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On shimmering summer evenings, we favoured
the abandoned oil tanker on the wasteland,
the heat delicious on our fear-pocked skin
each time we re-emerged 
from the dark grave of its hollow.

A gang of us would go,
decide through complicated ritual
who went inside and who stood guard
to open and close the porthole,
immovable from within -
these games, 
made piquant pushing against the dimensions
of the tanker’s danger,
gave edges to our imagination

so that whether we were spies,
or chose the deep rust spots in its curved walls
to be reflections of watery depths 
in which lay submerged,
or were hunkered down like soldiers in a warzone, 
the tone was kept by our fear of suffocation,
each turn was timed, or we’d be trapped 
on the wrong side of the line we stepped 
between child’s play and the evocation 
of our mortality. 





