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Miles Away 
 
I want you and you are not here. I pause 
in this garden, breathing the colour thought is 
before language into still air. Even your name 
is a pale ghost and, though I exhale it again 
and again, it will not stay with me. Tonight 
I make you up, imagine you, your movements 
clearer 
than the words I have you say you said before 
 
Wherever you are now, inside my head you fix me 
with a look, standing here while cool late light 
dissolves into the earth. I have got your mouth 
wrong, 
but still it smiles. I hold you closer, miles away, 
inventing love, until the calls of nightjars 
interrupt and turn what was to come, was certain, 
into memory. The stars are filming us for no one. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



The Darling Letters 
 
Some keep them in shoeboxes away from the light, 
sore memories blinking out as the lid lifts, 
their own recklessness written all over them. My 
own . . . 
Private jokes, no longer comprehended, pull their 
punchlines, 
fall flat in the gaps between endearments. What 
are you wearing? 

 
Don’t ever change. 

They start with Darling; end in recriminations, 
absence, sense of loss. Even now, the fist’s bud 
flowers 
into trembling, the fingers trace each line and see 
the future then. Always . . . Nobody burns them, 
the Darling letters, stiff in their cardboard coffins. 
 
Babykins . . . We all had strange names 
which make us blush, as though we’d murdered 
someone under an alias, long ago. I’ll die 
without you. Die. Once in a while, alone, 
we take them out to read again, the heart thudding 
like a spade on buried bones. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Delilah 
 

Teach me, he said – 
we were lying in bed – 
how to care. 
I nibbled the purse of his ear. 
What do you mean? Tell me more. 
He sat up and reached for his beer. 
 
I can rip out the roar 
from the throat of a tiger, 
or gargle with fire, 
or sleep one whole night in the Minotaur’s lair, 
or flay the bellowing fur 
from a bear, 
all for a dare. 
There’s nothing I fear. 
Put your hand here – 
 
he guided my fingers over the scar 
over his heart, 
a four-medal wound from the war – 
but I cannot be gentle, or loving, or tender. 
I have to be strong. 
What is the cure? 
 
He fucked me again 
until he was sore, 
then we both took a shower. 
Then he lay with his head on my lap 
for a darkening hour; 
his voice, for a change, a soft burr 
I could just about hear. 



And, yes, I was sure 
that he wanted to change, 
my warrior. 
 
I was there. 
 
So when I felt him soften and sleep, 
when he started, as usual, to snore, 
I let him slip and slide and sprawl, handsome and 
huge, 
on the floor. 
And before I fetched and sharpened my scissors – 
snipping first at the black and biblical air – 
I fastened the chain to the door. 
 
That’s the how and the why and the where. 
Then with deliberate, passionate hands 
I cut every lock of his hair. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Tea 
 

I like pouring your tea, lifting 
the heavy pot, and tipping it up, 
so the fragrant liquid steams in your china cup. 
 
Or when you’re away, or at work, 
I like to think of your cupped hands as you sip, 
as you sip, of the faint half-smile of your lips. 
 
I like the questions – sugar? milk? – 
and the answers I don’t know by heart, yet, 
for I see your soul in your eyes, and I forget. 
 
Jasmine, Gunpowder, Assam, Earl Grey, Ceylon, 
I love tea’s names. Which tea would you like? I say, 
but it’s any tea, for you, please, any time of day, 
 
as the women harvest the slopes, 
for the sweetest leaves, on Mount Wu-Yi, 
and I am your lover, smitten, straining your tea. 
 
 
 


