A Ww?‘g\when she bowed her head L/ NE EREA K Cﬂ‘*‘]"”’
for the

P
;vc, at the second son of the earl, the foreign prince,
T, wot he heir to the duke, the lord, the baronet, the count, 33
Fee then at‘.z;wn Time for a husband. Long live the Queen. fie )
_ 0& 4 = /—(fp'vﬂ\,m , AT n) e
S aald What was she queen of? Women, girls, L’ u’ﬁ’t
It‘» :
> spinsters and hags, matrons, wet nurses, . )X
""J witches, widows, wives, mothers of all these. f [ 7
Z‘?{“ o ul) Her word of law was in their bones, in the graft Sor ;7 .
of their hands, in the wild kicks of their dancing. _~ g AN
U t«ﬁ"? 7'No girl born who wasn’t the Long Queen’s always child.
Godap. /71‘4 ma s gree Aoenrt HCo- wanumﬂ“!kﬂl
Alu Unseen, she ruled and reigned; some said
E:LWV\ in a castle, some said in a tower in the dark heart 0"01"%*”7‘3'
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Hair A/M/

/ Tm\_fﬂ&l&d, of intent; the pain when a girl 7 hamt Tt
first bled to be insignificant, no cause for complaint, Z’ i 7

The Long Queen couldn’t die. g Aodcrience + VU TW [AW

MARNAA
cold weight of the crown, she’d looked 2 Ae ﬂ_ﬁl
Port)

of a wood, some said out and about in rags, disguised,
sorting the bad from the good. She senxplorers away F- broke.
in their creaking ships and was queen of more, of all the dead
when they lived if they did so female. All hail to the Queen.

Ve i o) ext- MLt oy ngu AdJcovrK
What were her laws? Childhood: whether a girl
awoke from the bad dream of the worst, or another J‘ﬂ—M 4

] i Larov

swooned into memory, bereaved, bereft, or a third one / [, %e¢ a
wrote it all down like a charge-sheet, or the fourth never left, [ﬂ“ L s
scouring the markets and shops for her old books and toys - Enfripm.
no girl growing who wasn’t the apple of the Long Queen’s eye.

Blood: proof, in the Long Queen’s colour,
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) nd chisyp be monthly, linked to ,ﬁnoon, till middle age (8

3
Aﬁfurx! when the law would change. Tears: salt pearls, bright jewels”
e
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Queen’s fingers to weigh as she counted their so
ITOW,
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n the birthing beds, ’

d scarlet and children

g - = for the Long

Al Cbildbirt to lie o
%’/ . push till the room screame
/ bawled and slithered into their arms, sore flowers;
Jhor red. to be _&oimomeg aunt, teacher, teller of tall tales, i
bu ho were there to swear that the pain was worth it.‘%‘, .
No mother bore daughter not named to honour the Queen. -

tories, true or false,

And her pleasures were s
that came in the evening, drifting up on the air
m, confession / %"
her ear tuned +7
women, the faint strings
of the old. Long Queen. All her possessions for a moment of ome-
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to the high window she watched fro
scandal or anecdote, secrets,
irls, the drums of

or gossip,
to the light music of
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woman.
\ T _Exendsd W"f‘“‘”
A woman’s skin was a map of the town 9
, Wwhere she’d grown from a child. l.% o7 & hdnae,
L; §hwh -+ [When she went out, she covered it u up M :
| ol 1@ oMy out Wer "u‘"‘j’?
cM:’ v e with a dress, with a shawl, with a hat,
‘H’ ( ith mitts or a muff, with leggings, trousers RL\W - gru’
' W or jeans, with an ankle-length cloak, hooded

mult cover  |and fingertip- sleeved — birthmark, tattoo - W e e

[J the A-Z street-map grew, a precise second skis skin, WOH 0
: txnt / broad if she binged, thin when she slimmed, d’?
a precns of where to end or go back or begin. ﬂ At

e’ e NHMewn ory, . H-es
Me,owu'j /UM +¢ v \ /
GV' N/’ : Over her breast was the heart of the town, N .

, from the Market Square to the Picture House

P r ; s red. = Dy way of St Mary’s Church, a triangle
2 M o of alleys and streets and walks, her veins
pors al upk llke shadows below the lines of the map, the river

U‘Ch‘\-an artery s snaking north to her neck. She knew R Lids M
Fa s o
ou rossed the bridge at her nipple, took a left 2 C 0 f
and a rlghtw would come to the graves, HA
Mor W"—?' the grey-haired teachers of English and History, fz mai| a\,ﬂ

g the soldier boys, the Mayors and Councillors, O(J ~ O 0'_‘7:/’
Z ar? and Jtaen2a cer tai
Lo Ms J»grug(/» Shilh o wore inty

the beloved mothers and wives, the nuns and priests,
¢ A% their bodies fading into the earth like old print
Fhtwmn - not ! on a page. You could sit on a wooden bench
} wiT hey as a wedding pair ran, ringed, from the church,
confetti skittering over the marble stones,
the big bell hammering hail from the sky, and wonder
who you would marry and how and where and when
you would die; or find yourself in the coffee house

we
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nearby, waiting for time to start, your tiny face

trapped in the window’s bottle-thick glass like a fly Q& ol
s y ok L W

Mﬂaa JMVJWW“#‘//L cdepty

N4 Lole And who might you se¢, short-cutting through ﬁ?

Kno l)?( the Grove to the Square — that line there, the edge

of a fingernail pressed on her flesh — in the rain,

R /v\'f'e leaving your empty cup, to hurry on after
calling their nam When she showered, the map

. gleamed on her skin, blue-black ink from a nib.

Unityy
# - She knew.you could scoot down Greengate Street,
+ huddling close to the High House, the sensible shops,

WO
MMW . the Swan Hotel, till you came to the Picture House,
sat in the musty dark watching the Beatles
Pain run for a train or Dustin Hoffman screaming 7‘77'(,0/ on v
4 Elaine! Elaine! Elaine! or the spacemen in 2001/~ oM phsdi
d, soaped, scrubbed; Sham!

j M/ floating to Strauss. She sponge
d on her back,

M (/‘VWIW"H?’ the prison and hospital stampe
all : / the park neat on her belly, her navel marking the spot
where the empty bandstand stood, the river again,

o W heading south, clear as an operation scab
G e the war memorial facing the railway station

#  where trains sighed on the platforms, pining @/

17’0704 1}.  for Glasgow, London, Liverpool. She knew -~
Wf/:?f S M/;bw '
the railway bridge, waving £A / ;f;w
ho stared as you vanished
who stared as 'y v [ W

goodbye to strangers
into the belching steam, tasting future time 8z ]
w you could run ww‘m vV

?

on the tip of your tongue. She kne
the back way home — there it was on her thigh —1 . ,Z-E' iy
ff to the et N
73 yor'”

taking the southern road then cutting ©
hind their calm green Jawns;

the big houses anchored be
g down at your feets, - M

the jewels of conkers fallin
A pmeh b ( %
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fo My o
40/ . Mm

you could stand on
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then duck and dive down Nelson and Churchill

beclk rafivt. and Kipling and Milton Way until you were home.
s of trrt { Shrverure — less rabpabls pos-
V he didn’t live there now. She lived down south, — Li 7o
W \ abroad, en route, up north, on a plane or train M
ﬂ‘,‘;},"&,‘ or boat, on the road, in hotels, in the back of cabs,
on the phone; but the map was under her stockings, %
w — under her gloves, under the soft silk scarf at her throat, C%
ool under her chiffon veil, a delicate braille. Her left knee ?‘ i
e / N marked the grid of her own estate. When she knelt Vi) Shut
WW she felt her father’s house pressing into the bone, Je2# fv
z - heard in her head the looped soundtrack of then —_ &/ i 't
5" W[ —a tennis ball repeatedly thumping a wall, OR i¥ 1 . 7)

bo - —

an ice-cream van crying and hurrying on, a snarl >Nf7 a i
of children’s shrieks from the overgrown land

7]‘.‘:\/'3 fer where the houses ran out. The motorway groaned
nFUE: just out of sight. She knew you could hitch DAN G ER
i A from Junction 13 and knew of a girl who had not /Ay LA cE
MWUT‘?’ been seen since she did; had heard of a kid who’d run
havnt# across all six lanes for a dare before he was tossed
0 by a lorry into the air like a doll. But the motorway
o) gw‘w was flowing away, was a roaring river of metal
hLs and light, cheerio, au revoir, auf wiedersehen, ciao.

She stared in the mirror as she got dressed,

both arms raised over her head, the roads : *!J

for east and west running from shoulder bt mﬂ{: ’

to wrist, the fuzz of woodland or countryside under Kinsol ?
taker ore

each arm. Only her face was clear, her fingers

smoothing in cream, her baby-blue eyes unsure

_as they looked at themselves. But her body was certain,

an inch to the mile, knew every nook and cranny,




cul-de-sac, stile, back road, high road, Io
one-way street of her past. There it all W:’S rga‘i

s ack
to front in the glass. She piled on linen, satin,. :
leather, wool, perfume and mousse and went os:tk’

She f‘;";/" She got in a limousine. The map perspired
. under her clothes. She took a plane. The map seethed

on her flesh. She spoke in a foreign tongue. — W A
gdz; e

The map translated everything back to herself.

She turned out the light and a lover’s hands

> o
KnAow — caressed the map in the dark from north to south,
lost tourists wandering here and there, all fingers

ohs oo / and thumbs, asmap flapped in the breeze.

—So one day, wondering where to go next,
she went back, drove a car for a night and a day,

¢ill the town appeared on her left, the stale cake
he hill; and she hired

For§ter . of the castle crumbled up on t
¢ Aedet —5room with a view and soaked in the bath. b1 Wit
vt

Ind /t I
omd cfurt- When it grew dark, she went out, thinking
she knew the place like the back of her hand, '{,'A/TD

but something was wrong. She got lost in arcades,
in streets with new names, in precincts
and walkways, and found that what wa

was only facade. Back in her hotel room, she stripped W’
and lay on the bed. As she slept, her skin sloughed — MJ"Z'
WA

like a snake’s, the skin of her legs like stockings, silverys ¢

sheer, like the long gloves of the skin of her arms,
rfect match

: the papery camisole from her chest a pe

AM’W;C - for the tissuey socks of the skin of her feet. Her sleep

e 2 o'+ ™ peeled her, lifted a honeymoon thong from her groin,
poaVE . a delicate bra of skin from her breasts, and all of it

s familiar
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patterned A to Z; a small cross where her parents’ skulls
grinned at the dark. Her new skin showed barely a mark.

S
Nk She woke and spread out the map on the floor. What
e ~was she looking for? Her skin was her own small ghost,

a shroud to be dead in, a newspaper for old news

eun to be read in, gift-wrapping, litter, a suicide letter.
it She left it there, dressed, checked out, got in the car.
ADI As she drove, the town in the morning sun gllttered 9
behind her. She ate up the miles. Her skin itched, F‘Dfa\_/’ &[
like a rash, like a slow burn, felt stretched, as though
it belonged to somebody else. Deep in the bone
old streets tunnelled and burrowed, hunting for home.
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W en L
W Beautiful * Wiy
ey / el
Yy gM She was born from an egg,
a daughter of the gods, Ling

W‘ divinely fair, a pearl, drop-dead — e pLctah o
beautiful, a peach, idlemee o f;\"ﬂ

Lak &/ j= gorgeous, :

a child of grace, a stunner, in her face ° WVidleny

“ the starlike sorrows of immortal eyes. 5’” coded n
Who looked there, loved. m

oM
She won the heart ‘;Cauo.

T olon  of every man she saw.
They stood in line, sighed,

y N knelt, beseeched Be Mine.

She married one,
but every other mother’s son

swore to be true to her '
till death, enchanted Fﬂj?SM (f‘fj ’
by the perfume of her breath, nof JYN

her skin’s celebrity.
Achre, n & poer .
< e JW O

Tht WTMWEN
ML A So when she took a lover, fled,
oo U sl was nowhere to be seen, M/OT/Z
1 part

WJW% her side of the bed unslept in, cold,
AgpreAd the small coin of her wedding ring

me Lo left on the bedside table like a tip,
5 ff‘n\/ e, the wardrobe empty
of the drama of her clothes,

it was War.

A thousand ships - .
on every one a thousand men, TR
each heaving at an oar

s %

8 fvPW’V’



cach with he(facey” amdl w0t FNn &7
bef(g?_ﬁnging eyes, _Whole ld’?’ L 2

her fhame fattooed
upon the muscle of his arm,

a handkerchief she’d dropped once

for his lucky charm, Y S At
fl‘(N =¥ each seeing her as a local girl W,un,\,‘ A

: aPA. - r
i /Jv o b made good, the girl next door, ~ per¥ ¥p ikt
é; ;C.DU W\ a princess with the common touch, a[ f b

queen of his heart, pin-up, superstar,
owns P the heads of every coin he’d tossed,

fb]‘#&hﬁ aﬁkthe smile on every note he’d bet at cards —

bragged and shoved across a thousand miles of sea.

5
EJCApL-  Meanwhilglovely she lay hi oS /34&7,\,4} |
: {_ov/el,y she lay high up i
(ke ’2" = in a foreign castle’s walls, clas Mf 74-0'\
_ Tt m in a hero’s brawn M and’loved OA\A C}Cﬂ, .
[radl- b‘l'J' and d)again, her cries Ul nt Wf:
T M" like the bird of calamity’s, — O19&2 M-

e not
2. drifting down to the boys at the gates E'(C/UJ{J ach e
who marched now to the syllables of her name. Ay~

A Sttt ~ P
’; ,f‘ o> Beauty is fame. Some said=— m‘,w hes,
y—,'ml she turned into a cloud an Jhponwn ny Auf £
lM.’IftL‘E * and floated home,
CA (/ﬁw falling there like rain, or tears,

MM ; upon her husband’s face.

fd/ ’ fh Some said her lover woke
to find her gone,
?/ 1 his sword and clothes gone too,
before they sliced a last grin in his throat.

.

Some swore they saw her smuggled
on a boat dressed as a boy,
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rowed to a ship which slid away at dusk, Tha ‘meonany
beckoned by the finger of thf.c moon. / Wl:fun‘ \
Some vowed that they were in the crowd v

that saw her hung, stared up at her body
et . 4.

as it swung there on the creaking rope, i
and noticed how the black silk of her dresq 4 ¢ bt %' La‘a

clung to her form, a stylish shroud. it ’““4*0"'%

Her maid, who loved her most,
refused to say one word

to anyone at any time or place,
would not describe

one aspect of her face
or tell one anecdote about her life and loves.

But lived alone .
¢

and kept a little bird inside a cage.

* * *

She never aged.

She sashayed up the river

in a golden barge,

her fit girls giggling at her jokes.

She’d tumbled from a rug at Caesar’s feet,
seen him kneel to pick her up

and felt him want her as he did.

She had him gibbering in bed by twelve.

Covy i st
iJtest ?« But now, she rolled her carpet on the sand,

A CH It

Lis? +p
Shitray
Sprdenty

l

put up her crimson tent, laid out
igver plate with grapes and honey, yoghurt,
asted songbirds, gleaming figs, soft wines,

4 :
nd soaked herself in jasmine-scented milk.
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@ knetw her man. She knew that when AL

he stood that night, ten times her strength,/ WW

inside the fragrant boudoir of her tent,

and saw her wrapped in satins like a gift,

his time would slow to nothing, zilch,

until his tongue could utter in her mouth. g gds
She reached and pulled him down — A w:h 0&2(7

to Alexandria, the warm muddy Nile. him

e

' Tough beauty. She played with him
3: ;” m,l.[ at dice, rolled sixes in the dust,
cleaned up, slipped her gambling hand

OWM p into his pouch and took his gold, bit it,

Caesar’s head between her teeth.
Skt " l'fl\#)/ He crouched with lust. On her couch, . cnp +5D.
o Mk’” S she lay above him, painted him, —/M horical, /
her lipstick smeared on his mouth, He v ole Lor ; 5
her powder blushing on his stubble,’?— fvéves hok.
MA/(-C the turquoise of her eyes over his lids.
o A O She matched him glass for glass
m"'fv . in drinking games: sucked lemons, licked
P,Z-,J co M/M at salt, swallowed something from a bottle floe
where a dead rat floated, gargled doubles
over trebles, downed a liquid fire in one, - en”
lit a coffee bean in something else, blew it, i n~—
) gulped, tipped chasers down her throat,
7{4,/ pints down her neck, and held her drink
until the big man slid beneath the table, wrecked.

bR

)

vV 0w, She watched him hunt. He killed a stag.
e v She hacked the heart out, held it,
EJ(I'VU’ . dripping, in the apron of her dress.
pwpisre 40 She watched him exercise in arms.

1m {‘b’ﬁ () His soldiers marched, eyes right, her way.
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She let her shawl slip down to show
her shoulders, breasts, and every man
that night saw them again and prayed

camp, his shadowed tent,

touched him, made him fuck her as a lad. - j
He had no choice, upped sticks, adventvrduy

downed tools, went back with her, { 7 &P oty
swooned on her flesh for months, #1~¢ Weda
her fingers in his ears, her kiss Q/ fr Oeirt.

closing his eyes, her stories blethering

on his lips: of armies changing sides, H IS 2 +o
nar deall

her nW@H to war,
W then. putied on boy’s clothes, crept '
—uduicinef T Forue

off cities lost forever in the sea, of snakes. =
. T worth
A "2 4 W/ [
)07) yent.
k-lit,

The camera loved her, close-up, bac

adored the waxy pouting of her mouth, [ ¢Ad EN N
her sleepy, startled gaze. She breathec R A 1L -
the script out in her little voice Almed her .

1 "~ famous, filmed her beautiful. Guys fell \0 5 ’(/)
e red

in love, dames copied her. An athlete
licked the raindrops from her fingertips

to quench his thirst. She married him.
The US whooped. §7/9 W ¥ C‘j 74]1“-

flmed her harér, harder, till her hair 7L
was platinum, her teeth gems, her _eyes '(/V Wﬂj/
sapphires pressed by a banker’s thumb. & m}

She sang to camera one, gushed
at the greased-up lens, her skin investors’ gold,

her fingernails mother-of-pearl, her voice
champagne to sip from her lips. A poet came,

I2



found her wondrous to behold. She married hi ‘
1m.
(- of

The whole world swooned
e y T
W WW o
ow- =~ pumb beauty. She slept in an eye-masﬁ, nak.ed W
) ‘~
N A
W

it Ol jueged, till the maid came, sponged
at her puffy face, painted the beauty on in beige,

J%;WM.
inks, blues. Then it was coffee, pills, booze,
cmd’rvé

e record-player, it was put on the mink,
rvesr

dio car. Somebody big was watching her —
h at the mike, under the lights. Happy W/Ma

Happy Birthday, Mr President.
WW ce

Frank on th
get in the stu
white fut, mout

Birthday to YO¥-
J The audience drooled. = Her U Fl g A
Je V%, p
deep, dumped what they couldnt use [ ¢/, +o70

VRPN They filmed on,
filmed more, quiet please,

d lml 4 on the cutting-room 1005
quiet please, action, cut, quiet please,
Aron MM\J

action, cut
action, cut, till she couldn’t die when she died,

couldn’t get older, ill, couldn’t stop saw
The smoking cop W o watched

or singing the tunes:
Wi pho 38 they zipped her into the body-bag noticed
Y, — her strong resemblance to herself, the dark roots MA//’W M T
betr of her pubic hair. % /”J 00)
Wﬂwfd* . s y( ( b -
AN /ﬂﬂemffea el e JSRPI72 (8
Prai Dead, she’s elegant bone ald fate:
in mud, ankles crossed, ———  for [
knees clamped, hands clasped, e rit

empty hea kno/w her naz(n;é 4o
-! Rl - )
/ p 4

Plain women turned in the streets
R where her shadow fell, under

M?‘é(o her spell, swore that what she wore

MJM
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b
they’d wear, coloured their hair.
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Jole paik
X ’C{MAL( The whole town came

to wave at her on her balcony,
to stare and stare and stare. /v AL
Her face was surely a star.

Beauty is fate. They gaped
Yt ot ot as her bones danced
o

in a golden dress in the arms

| M,o‘f"l_,u . of her wooden prince, gawped

“Uun reShraived

as she posed alone

in front of the Taj Mahal,
betrayed, beautifully pale.
The cameras gibbered away.

- ———_ unrele n'h':y
) /4— &/f il Act like a fucking princess —
+0 ecH how they loved her, \dfm : Aé"
56 1 d the men from the press — o (H inofan
] U%‘M > Give us a smile, cunt. Fud ./.:f?
“fobie and
‘ And her blue eyes widened M :
: mju”“"g",‘ to take it all in: the flashbulbs,
YA' the half-mast flags, the acres of flowers,

History’s stinking breath in her face.

b St ol g wrmen,
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Helen ¢ Troy anel Ma/”/ﬁ’“
derer bed, oand hert 5‘#7 o
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