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[bookmark: _Hlk5175296]The Blackened Nail

My favourite fingernail,
the best one,
with all the squareness of Dad’s
but pulled long,
balanced by the shape of yours, Mum.
is the one I jammed in the door
this Christmas.

You saw it and sighed,
said your visits had become
too much trouble for me now.
I laughed, 
called you fool, 
and me clumsy.

It took three months
for the old, black nail 
to pull free.
Mid-way, you had no memory of what I’d done
and by the time the new nail,
ugly and stumped, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]managed on its own,
you were gone.  



