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screaming, "Away wi' ye shit! Shit, shit, shit!". She 
stares after the bird for a while to her liking and then 
wipes her throwing hand up her forehead and 
her hair.

He stumbles up blank and heaves his wife into the
,_.. .... ... , -made chair. Outside lies the broad-axe and he wraos it
cottage still smelling of breakfast and she moves to the wildly with his spit to whet it and P
front, to the south, to open a shutter to the runs.

sun.

The child is pulled across the old one’s left leg and 
he shews the candy with his dirt-cobered fingers test
ing sticky redness and dribble rubbed by his tongue. 
The old woman pulls up the back of the boy’s sweater 

-and shirt, and with a brown-stained leather back, she 
smacks him, his soft bare back, leaving a dripping, 
brown stain of reek.

The old woman unstraps the boy, and he bounces 
down to his heels, then his ass and sits, too surprised 
and scared to cry as yet; his eyes welling up. The catty, 
she throws a handful of dust and stones at the small 
window set in at the height of her own eyes and with 
the clicking says, "Jewess! Ye've come from afar 
hitherto, but ye’ll ne’er bear babes to this one, this 
man who hexes my fields to a plot. Against my
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head on the hard, cold, and dirty wood floor, drooling
from the side of her mouth bound with weeping; the
sparse furniture standing over her.
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correspondence from the waxworks
I spent all morning
in bed and in the afternoon
I had to go to my sister in-laws

look at the house
in the Obstgasse it’s quiet
no one in or out

on the apartment door
a padlock but the
bell still rings with impunity

originally I had meant 
to go to the cemetery 
that would have been the right thing

ice snaps off the 
telephone lines frozen 
speech broken like a statue

I put my shoes beside 
your shoes and chase you 
barefoot into the yard

I go to cafe arco where 
I haven’t been for years 
to find someone who knows you

my bruise has grown from 
a purple spot to a red 
blemish the size of Jupiter's

I could see my mother's 
mistrust examining some little 
pieces found on the coffee table

stiff and hard and still 
a great man despite 
the wrinkled pyjama top

I laid him to sleep with
his judgements and touch the
inscribed lines on his head of stone

a granite slab of mispronunciations 
it speaks in a stuttering 
foreign tongue

of course my fist was not 
enough to bust his head that 
is why I picked up the clay woman

but see her little 
nun head turned to 
dust against his face

own

She belches from her belly up and pulls the child 
her knee that cracks and is shaped like a pear. 

She pulls down his pants, scratching down his bare ass-

The o,d surly, he, back she slraps ,he boy and pms 
gives him another of the hard, red candy stones. She There is a wintering in the little monster as Mag hoists
r^ernthedirta^fa-fU,,fr°nttheblank him a,oft and blow' his asHheLoyscœechesa 

lew ° th low cottage- J m off w, yer boy to the scream like shot nails; a clear and yellow-gold stream 
Jew s! throws she forward w.th her belly. She pulls arcs out and down from him, landing dumb in the 
from her green bag two corpses, small and bled. leaves.

Dead rabbit, dead squirrel!" howls she like her dog, 
hurling these bodies in opposite order as she says 
them against the door to rattle draughty. Here she 
turns, her face veined red, and continues her mead 
ing along and up the straight road.
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Inside the cottage walls, the young bride gasps on 
her hands, crawling and heaving, having thrown the 

er- saffron onto the table piled high with presents. She 
retches once more and faints flat into her own cooling 
bile and lunch.

Maggie circles little circles with her feet and her 
head clicks circles of the circle around the four-sided 
house. The words that she mouths are silent and voice
less, whispering nonsense to a breeze foretold to be 
still amidst the trees, where the boy's father hunches 
quiet and darting. He drops down the axe and leaves 
it; he is running with his breath and grunting in fear. 
He snatches back his one screaming child, pained in 
the groin, and holds it facing away and running still. 
Maggie is maddened into a thunder of quivering rage 
and brandishes her knife from her pocket pulled. 
Jamie into the house is run; a frightened wail and 
wobbly cry is crouching behind a chair. He locks the 
door and pulls from young James' mouth 
sticky spice ball and the paining and pissing stop. He 

by the chair the small, young, dark-eyed woman 
crying her own sad spell in the low westing sun’s 
breath and he can only wonder into her piteous 
messed hair and smell the strange house smells strong 
with vomit.

In the centre of the yard. Bad Maggie is squatting 
her own onto a piece of three-day-old bread and her 
piss is splashing magnificent warm onto the inside of 
her legs. She finishes and puts the mess to her lips 
puckered, flacid from spells; she lobs it onto the door 
and it slides down onto the threshold

Storm
It felt very wrong.

Maybe in the hint of 
mens bodies

or the thickness of the

snow.

a warm

sees

I didn't see until later 

the wire draped across 

a small car 

and no one inside.

afw

soggy.
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