Pressed

Three o’clock, she starts the ironing
pressing a seam into the leg of her daughter’s flares
just the way she likes it.    

At three minutes past three, her daughter presses
her face into the cage wall, wire bites into her cheek
fingernails tearing.       

Three ten and she sighs, stretches her back,
decides to put the kettle on,
take a break with a smoke.   

Three fifteen, her daughter gasps her last breath
from clean crushed lungs, her body
pinned on the fence.   

At half-time she wonders if the Reds are winning.
In a minute she’ll switch on the radio
before laying the table for tea. 
   
In no time her daughter lays with others	Comment by Jeni Williams: lies?
set out on the turf, a coat thrown over
her red wealed face.    

Her girl is always starving after a big game away.
Smiling, she carries the tea things through
arranged carefully on a tray.

Two strangers carry her girl between them 
on a rough piece of boarding,
her denimed leg dangling, trainer missing.  

At full time someone presses her doorbell.

