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Fragile Islands

Part 1. Judy’s Story



Judy’s Story

All through the summer holidays
at 12pm on Weymouth beach,
my husband chucks our baby

in the air and drops it.

The charismatic Mr Punch
in his jester's hat

clouts me

this way

that way round my head
thwacking

with his slapstick

blows to my kidneys,
belly, chest

where it doesn’t show
again

and again.

The police turn up,

the doctor

and a crocodile.

He beats them too

and shouts,

That’s the way to do it!

in his funny, swazzle voice,

and everybody laughs.



Baby Punch

dear parents

I am primed to love you

cannot tell you

yet

my body

speaks for me
lodged in my skin ~ my blood

are the imprints
of the force

you use to throw me

the fact I do not bounce

the way you argue

over me

as your spit

flies

in my face

my hot red yell
unmet seared

in the beating muscle of my heart

my organs
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If You See A Crocodile Don’t Forget to Scream!

Some say I represent the devil.

It’s true I'm not admired

for my behaviour

or my looks.

If T were less I'd blame my ancestry,
their clumsy clomping,

lack of evolution.

But I know as one of fifty

hatching into life in the soft muddy flatlands
of a hot swampy river

we all have our challenges.

Your mother didn’t notice you?

Get over it.

I know I'm lucky.

Take what opportunities I can.
Which leads me onto Punch.
A bit part at first sight —

easy prey

in his stripey onesie —

the man has very little style.
His conduct?

I can’t comment

or be called a hypocrite.

You see I am aware of my reputation.
Forget the scaly skin,

small forehead and short limbs,

I am an elite

turbo-charged modern reptile.

My grabber jaws and pincer teeth

do not slide off prey

like some arcade claw machine.
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