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The Bright Room
A N T H O N Y  W A T T S

She comes to the bright room as to a feast
of light. For as long as she’s allowed
she’ll bask in its shadowless glow. The room
is immense – bigger than the world. It contains
all there is to know. But most importantly
her friends are there. All of them. They chat 
for hours. She doesn’t want them to go. But one
by one they log off. See ya.
See ya.

Under the duvet
she holds herself small
and tight as a pip. Hiding 
from the darkness in the darkness, she tries
to delete the night and its noises

the beat of her own heart

her father’s footstep on the landing.
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It
G A I A  H O L M E S

It made her want to drink the last of the Christmas sherry,
climb over the park railings after midnight
and cry at Adonis’s feet.

It made him want to phone in sick
and spend the rest of the day in bed with her
eating treacle sponge and custard, playing chess.

It made them want to go to the next alcoholics anonymous 
meeting.

It made him want to go to the woods
with a week’s supply of cream crackers, tinned sardines
and his dead grandmother’s fat three-stone bible.

It made him want to pull out his tubes,
curse at the nurses
and shuffle to the gardens to smoke a cigarette.

It made them want to adopt.

It made her want to touch his wife’s breasts
to see if they were real.

It made them want to drive to the seaside on a rainy day,
park up on the cliff top, eat egg mayonnaise sandwiches,




