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Constructing a Witch
(Bloodaxe Books, October 2024)

Despite the Devil being conceived to direct human baseness away
from our goodly selves, there has always been sin in the world. The
Bible has it that woman is the weaker vessel, therefore her inferior
ways could easily let the Devil into the house, and into her oh so cor-
ruptible body - and thus the story begins.

Helen Ivory’'s new collection Constructing a Witch fixes on the mon-
stering and the scapegoating of women and on the fear of ageing
femininity. The witch appears as the barren, child-eating hag; she is
a lustful seductress luring men to a path of corruption; she is a pow-
erful or cantankerous woman whose cursing must be silenced by

force.

These bewitching poems explore the witch archetype and the witch
as human woman. They examine the nature of superstition and the
necessity of magic and counter-magic to gain a fingerhold of
agency when life is chaotic and fragile. In the poems of Constructing
a Witch Helen Ivory investigates witch tourism, the witch as out-
sider, cultural representations of the witch, female power and dis-
empowerment, the menopause, and how the female body has been
used and misunderstood for centuries.



Kataokevdlovtag tnv Mdaylooa

IMapd to yeyovdg 6Tt o AtdPolog €xel emvonBel yia va katevBivel
Vv avBpwrivn kakia pakpud and tov evdpeto eavutd pag, mdvta
vmipxe apaptia otov kdopo. H BifAog Aéet 6TL n yuvaika gival to
Lo advvauo Soxelo?, EMOUEVWG OL KATWTEPOL TPOTIOL TNG Ba prmopov-
oav evkola va adricovv tov Atdfolo va el 0To OTTL KAl 0TO W
TO00 eTLPPeMEG 0TV StadBopd cwpa NG - Kat £€tol EeKVA 1) LoTo-
pla.

H véa cuAhoyrj tng Helen Ivory [Xéhev Atpopt] Kataokevd{ovrag tnv
Madytooa, ETKEVTPWVETAL 0TNV KATACKEUT TNG yuvailkag wg tépag
Kat arnodlomopmnaio tpdyo kat atov oo UTpoaTd oty yepacouévn
OnAvkotnra. H pdylwooca epdavifetar wg oteipa otplyyAa, mou
tpwet maldid. Eivat pla Adyva amomAavijtpia mov mapacvpeL Toug
Avtpeq oe éva povomdtt StadpBopdg: elvat pia SvoTponn yvvaika

TIOU OL ALOYPOTNTEG TNG PETEL va dLpwBovv pe ) Bla.

Avtd ta payeutikd moujpata e€gpeuvoiiv To apyETuTo TG Haylooag
KaL N paylooa wg yuvvaika-avBpwro. Eéetdlovv T dpvomn tng Selot-
Satpoviag kat v avaykaldtnta g paysiag wote va Siatnprjoov-
pe évav témo Suvatotnrag, étav n {wn eivat yaotikn kat evBpav-
o). Zta moujpata tov Constructing a Witch, n Helen Ivory epeuvd
TOV PayLooLko ToupLlopd, T Haylooa wg andfAnto dtopo, TLg ToALTt-
OTIKEG avamapaoctdoelg tng pLdyltooag, tn yvvaitkeia Svvaun xat
amoSUVARWAT), TNV ELUNVOTIAUCT KaL TIWGE TO YUVALKELO cWpa ExeL
xpnotpomowmn el kat mtapeEnynOel yla atwveg.

1 Héxdpaon npoépyetat and tnv BifAo tou King James, n omola etvat
pia ayyAhkn petddppacn tng Aylag I'padng yia v ExkkAnoia g Ay-
YAtag mov §ekivnoe to 1604 kat oAokAnpwOnKe To 1611.
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THE WAKING

I have become one of those women who goes about with a rat-
tan carriage, salvaging women buried at crossroads or planted
out in the woods. One of those women who reconstructs bodies,
replacing ligaments with wire. The kind who mixes her own
blood with the earth to bring swell to their bones. The kind of
woman who tarries with the devil in the naughty light of day -
why must we be occult? Ihold up those rekindled women and
we reel, we howl, and we shoot our filthy mouths off.



TO EYIINHMA

‘Exw YlveL pia amod autéq Tig yuvaikeg mov o€pvouy éva Kalapé-
VLo Tadk6 kapdtot, kat cwlw yvvaikeg mov elval Bappéveg oe
otavpodpopia n ywpéveg péoa oto 8Adcog. Elpat pia amd avtég
TLG Yuvaikeg Tou cuvappoAoyolv vekpd cwpata, avTikadiotw-
vtag g apBpwoelg pe ovppa. To €i§og mov avakatevel To alpa
NG M€ TO YWHA Y va yeploet ta kdkKahd toug e pedovAt. To
€l80¢ g yuvaikag mov yacopepdel (e Tov SLaBoAo oTo mayvL-
Sudpiko dwg g NUEpag - ylatt va kpuPopacte 0To 0KOTASY;
KouPBaldw avutég Tig avayevvnuéveg yuvaikeg Kal 0KOUVTOU-
dAdpe, alvytdpe kat y\wooa péoa Sev Bafoupe.
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SOME DEFINITIONS OF WITCH

Carcass of rags

the dead-rat stink of old milk.
A beyond the pale beggar,
runt of the litter.

Gleaner of herbs
hallower of the compass.
Cunning hedge rider,
measurer of fire.

Midwife of shadows

low vixen with blood on its maw.
Deliverer of silence

to the henhouse.

Lighter than a bible,

priestly ink is gravity
beneath her flying feet.

Her body writes into the sky.



MEPIKOI OPIZTMOI THX MATIZZAS

Kouddpt and koupéhia,

Baptd oouni vekpov apovpalov
Ewiopévo ydha.

Zntidva KatdyAwpun,

TO TTLO KAYEKTLKO VEOYVO 0T wALA.

Zul\éktpLa fotavwy,
vpvrtpla g mugidag.
KaBaAkevel toug dpdyteg,
QuyiCeLtiq dAdyeg.

Mapr Twv oKLwv
TAPTTSVN PN AAEMTOU

ME patwpévn povoovda.
Atavopéag g oLwmng
OTO KOTETOL.

Eladpodtepn and v BiAo,

70 peAGvL Twv manddwv Bapaivet

Ta mtdpeva mdéda g.

Me 10 owpa TG ypddeL oTov oupavd.

11
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Blended with the earth

she wears a moss cloak.

Some procure her remedies.
She is a scapegoat for bad luck.

A childless wraith

in a child’s picture book.
The worst mother

man ever invented.

The method of kettling
troublesome women.

A peck of black pepper

in the milk-and-water blether.

Practitioner of forgotten ways;
of rituals, sayer of spells.
Barefoot earth-listener,

older than God or television.



‘Eva pe v yn
dopdel pavdia amd Bpva.
Kdamotot maipvouv ta patfovvia tg.

Amo8iomopmnaiog tpdyog yia tnv kakotuyia.

Atexvo oToLyELd

o€ maLsLkd mapapvdia.

H xewpdtepn pntpukni popdry
Tov GaAVTACTNKE 0 AvTPaS.

MéBoSog e&dyvwong
EVOYANTLKWY YUVALKWV.

O pavpog kdKKOG TOU TLITEPLOY
péoa oTo ydAa.

Mot Egyaopévwy TpdTwy,
teleToupyLlwv, avtr mouv Yibupilel Edpkia.
ZUTOANTN akpodTpLa Tng yng,

o apyaia and tov Oed 1 v tAedpaaon.

13



14 WOULDST THOU LIKE TO LIVE DELICIOUSLY?
Black Phillip The VVitch 2015

I have marked you
at the gateway to the forest
inhaling the wildwood like medicine.

AndTIhave sent the most velvet of hares
as a gift of my heart
to usher you from the burdensome world.

You have been the pious daughter -
washed your father's rags in the brook -
have you not earnt enough of god’s grace?

Your parents bade you pray for light
while heaping shadows round your character -
harken as they brand you witch, without a lick of proof.

Come follow, I have such bounty for you.
There is always a little bloodshed
when a woman is born.



©A HOEAES NA ZEIS IIAOYSIOIIAPOXA;?
Black Phillip, The VVitch 2015

e éyw beL
otV eloodo tou Sdcoug
Va ELOTIVEELG TNV 00 UT] TwV SEVTPWV oav Gappako.

Kat éyw otethet toug Lo fehouSévioug Aayovq
w¢ Swpo ™G KapdLdg pov
yLa va o€ YAltwoouv amo to dxBog tov kéopov.

'Hoouv 1 evoefrig képn -
€TAEVEG 0TO PUAKL TAL KOUPEALA TOU TTATEPA GOV —
Sev ybptaoceg akdpa tn Oela ydpn;

Ovyoveig oov oe mpdotagav va mpoceuynBeig yia dwg

£V 0€ KUKAWVOULV Ao TavToy oL oKLEG —

dkov, Tpa oe onpadevovy oav pdytooa, ywpig ovte éva
Ynypa anddSeténg.

‘EAa akoAoVBnoe e, Exw tétola adBovia yla oéva.
ITéavta vtdpyet AMiyn atpatoyvoia
OTaV YEVVLETAL [La Yuvalka.

2 H dpdon avrikel 6o oevdplo g yvwotig oetpd tov Netflix, 6mov
o Black Phillip eivat n evedpkwaon tou Stafélov.

15
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ONLY BAD WITCHES ARE UGLY
Glinda the Good The Wizard of Oz (1939)

Do you light from the skies in the blush of a bubble
your gown all glamoured with stars,
or does the earth spew you forth in a retch of red smoke?

Are you more peaches and cream or frog in a quagmire;
opiate stoned in a cradle of poppies
or rattled awake in the dash of a blizzard?

Are you gooder than good in a basket of good
unbinding the bad with your charming white wand,

or is your scandalous body the root of your power?

Are you a good witch, or are you a bad witch?



MONO OI KAKIES MATISSES EINAI ASXHMES
T'kAivta n kahrj pdytooa, O udyog tov O( (1939)

Byaivelg Aapmepr} ané pia pvoaliSa mov okdel atov oupavo
70 PpOpepLd cov OTONLOUEVO |LE aoTEPLA,
1N Mmwg twvdlecal péoa amod tnv yn mou {epvdel KOKKLIVO KATIVO;

Eloalmeploodtepo poddxiva pe kpépa v Batpdyt otov fdAto;
paoToupwpévn pe dmio o Aikvo amd manapouvveg
1 o€ AT} p1| EYPIYOPOT| ATO TO TAPAKOUVTILA HLag xtovoBveAlag;

Eloat xalvtepn and kalr o€ éva kaAdOL kalov
Advovtag Ta pdyLa Tou Kako e To paytkd oou to paBsi,

1N Mmwg etvat n Svvaur cov to okavsalwdeg cov Kopui;

Eloat xali pdylooa rj kakid paylooa;

17
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THE ANSWER

It was a wonder no one noticed when they cut the woman in
half. Not from side to side, as they do in workaday cabaret acts,
but straight down the middle. A perfect bisection. Making use
of the smoke and mirrors left behind by the illusionist, she ap-
peared, both of her, to walk away on two legs to two different lo-
cations.

One went home to her family and scrubbed down the hearth-
stones. The other stole deep into the woods and was presently
joined by a cat with a murderous yowl.

When her stepchildren arrived quarrelsome, too late for
dinner, stomping their muddy boots all through the house, she
sent them out to the woods. Let her deal with them there, she
thought. She stood in front of the mirror, smiling as crookedly
as a good woman is able.



H ATIANTHXZH

Iapd&evo mov kaveig Sev to mMpodoege dtav Ekopav Tn yvvaika
ot péomn. ‘Oxt and dkpn oe dkpn, OMwg KaAvouv ota cuvnOLopé-
va voUpepa oTo KapumapE, alAd kabeta otn péon. Mia téhela
eykapota Syyotdéunon. Expetallevdpevn tov Kamvo Katl Toug
kaBpédteg mov ddnoe miow Tov 0 TayuSakTuAovpydg, Katdde-
pe, Katl Ta Vo pépn NG, va amopakpuvolv mepTATWVTAG e
V0 moSLa og Svo Stadopetikég Tonobeaieq.

H pia mriye omitt otnv owkoyéveld tng kat cpovyydploe pe
(€on 1o métpwo mdtwpa. H dAAn xpddtnke Babid péoa oto 8d-
00G e CUVTPOPLA PLa YETa e POoVIKO OVPALAYTO.

‘Otav ta Betd tng mawdid édtacav kafyadiovtag, kabuote-
pNréva yla To Selmvo, Komavwvtag TiG AdCTIWHEVEG UTIOTEG TOUG
o€ 6\o 1o oTity, Ta €otelle 0T0 6A00G. Ace TNV AAAN va Ta Pyd-
AeL mépa padl Toug, okédtnke. ZtdOnke pmpootd otov Kabpé-
b, YapoyeAwvtag 600 Stafolikd propet pia Kahr] yuvaika.

19
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LILIAS ADIE(C1640-1704)
Witch who had sex with the Devil (Daily Mirror 2017)

And still the clickbait designed to pique a fever -
though clicking arrives you at a neighborly face
conjured up forensically.

She’d been six foot tall, according to her bones,
buried intertidally, like suicides,
pressed down by a stone to dam reanimation.

Such wickedness requires a belt and braces execution -
who's to say the devil will not wake her
to bring about more sickness to the fold?

A podcast now, and Lilias’ confession, we learn,
is duplication of another peasant woman'’s admission,
some fifty years before:

The devil put one hand on the crown of my head
another on the soles of my feet
and claimed everything between as his.

Then you learn they lost her skull
a hundred years ago, and the image of her face
is drawn from photographs.

And her bones were gathered up as trinkets -
even wood from her coffin you can see in a museum
whittled to a walking stick, fancied up with silver.



LILIAS ADIE (Ttep. 1640-1704) 21
Maytooa mov ékave e pe tov AudBolo (Daily Mirror 2017)

Axépa kat twpa toLlumdpe to SO wpa g elénong
av KatL 0SnyoUaoTe PAYVOVTaG O [LLA EVYEVIKT] LOPdT|
Tov avaocvotiOnke YndLakd.

Elxe OYog éva oyddévta, cvpdwva pe ta KOKKAAA g,

Bappévn oto 6pLo g maAippotag, OTwG oL AUTOXELPES,

TAAKWLEVT e pLa TTETpa Tov Ba eumoSile v emlotpodr| TG
amod TOUG VEKPOUG.

Tétola poxbnpla anattel mpooekTiky ektéNeon -
WG va otyoupevteiq 6tL o StdPolog Sev Ba tnv Eumvroet
yLa va emidpEpeL TeEPLOcOTEPT CULPOPA 0TO TTOLpVLO;

Amé éva podcast twpa kat ard tnv e§opoldynon tng Ailag,
n omola eivat avtypadni g opoloyiag prag dAAng
aypotiooag, mepimou mevrjvta ypovia pw, pabaivoupe:

0 StdBoAog éBale to éva xépt aTnv Kopu P! TOU KEPAALOD OV
70 dAAo ota méApata twv moSLwv pov
Kkat tekbiknoe ta mdvra avdueod toug wg Stkd tov.

Metd pabaivelg 6tL €yacav to kpavio g
TP and ekatd xpovLa, Kal 1 LkOva TOU TTIPOCWTIOU TNG
avtieital and pwroypadieg.

Kat ta kéxkald g ta cuvéle§av oav pmyhpnidia -
axopa kat to EVAo amo to GEPETPA NG

€YWve UTacTOUVL CTOALGHEVO |LE AOT)IL

Kmopelg va To Setg o éva povoelo.



22 THE DEVIL’'S MARK

I'am naked in the rawest sense.
Clothes, then hair -

even in the most private of places -
ripped sore with a dirty blade.

This is their enquiry,

ascience in God's name.

A proof of how Satan raked an owner's claw
across the parchment of my skin.

Nature marked me out, they said

Showed the dark one I was open for trade.
A blood red freckle here,

a stain the cast of a skull, on my behind.

If they cut into my heart

they would find a crucifix inverted

and my faithless womb would harbour a demon.
These were the facts of it.

They say it was the Devil had me

yet I sharp recall the human meat of man
and his beery breath up close.

The Devil wore a poacher’s coat.



TO ZHMAAI TOY ATABOAOY 23

Eipat yupvn pe tov wpdtepo tpdmo.

Amé povya kat petd palid -

akOpa KAl 0TA TILO LOLWTIKA onpeia -
ySappévn ovpila pe pla Bpopikn Aemida.

Avtr eivai n épevva toug,

Lo eMLOTIin 0To Gvopa tov Ogov.

Mtua andédelén yLa 1o mwg 0 Zatavdg [Le LAPKAPE |LE Ta VUYL TOU
mdvw oo S€ppa pou and dxpn oe dxpn.

H ¢von pe onuddeye, eimav.

'ESelée oTov okoTEWS LMIOTN OTL 1)LOUV TOU oLvadLov.
Mua kéxkivn dakida edw,

éva onuddiL oto oyrjpa evdg kpaviov, ota omicHia.

Av pov €Byalav tnv kapdid

Ba €Bplokav évav Eotavpwpévo aveotpappévo

Katn amotn pritpa pov Ba dhogevovoe évav Saipova.
Avtd vjtav ta yeyovdra.

Aéve Ot pe elye kAvel Swkrj Tov o Atdfolog

Opwg eyw Bupdpat kabapd tnv avBpwmivn odpka Tov dvtpa
KL TO YVWTO TOV TToU PupLie pmipa mavw pov.

O AudBolog popovice maitd AaBpobripa.
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NEW RULES FOR THE DISENCHANTED LAND

The human body and not the steam engine,
and not even the clock, was the first machine
developed by capitalism.

Silvia Federici, Caliban and the Witch

Cleanse yourself of incantations,
those superstitious acts employed
when taking beasts into the field -
you cannot sing grass sweet.

Nor can you cajole the rain to fall

or placate some green spirit of the fields
to augment propagation.

You have no power but in your arms.

It is understood that hags exist

who'll feast upon a suckling's flesh.

There are occult doings in alleyways —
mixed potions of wild wormwood and such.

Trust not your women with their bodies -

the unproductive womb is a sin,

and furthermore, a hindrance to progress:

we need more small hands to scare away the crows.



NEOI KANONEZX I'TA THN ATIOMATEYMENH I'H 25

To avpwmvo cwua kat Gyt n atuounyavi,
Kat oUte kav to poAdL, itav n mpwtn unyavi
mov avantiyInke amd Tov KantaAloud.
Silvia Federici, O KdAwumav kat n Maytooa

Amal\d€ov and ta Eopkia,

exelveg TIg SeloLdatlpovieg mov ypnoLponolovoeq
yta va mdvelg dypia {Wwa otoug aypoug -

ta otdyva 6ev Ba S€oovv emeLdT] TOUG TPaAyOUSNOEG.

Ovute pmopeiq va §eyehdoetg tnv Bpoyri ya va méoet

1} V& KATELVACELG KATIOLO TTPAGIVO TIVEV LA TWV AYPWV
va avéroeL tn codeLd.

Aev €xelg AAAN SVvapun mapd poévo ta unpdrtoa cov.

ITavtwg akdpa VTTAPYOVV KAKLEG LAYLOOTES

mov Ba kataomdpalav éva veoyEvvnto

TPAYLATA OKOTEWA LAYELPEVOVTAL LEG OTU COKKAKLA —
paykd didtpa dyprag apibdg xat térota.

Mnv eumLOTEVECTE TLG YUVAIKEG 0AG |LE TO CWLA TOUG —

N uitpa mou Sev yevvoold eival apaptia,

Kat emmAéov, epumdSio yia tnv mpdodo:

xpeLafopacte meplocdtepa Uikpd xépia yia va Stwéovpe
HakpULd Ta KopakLd.
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BRIDGET BISHOP
b. 1632 Norwich England d. 1692 Salem,
Colony of Massachusetts

She strides dead through the centre of Witch City
past the statue of Elizabeth Montgomery

with its cute nose and spurious broom,;

she strides out in her Paragon Bodice

gaudy as blood on God's laundered sheets.

He sees her, Judge Corwin, that slatternly Eve

titivating her ribbons in the dress shop window.

And all about, uncivilly walking in streets on the Sabbath -
the Eves; uncovered hair, tattooed naked arms.

They ought to be stripped and whipped raw.

Their spectres never meet - that is, she is oblivious to him.
If a candle burns blue, she doesn't see it

so rapt is she in the fire of the living.

He levels his hat against this meddling tempest.

His collar is tight on his neck, these days.



MIIPITZET MIIIZOII 27
Y. 1632 Nopyoutrg AyyAia, m. 1692 ZdAey,
Anowia tng Macoayovoétng

Nexpr| StaoyiCel to kévtpo g [16ANng twv Mayloowv
mepvd amo to ayahpa g EAiCapmed Movtykopept®

LE TN YAPLITWHEYT) LUTN TNG KaL TNV PEVTLKT oKOVTA.
Byaivel pe to tadptadévio pdpepd tng

davtaytepd oav To aipa ota mMvpéva oevtdvia tov Ogov.

Tn BA€met, o Sikaot Képyouuy, eketvn tnv atnuélntn Eva
va StopBwvel TG kopSéheg TG o PLrpiva TOL KATAGTHHATOG.
Kat va aAwviel acVoTOAA TTEPTIATWVTAG GTOUG SPOLOUG
to ZdBBaro -
ot EVeq: Eémhexa palALd, yupva xépia pe tatovdd.
Oa énpeme va §eyvpuvwBovv kat va pactywBovv aAvmmnzta.

Ta davtdopatd toug Sev cuvavtiovvtal mote - Snhady,
€Kelvn Tov ayvoel.

Av ot dAdya Tou KepLov Tpepomailel éva mvelda ekeivn
Sev o BAEmel

600 apraypévn etvat and mn dwtid Twv {wvtavwv.

Exelvog LoLwveL To KatéNo TOU EVAVTLA GE QUTH TNV EVOYANTLKY
katatyisa.

To koAdpo Tou Tov odiyyel 0To Aatpd, ekeiveq TIG HEPES.

3 Anpodihiig nbomoidg mov ématle v (kalr) pdytooa Lapdvba otnv
tAeonttikr| oelpd Bewitched (1964-1972).
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MORE THOUGHTS ABOUT THE MOON

Someone picked the moon to be your avatar.
Swooned up on your beauty

he invented the metaphor for the fulgent,
unreachable conundrum of your presence.

When he got a grip on gravity, he blathered on
about the heady dance of earth and moon

in each other’s gravitational pull.

He'd set himself up as the earth, of course.

His ardour in your maiden and your mother days
was resolute, but as you waned (his word)

he could only see the carrion (that old word for crone)
scraping dead flesh off the underpass.

A goddess is a goddess is a goddess;

why rename her as she orbits you, oh earth?
And if she appears all dark of the moon

it is because your rotation is too fast.

The moon’s path around the earth is widening

by the wingspan of a wood nymph moth, each year.
Perhaps it's finally time to take a hint.

It seems she’d rather lay her bets on emptiness.



IIEPIXZXOTEPEX XKEWEIZ I'lA TO ®ETTAPI 29

Kamolog emélege to deyydpl va elval n evodpkwaot] cou
Atywpévog amd v opopdLd cou

emwonoe | petadopd yia to aktofFolo,

ampooLTo atviypa g mapovoiag cov.

‘Otav émtace to vonpa g Bapvtntag, dpytoe va dpAvapel
yta tov Hebuotikd yopd yng kat deyyapLot

T0 éva péoa ot Paputikr} €AEn Tou dAlov.

Eixe Swoel oTov eautod Tou T POAO TNG YNG, PUOLKA.

H 8¢ppn tov otnv mpwn cov vedtnta Kat ota xpdvia
™G unTpdmrag

frav otabepr], aA\d kabwg épweg (Stkr Tou Aéén)

propovoe va Set pdvo éva kouddapt (pa ypud kapakdéa)

VEKPY| 0dpKa IOV GEPVETAL GTO UTIOYELO.

Mua Bed elval Bed etval Bed-

ytati va v petovopdoelg ev yupllel yopw cov w yn;
Kuav daivetal cav okotewn mhevpd tov peyyaptod

elvat emeldr n mepLotpodi] cou elval molv ypriyopn.

H mopeia tou deyyapLot yipw amo t yn Steupuvvetat

kaBe ypo6vo, doo o dvorypa Twv Gtepwv pag metalovdag
™™g voxTag.

Towg npBe emité ovg n Wpa va katadBeLg Tov vtaypo.

Paivetat 6Tt Ba TPOTLHOVOE VA TTOVTEPEL GTO KEVO.
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PRICK

‘Witches’ and ‘Whores’:
The Far Right Is Already Celebrating the End of Abortion
vice.com, 3rd May 2022

If you hold a gun to my head

if you wake and walk me night on night

if you prick my flesh with a bodkin

hunting down the witch’s mark

if you crush my bones, skewer my tongue

claw off my breasts with an Iron Spider

if you bind my limbs

and drop me in the deepest lightless inland sea

if you practice all due process

in a court of law

and what remains of my breath is phantom
then, then you can take use of my womb.

Pull your trigger, plant your seed
grow all God’s blond and shining children.
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«Mdytooeg» kat «I16pvegn:
H Axpobeéid yroptadet 1én to téAog tng éktpwong
vice.com, 3n Maiouv 2022

Av pe onpadevelg pe éva 6mho oto keddAL

av pe Eumvag kat pe Badelg va kdvw mopeia n voyta

Qv L0V TPUTIOELG TN 0ApKaA e €va ooUPAL

Payvovtag To onuadt tng paytooag

av ouvOAipeLg Ta kdkkald pov, couPAicelg T y\wooa pou
Eepllwoelg to oBog povu pe oldepévieg apmdyeg

av pov Séoelg ta dkpa

va pe pi&elg péoa ot Babitepn pavpn Bdhacoa g evdoywpag

€AV AOKNOELG ONEG TIG S€ovoeg Stadikaoieq

o€ éva SikaotrpLo

KL auTo mov petvel and tnv avdoa pov elval éva pdvtacpa
TOTE, TOTE PTMOPELG VA LoV TTAPELG TN KITPA [LOV.

Tpafri§te Tn oxavSdain oag, putéwte 1o oTIOPO oag
peyaAwote 6ha ta EavBd kat Aapmepd mawdid tov Oeov.
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TICK-TOCK

All your life you've been expecting her to come rapping at your
door. Let me in let me in, she pushes at the tender fabric of the
shelter you'd assembled with your bare hands.

Don’t you remember how they warned you about the
woods? The woods are a darkly place, where you'll meet your
darkly self and further ghastly things. Why did you go, why did
you take your pretty light there? Why did you wear the woebe-
gone smock of the crone when you could have been spring-step
in a bright yellow dress?

And now she's in your bath, skin draping from her bones.
And now she’s taking off her wedding ring, sliding it onto your
finger with a gob of her spit.



TIK-TAK

‘'O\n oov t (w1} TV mepipeveg va €pBeL va cov XTUTOEL TNV
mopTa. Ace U va Unw, AOE [IE Va UMW, CTIPWYVEL TO Tpudepd vda-
opa Tou kataduyiov mov elyeg uddvel pe Ta yupva oov xépla.

Aev Bupdoal mwg ot elyav mpoeldomoinoel yia to 8dcog; To
8doog eival éva pépog okotewo, 0mov Ba cuvavtrioeLg Tov 0Ko-
TeEWO oov eauTo Kat dAa dpuktd mpdypara. Iatt miyeg, yatl
va dépelg to dpopdo dwg ocov péoa exel; Matl bopeoeg v OAL-
Bepn pépma g ypLdg otpiyyAag étav Ba pmopovoeg va eloat
avol&Lldtikn pe éva Aapmepd kitpwvo dpdpepa;

Kat twpa elvat oty praviépa oov, Pe To S€pUa g va KpE-
petat and ta kékkald tg. Kat twpa Bydlet ) Bépa g, kaL tnv
YAlotpdel mavw oto 8AxTUNG cov e To odALo amod tnv GTtucLd

mg.
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34 THE MENSTRUOUS WOMAN

... bees, it is a well-known fact, will forsake their hives
if touched by a menstruous woman;
Plinny The Elder, The Natural History.

It is never elegant to speak of blood.

A female body, tricked and out of whack
adjusts to wearing kindly black

to shroud the purpling of her clothes,

as menstrual fluid falls from her

too pell-mell for any shop-bought rags.

Not everyone is bold enough

to turn their menses into art;

to scriven gore across primed cotton board.
Some zigzag a passage through this cursed spell
with all the euphemisms

their red aunt instilled in them.

They are unreliable; leave work early -

say, twenty years too soon.

They become a woman of a certain age.

Who needs the foul embarrassment

of ageing female bodies in a public place?

Who really wants to be deprived of all that honey?
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...elvat yvwotd nwg ot péAiooeg, da eykataAeipovv
TG KUPEAEG TOUG Qv TL§ €xet ayyiéet yuvaika

e eupnvoppota.
ITAiviog o ITpeaPutepog, Puotkr| Iotopia

Aev gival Toté kopPpd va Phag yia atpa.

‘Eva yuvaikeio cwpa, e§amatnpévo Kal akatdotato
TMPOooapUOeTaL va VTUVETAL EVYEVIKA 0TA pLavpa

yLa va KaAUPEL TO KOKKIVLO LA TWV pouywV TNg,

KaBwg 1 Eupunvog pvion avaPAilel and avtiv
aovykpdtntn mapd ta Tavid el8tkd ayopacpéva yia avto.

Aev gival 6Aeg tdo0 TOAUNPEQ

va petatpéPouv ta ELUnVA Toug o€ TEYVN.

Na ypdwouv pe atpa médvw oe actapwévo Bappaxt.
Kdmoteg Yayvouv éva mépaopa

péoa and avutd To katapapévo E6pkL

[e OAoug Toug VDN ULOPOVG

oV Toug evotalage 1 KoKk Bela Toug.

Etvat avaéiénioteg: devyouv vwpig amd tn SovAeld -
ag MoV E, elkoot ypdvia To vwpig.

Ttvovtal yuvaikeg kdmotag nAwkiag.

ITotog xpetdletal v analola apnyavia

YEPUOUEVWY YUVALKELWVY CWHATWY OE SNLOCLO YWPO;
ITowog mpaypatikd BéNeL va otepnBel OAo auTo To HENL;
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THE CHANGE

You sit inside yourself

and your body does its thing.

One minute it's a honeypot of oestrogen

the next, the head you had grown up with

is a crucible - and the words flushes and flashes
don’t touch the sides of this urge

to run clear of this body.

The clothes in your wardrobe

carry a whisper of mutton

from a source buried deep inside language.

You smear Lady Danger on muttony chops

and everywhere advice on how to hide your arms -
heaven forfend you make a spectacle

of your collagen depletion.

Every night your hormones throw a party

you don't want to attend,

messing with the levels like a bad Dj.

You read that tinnitus is affected by oestrogen'’s jitterbug;
that not enough research has been done.

Your skin is a rubber doll plumped up with lava

that’s stumbled into a cold store at 4am.
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KdBeoal péoa cov

KaL TO oWHa o0V KAveL T SouleLd Tov.

Tn pia otypn etvad pla Se§apevii oLotpoydvwv

TNV emdpevn, To kebdAL e To omoio elyeg peyalwoet

elvat pLa Kapwog - kat ot Aé€eLg avdBw xat kopwvw

Sev umopovv va ayyi§ovv ta toyywpata avtig tng tapdpunong
va anekdubeig autod to cwpa.

Ta poUya otV yKapvtapOuma cov

kouBalovv évav Yibupo npobartivag

amé pa mnyn Bappévn fabld péoa otn yAooa.

Aleldelg kpayldv mdvw oe maiddxia mpoPativag

KL TavToU oV BOVAEG YL TO WG VA KPUWPELG TA UTTPATOA GOV —
Bedg duldgol punv yivelg Béapa

g petwong tov koAayévou cov.

KdaBe Bpddu ot oppdveg cov kdvouv maptL

oo omolo Sev BéAeLg va mapevpebelg,

avefokateBdafovtag tnv évtacn oav KakEG DJ.

Awafddelg mwg ot epoég emmpedlovtal amod To pok v poh
TWV 0LOTPOYOVWV.

‘Ot Sev €xet ylvel akdpa emapkrig €épevva.

To §éppa oovu eivat pLa Aaotiévia kovkAa yepdtn Adfa

Tov émece o€ €vav PukTikd BAAapo oTLg 4 o pwi.
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SPIRIT OF THE STORM

Frederick Sandys study for wood engraving 1860

There comes a point in very woman'’s life

when she transmutes into The Spirit of the Storm.
Why not grow snakes for hair,

conjure rain and lightning from your artful hands?

You've earnt this wrath, don’t squander it
on slapdash chores and sundry empty tasks
in the hollow of your living room -

get out and find a fitting auditorium.

They've been opining it for years

it should come as no surprise

when venom spouts forth from your breasts.

Lo! you are supreme, the most debauched of all bad mothers!



TO IINEYMA THX KATAITIAAZX 39
Frederick Sandys*, axéSto yia Euloypapia 1860

‘Epxetat éva onpelo otn {wn kdbe yvvaikag

6tav petapopdwvetat oto IMvevpa g Kataryidag.
Tati va pnv kaAhepyrioetg diSta yia palALd,

va GEpeLg fpoyr| KaL acTpamég e Ta emSégLa xépLa oov;

KépSioeg avtri tnv opyn, Unv tn omataldg

pe ta pikpoBelripata kat Tig adtddopeg SouvAelég
péoa oTo koilo Tou cahoviov cov -

Byeg €€w kat Bpeg éva katdAAnAo apdiBéatpo.

To umootnpilfouv edw Kat ypoévia

Sev mpémel va amotelel EKmANEN

otav Byaivel SnAntriipto and to otrjbog cou.

I800! eloat uméptatn, n o akdAaotn amd OAeG TLG KAKEG
pntépeg!

4  T'vwotdg Ayylog {wypddog mou avrike otnv oxolr} twv [Ipopadan-
ALTWOV.
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H Helen Ivory eivat moujtpLa kat elkaotikr KahAtéyvng mov Snuiovpyet
TpoBrikeg (kouTld) pe TV LéB0So tou KOANAT. H mépumtn g mown Tk
ovAhoyn amnd tig ekSdoelg Bloodaxe ex660nke to 2019 e Titho

«H avatopikr AppoSitn». Emtpeleital to nhextpovikd meplodiko

Ink Sweat and Tears kat St8doket SnplovpyLkr ypadr péow
Stadiktvov yla to UEA/NCW. Eva BLpAio HELKTWV TONTIKWVY HéCwV

e titho «Akov ti povu elme to dpeyydp» Ba ekSoBel amd tov ekSotikd
KFS Kal to mountikd GpuANaSio pe titho «Xdpteg eykatahe etdpévwy
mdAewv» and tov SurVision. [Toujpatd tng €yovv petadpaoctel ota
IoAwvikd, Ovkpavikd, Iomavikd kat Kpoatikd péow tov Stktvou
Bepooémohig. To BipAio tng «Wunderkammer: New and Selected
Poems» Ba exS00¢i to 2023 otig Hvwpéveg IToAteieg and tig ekSdoelg
MadHat Press. IIpdodata képSioe tnv umtotpodia amd to Arts Council
™G AyyAiag pe otdxo TNV €peuva Kat TNy Snovpyia piag momTikiig
ovA\oynig pe Bépa t Béaon tng yvvaikag wg tépatog

Kat armodtomopmnaiov Tpdyou atov Snudcto Adyo. H cuhloyr avt

pe titho «Kataokevdlovtag v pdayltooa» Ba kukhodpoprioeL To 2024.
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