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Hebden Poetry Enjoy 

She cannot weep

This is the 11.51 Northern Rail train (voice flat)

to Manchester Victoria
calling at

Bramley Pudsey Bradford Hebden Bridge ―

she’s trying hard to keep a perfect pitch.

Last month she found a care home for her mother.

Last week her girlfriend left her for another.

Yesterday the bank said she was overdrawn.

Last night she couldn’t sleep and saw the dawn.

She won’t get home till nearly six o’clock

and wonders if the neighbours walked the dog

or when she’ll get a text saying Can we meet, 

divide the spoils? She cannot weep, 

she must deliver information,

canoodle with the tannoy at each station

This is the 12.51 Northern Rail train ―

Bramley Pudsey …  again  and again  and again.
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Moira Garland, a published poet and short fiction writer, has been travelling the rail line from Leeds, for several heavenly years, to learn how to write lines at Sally Baker's Hebden Bridge poetry class.

