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Cabin fever. 
 
 
Woke up this morning. 
Leaden headed. 
The black dog in bed with me. 
His teeth sunk deep into my flesh. 
Wouldn’t let go. 
There for the duration. 
Dragged ourselves out of our pit. 
Into the bathroom. 
Shared a long dark ochre piss. 
Lugged ourselves downstairs. 
Into the kitchen. 
Opened the fridge door.  
Leaned our heads in. 
Stared for a good five minutes at its bulb-lit guts. 
Or was it twenty years? 
At turning milk on a cracked shelf. 
At grey bacon curling up at its exposed end. 
At a lone tomato splitting its sides. 
No doubt at some bad salad in-joke at my expense.  
At a hard-skinned chunk of chiropodist cheddar. 
Mocking my own morning appearance. 
No appetite for food. 
Sat down. 
Turned on the telly. 
Watched the early-morning Wakey!Wakey! show. 
Where a woman recounted the sad tale of her alcoholic cat.  
Wept as she told of his mood swings. 
Of how he would vomit in her bed. 
Of how she would find empty miniatures hidden in his basket.  
Wakey!Wakey! fed me all I needed. 
Celebrity interviews. 
Health and fashion. 
Look young stay young keep fit and cooking. 
Issues and tissues. 
From cancer to the kitchen to the catwalk on castors. 
Seamless. 
A Win-A-Home phone-in. 
Dream Holiday Horrors. 
Diet Dangers with Doctor Derrick. 
Hospice Watch. 
Make-up tips for Siamese twins forced to share a face. 
The dog and I fell asleep. 
Drifted off during an advert for double-glazing. 
Or a stair lift. 
Or equity release. 
Or a personal injury lawyer for you.  
Who isn’t really a lawyer. 
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And we dreamed that we were on a tropical island. 
White sand. 
Azure waters. 
Gently swaying palm trees. 
And he frolicked in the waves. 
As I lolled in my hammock. 
From where I turned the dream around to see the other side. 
To reveal some barely legible handwriting. 
But still recognisably my own. 
No stamp. 
No address. 
Just four familiar words: 
WISH YOU WERE HERE. 
Exclamation mark. 
Smiley face. 
 


