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A Refuge of Tales

	Lynne Sargent

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	This book is for anyone 

	who has ever needed a new story 

	to get them through a long night.

	 

	 

	
Repeat

	 

	 

	There are two ways of making myths;

	 

	for the first:

	      kiss a sunset

	      feel its colour

	      on your lips, hold

	      your lover’s hand

	

	      repeat.

	 

	the second:

	      tell a lie to a child

	      watch them build

	      it into truth, tell it

	      again

	

	      believe.

	 

	

Part 1: A Myth of Women

	 

	 

	
For women who want to know the shape of the monsters they sleep with

	 

	The candle is an itch,

	a plucked loose thread,

	a hangnail.

	 

	The tallow might burn,

	might whisk all there is away

	but at least her mind will be made smooth as well— 

	she will know.

	 

	There will be no more jagged edge

	that might stab, no thread

	that might unravel.

	 

	There will be no more nagging

	questions that will not let

	a nerve, a brain,

	quiet.

	 

	You assume we should fear the punishment

	for our transgressions, that we should not

	choose the certain suffering,

	but suffering is the only thing we have

	no uncertainty about. 

	 

	We only end the purgatory,

	the fear, that the man might easily

	be worse than the bear.

	 

	We rip that question away with gritted teeth,

	unmask him so we may sleep once again

	in the cold, unquestioned,

	quiet.

	 


Kingly

	 

	 

	There have been a thousand nights,

	A thousand ‘not tonight’s.

	 

	A thousand mornings you have

	not chopped off my head.

	A thousand mornings I have

	kept it.

	 

	I have told myself a thousand stories

	so that I will not have to fear

	the tomorrows

	 

	will not have to wonder when it will come.

	 

	There have been a thousand mornings

	where you have seen only your own

	hurt

	 

	instead of your womanless country,

	the suffering, the daughters

	you killed.

	 

	We have crafted thousands

	of words together, you have

	made me a thousand promises

	 

	Maybe they will come true,

	tomorrow.

	 

	 

	
Type 510B

	 

	 

	girl crawls into cat-skin

	out of the cold.

	 

	girl is skinned

	after her pussy is taken.

	 

	girl is taken

	because they see only a lying suit (slut),

	 

	a girl who would seduce her father

	for a kingdom, because they rationalise

	running away as playing

	hard to get.

	 

	girl must be clever

	be after cock, money, power

	 

	girl must be lying,

	ignore her, ignore the outfit that doesn’t fit

	the narrative.

	 

	girl lies with her body,

	girl lies.

	 

	girl lies dead,

	 

	forgotten, replaceable

	as a stray cat.

	 

	 

	
Base Twelve

	 

	 

	Look at your hands,

	count the bones with your thumbs.

	 

	Give it to me

	your hand.

	 

	They used to have music for this

	they had a dance for each phrase,

	a whole language of bodies

	of steps 

	 

	filled with things not meant to be said.

	 

	They did not tell you?

	Do not speak of the branches

	brass, silver, gold.

	 

	They know how to gobble up sunlight

	gobbler, like of food,

	a feast, each night.

	 

	Gobbler, like that you sip from Princess.

	You pay with your hours

	With your shoes.

	 

	Feet are not hands.

	Careful not to wear them out,

	lest you have to run all the way

	home.

	 

	 

	
What is Grown

	 

	 

	He tossed flowers

	into our navels as we lay

	under the dimming winter sun.

	 

	Covered us

	with dirt and left us

	to grow, to feed.

	 

	We whispered songs to our friends

	the worms, and they joined us

	in the chorus as we prayed

	 

	not for his life to bud,

	and burst forth 

	 

	but for the sun

	to shine again—

	 

	perhaps on us.
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