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COCKCROW
We knew we’d never last,
we couldn’t even start;
just the odd top secret text
and a crack across the heart,
and then you’re gone.
But cracks like that don’t heal, they hide away.
And now it takes so long
to even look alright,
to hide the wear and tear
is a daily, dirty fight.
I think you’ve won.
But nothing could conceal what your eyes say.
You’re just another man,
you’re just another wife;
all we need for just tonight
is to live another life,
and then I’m gone.
But lives like that don’t die, they haunt and fray.
So keep your fingers to yourself,
keep your cloak and dagger looks;
now you can go back to your boys,
and you can go back to your books –
it’s almost dawn,
so now’s the time to stop the act and stay.
Don’t let the morning throw away
what the night bestows us;
the sun will always have his say,
but the nighttime knows us.
So trust the moon to do you right,
she can groom and guide you;
and let the stars burn bold and bright
till I awake beside you.

MZ. LOCUM
My locum’s always thought that she married much too young,
she says she’s just a love song still waiting to be sung.
I tried it on,
we both got off,
then she went back to her man.
She knows me,
she owns me;
every smile and each wink
pervades my every move and every thought I think.
She told me her troubles, she said ‘What should I do, then?’
She said she fancied a change; I said ‘Well, I fancy you, hen!’
I fell on my knees
to plead my pleas,
she kicked me square in the heart:
she chucked me,
then … well …
the way she walks away!
The White Tigress with a sway you must obey.
I’m her prurient proxy,
her discounted doxy;
without her, I’ll live, but less so.
I’ll miss our contentions
and shameless suggestions;
I’ll pine for her put-downs, I know.
She’s a bombshell in leggings,
a goddess in jeggings,
but she’s best when they’re all on the floor.
And she signs her prescriptions
to treat my addictions
with x’s and o’s and much more.
But now I’m clean, I’m sober; I’m over her, and now I must say:
Goodbye – good luck! – to my capricious contrarian,
my blissoming blonde, my wee louche libertarian.
Long may you roam
away from home,

but you can rest here no more.
Don’t kiss me,
don’t diss me –
I’m only scared of the sun.
And if this was a game, you’re a maestro – don’t worry, you’ve won!
So night night. I’m off back to the grind; I know my place, I serve another. And I know you
won’t miss me. I’m not even sure you know I’m here.

SHE RUNS
She runs. She runs along the canal, where her Granddad took her walking, where the
gypsies’ fires would burn for weeks, and she’d daydream she was with them, living on the
road and stopping wherever, whenever. She runs down the street with the house with the
bedroom and the bed where she might have lost her maidenhead, as Grandma would’ve
said, but she could never really remember who was first.
All her days, she runs and runs.
All her nights, she runs and runs.
All her life, she runs and she runs and runs and runs.
By the back of the high school gym, where pimpled boys fell on weak knees at lunchtime
and offered her forever; by the haunted houses where the witches danced, where she was
groped by a ghost in the adolescent dark; then through the new-builds with big cars parked
in big drives under big trees. When she was young, this was all a woodland maze with a sexy
secret round every bend of bracken. And then she thinks she’s home. She stands in what
looks like her drive and looks at what might be her house. She looks at her car, her curtains,
her cornflowers – her bachelor’s buttons – hands on hips, trying to breath. There are no
lights on; there are no signs of life. So she turns around, and she runs.
All her days, she runs and runs.
All her nights, she runs and runs.
All her life, she runs and she runs and runs and runs.

QUANTUM THEORY LOVE SONG
Somewhere in the multiverse, there’s another me and you. They’re sitting right here, on the
same night, in the same town, in the same room. Somewhere unseeable beyond our ken, the
same pinkie slinks across the same table and snakes around its prey. So what happens
next? There’s another me who says just the right thing at just the right time. There’s another
you, and she pulls away.
We are alive, and we are dead.
They’ll only know if they see us.
I know what you’re thinking, I know what you’ll say: the theory of the multiverse is not
empirically testable or falsifiable, it’s just another idea, another leap of faith; it’s just as likely
as God. And I’m sure you’re right. But let’s stare at the stars and see what we want to see.
Let’s need what we need. Let’s kiss what we kiss.
We are alive, and we are dead.
They’ll only know if they see us.
And this might end well, and it might not. But somewhere up there, beyond the cosmic
horizon, we’ll do the right thing.

WOLVES OF THE WOOD
The wolves left home kiss by kiss. They took their time. They didn’t run. Days became
weeks, weeks became months, months became winter. They roamed the moonlit wood in
search of new packs to prowl with, with new tails to curl, new bodies to bump, new howls to
harmonise. The pup howled, too; he bit, he barked, he misbehaved. He felt something in the
air. The wolves whispered, Hush, my love, the winter’s not forever, but still the pup cried
when he knew they couldn’t hear. What’s so good about the forest? he’d ask the moon. He’d
ask her: What’s so great about you?

KEENING FOR A DEAD LOVE
We woke up this morning to bad news.
I woke in my clothes. I woke in my shoes.
Though we all saw this coming, it’s so sad to say,
but this is the debt we all must pay.
We died in the kitchen. We died in the hall.
If you look closely, you can still see the blood on the bedroom wall.
See his eyes now closed. See her arms now crossed.
Her heart was weak. His mind was lost.
Here lies the body, the body of us.
So come now hear the women wail,
come raise a glass, come tell a tale.
We’ll sing of woe, we’ll sing of love,
a decomposing turtledove.
The kist is closed, the mortcloth laid,
the bell is rung, the Parish paid.
Our bucket’s kicked, we’ve gone for good,
to leave behind a broken brood.

ZOLTAR SPEAKS
“Zoltar has spoken,” he said as he handed her the yellow card. She loved the potent chaos
of the arcade: all that noise, all that sparkle. She read her new fortune. It said she felt lost. It
said she dreamed of more. I foresee a chance reunion with a loved one that will bring great
happiness, Zoltar wrote. You are of a generous disposition and would never knowingly hurt
anyone. She smiled. They kissed. They left.
They watched the sunset from the pier and shared a can of cheap cider, the kind
they used to drink all the time – they didn’t even know you could still buy it. It tasted exactly
how they remembered. “I wish we could take pictures,” he said. The rides all weathered. The
signs all faded. Maybe later he’d tell her the truth about the Zoltar card, about his sleight of
hand and cunning plan, about how he’d found it in his wallet as he queued for change. It
must have been there since last year when he brought the family here. And he noticed
something today that he hadn’t seen before, a discreet disclaimer beneath all the
prophecies: FOR ENTERTAINMENT PURPOSES ONLY.
“Let’s go back,” he said. But he didn’t say where.

PARTY ON
Look around you; look, I’ve found you –
the gods would have us rent.
Yet here we are now, gone too far now,
lost and malcontent.
And every day we shrug away is a day we can’t relive,
so open up your arms and legs, and give.
I’m your here, I’m your now,
so let’s stop talking.
Let’s fight the dawn and party on,
do something shocking.
The skies won’t fall; the seas won’t boil;
but the dead may rise anew.
We can’t foresee, so come to me,
and let’s just do.
So turn the light off, turn your fight off –
it’s easy if we’re blind.
Nothing forbidden, only hidden –
it’s all yours to find.
So text them now and tell them how you’re running out of power –
this is your night, this is your hour.
You’re my here, you’re my now,
so let’s stop talking.
Let’s fight the dawn and party on,
do something shocking.
Christ won’t descend to save his friends,
but some rapture’s guaranteed.
So come my way and seize my day –
let’s be freed.
We don’t need meaning, we don’t need to be profound;
we don’t need anyone’s approval, we know our reasoning’s sound.
Objectify to rectify – our lust is a must!
This sex machine looks knackered, but it’s just a wee bit rust.
So let’s prioritise, eroticise, and wake the sleeping beast –
don’t be remiss, come here and kiss me at the very, very least.

Reject indifference; bring back limerence – bring the burn, the dark, the light!
We’ll all be ashes soon enough – my love, tonight’s the night.
We are here, and we are now,
so let’s stop talking.
Let’s fight the dawn and party on,
do something shocking.
The skies won’t fall; the seas won’t boil;
but the dead may rise anew.
Let’s be agreed we’re all we need,
just me and you.

EVERYTHING GOES
You sung me a story; I whispered an ode,
but everything, everything goes.
You wanted to travel; I blocked off the road,
and everything, everything goes.
The bedroom needs tidied; the kitchen needs cleaned.
I’m not easy to live with, but I’m down with the kids,
and my mouth loves to wander while my heart makes its bids –
and I can’t come back to you.
I wrote you a drama; you wanted romance,
everything, everything goes.
I stayed in the corner; you needed to dance,
everything, everything goes.
The bin’s needing emptied; the children need fed.
And you love the dawn chorus, you love blue skies above,
but I’m all but nocturnal, I’m a vampire of love –
and I suck all the fun from you.
Everything goes.

FRINGE
She hides her fear behind a fringe, or she tries to; keeps it cut above the eyes, to hide the
lines and the lies – that map of worry, the scars of her secrets. She watches the perfect
mothers laugh round the fire as they hand out sticks and marshmallows. They all still smile at
her, but she knows she’s just gossip now. But she loves her children too.
Hold my hand, don’t run; now do as your told.
Stay strong, stay still, stay here; don’t let life unfold.
Too much beer, she needs to pee. She leaves the heat of the camp and walks out to the
whispering trees, and squats. She looks up; such clear skies out here, it’s not like the city.
There’s Cassiopeia and Cepheus, Andromeda and Perseus: all one big happy family at last.
She thinks she sees a shooting star, but she’s not sure enough to wish.
Hold my hand, don’t run; now do as your told.
Stay strong, stay still, stay here; don’t let life unfold.
Don’t let the fishwives win, don’t let them tell you how to live;
they’ve nothing more to give, nothing more.
But what’s a shooting star anyway? It’s just a burning boulder, just an unwelcome stone.
She shakes herself off, pulls up her jeans, and heads back to the fire. She never did like
marshmallows.

