Crow Wife

I can’t make tea any more
Even if I wanted to.

When the house is empty,
I push over the bin,
And root through the rubbish,

For fun 
and to annoy the dog.

His eyes are bewildered,
pleading for things I can’t give now.

I free my head from a crisp packet.
That was a mistake.

Then I perch on the sofa,
Swoop down the stairs,
Splatter shit on the clean washing.

I sing my beautiful anger
From the bannister to the world.
Caw 
Caw
Caw

Throw myself at the window
Again and again
Just to feel the pain.

Study the public sphere, 
the ivy tapping on the roof,
a flock of strange, 
enchanting stranger crows, 
squabbling 
over something 
dead 
(why are my people so noisy?).

And when the man comes home
Bleating my old name
I tell him my fierce truth
I sing it loud at his gaping 
Want-mouth
Behind him the open door,
The blue sky.


Leaving the Party

I am leaving the party,
Shoeless (where are my shoes?)
And smoking. I must look very beautiful.
Broken pint glass on the frosty grass 
Under a shattered moon.

Under my feet, grit, it doesn’t hurt,
A full condom slug-like, almost frozen, 
Sticks to my sole 
Even the air is brittle.
You could smash it with a hammer.

There are stars in the black water. 

I dip my hand in 
like a pickpocket
Trying to find gold in a velvet bag.
Fragments of moon dance across the water.

Kneeling, I put my face in,
The cold is smothering, quiet
Wrapped around my skull

It’s December and I am alone
Breathing cold starlight.




Loss

I have watched my father carry too many coffins
In the same black suit.
His brothers beside him, solemn Russian dolls
Who say little but  
cross continents for a funeral.

Afterwards, when I hug him,
He always smells of old diesel and cigarettes,
But I measure his frame shrinking with my arms
Relieved when he lost weight and my fingers touched,
Fearful, now that they overlap
Across his back, 
Like a strait jacket.
At funerals, I cry for both of us
Because he would never cry. 
Or only once, distraught, and 
I could not comfort him.





Summer, apple tree

The woods are dark and full
Apple trees drip with fruit
Seduced wasps crawl
Through the sickly-sweet scent.
 And below, there’s you
Your back against crumbling bark,
Branches digging into skin.
My toes are tangled in ivy, 
and there’s moss in your hair 
and sweat on your cheek,

My fingers stitched deep into your 
raw, red heart. 



On the edge

The page is written
But the words are not ours.

We’re all here,
hiding in the margins
The disposable people.
Buried in the mildewed 
Valleys between pages. 

I’m know I’m not alone,
Curled up in the tail of a g
A dormouse in a cup,

There’s hordes of us
Hiding
Choking in the layers of dust
Kicked up from under your heels
Someone always has to pay the price
And it’s always us.

But as twilight comes
see between the lines
Where fading light shines through the cracks
And in the gaps between words
We pick up our tails
dance through the dust motes, 
Let’s pretend, just for a moment
That this is enough.





Lover’s Gift

He gives me a hand to move house,
A tyre pressure checker, 
some organic chocolate.
A reluctant kiss on a hot afternoon. 

He gives me a 
rose. Just one. One is better than a dozen
Because a dozen is a cliche, he explains,
Cliches are for someone else. Not us.
He is not a cliche.
We are not a cliche.
This is not a cliche.
I would understand, if I was someone else.
He’s on fire for me.

He can’t wait to make love, he says
He is a pilgrim who will worship at my alter. 
Many women enjoy this,
He says.
He worships them hard, in every hole. 
They love it.

This knowledge
is also a gift for me. 
He is a map, with dragons and quick sand. It’s very 
romantic. Or 
sensuous. 

He is giving me the key to his map.
The treasure is him.

He is sad when his wife finds out, but 
brave. She doesn’t understand him.
How could she?

[bookmark: _GoBack]I stir sugar in his tea. He thinks he’ll get 
over this burning love. 
As if I’ve given him the flu. I trace 
circles on his skin. 
I am not the flu. He misjudged.
I am chlamydia. 
There’s no going back for him. 
This is not tears, or urine
This is an unhealthy discharge 
To fill his saggy ball-bag heart.



Making Stir-fry 

My daughter bites 
into a strawberry
And explains
That she is going out.
With a boy
In his car. 

Nowhere special.
She stretches.

My daughter explains
That he plays the guitar,
Is predicted great grades
And his parents are really
Really
Really
Easy going.
And he has nice hair.

I cut into an onion.
And throw the skin on the floor.

Slice it up. 
As if it really, really, really doesn’t matter.
Drink gin from the bottle.
Throw cherry tomatoes
Across the kitchen.
They burst against the wall
Fall down inside the toaster.
Broken like my heart.

My daughter explains
That she doesn’t know when she’ll be home.

I hold a courgette, too firmly.
Cut off it’s length
Dice it.

Wave her goodbye
Set fire to her teddy
And sit
In the dark 
Waiting, 
With my poor heart broken.



Some people.

I cherish my hatred and feed it little sticks-
He went to Oxford, she thinks whales are fish
All their children are precocious little dicks
I’d like their non-existence, if I could make a wish.

He went to Oxford and she thinks whales are fish
They always buy organic, because their kids are so precious
I’d wish that they weren’t born, if I had just one wish
Their opinions on child rearing are absolutely pish.

They like to buy organic, because their kids are so precious
They just can’t imagine bottle feeding cos breast is clearly best
Their opinions on child rearing are absolutely pish
Pseudo intellectual theories leave them terribly impressed

They can’t imagine bottle feeding when breast is clearly best
She thinks negligees are sexy and anal sex perverse
Pseudo intellectual theories leave them terribly impressed
They gap yeared in Burundi and drink chai to be diverse

She thinks negligees are sexy and anal sex perverse
I cherish my hatred and feed it little sticks
They went to Chile and think hummus is diverse
Their too many children are precocious little shits.






Swimming

After maths we go down to the river
Cows watch us lazily
As we jump from pat to pat,
Thick skin breaks beneath bare soles.
Dip our toes in the warm shit.

Elizabeth Dowell has no costume.
Has to do it in her pants.
John Jardine can swim all the way across.

White skin in peat dark water.
We turn algaed stones to find caddis flies
Peeping from sarcophagi.
And where is Little Paul?





For I am the Goddess

Many fine men have been sadly 
misinformed about my nature
misguided in their efforts
misplaced in the folds of my body. 

Also the remote control, some pistachio shells,
Your fantasies.

My hair grows in thick, dark forests, untamed
Where the unicorns 
and okapi roam free.
Their gentle hooves placed precisely 
Their muzzles soft and warm.

Explorers have tried to map me,
Voyaging for years upon my flesh,
With their fancy walking sticks 
And as they wandered south, the sensation
Was not unpleasing.

As the sun sets
And my skin blushes in the light
They come over-confidently
over the horizon, shouting incoherently- 
like 
-boys released early 
from public school
-conquistadors who have 
thrown false idols 
down blood covered 
steps under the mad 
noon sun two thousand 
miles from home

many men become sadly trapped 
In my honeyed-grit quicksand
Subsiding 
Until all you can see are their trembling 
Helmets.

When I stretch,
My body ripples in glorious waves
Pleasure falls through me. 
Some poor soul is tossed from a crevasse.
Screaming, all the way down.




Dishwasher

The dishwasher’s voice is so passive-aggressive
It could be your mother.
You should stack the plates neatly, 
No pans in the top rack,
The top rack is only for cups. 
Glasses and plastic first.
Tea trickles down on to the lower deck.
There’s no equality here,
(But do what you want, you always do.)

I suspect the dishwasher 
Has been sent 
as a punishment for trifling 
with destiny.

When I load the dishwasher, 
although it’s my true nemesis
No one writes it down.
Or paints me naked, with my thick 
Thighs concealing the best bits.
(Who would want to see your best bits?) 

You should always load the dishwasher fully 
clothed (unless you are a slut, 
in which case nothing good will come of you)).
There’s presumably another, 
supplementary punishment for sluts.

In the dishwasher,
Freedom of expression only ends in a poorer wash
(What did I tell you?) 

Dishwashers are more boring than a boulder.
Though you can cook a salmon
If you’re having a dinner party.
(Why don’t you ever have a dinner party?)

Not the crystal glasses!
The voice shrills inside my head
Loud enough for the neighbours to hear.
Not the cast iron pan!
(When will you learn?)








My wife returns to the sea
 
In the moonlight,
As my wife sleeps, 
The window opens and 
Mackerel gently 
silver 
across her body
Scale 
their way to the floor.

Brittle stars 
Grip skin with tiny suckers 
soft tentacles 
wrap around my thigh,
And pull me down 
until I can not 
Breathe. 
Those leading lights 
are angler fish,
Snapping. 
I am caught.

I wreck myself on her ribs
Slide on salt skin
The sea sighs.
 
She sweeps me in 
on the tide and 
I am 
Beached
Gasping for air.
A jellyfish lies
Tendrils pointing 
seawards
At what was lost.





Holding the Line

In the morning, 
Another chunk of my garden is
Missing.

I look out across the waves
Hand shading my eyes but
There’s no sign of my flower bed.
My newly blooming tulips.
My wrought iron bench

My husband.

The end of my road hangs 
over empty air.

I’m not crying,
It’s that wind 
It whips in from the east.
Like nobody’s business.

Kettle on the aga, get dressed, 
Thick socks and boots
Red coat
For confidence.
Not that I need it.

I am building a wall
Barrow by barrow.
Salt wind slams my face.
I am holding back the waves.

The reporter holds a out a palm
Full of
My cliff. I would recognise it anywhere.
His young cheeks are rosy,
Big eyes blinking. “Tell us, Mrs Dowell-”

I draw a line in the mud,
Firmly.

“This far,” I tell the reporter
“The sea can come this far.”

In front, grey water mocks me.
I am holding the line.



Baby

You’re never allowed to eat a baby
Though it flaunts its fleshy thighs at you
Its hairless, thin skin.

Its mouth gapes open, 
It doesn’t even have teeth.
But you have to put 
appropriate things in there
Things which are listed 
In a red book.
Along with Baby’s goals.
Because a baby is not a joke.

A baby is not a joke, or a toy
Or a sweet, delicious food.
It’s the perfect gift,
For people who have everything
And enjoy shit 
and the smell of rancid milk 
and guilt.







Things I have achieved in the Pandemic

Moving the chicken’s dust bath 
slightly to the right, so that they have more space.



Politics in the Pandemic

The ground burns beneath our feet
And we fiddle. 
Bread and circuses 
and our Prime Minister likes films.
Clap for him, like he’s
Tinkerbell. 
He’s in great spirits

Doctors scared, crying, dying
Because they need
To believe harder, 
better, 
faster, 
more.
Like our glorious leader.
He’s in great spirits.

Nurses in binbags
Operation Last Gasp
The tests don’t work.
But watch the TV
Our prime minister is risen,
He’s in great spirits.

Nothing could have been done.
It’s the climate, the population,
The location
There’s ten thousand dead.
But we couldn’t have known.

Anyway.
The Prime Minister
 		is in great spirits.



