Barriers

Do you remember
placing your hand
on my thigh
and petting it?

Rydw i ddim yn deall.
Hoffwn i siarad gyda ti
gobeithio bydd y sêr a’r lleuad
dim yn ddisgyn allan o’r awyr.
Gobeithio bod dal amser i ni.

Your tinfoil silver locket
nestles and sets up a home
on your breastbone.
A place I once called a pillow
inscribed on to my brain. 

Ydyn ni gally rhedeg i ffwrdd?
Rwy’n chwarae gyda’r sil ffenest
mae pob nodyn yng nghywir.
Hoffwn i chwarae i ti.
Troi’r golau ar yn fy mhen
a gweld yn glir eto.






















Political rhymes

Liar liar
pants on fire
student homes
and Grenfell tower
our eyes are flooded
yours are dryer
doesn’t matter
if profit’s higher

It’s not fair
when mother’s cry
because their children
want to die
all on fire
a screaming choir

Winner winner
chicken dinner
won the polls
but you’re a sinner
all the kids 
are getting thinner
must be good
to be a quitter

You always said “united forever”
we all know you think you’re clever
making a deal
we’ll never heal
You’re in luck
you stupid fuck
What’s the story?
When you’re a tory.












A pinch of body sweat,
the stale milky kind – 
but also wet,
dripping to the carpet.

The stench of drunkenness,
pure alcohol.
A club at 2am
with chewing gum floors.

Unwanted
but a little sweet.
A scented candle?
Pathetic effort.
Naked tooth picks
huddle together.

Cloves of garlic fall
from my eyes.
Fresh bodies become vampires,
soon sucked away.

Underarms leak in to the air
and I am at university again.
A shameful stench seeps through the walls
filling my room with an expensive,
patchwork bedsheet.
I feel guilty.
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You pop your head through the kitchen
door wearing just
your stripy pants
and I giggle
as you pass me
the milk carton.
Nothing has changed
since that first night when you gave me
more than just a carton of milk.
I think of your
striped pants once more.
They’ve fallen down.

