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Sevenling



I dress like my idea of a boy:


creased trousers & pea coats & good shoes,


things the world expects of me.


I’d love to paint my eyes & nails


& skin the colour of dusk & blood & sky


be beautiful for a moment, dropping


expectations like a coat on a dance floor.





A Boy Becomes a Brooding Hen



A boy wants a baby, dreams of being a father, stuffs footballs up his jumper & practises midlife crises, crocodile tears in the shower. He wants to lay an egg but looks down at his body, presses his belly outward: moon held in his hands, listens to the water under his skin. He imagines himself running with a buggy, looks at his friends with babies, is jealous of their casual fatherhood, their Sundays & car keys. He thinks he’d like to have a boy and for that boy to be a dancer. He touches his nipples and asks what are these? Memories of the parent I could have been when I was a half-formed thing, sexless & drifting in water.





The Partridges



take off with the same anxious


engine-flap of wings you hear


from topless boys on mopeds


who fly together up


a high road in August, t-shirts


fluttering round shoulders.


In autumn the partridges


do not know they are being


hunted or that this hum-thrum-beat


of their wing-machines is good


as a car horn for the mouths


of the shotguns. The partridges


are too slow & stupid to survive


so they feather-drum


into the shout of the guns


swallowed whole by the scatter-pattern


leaving the silence of a crashed


moped behind them.





A Boy Becomes a Mandrake



A boy is born screaming, his knotted root face wrenched from the good, clean earth. Before he was skin he was green, before he was bone he was bark. Shouting from his bed, gasping for water before milk. Scream & writhe is the only language he is capable of so far. It was lonely in the soil but to be pulled from the packed dirt’s dark hug with no warning is even worse. Now the only thing he knows each day is there will be morning & hunger again & again.





Small Hands



We hug on the only chair left in the classroom,


high-pitched love & no fight.


We are so small that our bottoms


fit on the same dip of red plastic.


We are only vaguely aware of the distance


men are supposed to keep,


how silence should stretch between us


like an Achilles meeting muscle & bone.


If we could, we would hug & kiss


as girls do, hold hands on the way to lessons,


comment on the ebb of our bodies,


note how pretty our hands can be,


the curve of each other’s hips,


the fit of shirts on our skinny ribs.


It would be perfect because


it hasn’t happened like this before.





A Boy Runs



out of his lungs like they are a coat held by a parent at a school gate. The world around him is closing, the shops pulling down shutters as he turns into a cemetery where his heels push the dead further into their graves. He feels his weight on the ankle that crumpled beneath him months ago. He didn’t listen to the physio or do the exercises she gave him. He hoped he would heal himself, that in deepening the wound he would make it more heroic, grow back into the bruised ligaments till his breathing was a spooked horse again, spittle rattling from his cheeks, the bit between his teeth worn away by worrying. The whip of hundreds of fathers keeping him going, going, going.
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