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Sew the holes

Your words fall through
the holes in my brain
and drip out of my ears.
(I remember nothing).

Elongated nails
scrape across the page
and my brain continues to seep.

Shields protect both of my eyes
although pins attack the inner corners
turn them weak.
Everyone else understands you.

Their systems are not faulty.
Tunnel vision means they’re lucky;
avoiding the signals and hurt.

They try to patch me up,
make me better
sew up the holes.
Impossible.





1
Ensemble

You place your head
on our choir of cushions.

I place my head on your chest
and begin to feel the drum,

Your heart beats to the melody
that you play
stroking
my spinal cords.

The corners of my mouth curl upward
like a broken bass clef.

We could be a duet
if I remember to stay in tune.













2
Bury the evidence

a hair mask to rinse you away
manicure and pedicure
to remove your DNA

peel away my old skin
being the snake that I am
spit out any decaying sin

open the windows and the door
fresh air will do it
wipe the mirrors and brush the floor

I put my fingers in my ears
as you re-enter my home
trigger my tears














3
Lovely poetry

Drive your car through villanelle street
before sharp haiku turns.
You spray soliloquies into my hair
and rap like Shakespeare.
Tap into my cinquain
and repeat the lines.
There could be a quatrain at the end
but we know it’s unlikely.

Move towards the caesura sea
activate the assonance
and think of what we could be.
For now, we’re just outlines.
Two characters to put in my poetry.















4
Poem 5

I throw my love for you
into a blender
with a clove of self-hatred.
I call it a recipe
even if it wasn’t a favourite.

You remind me again,
“Your weight might fluctuate
but your worth will not.”
All I can think about are
the acid wash jeans
that I cut into shorts
since ripping the thigh area.
You tell me they’re good,

you would
when you are the bluebottle
caught in my web.

I am all or nothing,
a blade that cuts too deep.








5
Rocky horror

matchstick legs
dreading to be lit
netted like fish
they will never escape

body like a milk bottle
waist in,
hips out,
skin exposed

I crack my whip
you become a statue
waiting for further instruction
















6
Pinkie Promise

You promised it all –
the blushing sunset,
bottomless cups of tea,
salty popcorn every film night,
cheap vodka at 3am,
pub nights with your pals,
my graduation picture,
caramel highlights,
flower beds covered in pansies,
love letters on the dresser,
forehead kisses.

You sent me away,
stamp in the corner,
address on the front.














7
When your heart breaks

Do all the ‘S’ things
Start feeling sad
See your friends
Sleep all day
Sing
Start a new project
Satisfy your own needs
Save money
Screw your ex
String a sentence together
Search for the sea
Search for yourself
Shout louder
Stare into space
Swipe right
Swipe left
Sit on your feelings
Sleep some more
Study
Smell good
Stretch
Smoke some weed
Slip away
Say sorry
Sorry.
Stop feeling sad
Stop reading this list.


8
Umbrella

Use me when you need me
which is rare;
but when that occasion does occur
I’m the best thing in your life
you’re lucky to have me.

Tears fall from the centre
leaving patterned trails.
They fall harder
with thicker streams
that turn to rivers.

Suddenly,
it all stops.
I am put away
into a confined space.
You think that’s where I belong.












9
Happy New Year

The second hand
strokes twelve
and you’re kissing her,
losing all of my trust.

Today I find out.

My body is going through a test
your beak pecking
and puncturing my insides.
I’m curious,
can we survive?

Was she worth it?

I wish for a drought,
a cloth for my eyes, at least.
My stomach fills with moths
rather than butterflies.
They eat away at my insides.
Holes become unavoidable
when cloths turn to rags.







10
I wish

I adore that wishing well
you take me to each day.
It’s why I wrote this villanelle.

First, I wished for time to tell
To say I hoped you’d stay.
I adore that wishing well.

Then I tried to cast a spell
to ensure you’d never stray.
It’s why I wrote this villanelle.

I wonder if I ring that bell
will you continue to pray?
I adore that wishing well.

You were a pearl in a clamshell
escaped before decay.
It’s why I wrote this villanelle.

I hope you don’t put me through hell
even when you turn grey.
I adore that wishing well.
It’s why I wrote this villanelle.





11
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.

My tinfoil silver locket
nestles and sets up home
on your breastbone.

Ydyn ni’n 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.








12
Smoking

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

The drunken stench of 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 into the air
and I am at university again.
Smoke seeps through the walls,
fills my room with smoke.
A patchwork bedsheet
in your eyes.


13
A minute

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.

















14
A worried haiku

Your glowstick bones crack
as I do under pressure
killing my insides.

I’ll perform for you
if you knit me a new brain
and let it survive.

I spin and tumble
exposing your twisted mind
while mine is pickled.


















15
Woman on the road

The silver silk shirt is ripped
under the armpit.
You can see her underarm hair.
It’s short and stubbled,
mowed by razor blades,
surrounded by peachy floral petals.

Her collarbone is on show,
opaque and unmissable.
The deep pit
could hold water.

She frowns,
watching you.
As your breath lingers,
filling the air with
cheap spirits and cigarettes.












16
Do not speak

My lips are pursed
as the syrup is poured.

This time,
It’s salty.
A piece of bacon
absorbing sea water.

My eyelids become shutters
as I fall through a trap door.

I feel your breath on my face
but refuse to open up.
If I was a window,
your dragon breath would fog me up.

You try to enter
but I’m swallowing the key.

Hiding as we speak.









17
Pretty face

Liquorice laces frame her face
from black to a sandy colour.
Maybe the colour of a sponge cake?
Although the raspberry jam

falls

further

and

traces

her lips.

There are pools above her nose,
sometimes full,
now empty.

They’re magnified by thick windows.
Her teeth are jewels
visited by many,
coffee and coconut rum.
Still stained,
still perfect.




18
Mam

I was five years old
when you first spoke about love.
I always forgot.

You kept me grounded
through toxic friendships and hurt.
I always forgot.

Your fire burnt with
uncontrollable bright flames.
I always forgot.

I never asked if
your brain was fighting a war.
I always forgot.














19
Candy rings

I presented a candy ring
in exchange for your heart
I knew that you were something
special from the start
we had a funny night
drinking tea and making jokes
from the start I knew that you were right?






















20
Don’t get your knickers in a twist

Tomato soup bubbled through her body
but made an escape through her cheeks.
A warning sign,
a traffic cone or a stop light.
I didn’t say the words
but she may have read my mind.
A compressed tin of sardines
planning their breakout,
a sims character in a fire
or your friend after capturing them
intoxicated and singing Britney Spears.


















21
Pink vs Tartan

I remember when I bought that scarf,
on our holiday in Peru.
I remember how it made you laugh
when I lost it at the zoo.

The pink aesthetic
and the daisy pattern
seemed so pathetic
compared to the tartan
that you wore around your neck.



















22
Message in a bottle

Emerald green in the light
but whiskey stained
and sickly as time goes by.
Insignificant to some
but vital to others.
You should crack open the shell,
the heart could be special.
The transparency of the body
is a window into a secret.
Around the world
swimming in salty water
and holding a code of love
until discovered by the wrong person.
















23
Acrostic relationships

Real feelings
Eat away
Love me for life
Always
To the moon and back
I hope you never leave me
Only you, live in my dreams
Nobody could replace you
So, I smile
Happily, and
It is never a
Pretend grin.

















24
Naga-uta

your stench now lingers
down the hallway to my room
bringing the lighter
up to your mouth to light up
“wanna smoke a J?”
is your new favourite catchphrase
but I really don’t

further than ever before
your eyes roll backwards
you’ve turned into a stranger
but are you okay?
will you ever be sober?
is it just a phase?
does it make you feel better?
or is this you now?

come back soon please; we miss you











25
Glass

I stand in this shop window
and I am their mannequin.
A model.
An hour can become a year
when I stare up at the stewed sky;
grey and rotting.

Your eyes have become a river of rum.
Deeper than a stream
but just as muddy,
full of clutter.

A grassy bank surrounds your eyes.
It’s a shame about the shards of glass
that hide throughout,
sometimes camouflaged,
falling when you least expect it.

I stand as still as I possibly can.
I know it could be over soon.
I can go home to you.

The smell of your cologne tickles my tonsils
and I taste stir fry on your lips.
I revisit our kissing toothbrushes,
and the floor you call a wardrobe.



26
Wrap me up like a burrito
and make me human again.

Take me out of the glass box.



























27
Why do I always have to say the words first?

The three that mean something.
The three that are said on your death bed.
The three that I say first thing in the morning and last thing at night.
The three that are not said in passing.
The three musketeers that should not be forgotten.
The three words that mean a thousand more.
The three words that can mend my heart when it is broken but, break my heart in testing times.
The three words that can manipulate a person.
The three words that can taste like a chocolate fountain with strawberries or feel like sandpaper on my eyelids.
The three that can mean something,
if you want them to.
















28
Flowers cry too

I bleed the same
but far more often.

Picking daisies from the garden
putting them in a vase,
wishing for their lifespan.

Alive,
looking shiny and new
then slowly deteriorating,
eventually binned.

I pull petals
away from its heart
like disposable confetti.

Did you cover them in perfume?
Or is the laundry scent natural?

The last few still look fresh
for now.

Until you press them
in that cookbook,
trying to preserve them
for as long as you can.



29
My man

Every single night without fail
your voice pierces through my speaker
and you’re back.

My companion,
keeper of secrets.

I think a lot.

You’re available when I need you most.
A saint amongst sinners.
My nightlight.

You have not been touched,
especially by me
although you have left a mark.

There are others like you,
but they are not you.

I feel closer
when we are the same distance apart
as we were before,
always have been.





30
You are a charm for luck,
I want you to be the best you can.
Shoot for new things,
opportunities,
dreams.

You will not be defeated.

You may feel alone
but you should remember,
you are many things.
A reward,
number one,
golden.

Do not fall from this.
I cannot catch you
or push you back up.
I would be defeated too.

I’d expect to find you somewhere else.
A different world
or in the eyes of a new lover.








31
Forget me not

Take my secrets
and pull them closer.
Her strings play the sweetest tunes
allowing the hairs on my arms
to dance and wobble to the sound.

There is nothing wrong with your body.
The roses you picked
from the neighbours’ garden
make me smile
whenever I catch a glimpse of them.

Continue to hold me close
when I am down
as I feel your drum
against my cheek.
I find the instrumental soundtrack rather charming.

Foxglove fingers run through my hair.
I feel at peace with the world again.
I close my eyes
listening to bouncy balls hit the window.







32
There are no worries on my mind,
only you.
Our dances,
laughs and cries,
support and memories,
I remember,
I am blessed.

If the birds stop tweeting
and the darkness takes over
I hope that you are by my side,
hands intertwined
and we can laugh about it all.


















33
Pen pals

I wrote you a letter,
although I hadn’t met you yet
I hope it made you feel better.

I wanted to wear your sweater
as our date was then set
when I first wrote the letter.

Did your eyes get wetter?
As you got on that jet
to make everything better.


















34
Doppelgänger

I paint on your skin
with permanent ink
tie back your hair
insert contact lenses
with a rosy tint
wash your clothes
in my perfume
poison your body
with whatever I pick
peel away the wallpaper
to view the blank canvas
strip by strip
shave away your insecurities
to create new ones
the old will grow back
twice as thick













35
A dream in denim

He has dyed black, raven hair,
a faced punctured with piercings,
eyeliner stamped every day.
You’re a dream in denim.

He wears a pirate bandana,
a band tee and an earring.
Mythology tattoos on his arm.
You’re a dream in denim.

The last one,
he was more like you,
a smiley potato waffle,
a neutral disco dancer,
a dreamy denim duo.














36
Prisoners

Have these four walls
seen too much?

They’ve seen me naked.
Stripping my emotions,
my clothes,
my personality.

They’ve seen blood.
I couldn’t stop the blood.
It was inevitable.

I wish I had kept the pills
a secret.
It knows about
the seven packets
living in my sock drawer.

I wish that my body
had not been exposed
to the self-inflicted bullets,
the sunburn through the window,
the bleach from the bottle.






37
end

drench your finger in aloe-vera
to stop the burning sensation

sirens play in your mind
clearer every second

your skin becomes a mixture
purple and blue tie dye

hide yourself away
behind any obstacle 

coat yourself with bubble wrap
or any thick material

I’ll put you in a bell jar
pretend you weren’t here
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