
Ektopos 

 

It was a birth of sorts, 

Only you took root, 

Calling the wrong place safety… 

Then, burst forth, from this ill-fitting chrysalis — 

Ruptured, bled and died — 

Something was lost. 

 

Something more, than two ink stains upon 

A strip of piss-soaked paper, 

Much more than a two-week wait, 

And all the years spent, trapped 

In a cyclical state of  

Hope bleeding into envy. 

 

I dared to entertain thoughts of 

Nurseries and of names, 

Of daddy’s eyes and mummy’s smile upon 

The bud-pink lips of some  

Brand new being.  I inhaled 

The milky breath of premature 

 

Daydreams and I swear, I felt  

A warmth, nestled in arms 

That loved already 

The tiny thing growing deep 

Below, but so 

Out of place. 

 

Congratulatory smiles have turned  

To the soured milk of sympathy 

And now, I am out of place 

In this place, of new beginnings; 

I am here, because something 

Has ended. 

 

 



Each doctor, each nurse, watches and waits for 

Tears that will not come. 

They believe there is yet to be 

Some dawning in me,  

A realisation, that something precious  

Has been lost. 

 

The midwife says I seem to be  

Doing so well.  I can tell, 

She does not understand why, I 

Sit here, in her blue, vinyl chair 

With my out of place smile, 

In this sterile room, reserved for 

 

Bad news, politely answering  

Questions repeated like mantras,  

By different mouths, as they seek 

To be sure, that I do 

Understand, that I am 

Aware.  

 

I am aware — 

Of my bruised, confused body, 

Mutinous and deluded.  Clinging to the last 

Vapours of hormones haunting my 

Bloodstream.  I can't tell them that  

Sometimes, I return 

 

To the cold gnawing of strange 

Blood, forcing its way into 

My veins.  I can’t tell them that I  

Am tormented, by my own face reflected  

In a familiar mirror — lips blue, skin a  

Vampire shade as I dissolve, over  

 

And over.  I know, how close death came; 

She rode with me in the ambulance,  

Peered into the cocoon of 



My fading, whispering a promise, that there  

Would be an end to the pain.  I felt  

The bone-white kiss of her breath upon my cheek,  

 

As I broke — shifted and drifted, turning to ice.   

But now, I will not falter.  I thank the midwives,  

I thank the doctors, for their time,  

For their care.  I tell my pale,  

Frightened love that he looks worse than  

I do, and I smile.  

 

Courteously, I decline the memory-box offered 

By the solemn young nurse, her careful,  

Cupped hands cradling it like the holiest  

Of relics.  I sign the form, permitting 

The dignified disposal, of remains that could 

Amount to no more than  

 

A dab of ash, from the solitary flick of  

The half-smoked cigarette that  

Hung from the lips of the  

Soon-to-be mother,  

I passed with a shudder  

On the way in. 

 

Today, you would have been 

Four months old, and how I had 

Loved the idea of you — 

The little stranger I’d never  

Meet.  I’ve searched for tears  

But cannot find the depth 

 

Of my sorrow.  I am 

Traumatised.  Dazed.  Compliant —  

Like a mauled bird rescued  

From the claws of a cat.  I am distant.  I am  

Strange.  I am out of place… 

Catching my breath. 


