
Food in the Post

Clotted cream 

Grandma sent us clotted cream by post
Mum turned the Christmas pudding onto the willow pattern plate
It was winter, no fresh vegetables, but fresh cream
Dad was happy, clotted cream reminded him of home
But it was thick and unfamiliar
I wanted so much to like it, for him and for Grandma.

The coconut 

Who would have thought that food could come by post
Our uncle sent a whole coconut to my brother and me
The address was written on the smooth brown shell
With a painting of palm trees and stamps from a foreign land
Inside there was a shell within the shell
Cracked open crunchy white flesh, thin milk
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