Pressed

Three o’clock, she started the ironing
pressing a sharp seam into the leg of the flares
just the way her daughter  liked it.

At three minutes past three, her daughter’s face
pressed into the cage wall, wire biting into her cheek
hands scrabbling.

Three ten and she sighed, stretched her back,
decided to put the kettle on,
take a break with a smoke.

Three fifteen, her daughter exhaled her last breath
from clean crushed lungs, her body
a rag doll on the fence.

At three forty five she wondered if the Reds were winning.
In a minute she’d switch on the radio
before laying the table for tea.

In no time her daughter lay with others
set out on the turf, a coat thrown over
her livid wealed face.

Her girl was always starving after a big game away.
She carried the tea things through
arranged carefully on a tray.

Two strangers carried her girl away 
creased on a rough piece of boarding,
her denimed leg  lame as a crooked spout.
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