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Hidden in the darkened depths

Among he debris of industrial life

Is a cellar, devoid of egress.

It is buried up to its eyeballs.

The one shaft of light filtering into its cold and unwelcome hovel

Is high-up, cold, and barred.

This cellar was built one brick at a time;

Bricks gathered from the walling waste of a quiet,

Sneaky demolition.

For every brick cemented into the tiny prison,

Ten fell from the outer face.

More fell from inner walls, unseen.

Brick by brick the cellar was built,

Doorless and starless and unforgiving,

Around a frightened girl who was

Barely walking.

She climbed once, twice, and fell so hard that her skin broke,

Her spirit crumbled, 

And she sat.

The walls grew, piece by piece

Until they were so tall

She could barely see the top.

The barred window set high and narrow, was not designed for hope.

The outer bricks continued to fall,

And as the girl howled in fear and panic and horror

The final piece fell into place and the

Cement rain muffled her cries

In a ghastly curtain of soundproofing by force.

Years passed.

As she grew, she lost her voice for the screaming;

Forgot how to walk;

Became limp with atrophy.

She lost her nails and her fingertips in her attempts to escape,

The inner walls coated in her body’s rust,

Her soul splattered and scratched,

Dripped and torn

Across the crude brickwork in the darkness and the cold,

Waiting for that time,

Some unknown, magickal, time 

In which she would again

Find herself in the light;

Not knowing that she would be blinded and maimed,

Destroyed and afraid,

Shattered into a jigsaw of a million pieces,

Not knowing that the putting-together could be as painful as the

Tearing apart.

Time is a tape that comes off the reel 

Never to be replaced

Or caught up.

Still she waited, deathless and suspended;

Unaware that in her suspense and emotion 

She created

Ripples that became the weather,

The structures surrounding her,

The birdsong and the tides,

The very air thick with painful regret.

Until a mighty earthquake began to 

Rattle the Earth under where she sat.

It increased her terror, yet her 

Wailing caused the grinding gears of

The planet’s hidden mechanism 

To gain velocity,

Protesting against the aged, rusted

Metals that howled with every movement.

Increasing each judder to a mighty collision that

Eventually caused the walls to crack, 

To shift,

To admit light.

Light seared through the gaps in shafts of brilliance,

Making dust motes sparkle;

Passing a cool, fresh breeze that

Bathed the girl in the refreshing stream 

Of wonder.

The gaps, large enough for fingers;

The damage, intense enough to loosen bricks.

Knowing not the extent of her binds

Nor the infinite possibility awaiting her,

The girl very, very gently began to break free.

The fallen bricks surrounding her cold

Cave of torture began to dissolve:

Ten for every brick she managed to 
Prise loose and cast away;
More dissolved from inner walls unseen 

Until she sat,

Unearthed.

Unprotected.

Vulnerable and fragile, in a world

Exciting and unknown, 

Forced only to trust this divinity that

Had given her this freedom.

So she picked up a brick shard, and in the 

Fallen dust

Began to write.
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Turned Inwards
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How many acts of

Self-destruction can we take

Before the sunrise?
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It’s A Social Cancer
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I see the politicisation of events

In a society that makes women men

And convinces them it’s freedom.

Yet how many get cancer

From putting their needs last?

That soft, nurturing breast tissue

Clogged with lumps

As if it’s some modern chemical affliction,

Making me scream it IS dopamine -

But it’s your addiction to a 

Success created by and for men

Designed to destroy the

Liminal female.

Screaming, because it happened to me too.

But I saw it,

I felt it,

I danced with it.

I became.

The fire of motherhood

Burned away the last lies,

And in its place

Only truth remained.
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Society’s Perpetual Malady
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Sing me a song of being led astray,

Entranced by possibility.

Sparkling like a perpetual summer’s day;

That place of ownership, self-owned left

Blurs into others with strength

Of character, who is who is me is you, er, right?

Conditioned in a family culture,

Enticed by exploration in worlds

New and fresh, your right-angle turn seems to make a

Whole lot of sense

Until you lose who you are and make

Decisions that are We not Me, or You, instead.

Losing your grip on your dreams, perhaps,

Scattering to the winds all of your maps,

Then falling to mediocre not-chance.

The maiden is futile, she drifts on the breeze.

Light, young and carefree,

She handles with ease

Each objection that surfaces, comments that bite;

She waves it away

With strength and with might

Until... it no longer works.

What happens when 

That maiden stays maiden?

She never listens to broody old hens

Who warn her of nature, of time, of grief.

With platitudes and ire poured over her head

She will suffer, alone, hidden away, build a reef

That becomes so much cancer

Instead of allowing life to fulfil her.

The maiden is teen and is 20s, that’s all;

Somehow we’ve enabled a maiden perpetually

Alive, instead of accepting her wizened footfall

Down the hall into motherhood

Where, fearfully stepping,

Maidens are shed

Of their finery, in preference to a deep initiation

That shreds what’s known and

Rebuilds life from station to station.

In which time becomes known for 
Her feminine cycles;
Of things done, always done, done yet again.

It’s a chore before mother, and joyful not ideal.

Tasks! Suddenly plants grow

Fed with love and attention

Because mamas are people who, in nurturing, just know

When and how and why not to let slide...

But the maiden is selfish—

Strange that she can hide

Her lights in some other, foreign person’s way,

Not realising she is 

In charge of her day.

So many influences cause her to coast

Along carefree until she’s

Thirty and alone;

Then time brings to bear all of the sadness

Welling in pools in her cave,

Feeling the wasted time.

Descent into madness

Ensues. The old cat lady

Simply never grew.

Perpetual maiden:

Society’s malady.
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Inconvenient Truth
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The program is strong;

You’ll fight it until you don’t. 

Mirror enemy.
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Saboteur
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At the moment in which

Participation is

Seen, known heartbreakingly

As the imprisoning

Force, that willing teaming-

Up with narcissistic

Abuse, freedom screams in rage.

You collaborated

In good faith, dreaming that

This was co-creation

When it was really

Co-destruction. Merging,

And in merging losing

Access to the Muse’s well.

For in that merger

You lost half of yourself;

Become just one half

Of the artist you were.

Destined to incomplete,

To stumble and to fail:

Shadowed without realising.

But the dawning sight sees

All. Recovering from

The blindness, feel body-

Rage, waves of pure anger

Engulfing your cells and

Rallying impotently

Against enemies long gone.

In its wake, cankerous

Sores from your soul sick-

Ness emerging on skin

From inside to outside.

First steps in healing this

Sabotage’s leprosy.
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