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  And then there will be no more nonsense




  And then there will be no more nonsense




  and you will tell her about that evening




  when you stopped in the dusk at the edge




  of the grass you had cut that afternoon




  and looked back to where you had just sat




  on the patio eating the meal she had cooked




  and saw how blessed it all appeared if someone




  had watched from where you stood.




  





  Meeting the psychiatrist’s wife




  After Alice Neel’s painting


  ‘Psychiatrist’s Wife (Elsie Rubin)’, 1957




  The psychiatrist’s wife




  has a dress the colour




  of that bottle of claret




  you shouldn’t have drunk




  last night. Has gold,




  a pearl, a ruby ring




  that resembles a sweet




  that seems to be suggesting




  you take, eat, but her hair




  swept up in a directional




  peak, is that telling you




  to get lost? You would




  swear her right hand




  is carefully considering




  what you have to say




  but her left hand hidden




  beneath the snow white




  circular table, why –




  that could be up to




  all manner of things.




  





  The Deadly Sins and the Holy Virtues – No. 1 Chastity




  The highlight of the morning I’d spent playing at Jenny’s had been a perfume she’d recently been given in a bottle shaped like a mermaid. I’d been

  bowled over by this moulded glass beauty; her lush contoured hair, her nippleless breasts.




  I’d gone home to find my mother had been shopping and bought me a notebook. Though it was lined there was nothing I wanted to write down. Instead, I drew a naked woman – with nipples

  – in profile (a little bit Picasso, though I was still to meet Picasso in The Great Artists weekly partwork my parents would collect in the future).




  When I showed my nude to my mother she was taken by surprise, unaware that earlier in the day I’d been marvelling at a topless mermaid. My bohemianism was quickly curtailed. By teatime my

  drawing had clothes.




  





  Fortune




  I told my mother




  about the fortune cookie




  I’d had with a take-away




  the night before, how it said




  You will be very happy tomorrow




  and she laughed, really laughed,




  in a way she doesn’t normally
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