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Forest

I’m alone, I knew I would be.

He wouldn’t follow here, 

not today, not any day, now.

I don’t feel sure of anything, but 

a path of white stones, which leads,

as I knew it would, to the forest.

Wave after wave of it, higher

and lower, higher and denser,

darker and deeper. The sun long 

abandoned. Trees gesture, obscenely. 

I stay true to the path. Thorns reach 

for me, try to berry my blood, rip 

my hair from the roots. I’m resolute. 

A noise I know. A light that sways - 

a wrecker’s lantern. I’m alert 

to an earthsmell. A tang. Fresh. 

I can’t tell if it wafts from the cabin. 

I tug at the door, expecting a tide 

of something. Instead, there’s a fire,

stretched out on the boards, a rug, 

bleeding. Home. I bolt myself in, 

I don’t want him here. I know that now. 

a sorceress’s daughter tries texting for the first time

runes jump      forwards

backwards,,,

vanish with a green glow

before i;ve understood



i cannot predict

i push buttons too quickly,,,

lettersnumbersall 

locking



the machine sleeps on me

at cock crow

i can summon up 



nothing

no alchemy from this amulet

i consult the multilingual almanac

fortheritetounlock,,,

finally,,,      a little magicke

i should be bewitched

but i;m sticking to my formulae

i will make it my familiar



or the small silver spell-breaker goes back in its box

After Rapunzel
Her hair flexes across the carpet,

weaves beneath the mirror,

trails to the rafters. A fine rope,

a stopper for draughts, suitors.

She towers inside, combs each skein, 

practices coiling it round her neck.

Transformation
A cloud stalks the sun.

Sea slates my head, floods 

my nostrils. I have to right myself,

return to being a land-based girl.

How I hate to swim vertically,

one hand pushing hair from my eyes,

the other, pushing at waves -

like a school fight I’ll not win.

And my legs, furious, frog-like. 

My breath lengthens, the tide lulls. 

If I could loosen this bikini top, 

bind my legs, lose my feet 

to something frilly, I could be 

a watergirl. I need to lay with the sea, 

be taken over, stay on my back when 

the next wave rolls, plunge my head 

down, my hair blocking that landgirl’s 

nose - with just a mouth for bubbling.

I Half Woke

I’d heard it was his way, 

and I made no princess in this high,

too high, mattressed bed.

There’d been no scrabbling at the sash,

no fog looming under a locked door,

but he was here, a tall, thin man 

growing younger by the hour.

