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Anfield Light
The sun lifts itself high over the tired red brick terraces,
spilling golden light across Anfield’s sleeping streets.
Bringing a promise of a summer day that wants to be generous.
Its warmth begs you to open every window wide.
Its brightness makes you long to wash the wear
from clothes, from bedding, from your own tired skin.
It’s the kind of light that invites you to sit on the step,
and let your hair dry in the soft heat,
the kind that encourages you to hang the washing out and watch it flutter dry in the breeze.
But she has no soap.
No shampoo.
No washing powder.
Just sunlight she cannot use, but longs to enjoy.

A Brighter Start
It’s the isolation that kills.
The feeling that you can’t join in.
A beautiful summer day, she’s out early.
Before the streets fill with people and noise.
Before the park fills with the laughter of children and the chatter of conversations.
There’s no judgement on these quiet streets.
They have seen more than they will ever tell and there is a strange comfort in that. 
The light reflects off the red brick terraces.
The promise of a brighter day. 
The sunlight making everything clean.
The ducks on the water in Stanley Park, clean their feathers leisurely.
The night’s rain has washed away the dirt from the pavements.
  Making everything anew.
  Nature does not see the dirty clothes.
  Does not flinch at the scent that clings to her.
  It opens its arms and offers her the promise of a new day.

Reality Bites
They like to tell us that hygiene insecurity is a personal flaw.
A matter of laziness, bad choices, not trying hard enough.
It’s easier than admitting that the system is breaking beneath us.
Blame the person, shield the structure.
We know the reality.

They point fingers instead of fixing what’s broken.
Swap responsibility for accusation.
Spin stories instead of stitching safety nets.
Craft scapegoats instead of solutions
We know the reality.

We know because we see it every day in our own streets.
People working hard but still falling short.
Parents skipping meals so their kids don’t have to.
Families facing choices of heat, eat or stay clean.
We know the reality.

We know the reality, because we live it. 
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