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Summertime and the Livin’ Ain’t Easy
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Dread builds hard when the temperature climbs.

We lurk in supermarkets where air is cooler,

cringe at the cost of tomatoes and milk,

scowl at the loudmouth bigot at the door,

snarling at passerbys.

Some days I wish it would rain, the way it used to.
Then it does and doesn’t stop.

Some days I wish everyone colour-blind.

One of these mornings, we’re gonna rise up screamin’.

Even with the cat fight at No. 10,

changes come by increments,

swapping one toad for another.

Do we want the bigot or the philanderer?

The sexist or the thief?

The incompetence grows thick

like weeds, or smoke on the moors.

We’ve got to do something, someone says,

but what? Who would listen?

They’re right, though. 

It won’t change until we make it.

No more standing by.
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This Poem Feels Like Anxiety
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The year is blinking blearily as we are wearily thrust out of winter 

feasting mode, where lazing by the fire with your Christmas card family

is somehow mandatory, but - quick! now it’s Veganuary, and you’d 

better start fasting fast, if you want your New Year, New You to last - 

got to leave the past behind, redeem indulgence ‘cause it’s a crime,

just in time for Valentines (no time for anxiety over why they don’t love me).

Don’t worry, if you hurry you can drop those pounds for Pancake Day, 

and Lent, if you’re of ecclesiastical bent, but better mark the date or you’ll be late 

to send your mother flowers and she’ll be on the phone for hours, 

while you try to ease her into making plans for Easter, when we’re 

supposed to gorge ourselves on new life and hot cross buns – and here 

comes the sun, for No Mow May, with wildflowers chasing blues away.

But don’t lapse and become rotund, hold steady, for soon it will be summer 

and we must be Beach Body Ready, and spend our wages roaming 

pages of an atlas, at last – the perfect spam for Instagram, 

but only if you get a package deal – and it really is a steal – 

because we’ve got to save those pennies for when we get back 

on track for getting kids back to school. So, we follow the rules 

and run headlong into Stoptober, where – sober – we grab our 

pumpkin spiced lattes and stumble through a routine to fit into 

the perfect costume for Halloween; we’ve got to get it right, 

buy sparklers for Bonfire Night, be happy shopping and not 

dropping to our knees and screaming – but our heads are so loud 

with what we are allowed to eat and who we ought to meet, 

and how we have to feel complete, and stay on our feet to compete; 

scared to fail at this daily battle to be human, and – oh lord – 

it’s tinsel time again, a whirlwind of dates and mates and 

glitter and litter and sales, and quick trips to the shops for 

more stuff, all of it designed to keep us resigned to being less 

than perfect.

Enough already! We are already enough.
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But I’ll be True to the Song I Sing
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For Katie, Shelley, and Suzie

Four ladies in acres of pale pink satin, a ruffle of bustles;

ribbon flowers, lace - climbing over rocky mountains – little bows:

the multitudinous daughters of the Modern Major General.

I let Wilma do my makeup (a mistake). The others were trusted 

with their own grease paint; I was an amateur at sculpting my face.

It’s not as bad as I remember, though at first all I see 

is how lovely the others are. I look stately, a crinoline battleship, 

with Wilma’s thick, dark brows. My eyes are anxious, but 

just look at those smiles! They never saw me as anyone but myself.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Drift
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a stolen day, wedged between work and work

for once, there is nobody calling but me

but what to do?

I shall dance around the telegraph poles

leave my shoelaces untied

I will abandon the dishes unwashed

and eat ice-cream for breakfast 

I’ll play solitaire on the ironing board

watch Star Wars in my blanket fort

draw chalk cartoons on the patio

dance to Lady Gaga – in the nude

I could

I could do all of this

but I might just drift here

in my bed of feathers

and hide from the cats
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The Prodigal Pizza
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the prodigal pizza 

extravagant, vast

with a lava flow of cheese

bubbling merrily

cooling into crisp honeycombs

of cheesy pumice


beneath it, tomato magma pools



here is an acre of pepperoni

there are the forests of peppers

here and there, settlements of olives

little mushroom bridges

stretching over the igneous cheese

I will be their doom
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