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Carcanet | 164pp | RRP £14.95

Poetry London has long
been essential reading. Try
imagining contemporary
poetry without it.

— Sean ('Brien

The Best of Poetry London is
an anthology of the very best
poems, reviews and features
to mark the 25th anniversary
of its publication.

As good a snapshot of poetry now
as one could wish. - Philip Gross

SPECIAL OFFER:
BUY NOW FOR £8 WITH SUBSCRIPTION
See our website; www.poetrylondon.co.uk

£10 OFF SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR UNDER 30s

Hugo dos Santos

STORY: A LIFE IN THREE MOMENTS

1. Senior night

Oscar’s mom. She purchased her pretty white dress long
ago, saving it only for special occasions. Adorned with
flowers red, yellow, and blue, so sad for being out of place.
That’s the danger with saving what's beautiful, with dusting
off a dress only once in so long when the moment calls for
it —and an old beauty is about the saddest thing that ever
lived. But Oscar’s mom was there, at least, to see her son’s
last high school game. She had come in her two dresses —
the one she found beautiful and the one that looked sad. I
wondered whether that wasn’t the nature of all things —
simultaneously living and dead, both present and absent,
just as beautiful as sad, Oh, but what a dress that must have
been back in the old country all those years ago.

) —
2, The day my father decided to die
First thing that morning, shirtless and in a cotton
shower skirt, he downed a shot of port wine and smoked

a cigarette. On the TV, an anchorwoman mouthed
important updates he would not need to know.
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The first time he breakfasted this way, as a boy of
fifreen, there was such freedom in his choice. There was,
too, a wisp of manhood that he relished,

[ imagine he saw this routine as a bad habit he could
finally be rid of. An unfit punishment for living — the same
breakfast, day after day, for thirty five vears,

That last morning, did he think of the origin? Did he
rue the sweetness of thar first morning’s taste? Did he
finally realize that he had been trying to kill himself even
back then, even before he finally up and did it?

— -
3, Robin moved in

Robin moved in with her clothes and her toiletries and her
mother's silver necklace that she never wore for fear of
ruining or breaking or losing it. And the cat, too.

The few interviews T had weren’t calling baclk and I was
nervous without letting her know. It was her name on the
checks to the rent and the cable and the gas, I paid the
electric, mostly

We had been in the kitchen that first night when [ said
to her soft almond eyes, “I'll do the dishes.” She answered,
“OI,” in 2 half-whisper and that was when [ first knew
we'd be ok, somehow, in the small apartment that was
suddenly ours, And the cat’s,

Now she’s bedridden and doesn’t know her own name,
and I drag my stubborn feet when I wall, but we had a
good life in between then and now. @
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