
   [image: Cover: Treasure by Jemima Foxtrot]


   
      
         3

         
            Treasure

            JEMIMA FOXTROT

         

         
            BAD BETTY PRESS

         

      

   


   
      
         5

         
            Für mein Schätzchen

         

         6

      

   


   
      
         
7
            CONTENTS

         

         
            
               
	
Title Page 


                  	Dedication

                  	I’m kindest when I give myself to a guy 

                  	Little 

                  	Shedding 

                  	Oak 

                  	It’s the biggest marketing scam in the world 

                  	the platypus of chance 

                  	going going going 

                  	done right 

                  	bad trip 

                  	that nap 

                  	so here it is 

                  	treasure 

                  	Ingo & the pine trees 

                  	sad sun 

                  	Courage 

                  	Missus 

                  	Das Konzert 

                  	cum at all costs 

                  	visiting the visiting business 

                  	a poem celebrating tabletop 

                  	undercovers 

                  	long beans 

                  	Regent’s Park 

                  	the cauldron 

                  	Orgasm 

                  	I’m saying it 

                  	
Nice is different from good 8 


                  	Hawthorn 

                  	Kinderwunsch 

                  	The Sterile West 

                  	Großbuchstabenliebe 

                  	Toddling 

                  	red brick like you 

                  	Lemonade 

                  	Superman 

                  	New Bike 

                  	when I board my Ryanair flight to Manchester 

                  	Untying 

                  	Mim 

                  	ich hab Lust 

                  	Church 

                  	pretty little fish 

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	About the Author 

                  	By the Same Author 

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
910
            Treasure

         

      

   


   
      
         
11
            I’m kindest when I give myself to a guy

         

         
            
               go home with money in my wallet

               held tight   folded firmly shimmering

               myopic Irish guy              a dimple

               eyes magnified through glass thick

               as fingers       he’s inhaling at my wetness

               I’m helping him              I like to give

               I’m giving him some traction

               letting him make me feel good

               kind American guy              good politics

               he likes a drink

               I like the food he buys me

               we talk about public transport

               has kids but doesn’t discuss them

               it’s free in Luxemburg or something

               uses the two eyes emoji when he asks me

               to the sauna              he can watch

               my body there on the U-Bahn

               thinking about him on

               me & inhaling as he touches

               meat they all inhale       my

               softness         I’m an experience

               not made of fishnets

               ponytails nail varnish lingerie

               just my grubby self         smile/flesh/pelvic

               floor muscles I’m pretty nodding12

               giving head my drunk again

               grinning to myself chin up

               own two nipples winking at me

               from the mirror when I shed my jumpsuit

               like a second skin              to piss

               pink-rimmed sight

               I open my fist reveal my heart resting in it

               gently thudding its subtle pumps      the joy

               the horror of muteness     of numb smiles

               of scrabbling for lightbulbs so

                I can glow the murky corners

               timid German guy    tall rigid as God

               wants to spend money on experiences

                I’m an experience     sliding ready-lubed

               into his DMs       hold

               conversation like the woman I am

               like a basket hooked in the nook

               of my arm       I’m cute

               did you know the longer you spend deciding

               what to eat at a restaurant the less

               satisfied you’re likely to be with it?

               hold hands as we climb the trillion

               stairs to the flat with seventeen

               skylights      a gin & tonic with rosemary

               garnish     an unused bathtub

               in the hotel room         nice things

               good dinner    meat on my bones13

               inhale      I am kindest

               when I give myself to a guy

               & he pays me
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            Little

         

         
            
               white flowers polka-dotting the begonia

               watch me desiring the life they have

               to grow under somebody’s steady gaze

               sucking my thumb

               cuddle my soft toy monkey

               wrapping its long arms around me

               kissing its unravelling mouth

               feels stupidly good

               lying on my side       curled as a shrimp

               like the giggling god of the babies would

               & so fine            I’m a giant baby

               my shower cap     my big white pants

               cry        need care like a baby too

               carry me on hips forever

               reaching up for the windchimes

               the plastic mobiles     dreamcatchers

               bury my face shyly into shoulders

               at family gatherings

               scared of peril in cartoons

               hyenas thundering behind us

               the dragon waking up
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            Shedding

         

         
            
               my long lost school friends keep

               killing themselves in my dreams

            

            
               this time it was a girl who danced

               ballet with me & laced with sweat

            

            
               I gasped awake after seeing it unfold

               on facebook remembering her pink

            

            
               eczema her personal hill too steep

               & the net weaved insufficiently

            

            
               the two dogs howled at 3am

               either at some invisible threat

            

            
               or in a visceral funeral tribute

               the living tell me it’s a sign

            

            
               of loneliness or growing up

               or of my own damp survival

            

            
               but I just want it to stop

               tell my unconscious again

            

            
               that suicide’s not funny

               & there’s not many of us left
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