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     To the memory of the seven people who were
 killed at Potters Bar and to the families and
 friends they left behind them
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      POTTERS BAR (after Auden)

      I

      This is the accountant doubting the order

      totting the costs of repairing disorder

      faxing his boss for a second contractor

	  who passed it on to Bloggs of Little Senshester.

      Meanwhile the link wore thin and malign

	  the deal discussed over turbot and wine

      and no one saw the instructions in bold

      the message said urgent, but no one was told.

      Blogg’s bolts will fix rotted joints

      to let the train pass over the points.

      II

      King’s Cross. Luggage wheels

      squeal along platform ten. Passengers

      bustle bags into carriages. Bicker over

	  who faces front or back. Unwrap newspapers

      and chocolate muffins. A woman rustles 

      in Cellophane for three green apples.

      Then a jolt and the journey begins.

      Coffee spills on a smart tie

      and announcements advertise

      arrival times, breakfasts, and first class service.

      III

      Under the canal, above city routes

      past crowded stations and late commuters

      town gardens and dogs barking at home

      then cattle lazing after milking’s done.

      Headlines digested, tired passengers doze

      those still awake half watch the quickening scene

      or make their calls, or type at computers,

     the mobiles start ringing, work has begun.

      And no one expected the connection to fail 

      no one expected the train could crash 

      with passengers spilled across the rails 

      and families clutching ripped cases.

      The line silent with terror and death.

	  IV

      How do we commemorate those who died?

      The anniversary bell rings, incense in our eyes. 

      Politicians don sombre pressed faces.

      No one knows who is to blame,

      no one is eager to answer the whys.

      No one expected so many could perish

      because of no mend in a rickety place

      because of a deal passed on over lunch

      because of the fourth contractor’s bad hunch?

      Danielle Hope
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