Alathea Hague
A domestic servant (17?) employed by the Chapman family at Little Matlock
No roar

no whistle or scream

just smack like a hammer

a black hole 

where the house had been

Lazy you spin

a stunned Pre-Raphaelite

drugged gaze

and hair spread thick

on the skin of the river

Quiet again

you are better now

than those downstream

awake and something coming

in the dark

The sky lightens slowly

Those searching the sludge

see the trails your feet make

against the current

They string out on a rope

and inch towards you

The front man 

sunk to his belly in cold

grasps your wrist

shouts

thrashes backwards

and he and you are hauled up

to the empty world

You lie in the lane

they stoop on walls

and shoulders

getting their breath

