
 

 

 

 

 

 

Victoria Brookman 

 

Here was one 

 

 

Here was one who breathed 

  who laughed 

  who yearned.   

 

Who birthed.  

Who fed.  

 

Sweated in the heat  

and shivered in the cold.  

 

Gazed mindlessly at supermarket shelves, 

  decision fatigue closing in.  

 

Who ironed and refused. 

 

Who burnt a few dinners, 

triumphed at the pav. 
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Here was one who yelled and stressed,  

cried tears of joy 

 — often. 

 

Encouraged. 

Heaped scorn. 

Played favourites. 

(And was one.)  

 

Who fucked and came and loved. 

 

And, above all, was proud.  

 

Arrived in a sac, left in a bag. 

 

Not defined by nothing.  

No flame,  

nor universal bounds. 

 

I love life. 

Here was one. 

 

(Vale B.E.H.) 


