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How do I lament
it forth, this feeling of trying?

-MARY RUEFLE
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I Used to Eat KFC Zingers
Without Hating Myself

Order cat litter off Amazon. Light a fig

candle. The clouds are a paper mouth.

Another Tesco Express. Someone else

has died on Facebook. The cat licks me.

Feel endorsed. Wonder if my therapist

thinks I’m a brat. Imagine her telling me

I’m her favourite. Get sad

that cancer got Alan Rickman.

Vit D spray under my tongue.

Himalayan salt rock.

Get drunk off my oat latte.

Man on the train slams into me.

Ask him to hold me

till I’m gorgeous.

Handle my cat’s shit. Replay my own voice notes.

Speculate how carpet shops still make money.

Dream of dying. Watch

World’s Strongest Man.

My father’s angry prostate.

The men on the train could kill me.

I’m a pig. I need a pat on the back.

I need a thigh gap. I use emojis

to avoid conflict. Worry I’m a gentrifier.

Send that gif that everyone’s seen before.

Someone I know has won an award.

I have a memory of your love

like a lodged fishbone.

Before you died, I cut your hair.




LOROS

I watched my mother form her new body.

Cheekbones becoming violent,

hips clucking to meet skin.

I would wash her as she used to wash me,

holding a small plastic jug

under the warm water

and tipping it over her back,

her edges broken by bubbles.

That night was like any other night

in the hospice, people quietly dying,

except we ate ham and pineapple pizza

in her bed. Watch out for the men, she said,

they have the upper hand. She smelt salty,

shoulders poured into a wipe-clean pillow.

The next day, when the doctor said she needed

to eat more, she laughed,

told him she had waited forever to be

this thin. I laughed with her.

When I try to replay her voice

I can’t. This small slice is what I have.

A woman happy with her own shrinking

in the last weeks of her life.




My Mother Quit Bread

and yes, I let a man who sometimes loved me

flip me onto my stomach, pennies falling from his jeans.

I considered the sea,

salting my brother’s eczema.

You’re someone’s son, I thought,

as the man went to town on me, how hilarious.

The picture of my mother people love most

is the one where she’s wearing washing-up gloves.

I’ve lost count of the men.

My skin, a glowing pig.

Granddad used to kick Granny around the farm.

Men will calm down in the end, she said,

keep quiet. Bad husbands can become good

but dead women can only ever be dead.

When Dad left Mum, Mum cited

not enough bonking.

The woman he left her for wore

linen shirts. If a mother is absent,

her daughter becomes a scab

on an elbow, a wild, wet ruby.

The aunties in my family

tapped their teeth knowingly

before destroying a fresh pack

of ready salted crisps.




Daydream

Driving with my mother –

Scotland some days. The windows down, a strange heat.

Patsy Cline on the radio, so young my mother says,

plane crash, only thirty.

She was wearing a blue dress, a wristwatch found in the wreckage.

I’m grown. It’s me driving, my wrist switching the gear.




On the Farm

What do I know about anything

except the feeling of watching the bull

make his muscular approach.

The heifers gently graze,

waiting for him, their large eyes focused

on the grass, till I open the gate,

get closer, fear rising. I unravel a light chain

from hollow bars.

They stop then, all look up at once,

as though they are a singular unit.

No sounds now

except a gunshot, pillowed by the woods,

the heavy tread of the bull across the hardened field

and my own heart beneath my fleece.

What a thrill to know he’ll make his way

to each of them, mount them mechanically,

how they’ll take it.




Portrait of My Brother as Cindy Crawford

Fishslick in gold lamé,

Grandma’s clip-ons weighing down your lobes,

chopstick in your mouth like a cigarette,

God you could move, kid,

strutting down the landing,

your runway,

stopping, spinning by the VHS,

popping a peachy shoulder

to the blue leggings drying

on the banister,

thin hips, headlights.

You were luminous, warm-bodied.

You walked your eczema up

and down till you forgot

you were a boy.

You hadn’t had

your lip bust up yet,

not in a house

of women, all eyes on you,

all our mum’s scarves

around your throat.




Seascape

The mist hangs its low grey breasts,

a pitbull scoffs up pebbles.

The man in the shrimp shack sits like a joke,

how many women have run from their homes

to the sea?

*

How long will I be in the lung of this town?

All my clothes are stained.

A Fosters can hurls itself

into the water.
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