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BIRD

When | became a bird, Lord, nothing could not stop me.

The air feathered
as | knelt
by my open window for the charm —
black on gold,
last star of the dawn.

Singing, they came:
throstles, jenny wrens,
jack squalors swinging their anchors through the clouds.

My heart beat like a wing.

| shed my nightdress to the drowning arms of the dark,
my shoes to the sun’s widening mouth.

Bared,
| found my bones hollowing to slender pipes,
my shoulder blades tufting down.
| spread my flight-greedy arms
to watch my fingers jewelling like ten hummingbirds,
my feet callousing to knuckly claws.
As my lips calcified to a hooked kiss

silence
then an exultation of larks filled the clouds

and, in my mother’s voice, chorused:
Tek flight, chick, goo far fer the Winter.



FAGEL

Nir jag blev en fagel, Herre, kunde ingenting hejda mig.

Luften blev till fjadrar
ndr jag knabdojde
vid mitt 6ppna fonster for att fa amuletten -
svart pa guld,

gryningens sista stjarna.

Sjungande kom de:
troster, tummeliten,

lodusolvor som svingade sina ankare genom molnen.

Mitt hjarta slog som en vinge.

Jag kastade nattlinnet i morkrets drunknande famn,

skorna i solens allt 6ppnare mun.

Naken
markte jag att mina benknotor urholkades till smackra ror,
mina skulderblad tuvade sig nerat.
Jag bredde ut mina flyglystna armar
och sag mina fingrar pryda sig med juveler som tio kolibrier,
mina fotter forhardna till knotiga klor.

Medan mina ldppar forkalkades till en krokt kyss
tystnad
sen fylldes molnen av larkornas jubel

och de sjong i kor, med min mammas rost:

Flyg din kos, min pulla, langt vick till vintern.



So | left girlhood behind me like a blue egg
and stepped off
from the window ledge.

How light | was

as they lifted me up from Wren's Nest
bore me over the edgelands of concrete and coal.

| saw my grandmother waving up from her fode,
looped
the infant school and factory,
let the zephyrs carry me  out to the coast.

Lunars | flew
battered and tuneless

the storms turned me insideout like a fury,
there wasn’t one small part of my body didn’t bawl.

Until | felt it at last the rush of squall thrilling my wing
and | knew my voice
was no longer words but song  black upon black.

| raised my throat to the wind
and this is what | sang...



Sa jag lamnade kvar flickaldern som ett blatt dgg
och klev ut

fran fonsterkarmen.

Sa latt jag var

nér de lyfte upp mig fran Wren’s Nest

bar mig 6ver ytteromraden av betong och stenkol.

Jag sag mormor vinka nerifran sitt tun,
flog i cirkel
over lekskolan och fabriken,

lat sefyren bara mig  ut till kusten.

Mindistanser flog jag

medfaren och omelodisk

ovéddren vinde mig ut och in som en furie,

det fanns inte den minsta del av min kropp som inte tj6t.

Tills jag dntligen kdnde det  vralet som villde fram och skakade min vinge
och jag visste att min rost

inte lingre var ord utan sdng  svart mot svart.

Jag hojde strupen mot vinden

och det var detta jag sjong ...



HOMING

For years you kept your accent

in a box beneath the bed,

the lock rusted shut by hours of elocution
how now brown cow

the teacher’s ruler across your legs.

We heard it escape sometimes,

a guttural uh on the phone to your sister,
saft or blart to a taxi driver

unpacking your bags from his boot.

| loved its thick drawl, g's that rang.

Clearing your house, the only thing

| wanted was that box, jemmied open
to let years of lost words spill out —
bibble, fittle, tay, wum,

vowels ferrous as nails, consonants

you could lick the coal from.

| wanted to swallow them all: the pits,
railways, factories thunking and clanging
the night shift, the red brick
back-to-back you were born in.

| wanted to forge your voice

in my mouth, a blacksmith’s furnace;
shout it from the roofs,

send your words, like pigeons,
fluttering for home.
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VANDA HEMAT

T dratal hade du din dialekt

ien lada under séngen,

med fastrostat 1as av timvis med diktionsévningar
var vart inte skulle

ldrarens linjal mot dina ben.

Vi horde hur det slapp ut ibland

ett skrovligt hoh i telefon till din syster,
tose eller bola till en taxichauffor

som lyfte ut viskorna ur bakluckan.

Jag dlskade den loja grotigheten, de tjocka L:en

Nir jag rojde ur ditt hus ville jag inte
ha nét annat dn den ladan, uppbruten
sa att manga érs forlorade ord rann ut -
fordan, pjoller, tjd, fjol,

vokaler jarnharda som spik, konsonanter

som man kunde slicka kolet av.

Jag ville sluka allihop: gruvhélen,
jarnvédgarna, fabriker som bultar och skramlar
nattskiftet, arbetarlangan

irott tegel dar du foddes.

Jag ville smida din rost

i min mun, en grovsmeds assja;
ropa ut den fran taken,

skicka ut dina ord, som duvor,

som flaxar hemat.
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CHRISTMAS EVE

Tonight the Black Country is tinselled by sleet

falling on the little towns lit up in the darkness

like constellations — the Pigeon, the Collier -

and upon the shooting stars of boy racers

who comet through the streets in white Novas.

It's blowing in drifts from the pit banks,

over the brown ribbon of the cut, over Beacon Hill,
through the laploved chimneys of the factories.

Sleet is tumbling into the lap of the plastercast Mary
by the manger at St Jude’s, her face gorgeous and naive
as the last Bilston carnival queen.

In the low-rise flats opposite the cemetery,

Mrs Showell is turning on her fibre-optic tree

and unfolding her ticket for the rollover lottery

though we ay never ‘ad a bit o luck in ower lives

and upstairs in the box-rooms of a thousand semis
hearts are stuttering and minds unravelling

like unfinished knitting.

And the sleet fattens and softens to snow,

blanking the crowded rows of terraces

and their tiny hankies of garden, white now, surrendering
their birdfeeders and sandpits, the shed Mick built

last Autumn when the factory clammed up.

And the work’s gone again

and the old boys are up at dawn to clock on nowhere
except walk their dogs and sigh

at the cars streaming to call centres and supermarkets
because there ay nuthin in it that’s mon’s werk,

really bab, there ay...

But it's coming down now, really coming

12



JULAFTON

Tkvall ar Black Country glitterprytt av snoglopp

som faller pd sméstdderna, upplysta som stjarnbilder

i morkret - Duvan, Kolarbetaren —

och pa den motorburna ungdomens stjarnfall

nér de far fram som kometer pé gatorna i vita Chevor.
Det blaser in i drivor fran schaktkanterna,

6ver rainnans bruna band, 6ver Beacon Hill,

genom fabrikernas jungfruskértade skorstenar.
Snogloppet vraker ner i kndt pa den gipsgjutna Maria
vid krubban pa St Judes, lika vacker och naiv som
Bilstonkarnevalens sista drottning.

I de laga bostadsldngorna mittemot kyrkogarden

tander mrs Showell sitt fiberoptiktrad

och vecklar ut lottsedeln till storvinstdragningen

fast vi ha'ra aldrig haft nd tur i hela vdra liv

och uppe i vindskontoren i tusen parhus

snubblar hjartana och nystas tankarna upp

som en ofédrdig stickning.

Och gloppet tjocknar och mjuknar till sng,

suddar ut radhusens 6verbefolkade tak

och deras ndsdukssma tradgardar, numera vita, de ger upp
sina fagelbord och sandlador, skjulet som Mick byggde
forra hosten nar fabriken bara molteg.

Och sa dr det slut pa jobb igen

och gubbarna dr tidigt uppe utan att stimpla in nanstans
forutom att rasta hundarna och sucka

at bilarna som strommar till callcenter och stormarknader
for de finns da inge karlgora ddr inte,

du vet, ingenting ...

Men det vriker ner nu, det vriker verkligen
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over the stands at the Molinuex, over Billy Wright

kicking his dreams into the ring road

and in the dark behind the mechanics

the O’'Feeney’s boy props his BMX against the lock-ups
and unzips to piss a flower into the snow

well gi me strength Lord, to turn the other cheek

for we’m the only ones half way decent round ere

and the tower blocks are advent calendars,

every curtain pulled to reveal a snow-blurred face.

And it's Christmas soon, abide it or not,

for now the pubs are illuminated pink and gold

The Crooked House, Ma Pardoes, The Struggling Mon
and snow is filling women'’s hair like blossom

and someone is drunk already and throwing a punch
and someone is jamming a key in a changed lock
shouting fer christ’s sake, Myra, yo'll freeze me to jeth
and a hundred new bikes are being wrapped in sheets
and small pyjamas warmed on fireguards

and children are saying one more minute, just one, Mom
and the old girls are watching someone die on a soap
and feeling every snow they've ever seen set in their bones.
It's snowing on us all

and | think of you, Eloise, down there in your terrace,
feeding your baby or touching his hand to the snow

and although we can’t ever go back or be what we were
| can tell you, honestly, I'd give up everything I've worked for
or thought | wanted in this life,

to be with you tonight.
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ner over laktarna pa Molineux, 6ver Billy Wright

som sparkar sina drommar in mot ringviagen

och i morkret bakom bilverkstan

lutar O’Feeneys grabb sin BMX mot garageldngan
drar ner gylfen och pinkar en blomma i snén

amen Herre ge mej styrka d vinda andra kinden till

for di d bara vi som dr skapligt skotsam hdrikring

och hoghusen ér adventskalendrar,

alla gardiner frdndragna kring ett snosuddigt ansikte.
Och snart ér det jul, vare sig du tal det eller inte,

just nu dr pubarna upplysta i skdrt och guld

The Crooked House, Ma Pardoes, The Struggling Mon
och snon fyller kvinnornas hir som blomblad

och nén ir redan full och bérjar veva med navarna
och nan trycker in en nyckel i ett utbytt 1as

och skriker forihelvitte, Myra, du tar do pa mej i kylan
och hundra nya cyklar blir inpackade i lakan

och smé pyjamasar varms pé gnistgaller

och barn sager bara en stund till, bara lite, mamma
och de gamla tanterna ser nan do i en sépa

och kdnner att varenda sn6 de har upplevt satter sig i margen.
Det snoar pa oss alla

och jag tanker pa dig, Eloise, dér nere i ditt radhus,
dér du matar bebisen eller liter hans hand nudda snén
och fast vi aldrig kan vinda tillbaka eller bli det vi var
kan jag saga dig, uppriktigt, att jag skulle oftra allt jag har jobbat for
eller trott att jag har velat har i livet,

for att fa vara hos dig ikvall.

15



HORSE HEART

It's a stable in here:

the sodden hay of broken waters,

each of us private and lowing in our stalls
while at night, from the monitors,

the sound of babies’ hearts like hooves
stumbling stamping

through our bodies

into the high wet grass of their lives.

How reckless they are —

lost now then again

in snowy fields of static.

Too fast and they're gone, too slow
and they might never reach us at all
but fall, heads crowned by vetch
and dandelion, noses cold

to the belly of earth.

Oh these horse nights,

darkless nights, the endless running

of the herd, fear a hoof

upon my chest.

I lie in my sweats and beckon you up.
little horse heart, foal,

let my love be your paddock, your bridle,
your trough.
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HASTHJARTA

Det ir ett stall hirinne:

genombl6tt ho nér vattnet har gatt,
var och en for sig bolar vi i vara spiltor
och pé natten hors fran monitorerna
ljudet av bebishjédrtan som hovar

som stapplar  trampar

genom vara kroppar

och inilivets hoga blota gris.

Vad vardslosa de dr -

anborta  sen dter

i brusets snotackta marker.

For fort och de forsvinner, for sakta

och de kanske aldrig ens nar fram till oss
utan faller, med en krans av vicker

och maskros pa huvudet, med kalla nésor

till jordens mage.

Ah dessa hastntter,

morkerldsa nitter, hjorden som springer i all
oandlighet, radslan som en hov

pé mitt brost.

Jag ligger i mjukisar och vinkar upp dig hit.
Lilla hésthjarta, o,

14t min kdrlek vara din hage, ditt betsel,

din ho.
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THE REPUBLIC OF MOTHERHOOD

| crossed the border into the Republic of Motherhood

and found it a queendom, a wild queendom.

| handed over my clothes and took its uniform,

its dressing gown and undergarments, a cardigan

soft as a creature, smelling of birth and milk,

and | lay down in Motherhood’s bed, the bed | had made
but could not sleep in, for | was called at once to work

in the factory of Motherhood. The owl shift,

the graveyard shift. Feedingcleaninglovingfeeding.

| walked home, heartsore, through pale streets,

the coins of Motherhood singing in my pockets.

Then | soaked my spindled bones

in the chill municipal baths of Motherhood,

watching strands of my hair float from my fingers.

Each day | pushed my pram through freeze and blossom
down the wide boulevards of Motherhood

where poplars bent their branches to stroke my brow.

| stood with my sisters in the queues of Motherhood -

the weighing clinic, the supermarket — waiting

for its bureaucracies to open their doors.

As required, | stood beneath the flag of Motherhood

and opened my mouth although | did not know the anthem.
When darkness fell | pushed my pram home again,

by lamp-light wrote urgent letters of complaint

to the Department of Motherhood but received no response.
| grew sick and was healed in the hospitals of Motherhood
with their long-closed isolation wards

and narrow beds watched over by a fat moon.

The doctors were slender and efficient

and when | was well they gave me my pram again

18



REPUBLIKEN MODERSKAPET

Jag gick over gransen in i Republiken Moderskapet

och sag att det var ett drottningdome, ett vilt drottningdéme.
Jag rackte 6ver mina klader och tog emot dess uniform,
morgonrockarna och underkldderna, en kofta lika

mjuk som en varelse med lukt av férlossning och mjolk,

och jag lade mig i Moderskapets sing, singen jag hade baddat
men inte kunde sova i, for jag blev genast inkallad att arbeta
i Moderskapets fabrik. Uggleskiftet,

hundskiftet. Ammatvittadlskaamma.

Jag gick hem, med virk i hjartat, genom bleka gator,

medan Moderskapets mynt sjong i mina fickor.

Sedan lade jag mina urlakade knotor

iblot i Moderskapets kalla kommunala badhus,

och sag hur testar av mitt hér fl6t fran mina fingrar.

Varje dag korde jag min barnvagn genom frost och blomning
lings Moderskapets breda esplanader

dér popplar bojde sina grenar och smekte min panna.

Jag stod med mina systrar i Moderskapets kder —
barnavérdscentralen, mataffiren — och vintade

pa att byrakratierna skulle sla upp dérrarna.

Precis som forvéntat stod jag under Moderskapets fana

och 6ppnade munnen fastin jag inte kunde nationalsangen.
Nar morkret foll skot jag barnvagnen hemat igen,

skrev i lampskenet bradskande klagobrev

till Moderskapsdepartementet men fick inget svar.

Jag blev sjuk och jag blev botad i Moderskapets sjukhus

med deras alltid slutna isoleringsavdelningar

och smala sdngar 6vervakade av en rund méne.

Likarna var slanka och effektiva

och niér jag blev bra fick jag tillbaka min barnvagn av dem
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s0 | could stare at the daffodils in the parks of Motherhood
while winds pierced my breasts like silver arrows.

In snowfall, | haunted Motherhood’s cemeteries,

the sweet fallen beneath my feet —

Our Lady of the Birth Trauma, Our Lady of Psychosis.
| wanted to speak to them, tell them | understood,

but the words came out scrambled, so | knelt instead
and prayed in the chapel of Motherhood, prayed

for that whole wild fucking queendom,

its sorrow, its unbearable skinless beauty,

and all the souls that were in it. | prayed and prayed
until my voice was a nightcry,

sunlight pixellating my face like a kaleidoscope.
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sa att jag kunde stirra pa maskrosorna i Moderskapets parker
medan vindarna genomborrade mina brdst som silverpilar.
I snovdder hemsokte jag Moderskapets kyrkogardar,

med de ljuva stupade under mina fotter —

Var Fru av Forlossningstraumat, Var Fru av Psykosen.

Jag ville tala med dem, sdga att jag férstod,

men orden kom ut i en enda rora, sé jag foll pa knd

istallet och bad i Moderskapets kapell, bad

for hela det dar vilda javla drottningdomet,

dess sorg, dess outhérdliga hudlosa skonhet,

och alla sjalar som fanns i det. Jag bad och bad

tills min rost var ett nattskrik

och solljuset pixlade mitt ansikte som ett kalejdoskop.
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BOBOWLER

Darkling wench,
see her flower face on a waning moon
and spake her name aloud
to conjure the voice
of one you loved and let slip
through the wing gauze of jeth.

In the owl-light,
when loneliness shines
through your bones like a bare bulb,
she’ll come for you,
little Psyche, carrying missives
from the murmuring dark.

She comes to all the night birds:
cuckoos, thieves, the old uns
and the babbies in their dimlit wums,
the boy riding his bike
up Beacon Hill, heart thundering
like a strange summer storm.

And the messages she brings
in her slow soft flight?
Too tender to speak of, too heartsore,
but this:  am waiting.
The love that lit the darkness between us
has not been lost.



NATTFLY

Jantunge i morkret,
se hennes blomansikte pd en méane i nedan
och mél hennes namn hogt
for att frammana rosten
hos nagon du édlskade och lit

slinka genom dédsens vingflor.

I uggleljuset
nér ensamheten lyser
genom ditt skelett som en naken glodlampa
ger hon sig pa dig,
lilla Psyche, som bér pa skrivelser

fran det mumlande morkret.

Hon kommer till alla nattens faglar:
fastfolk, tjuvar, gammfolket
och dibarna i sina dunkla tjéll,
pojken som cyklar upp
pa Beacon Hill, med bankande hjérta

som en mérklig sommarstorm.

Och budskapen hon kommer
flygande med sa sakta och stilla?
For skort for att tala om, for hjartskdrande,
utom detta: Jag vintar.
Kdrleken som lyste upp maorkret mellan oss

dr inte forlorad.
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THE NIGHT YOU WERE BORN

November 27th, a month before me, all the lights
in the Black Country out for the evening,

Wrens Nest tucked under a blanket of darkness,
mithered only by the fog-beams of your dad’s van

as it sped to the hospital. In the back, the dog,
snuffling in her bed of tools and woodshavings.

In the front, your mom, panting on the turns,
her frightened moon face waning at the window.

| think about that night when | doze, heavy
with our son, in the snow-soft hours.

What it would have been to have seen you, pushed
howling, from that red tent of legs,

the first word on the page of our story.
| press myself against you in the darkness, listen

for your murmur as he moves inside me. Oh love,
| can almost hear it now: that first cry —

araw thread of sound spooling through Winter
to stitch our lives together.
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NATTEN DA DU FODDES

27 november, en manad fére mig, pa kvillen

nér alla lampor i Black Country var slackta,

Wren’s Nest instoppat under en filt av morker,

som bara rubbades av dimljuset pa din pappas skapbil

nér den hastade till sjukhuset. Dér bak: hunden

som snorvlade i sin badd av verktyg och hyvelspan.

Dir fram: din mamma som flimtade i kurvorna

medan hennes radda ménansikte tonade bort i fonstret.

Jag tanker pa den natten nar jag slumrar tungt

med var son under de snomjuka timmarna.

Hur det skulle ha varit att se dig krystas ut

vralande ur det dir roda tiltet av ben,

det forsta ordet pa sidan som var var berittelse.

Jag trycker mig mot dig i mérkret, lyssnar

efter ditt mummel medan han ror sig i mig. Ah ilskade,

jag hor det ndstan nu: det dar forsta skriket -

en hudlés trdd av ljud som ringlar genom vintern

och syr ihop véra liv.
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