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  Parents’ Evening


   


  We feel she may be cheating


  at reading and spelling.


  She has failed to grasp the planets 


  and the laws of science,


  has proven violent in games


  and fakes asthma for attention.


   


  She is showing promise with the Odyssey, 


  has learned to darn starfish


  and knitted a patch for the scarecrow.


  She seems to enjoy measuring rain, 


  pretending her father is a Beatle 


  and insists upon your death


  as the conclusion to all her stories.


  



  



  


  The Hatching


   


  Born in the airing cupboard


  to the mothering pulse of the boiler, 


  something cracked its own code


  to unearth a second darkness,


  a suddenness of space


  greater than itself.


   


  Perched on a pyramid


  of folded towels and flannels


  and crowned in the fragments


  of its quondam world,


  the fledgling broke into ugly song, 


  scissoring its beak at the bars 


  of a wooden planked sky.


  



  



  


  The Petrifying Well


   


  We lowered ourselves


  into the petrifying well


  where lime turned top hats


  and bird’s nests to stone


  and the copper wishing coins


  were furring to grey.


   


  We slid on the sediment


  of wet currency


  as we filled our pockets


  with the weight of dead wishes.


  The water bleached us –


  fossilised our futures –


  making rocks of our boredom.


  



  



  


  Sick Bed


   


  It went as far as the eyes, stirred 


  something up, stitching them shut.


   


  The morning I woke to the immediate black, 


  eyelids padlocked, I howled for myself, 


   


  but the tears had nowhere to go, they stayed put, 


  dammed up against the thin walls of skin.


   


  In the blacked-out room, you let 


  me lie on you again.


   


  You dabbed and circled pink ointment 


  into the mohair itch of my body, 


   


  while I wriggled, sickened most 


  at being put back in nappies.


   


  You touched my cheek and palms


  with the cool plastic of toys.


   


  I heard you in the doorway, watching 


  with your hand on your hip.


   


  You did the crying for me,


  smoking cigarettes in prayer.


  



  



  


  Broken Lifeboat


   


  Mother sleeps foetal in the hollow 


  of the blue Chesterfield. Praying hands 


  tucked between her corduroy thighs, 


  she scowls at her dreams.


   


  I climb the arm of the couch, careful 


  in a way that is not child-like, 


  lowering myself into the berth, 


  the fortified nook behind her legs.


   


  My toy daughters and I are adrift 


  on a broken lifeboat in a carpet ocean.


  Mother is ill and close to death.


  Pillow sharks lie in wait.


   


  In whispers, my plot is played out.


  My dolls die of starvation.


  I hum to them, cradling their lifeless 


  bodies to my unstarted breast.


  



  



  


  Playing Dead


   


  I sucked hold of my breath


  for the trick of a noiseless heart.


  Head cocked, eyes shut,


  mouth ever so slight, I directed 


  myself into an elegant infant death, 


  apparently without cause.


  I pictured you shaking me,


  putting your ear to my chest,


  making the screams you never should.


   


  The moment you gave up on me,


  I planned to flutter back to life, 
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