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Writing the self.

Sundays Child

I was born into 1950s sin
of button busting mangles and carpet sweepers
of secondhand goods he later said

And the child that is born on the Sabbath day

Is bonny and blithe and good and gay
Cradled on the bold jungle print of your skirt
blood red lips through monochrome
echoes streaks on wingtips
And the child that is born on the Sabbath day

Is bonny and blithe and good and gay
I can’t know when the colour came 
But see now
the bright yellow 
the flash of red 

And the child that is born on the Sabbath day
Is bonny and blithe and good and gay

Folded away


to be found by small hands 
fingers tracing

the flight of a bright bird.
