
Abigail from Nottingham writes a Letter to the Future

Sonnet 42 - 'My Future Will Not Copy Fair My Past': An Ode to the Future
After Elizabeth Barrett Browning

“My future will not copy fair my past”
A line I read in the back of a bookshop, using my phone as a light.

I wonder how many quotes are lost in bookshelves, how many times the past has written to
the present and we have ignored their calls.

The hold music is a bass drum and the inbox is filled with headlines our grandparents
remember.

Despite this, I pull out a pen. Trace the line like my fingertip will create an imprint. List like I
will be remembered.

The future will leave space for the sky
The future will prioritise the invisible
The future will hold itself accountable
The future will hold history accountable
The future will appreciate the knowledge of a child
The future will let men cry
The future will create justice for all

The future will pick up the phone.

And when it does, like a mother I will shed my pride as a second skin.

It is a miracle we have made it this far.

It is a miracle I have made it this far.

Reading in the back of a bookshop, using my phone as a light.

I call my grandparents and tell them I love them.
I look at a picture of my dog

I realise I can not appreciate the future if I don't let myself live in it.
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I buy the book, even though I know I will never read it.

'My future will not copy fair my past' but I will be proud of the person it has let me become.

Abigail Hutchison
Nottingham, UK
Age 21
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