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For K,
Minute to Minute. We’ve got this.

Year 11
Secrets are like injuries from bullets. On entering the body
there’s a small entry point, on leaving
there’s a huge, open tunnel.
This is a tracing of deceit, as a lie grows bigger
and bigger. He lied about having heart failure,
told me this, fifteen minutes before
a chemistry exam. As I walk the winding path back
to the start, the bullet’s trace grows narrower
and narrower, organs like obstructing hawthorn.
I re-examine the scene in which he told me,
outside food tech, beside a bin. He produced
a pill box and blood pressure cuff as proof.
How easily that bullet shredded me, his tongue
an awful trigger. He left me bleeding
for eight months. Eight months
of his pretending to be dying, whilst I actually was.
I retained water, my skin tightening
like a swimming costume drying
to salty crispness. He took that year from me.
A year in which I should’ve been drinking
blue wicked behind the cricket pavilion.
He forced hospitals inside of me before I needed
a corridor linking my organs. Foreign objects
are rejected by the body. Secrets, they always come out.
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I Want to Tell Someone I Love Them
I was born in a bedroom drawer,
growing and growing until I moved
into the sink, the dresser,
the wicker basket by the fire.
Eventually I relocated to the fridge,
its plug ready for use
when doctors tell me
the terrible things they know.
I graduated from sixth form
into nothing, the space
where God was thinking
about creation, but hadn’t
finalised his plans. I waited there
for someone to pluck me
like a fresh egg from the coop,
to crack my head and see
if I have a brain of double yolk.
I went through a phase
of sleeping on top of hedges.
My neighbours found me
on their hawthorn
and called my social worker.
I keep falling in love
with inanimate objects –
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dearest, understand.
I wait inside wardrobes.
They’re the closest replica
to the entrapment of a body.
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Predators Beneath the Sand
Darkness has no bottom, as you get deeper
it crushes organs into dehydrated vegetables.
Bring me a submarine, dearest – place tanks of air
on my hips, tuck folded instructions into my bra.
Know that I’m in love, but that is not enough.
The sea creatures are eyeing me, my bowel an octopus
inside my abdomen, patiently
swimming in the dark.
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