
SUNDAY MORNINGS 
 
Chlorine memories and swimming-pool nostalgia: 
rust-stained steel girders holding up my past. 
 
Oak tree wrapped in mist, cat's purr motoring, 
a shivering damp morning to remember childhood: 
 
cold blue weightlessness as I dive then pull myself out,  
slipping on puddled Victorian tiles in my own silent film.  
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