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            Some are remembered by speaking their names, others I chose to forget. Still, they made a connection between heart, knowledge, instinct and determination and I will always be grateful to everyone for that.
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            SuAndi in conversation with John McAuliffe

         

         Whitworth Café, 17 April 2025

         
             

         

         John McAuliffe: We’ve had much to and fro, SuAndi, about what to include and what to exclude for this Carcanet selection, which offers a long view of your work across the years. I wonder if you could start by telling us about the earliest poem selected here?

         
             

         

         SuAndi: Oh heavens it would probably be ‘Tantastic’.

         Rochelle was the first head of the Pankhurst Centre, my best friend, and she loved going on holidays, getting a suntan. This day she had just got back from a trip and I’d gone around the desk to give her a hug when a woman came in and said to her, ‘Oh, don’t you look wonderful? That’s an amazing colour: you’re so brown!’ On and on she went and I was standing there, but she never looked at me.

         Then every summer, it’s all about the fake tan, people talking about being golden brown – with no thought about what we Black people consider to be hypocrisy (I always use Black in the political sense with a capital B, embracing African, Caribbean and Asian heritage). Then there are those who comment about Michael Jackson, did he or didn’t he bleach. I would always say: he was an amazingly talented singer, and how sad it is if he thought the only way to be really successful was to be white.

         So the poem comes from that. But I had to do it in the performance in an over-exaggerated white posh voice, because once four stupid Black people asked if it happened to me… being as I am Mixed Race.

         
             

         

         JMcA: We’ve talked a lot, as we worked on the manuscript, about how you have always written for performance, for the 14stage, a libretto, alongside pamphlets and books, and you’ve been anthologized for decades, but you still see performance as the frame for how you shape the work – and now you have had to think again, or reflect on, that performance element in relation to the page. And how have you thought about that over the years?

         
             

         

         SuAndi: A performance piece is always written in my head. A poem I’ve written for the page I will rarely perform – I never really remember it. I might look at a performance piece and, seeing it again, notice that I don’t do that line anymore, but something written for the page stays on the page. I’ve no idea about the mix of both kinds of poem here, no idea. Just going through the work for this collection did my head in! I found work I’d forgotten about.

         
             

         

         JMcA: One of the interesting things for me is that there must have been 600 or 700 poems we looked at, a really big set of work that you have written over the decades.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: And you didn’t get all of them – none from the file called Rubbish!

         
             

         

         JMcA: And it’s a real reckoning to look back at all this work, SuAndi. What did it feel like when you were looking back on it?

         
             

         

         SuAndi: Well, it has taken me nearly two years to deliver it to Michael [Schmidt] – and it wasn’t something I was looking forward to. I think a printed record is quite scary. It’s great to have done this editorial work now, to improve and check over work on the page. When it comes out of your mouth, it floats in the air and it’s gone.

         The last thing you want during a performance, is to see someone in the front row, reading along with you. You think: 15put the book down. I did have somebody once say, ‘you missed that line’, and I said ‘But it’s my poem’.

         
             

         

         JMcA: But voice carries on the page and you are a poet of voices – the book is full of other people’s voices and the way you dramatize those voices, the voices of children, of workingclass women, the voices of Black British people.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: Where have the voices come from? Really, it’s been about getting the audience, in particular a white audience, to see beyond me, a Black Woman. It’s about the book and the cover, to get beyond that. In ‘Darren’, the young girl who gets pregnant, the first time I performed that, I was down south; somebody said, yes they’re like that in the north. So, I had to perform that in a posher voice in the south than I did in the north. ‘Nearly Forty’, I do that in a Scottish accent, Liz Lochead told me it was the worst accent she’d ever heard. But it’s trying to get away from just being perceived as the Black person on stage. But of course, when I want you to perceive me as a Black person on stage, I am bloody Black.

         
             

         

         JMcA: It’s an impressive chorus you create across the book – your poems play many parts, but they are always very interested in inequality, and very interested in weakness and in speaking for people, and for those other, ‘unregarded’ voices.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: A lot of the poems that went into the ‘rubbish’ file were very early pieces when I, like every Black writer then, was writing about South Africa and the end of civil rights. With no actual life experience. Looking back, they were in some ways naive. We cannot parallel our lives in the UK, as Black people or people of African and or Asian heritage, with what happened over in South Africa and the American Civil Rights: we can’t do that. 16

         For example, when I saw that film Unfinished Histories, it was the last night at The Bluecoat in Liverpool. I sat on the front bench and there were probably twenty white people in the room. Right there I hated everybody in the room. I can’t watch old newsreels of the Civil Rights. It hurts. The water-hose, the water cannons. I had to wait for everyone else to leave before me because I didn’t know what emotion was on my face.

         But it’s trying to find your own voice first. Because I think almost everybody starts off writing love poems – ‘Nobody loves me, nobody understands’. And then you go from there, hoping that you are developing.

         
             

         

         JMcA: To be able to write about other people, you must know yourself. That means the poems will have that sense, that you’ve just talked about, of knowing the difference between who you are, in relation to the experiences you’re looking at, whether they are familiar and local, or, say, international politics.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: But it is also about having listening skills! For example there is the poem ‘Just Slow’. I went to work in a school in Timperley. I couldn’t find the address. It was over a little bridge, which is why I couldn’t find it, and every time I stopped for directions people ran from the car pretending they couldn’t hear me. Eventually I got there but late. One of the girls in the group was called Linda, she had Down’s Syndrome; she spent the whole afternoon saying to me ‘fookin ’ell, SuAndi, I’m stupid, but I know where school is, fookin ’ell’ – what an amazing voice! She knew her limitations, but she also knew how to get across something. And I knew – ‘I’ve got to have you’.

         
             

         

         JMcA: And does some of this come from your time as a social worker? 17

         
             

         

         SuAndi: That was later. I was in Congleton first, then I came Stockport and then I went to Whalley Range, for residential social work.

         
             

         

         JMcA: So a lot of these voices come from those places, where you are constantly listening out.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: I started some in Stockport but more so as I went to Manchester. I used to abscond with the kids. Lemn Sissay and I would go to do gigs, though I’d say to the staff I was going to take them to the pictures…

         We had a girl in from Wythenshawe and she was stroppy, she didn’t like Black people, didn’t like ‘coloured people’ (as she said it). We went to perform in Liverpool where Lemn told his story via his poems. Over the next few days, after that, she wrote her life in poetry, her family, and it was really powerful, another voice that should be heard.

         The biggest compliment is when you come across people who have carried for years one of your poems in their pocket or bag because the words mean so much to them. Wow what a compliment that is!

         
             

         

         JMcA: The poems travel a long way from Timperley and Wythenshawe – to Australia – that ‘Gordon Bennett’ poem, and to North America, to Nigeria – and even as you are writing about identity and different voices, you are framing that globally.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: Yes, that is more mature than just saying ‘dead white man did that to us’. Gordon gave a talk, very early in my life in the arts, at the Tate Gallery. It blew me away and I wrote the poem and I sent it to him. And it was about two years later, he wrote back. 18

         He said, ‘No one’s ever written me a poem and I didn’t know how to reply’.

         He was a visual artist and he kept saying, when I saw him lecture, ‘I don’t know why I’m here, but maybe because I am called Gordon Bennett’. You know that phrase, Gordon Bennett, and he put some work up that didn’t seem very interesting. But then he put an image up – it was two trees with a woman inverted, tied at the ankles between the trees – and he said, ‘that’s my mother, they’re checking for her virginity’. She was one of the ‘Stolen Generation’.

         Then he showed different work. More Aboriginal-connected. People were muttering, ‘it’s not supposed to be things like this in here’, old intellectual vanguards of the arts. When he’d finished, I just sat there, and I remember thinking, ‘Please don’t hate all white people’. A woman came up and tapped me on the arm and it was his wife. I think she was white. I think they were married. We walked to the front, I just thanked him and walked away.

         
             

         

         JMcA: That’s a great story. And it reminds me too that the visual arts have been very important to you. How have they influenced you as a writer? Or do you feel your curatorial work and your work with visual art are different things?

         
             

         

         SuAndi: My art teacher told my mother at parents’ evening: ‘We usually put people into the ‘O’ level arts for the extra one but we’ll not bother with SuAndi, she can’t tell the top of a painting from the bottom’. We were copying Italian Renaissance in our books. Then The Cornerhouse hosted ‘The Image Employed’, and suddenly I and other people and all the members of BlackScribe saw ourselves on the wall. We’d never seen ourselves on the wall. You know, huge impact, right? 19

         Then I started to get commissions to write narrative for exhibitions. My first one was a Victorian exhibition at Manchester City Art Gallery. At the time it didn’t work for me but the young people, all Black girls, they wrote. But at the time it just didn’t inspire me. Seeing yourself, something you recognise, does inspire words. Definitely, going to work in the United States and seeing work in the States was for me an amazing experience in my development.

         
             

         

         JMcA: Do you want to say something about this book’s cover, a brilliant image by Faith Bebbington?

         
             

         

         SuAndi: The work that Faith does, usually made from recycled material, basically rubbish – I just love her work. She’s done probably five covers for the National Black Arts Alliance and me. In this sculpture, there’s a cockiness in it that I like.

         
             

         

         JMcA: If the international dimension comes across clearly, in the visual element too, you are also a poet of a specific place: of the city of Manchester and its people, and the structures which shape how people relate to one another in the city.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: It’s a funny thing. I said not so long ago, there is an egotistic element to a Manchester writer now – you can get an email with twenty lines on their career – in a three-line message. People are so busy banging their ego-drum. When I came into the arts, quite late in life, there was more of a collective nurturing. There were places you could meet. The Cornerhouse café, the Greenroom. You could watch other people’s work. Henry Normal and I would go and see every poet that came to town, yeah, and I’d be sitting there thinking, ‘People who walk up and down. Oh God, I hope I don’t do that.’ I remember thinking, I will sit on a chair even on the 20 edge of the stage. And I’m definitely not going to say ‘The poem speaks for itself’. Now whenever I watch a performance, I want to be made jealous by the artist. I want to be saying, ‘oh my God they are so good, I need to go home and practice’. I don’t want to sell anything that’s just – alright.

         
             

         

         JMcA: You capture that social world around performance in one of the poems here, where you’re waiting outside a reading and a man starts upbraiding you…

         
             

         

         SuAndi: That was at the Anthony Burgess Centre – and we hadn’t even gone in! I don’t know who he was. He just started on me. You have that, an element of racism. I live my life in the arts and people come up to me and say, ‘Oh, so you’re SuAndi’. Sadly these are all white people who have been ‘warned’ about me and I think ‘Here we go’.

         I had dinner the other night with someone, and I had to tell them why I didn’t want to read someone else’s poem as a voice-over. I was ready for an uncomfortable meeting, but before I had even sat down she said, ‘I want to tell you I am so honoured to meet you’. Of course not all meetings with Black people go well but the majority do.

         If you’re outspoken and sometimes out of order, which I have been loads of times, the white gaze identifies you as ‘trouble’. The Black gaze shouldn’t always say, ‘Oh, we support you for that’. But that can happen, as in this generation – it is so ego-based. For me NBAA has been wonderful, as I learnt so much from all the artists I worked with.

         
             

         

         JMcA: Looking back at this body of work of yours in Manchester, how do you see the work in relation to other kinds of northern writing now, as well as that of your peers in in the rest of Britain? 21

         
             

         

         SuAndi: The fact I was in BlackScribe was really important: we didn’t always get on, but it was such an important starting point. And so was doing the job at Cultureword. I’d never done anything in the arts. I’d kind of written this family saga, my own family, of which I had sent off the original copy (it was all done on carbon paper) to a publisher. He sent it back, bless him, saying, ‘it’s quite good but not enough racism in it’.

         I came at writing completely naïve; I began as an administrator. BlackScribe started and I asked if I could join them, to help with performances and watch them. Then I thought, I could do that and get paid! My very first performance, I was co-MC with Lemn and performing: we had the Kings and Queens of Black poets – John Agard and Grace Nichols, Jean ‘Binta’ Breeze… How can I forget when it came to introducing John Agard and saying, ‘I’m ever so sorry, but it seems John hasn’t turned up’ – and he came down the stairs, performing. I was blown away. I didn’t realise how young they were then. Last Saturday I had dinner with Linton Kwesi Johnson and John Cooper Clarke before their show. I’m there now as a professional equal, colleague and friend. I think the old guard recognise non-ego. I don’t think established people need you to be in their face – blowing your own trumpet; saying I’ve done that, I’ve done that, I’ve done that.

         Whenever I was in the States, Amiri Baraka would say, ‘come on, girl, let’s hit the hood. When he came to Manchester, Corrine Fowler was brought in to introduce him because they decided no one in Manchester was good enough to do so. I said to Corrine, just do it, but I’m coming to meet him because I know him. He was waiting at the Midland Hotel when I walked in and he said, ‘what are you doing here?’ I said, ‘you’re in Manchester, my home town’.

         I think if life gives you such opportunities, be quiet and listen. Listen to people like Amiri, like Maya Angelou who 22 I chatted to a few times over the phone. A writer always needs to listen. You know, I listen to conversations all over the place.

         
             

         

         JMcA: Those names are a history of a kind of British poetry. Amiri Baraka and Maya Angelou and that American world also, but I’m interested in how your work interacts with Linton Kwesi Johnson, John Agard, Grace Nichols, Lemn Sissay. Poets whose voices also come off the page.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: Lemn and I, you know, have fallen out and then made friends so many times over the years. I have this thing with Lemn, I say ‘I hate you’, which means, that poem is amazing. There were periods, when we were performing together, we weren’t speaking. So I’d walk past and say, ‘I hate you’[laughing]. He in turn hated that. I’ve always said, sometimes you write work that just blows me away. It just blows me away and I have no hesitation to say that to any artist if their work is as amazing.

         
             

         

         JMcA: But the live literature world can be a funny business. I’m sure you’ve been the last one on at open mike nights with the entire audience reading before you…

         
             

         

         SuAndi: The very first Manchester Poetry Festival was organised by Henry Normal. He said to me, I’ve got Wendy Cope coming. Do me a favour, he said, pick her up. So, I picked her up and we went and had dinner. And she said, ‘Don’t you hate it when you’ve agreed everything and then they say, we’re going to open with local poets. Who have been told ten minutes and will do ten poems (that’s not ten minutes)’. So we talked about that. Then she said, ‘who the bloody hell am I on with tonight, SuAndi?’ And I went, ‘Me’. And she says, ‘You’re 23 not local, don’t you ever let them say that. It undermines a poet.’ After that I’ve avoided being called local again.

         
             

         

         JMcA: Even though your poems are very grounded in these places, not too far from where we are sitting today.

         
             

         

         SuAndi: You hear writers saying they write in isolation, they write every day. But I think if you’re going to talk about life, then you have to listen to people around you and be aware of people, to see people. Not to be tunnel-visioned. Our role is not only to record society but also to question it. Very much in these times we have to question it, and to tell the stories that people can’t tell in the way we can.

      

   


   
      
         
24
            Untitled

         

         
            
               
                  I speak in English.

                  Think in English.

                  Read in English.

                  Live beside the English.

                  Survive the English.

                  Appear English.

                  But my soul is African.
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I’m Tired of Protesting Outside1


         

         
            
               
                  I am tired of protesting outside

                  I want to be inside

                  Where it’s warm and they are serving coffee

                  With odd tasting sandwiches and biscuits single wrapped

                  You can throw your crumbs to the birds

               

               
                  I have taken to the streets so many times

                  My feet are blistered

                  Can I now stand by the lectern?

                  With a microphone instead of my mouth

                  Working like a megaphone

                  My lungs burn from inhaling the fumes of all this shit

                  I’d like to breath in the air of power and exhale with reason

                  Tired of screaming my rights it ain’t right

               

               
                  I have signed so many petitions my hand writes as I am sleeping

                  Now I click my support from one campaign to the next

                  And still I am outside

                  Ostracized

                  To the inside

                  Where you gather to talk of me

                  In hushes tones in case I am listening

               

               
                  We can’t hear you at the back

                  While you refuse to speak louder

                  For fear your conspiracies will really spark a revolution

               

               
                  And I am armed

                  Part of an army of many

                  Across the many hues of my people

                  You can keep on scheming 26

                  We will weep and bury our fallen

                  Pushed over and stomped on by you

                  Generation after generation

                  But we see your fear

                  And what we cannot see we smell

                  Just like equality

                  It’s in the air blowing closer and closer and closer
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            The Box

         

         
            
               
                  I didn’t keep it there in the beginning.

                  In the beginning I put it on a shelf.

                  It was nothing in size shape dimensions

                  Like anything I had imagined.

                  But to be honest, my imagination

                  Hadn’t spent anytime anticipating its arrival.

                  So the truth is a lot of time had passed before I found the courage

                  To bring it home.

                  And then with no plans,

                  I put it on the shelf.

                  And that is where it stayed

                  Until an unexpected guest sent me scurrying

                  To freshen the spare room.

                  How could I explain

                  A heavy white cake box,

                  I couldn’t.

                  So just for one night

                  (I thought).

                  I pushed it under the bed

                  To keep company with shoes lost

                  Some single without a partner,

                  And where dust without the energy to roll

                  Lay like mini blankets of grey

                  Holding the box safe.

                  A protection from the heaviest of mattress rolls.

                  I never took it out.

                  Never checked on its condition.

                  But I never forgot it was there.

                  Moving from bed to bath

                  Up and down the stairs

                  The white cake box 28

                  Hit my senses

                  Like a spirit on the landing.

               

               
                  When Africa beckoned my return

                  Going home

                  Seemed close enough a home

                  To take home

                  So down I went

                  My knees marked by the tufts of the carpet.

                  My arms stretched far

                  Until I pulled it close to me

                  Stood, the box cold next to my chest,

                  My heart.

                  Then before I locked my luggage

                  I carefully placed it secure under the zipper

                  In Ghana I walked a beach

                  Of pure white sand damp with the lapping blue

                  Holding the box for the last time

                  As I walked into the waves

                  Letting the contents fall

                  And left my father in the sea
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            Picture

         

         
            
               
                  someone painted a picture of herself

                  but it had no face. it wasn’t a painting but a photograph

               

               
                  of one arm suspended by nothing

                  held up by emptiness

               

               
                  in it there were many colours

                  all neutral

               

               
                  it was a black and white the scenery was vast.

                  And she had painted every detail

                  in wide white sweeps

                  the arm was a negative

                  so dark I could make out every pore of flesh

                  she called it ‘me’

                  and I recognised myself.
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            Strong Blackwomen

         

         
            
               
                  Strong Blackwomen work

                  day time night time long time

                  do not sleep

                  but bypass exhausted from foot to bed replacing

                  desktop worktop for pillows to lay their heads

                  Strong Blackwomen do not dream but rework needs

                  rotas agendas itineraries and never therefore

                  try to check the space behind them

                  dawn brings thoughts to mind of the day ahead

                  this day like all days is a work day

                  they stretch their legs lay hands across strong thighs

                  and allow only a microsecond thought for the space behind them

                  Strong Blackwomen shower clean

                  exercise lotion and beautify to hold

                  themselves against the wrath of the day

                  they have no time to think of the space behind them

                  Strong Blackwomen stretch their lips

                  to smile to speak to get the message across

                  and wrap taut fingers round long tobacco stems

                  to kiss themselves into a sense of contentment

                  to escape the thought of that space behind them
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            Last Night I Went to Listen to Poetry

         

         
            
               
                  I did not recognise the face that called my name

                  It is not unusual there are so many white people

                  And alas so many are forgettable

                  Unless their spirits shine as my many friends do

                  Or glow menacingly in enemy hue

                  I accept the invitation to sit

                  And prattle a friendly chat

                  Trying to locate a connection

                  The man tells me he recognised my profile

                  I jest because of the large fatness of my cheeks

                  The man asks if my wig was expensive

               

               
                  The man remarks on my absence from the arts

                  I update with no embarrassment

                  Arts Council axing, house sale

                  and a move to rental

                  The location surprises his Didsbury abode

                  And I move on a topic

               

               
                  The man mentions his stroke it visible on his body

                  And I speak of mine

                  Much smaller but to ease any awkwardness

                  I knew the man said that you waved the Black banner

                  Now you can use disability too

                  Are you also lesbian?

               

               
                  The poet we are waiting on greets me

                  Might have known you would know him the man said

                  The poet is Black.

                  Together we go to collect our tickets

                  I have pre-ordered 32

                  Not as the man suggests

                  Blagged a freebie.

               

               
                  The host lays out the evening

                  After the writers speak they will take questions from the floor

                  Don’t you start a heckle

                  The man whispers

               

               
                  The writers talk of travel

                  The places they love

                  Where they live

                  Elif Shafak speaks of London

                  A cosmopolitan haven

                  In which she feels save

                  She wouldn’t say that of Sharston

                  The man spits in my ear

                  I raise my hand to block and bar him from me

                  I shake in my seat

                  Kei Miller stares at me wondering what is wrong

                  When the evening is over

                  The man leans and asks

                  Did you enjoy that?

                  My silence is the only thing the man hears
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            The House Stopped Breathing, – Almost

         

         
            
               
                  The house stopped breathing, – almost

                  The daily inhale, exhale stopped – almost

                  Windows basked in sunlight failed to open

                  So cool breezes could not tickle away the dewdrops of a morning’s expectation

                  As doors opened to find no one waiting there

                  And dust lingered hopefully for a tender hand to wipe it into order

                  Winters became simply dark

                  As drawn curtains no longer embraced to keep it warm

                  So the house stopped breathing – almost

               

               
                  Night workers took detours

                  And drunks hallucinated passed

                  As the house would sometimes shudder

                  Trying to re-establish its foundations

                  And the old chimney, many years without purpose

                  Would burp out a puff of sadness

                  And it seemed as though the trees would choir

                  A protective sigh the leaves shivering together

               

               
                  After a few years

                  There was hustle and bustle

                  As old suitcases and packing boxes

                  Scattered themselves across the floors

                  Until stacked carefully

                  Left the rooms as empty as a discarded soul

                  And the house’s breathing became so shallow

                  It felt sure it had stopped – almost

               

               
                  Then one morning voices of excitement

                  Waited expectedly in the garden 34

                  Waking the house with a curiosity

                  And when it saw so many gathered

                  And in their midst the face of a mother

                  It took in air with such sharpness

                  That every window opened wide in excitement

                  For the house knew, she had not returned

                  But it had a duty once again

                  To shelter a family

                  And the house began to breathe deeply
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Revolution Poem 12


         

         
            
               
                  It takes time to fund a revolution

                  And practice

                  And our lives have been in full dress rehearsal

                  Since long time.

                  Revolutions don’t evolve but erupt.

                  Sometimes with planning

                  Other times not.

                  Man’s spark blows easy.

                  Bud in one hand, weed other.

                  Yet still armed enough to kill,

                  Split a bitch’s lip,

                  Hurt a friend

                  Rape a lover ’til dead

               

               
                  This revolution has no heroes.

                  They be simply wars

                  I’m planning something larger,

                  Well large,

                  National, international, global.

                  I’m in negotiation with the skies

                  Speaking to family on another planet.

                  Serious tactics with Sirius B.

               

               
                  My revolution is going to blow out

                  The final frontier

                  Women going forward

                  Man aside,

                  This side and this side

                  No petty gender squabble

                  This be one huge Black ‘Motherfucker’ of a revolution

                  And when it done

                  The Blues will be a white thing.
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                  It sits comfortable on dusty shelves

                  In dark rooms dank in smell

                  And holds its breath for one who comes

                  To turn its leaves of fantasy

                  And believe that every one reveals a truth

                  A branch reaching back to yesterday

               

               
                  It knows its place

                  In well-lit designed libraries

                  Where students comply and do not question

                  Just copy and rework for the essays

                  Their futures depend on

                  While the public run their fingers

                  Across titles seeking biographies

                  Celebrities whose history might

                  Last a year maybe more probably less

               

               
                  History knows it’s best

                  To say little of truth

                  Not confess a lie

                  But in detail claim

                  That’s how life was then.

                  A defence that takes no responsibility

                  For today’s bigotry

                  The blanket of lies falsehoods

                  Knitted into the camouflage of truth

                  History knows its place
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                  She offered me toast with my tea

                  Not cake or biscuits

                  Maybe because of the hour of the day

                  Brewed the right way

                  Like my mother’s teapot

                  warmed first

                  Old ways seem odd today

                  Toast in three minutes

                  always golden

                  No aroma

                  to tempt the appetite

                  Cookers with grills

                  foil wrapped to save bacon fat

                  No bending backache with eyelevel vision

                  central heating modernised away what once was to no longer

                  It’s not the same

                  as when

                  One fork too heavy for the table

                  slightly bent by the heat

                  of a grate red hot with coals

                  browned fingers

                  often burnt toast

                  It made no difference

                  when laden with fridge rock hard butter

                  Smells of the old are different to the new

                  I sipped my tea and declined the marmalade
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            Ordinary Woman

         

         
            
               
                  I am an ordinary woman

                  Nothing special

                  Ordinary. Nothing. Nothing. Ordinary.

                  There is nothing to show

                  Nothing to tell

                  Ordinary. Nothing. Ordinary.

                  I have cut my hair, grown it

                  Cut it again. Permed it, straightened it, left it natural

                  Ordinary. Natural. Naturally ordinary.

               

               
                  I have raised children, alone

                  Born many, lost a few

                  Terminated one for my survival, sanity.

                  Paid the price. Murderer. Nothing. Ordinary.

               

               
                  Will you tell of me?

                  Remember me in history?

                  I am not a feminist made no stands

                  Nor have I been the discarded

                  Pleasure of a man.

                  I have loved and left. Loved and lost.

                  Ordinary. No different. Ordinary.

               

               
                  Yet without me there is no tomorrow:

                  No more generations;

                  Without me the world cannot last

                  From my loins – I have borne life,

                  Ordinary children

                  Grinded by a man, ordinary just like me. 39

               

               
                  Do not forget we who have fought battles

                  Lost and won wars

                  Worked hard in labour

                  Settled no scores;

                  You may go down in history,

                  We will simply die.

                  Ordinary. Nothing.

                  Ordinary in life. Ordinary in death. Ordinarily special.

                  This woman me, that man he

                  Please, never forget the ordinary people.
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