Fishbones Dreaming 

by Matthew Sweeney

Fishbones lay in the smelly bin.

He was a head, a backbone and a tail.

Soon the cats would be in for him.

He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.

Back to when he was fat, and hot on a plate. 

Beside green beans, with lemon juice 
Squeezed on him. And a man with a knife
And fork raised, about to eat him.

He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.
Back to when he was frozen in the freezer.

With lamb cutlets and minced beef and prawns.

Three months he was in there.

He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.

Back to when he was squirming in a net, 

with thousands of other fish, on the deck 
Of a boat. And the rain falling 
Wasn’t wet enough to breathe in.

He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.

Back to when he was darting through the sea, 

past crabs and jellyfish, and others like himself. 

Or surfacing to jump for flies and feel the sun on his face.
He liked to be this way.

He dreamed hard to try and stay there.
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