


calf love 

i t  i s  time now f o r  weaning, 
my nipples are sore from your 
sucking and n ibb l  ing 

you need 
more sol  i d  fa re  

i t ' s  tempting 
t o  r o l l  over and o f f e r  
my dugs t o  your warmth 

your head 
b u t t s  against me - s o f t  and wool ly  

why don ' t  they take you away 
so I won't have t o  send you? 

1 sense your repressed anger 
as you f i n d  you've sucked me dry 

comfort i s  where you f i n d  i t :  
I must rock myself t o  sleep 

letter-poem (i) 

"speak louder 
I cannot hear 

the words between the sobs" 

the l i n e ' s  noisy 
i n t e rpo la t i ng  

1 i t t l e  crackles and sighs 

but  i t  i s  not  the words 
tha t  need hearing 

tap-tap 
the heart  knocks 

hop i ng 
i t ' s  the r i g h t  door 

wai t ing,  
not  knowing 

bu t  i t  opens 
as you say, 

"sha l l  I come?" 

ha l f -b l i nd ,  bewildered 
brave brown badger 

nos i ng 
out  from your den 

t o  meet 
head -on 

my stones 



ann's funera l 

a p lea 

t h e r e a r e f l i e s i n the wine 

and the sediment f l o a t s t o the top -

when l e e s w i l l not s t a y d r e g s 

how can I d r i n k ? 

I wear a c l e a n apron 

and comb my h a i r back s t r a i g h t , 

! am f l o u r e d t o the elbow's brown, 

t h e r e ' s a s m e l l o f f r e s h m i l k , 

sometimes I make b u t t e r -

my eyes a r e g r e y and c l e a r 

I cannot d r i n k t h i s c l o u d e d brew 

s t a n d the s c e n t o f w a l l f l o w e r s 

bear the bee's h e a v i n e s s 

you must know I s l e e p 

l i k e a baby u n t r o u b l e d 

by t h e language o f dreams 

my f i n g e r s - n i m b l e a t household 

t a s k s have never l e a r n e d 

t o h o l d a pen - so cannot s c r a w l 

g r a f f i t i on your w a l l s 

o r shake the s u n s h i n e 

out o f your t r e e 

s t o p b r i n g i n g me p r e s e n t s 

t h e r e i s n o t h i n g t o c e l e b r a t e 

i d i d not w r i t e t h i s 

c a r p e n t e r , r e t u r n your c r a f t 

and d w e l l on i n f a n c y 

t h i s 

o b l o n g box i s s u i t a b l e 

f o r g u n - r u n n e r s 

we do not 

need such shapes 

but a c r a d l e 

warmly l i n e d t o rock our f r i e n d 

t o s l e e p ; 

arms t o g a t h e r h e r , 

t e n d e r and g e n t l e , 

hewn from some 

o t h e r wood l e s s t r e a c h e r o u s 

t h a n elm -

f o r t h i s i s a j o u r n e y 

o f much d e l i c a c y 

we need a v e s s e l can s a i l 

a f t e r a homing pi g e o n 

where a r e you now, Ann, c l a d o n l y 

i n c o u r a g e and s t r a i g h t - d e a l i n g ? 

we lower y o u r f r a i l remains 

i n t o an open s o r e , 

y e t dug 

f o r p l a n t i n g -

a f o u n d a t i o n -

what w i l l grow from t o d a y ' s s e e d i n g 

we do not know, 

but p r a y f o r 

a s a f e t r i p 

and sweet h e a l i n g 


