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In time I will apologise

I confess
to using you
as a scapegoat.
I channelled every ounce of my hatred 
onto you.
And a part of me even enjoyed it.



Rolling pin

Roll it over my tongue, my dear.
Roll it over his sexism and miss-
spelling,
over charnel houses where we made 
our literary bed.
Roll it where I want you to want to go.
And then you painted it all till my eyes 
bled waterfalls of chalk 
and you played scrabble with the letters 
of my virginity
and tore the legs off crabs.
We walked in the Chinese gardens
with toffee made from the smell of 
money.
And then it all made sense.



Film

Shall I speak
or wait for silence
to sing in his voice?
I remember when those ankles were 
mine,
I could climb them,
they were pearls.
And we shared the same space
and we spoke with our eyes
and it was enough.
Or was that just me? 



Caution

I am yellow.
I am so yellow I hurt your eyes.
But that’s my job.
I’m harassing
but I’m also alluring
and I dance suggestively behind the 
curtains of the every day
that most of you have drawn before 
your eyes.
You can’t escape from me but I’m the 
one who’s trapped.
I’m nailed to this slab of material, like 
Christ.
I tell you the way with a coy, obvious 
and unnecessary charm.
The breeze greets me sometimes
and I reflect it on the walls, in garish 
form.



No Parking

Read me in your own letters.
Make scrabble from the alphabet I have 
been cemented in, for you.
My permanence is irrational
when you craft me
to spell what you want.
I’m a location,
position, boat, onomatopoeia, answer, 
demand, rule, leader, light, ending, verb 
and instruction.
I’m in, park, ark, no, on, kin
and king.



Loss

I miss when the sea was my garden
and I could reach out and touch you
and I knew who I was
and that I could be beautiful if I wanted 
to be
but it didn’t matter either way.
I miss just after someone dies and 
people ask how you are.
I miss not knowing what an orgasm 
was.
I miss when I would slide sewing 
needles beneath my fingertips.
I miss not having a differentiation in my 
underwear drawer of sexy pants and 
comfy pants.
I miss when fancy dress costumes 
didn’t have to be sexy.



Lipstick, Part 1 of 5

My sandpaper lips peel and fray. 
Creased folds of lipstick mulch onto my 
teeth. 
It feels like my mouth has been 
wrapped in cling film,
ready to be prised open like a packed 
lunch.
A crumby sandwich to be consumed, 
devoured, eaten.
I didn’t think it through. 
I held a spotlight between my knees,
then puckered in the mirror, a scarlet 
kiss.
Not me.
I did none of this.
My spontaneous lips flirted down the 
speaker of your mum’s phone,
as I sat trapped in my costume;
thinking of dates and times,
with bare, pure, soft lips.






