First Child
This time shift is byzantine. I will map it later, 
write books about its many frames and forages. 
For now, we are in the eye of it. Wheeled and rigid, 
tugging at the face of things we used to know. Peeling 
at our edges, holding court in this small flat, sleep 
is a dream-ironic, rest a teasing jester. 
But
You child are not the monster. You, little catalyst 
whose shape I bundle in against my own these long days. 
Around every corner is an enemy, I’d kill for you 
without a second thought. That is the part of motherhood 
not talked about in the adverts. The ones where-women 
without scars-blow at soap. 
You
Little orb-whose light is fierce and vulnerable. Your name 
a twisting taste of home. Landscape so familiar-I am lost in it.
All at sea since our raging introduction.     



Notes

Poetry seemed an effective way to communicate at rhythmic speed the whirl wind that is a first baby and the change it brings. The voice is a mother both lost and found within her child’s arrival. An attempt was made to communicate the conflicting emotions of tenderness towards the child and violence towards anyone who would look to hurt them. 
I deliberately chose metaphors and language that jolt against the topic to emphasise the difference between the mothers lived experience and what she has been sold about motherhood by the media. 
I personally read a lot more poetry than prose when my children were small as I found I could bite off a whole piece of work in minimal time.  With this in mind, the choice to express in a few lines of poetry what is a complex and emotive topic was for the benefit of a reader with very little time on their hands!    
 
 
