A pandemic of sharing

There are crows in the bleached bare branches beside me 
sudden and stark, Don’t take that picture!

She’s well over 70
worries about her son most, 
lung condition,
we swap numbers
Right opposite behind the war memorial
a family lounge on their decking
like summers come,
sultry son kicking a rugby ball
to himself.
The doors are open in the terrace
Don’t go in.
I leave the seeds, 
rainbow chard and Chanteray carrots,
turn the plastic bag inside out 
to pick up some beetroot 
and purple mange tout.
I dance around a man on my right and a woman on my left
walk in the middle of the street,
stand in front of a van coming towards me…
I carry sprigs of sage, a bundle
left outside a house with a sign,
Please take a few bits.
Thoughts on posies and the plague swamped suddenly,
a teenager’s in the summer house
blasting to those either side.
Gap year in the garden.
I take my time as I walk, 
if I stop and talk, we smile as we exchange 
details of our private lives.

There’s no shame in a pandemic of sharing.


