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Press 

When, in the last few days, the domed green button marked ‘press’ had jammed, 
nobody could go in or out. I shall refrain at this point from making a joke about 
‘press’ and ‘depressed’ but suffice to say that they, the bodies, or nobodies if you 
prefer, were dismayed to point of something medical. Now, you would assume 
that having chosen to be in the place to begin with that it wouldn’t really come 
to this. There is a certain feeling that one should only be in there during certain 
hours and that to be there after this time would constitute something very 
bad indeed. At this point the press, communicating with those inside, first by 
telephone and later when the batteries were flat, using little slips of paper pushed 
under the door, commented on their Blitz spirit.

Mick Peter  

Snow Tense

Today it just snows. Yesterday it snew and snew


