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for Mum




In the hotel


she eats a breakfast of fruit


arranged like a puzzle


underneath a silver dome.


She picks at it, a model in a bathrobe


hugging one bronzed knee.





Spin Bike 53



I thought all my legs were good for was chasing boys


letting them catch me in small small towns where the women


take their joy out with the bins        and beauty        was ripping


little hairs from upper lips           keeping your nails immaculate


staying trim in shoes you can’t run in      and even now


we are   calorie counters               clinging to 50% of our wrists


the wrists of the girls I went to school with


who never meant to make it about weight                          but always did –


I don’t blame them         because            listen           we are


               flinging our breaths out into the dark      from the podium


                              she calls us an army         and pushing the beat


we don’t want to pose under a flower arch now       we want to glow


in the queue for pizza          fierce             listen                       rock back


did you get out        did you come back         did you make it      did you find love here?





Washing



I’m listening to the spin cycle –


its determination to make it to the end


on our street you could see the rise and fall


of fresh washing rinsed and hung against brick


those women who could make anything new again


in the sun they’d scrub and scrub             up to their elbows in it


when I was little I’d spin the line on its axis


whilst mum tried to peg heavy towels to it


I was making the laundry my wedding dress


watching the heavy drip of men leave the pub


watching women who would look after them until the end


sewing names into trousers so when they were gone


someone would still know they were his.





Endurance



                          I take a blunt razor                      from the scaly corner shelf


       balance it against my leg    the windowsill is gummy with shower gel


                                            the lady scent of Ylang Ylang and Geranium –


I think of the sunset woman in the rainforest


               pull back the blade still


                              and when the blood trickles       I stand blankly


then paste toilet roll over my shin so I don’t ruin the good towels.


and it gets stuck              in islands              won’t stop         the blood


and I’ve got school


               so squatting on the cream shag rug             I can’t say I’ve started yet


               everything gets mixed up together


the aisles are full with adventures: Sea-moss and Black Pepper for men


                              and I’m trying to be       Soft Lotus Flower.





Her Indoors



Sometimes I move that silver ring from one finger


to the next, to see what it might look like


to love someone to their bones –


to keep dinner in the oven and keep it warm for years,


put garden fences on my Christmas list


and keep that list tucked under takeaway menus –


to be kissed and ask


what you want in your sandwich –


and let’s say it’s you that kissed me


you who goes off first thing


to sell pensions from a briefcase –


while I make waving from square windows an art.


I’ll keep her past in the drawers,


write letters to the back of the oven,


sew my wishes into the sides of your vests.


I’ll dance in the kitchen,


I’ll cry in the bath, and always get us


a lottery ticket when I go out for the milk.





Royal



after James Tate


A battered photograph came through my letterbox today –


       me as the queen wearing a heavy-duty crown.


It was definitely me, next to a man I didn’t know.


He didn’t look like he knew me either,


but his medals were quite spectacular.


Looking strong had made my eyes water


and being important hurt my cheeks,


I don’t think I ever even dreamed of this.


Or perhaps I did, on the windy top-deck of a ferry


when I was six, running along smiling and then frowning,


holding onto my paper Burger King crown with both hands.





George



after Morgan Parker


George loves pizza. George stroked a tiger. George likes his girls girlie and will tell you he’s tall. George isn’t looking for anything serious. George knows this amazing little place by the river. George had his bum out on a cliff once. George. If you like cheese you’ll love him. George is a cheeky chappie. George likes his women funny. George usually goes for blondes but George has a thing for brunettes. George will kiss you on the forehead and make sure you get home safe. George doesn’t pay rent. George got played on BBC Radio 6 at 4 in the morning. George says fair play. George says his ex was a model. George loves curves, calls you sweet vanilla latte. George’s best friend is Nick from the micro-brewery. George paid someone to put together his eco-friendly urban wall garden but has a diesel engine. George beckons over the waitress. George calls her honey. George tips her twenty and makes sure you see it. George calls the bouncer buddy. George keeps saying, nice guy. George calls his mummy and you know she won’t like you. George’s ex sold ice cream from a wheelbarrow. George’s ex dressed up like a schoolgirl. George thinks it’s sexy when girls read.                             George calls the place you were born in a bit of a shithole. George has so much money. You’d like to take George’s money and buy him some socks. George gets cross when they’re out of Almond Croissants because he rang ahead and has cycled all the way from Putney. George drives you crazy when you don’t hear from him in three weeks even though the last time he drunk dialled you from a Chinese restaurant on The Strand and told you he loved you. George might be dead. George keeps the book of plays you gave him next to his bed. George has a little gold pen with his initials on. George gets back in touch. George insists you meet his parents. George dresses you in his step-mum’s Barbour coat and calls you a cutie. George’s Dad taps your bum at the bar like it’s 1950. George says you can really pull that look off                              that it’s just his Dad’s way.
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