseellff,,  aanndd  iinn  ssuucchh  aa  wwaayy  tthhaatt  tthhee  lloossss  iiss  nnoott  tthhee  
lleeaasstt  wwaayy  nnoottiicceeaabbllee,,  eetteerrnniittyy  wwiillll  nneevveerrtthheelleessss  mmaakkee  iitt  eevviiddeenntt  tthhaatt  hhiiss  ccoonnddiittiioonn  iiss  
tthhaatt  ooff  ddeessppaaiirr,,  aanndd  wwiillll  nnaaiill  hhiimm  ttoo  hhiiss  sseellff,,  aanndd  iitt  wwiillll  bbee  eevviiddeenntt  tthhaatt  hhiiss  
ssuucccceessss  wwaass  aann  iilllluussiioonn..””

SSøørreenn  KKiieerrkkeeggaaaarrdd,,  TThhee  SSiicckknneessss  UUnnttoo  DDeeaatthh
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