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Expand / collapse Extended Description
The places are The Canaries, Sierra Leone, St Helena, Table Bay, Madagascar, Socatra, Nicobar Islands, Achin, Bantam and Run. End of long description.







Ella Frears is a writer and poet based in London. Her debut collection Shine, Darling was shortlisted for the Forward Prize for Best First Collection, and the T. S. Eliot Prize for Poetry. She has held residencies and fellowships for the Tate Gallery, the National Trust, Royal Holloway University physics department, John Hansard Gallery, the Dartington Trust, 16 motorway service stations, the number 17 bus in Southampton, and Exeter University’s environmental history department. Her work Goodlord was shortlisted for The Forward Prize and a Sky Arts Award for Breakthrough Artist of the Year. Ella is a current Royal Literary Fund Fellow at the Courtauld Institute of Art and hosts Tears for Frears on Soho Radio.




Also by Ella Frears

Passivity, Electricity, Acclivity (Goldsmiths Press, 2018)

I AM THE MOTHER CAT (Rough Trade Books, 2021)

Goodlord (Rough Trade Books 2024, Corsair 2025)




[image: ]




CORSAIR

First published in Great Britain in 2020 by Offord Road Books

This edition published in 2025 by Corsair

Copyright © Ella Frears, 2020

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN: 978-1-4721-5964-9



	Corsair

An imprint of

Little, Brown Book Group

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

	The authorised representative

in the EEA is

Hachette Ireland

8 Castlecourt Centre, Dublin 15,

D15 XTP3, Ireland

(email: info@hbgi.ie)





An Hachette UK Company

www.hachette.co.uk

www.littlebrown.co.uk




For J. T.

The hottest one for years of night




Contents

I Knew Which Direction

The Overwhelming Urge

The Film

The (Little) Death of the Author

Magical Thinking (I)

Magical Thinking (II)

Hayle Services (grease impregnated)

Moon Myth

Fucking in Cornwall

Visitation

The Flamingo Estate

Joan of Arc is Haunting Us

Existential

Phases of the Moon / Things I Have Done

Captivity is Justified

These are my lovers

AND SAND AND SAND AND SAND

Becoming Moss

Darling, a dream is not the place to tell me that you’re leaving

Everybody Has to Wee

Walking Home One Night

Midpoint

PASSIVITY, ELECTRICITY, ACCLIVITY

Soak it all In

You, a St Ives Modernist

Barbara Writes to the Reverend

You, a Teenager

Alfred / Wallis

You, a Section of Colour in a Heron Painting

On Stringing the Form

You, a Poet Researching Naum Gabo,

Resistance

Whenever you see a tall, glass building

Premonition

ETA

After the Lie, Donald came in a vision to Donald

Elegy for the Cassini Spacecraft

Sermon (for the burial of Cassini)

I fall asleep watching a documentary about Stonehenge, come on my period and bleed through my favourite trousers

Sestina for Caroline Bergvall

Fleet Services (northbound)

I Asked Him to Check the Roof, Then Took the Ladder Away

Who's Driving the Poem?

Acknowledgements




SHINE, DARLING




I Knew Which Direction

from the way the moon tilted towards the sea.

My heart, pulled gently from my chest, was carried, sleepwalking

over the waves. I held my breath, concentrated

on the new space. There was pain, but it was not new pain.

Pray now, whispered the sand and I fell to my knees thinking:

moonlight, moonlight, moonlight ————

until it was no longer a word but a colour and then a feeling

and then the thing itself.




The Overwhelming Urge

Stabbed in the arm with a compass.

Stabbed in the side. Ink

everywhere. Ink in her mouth.

Saint Sebastian of St Ives, holy

on the supermarket roof

throwing moss at passersby.

She’s seen Some Like it Hot maybe twenty times.

A hard kernel of a soul,

she practises softness.

Pouted baby-mouth in the mirror:

I used to sell kisses for the milk fund!

Stormy, sticky with flies,

nettles brushing her ankles,

she bends,

picks a dock leaf, rubs

until the anklebone is green.

A herd of cows gather to watch.

He wants to show her something

by the metal farm gate.

She, nodding, surveys it from a distance,

files it under:

penis; moonlit.

In the dark, the shapes of cows.

The ground is dirty with dirt. The air, dirty

with smoke; she, clean as a whistle, hops over the stile.

I used to sell kisses for the milk fund!

Below is the town, crammed in

against the yellow beaches

and all around the sea is endless, aching.

While she wrestled him on the hill,

the badgers, the horses, the sheep

worked away, shovelling

their hearts into the landscape.

When he cried, the wind whisked his tears away

and out to sea.

She has the overwhelming urge to jam

her tongue into a plug socket,

swing an axe

at her legs, swim out, out, out,

she’s itchy with it.

For now there’s nothing to do

but finger one another

uncomfortably at the shoreline.

For now there’s nothing

to do but walk

together in the brilliant air, pick up lumps

from a freshly tilled field

and ask – rock or mud?
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