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The Butcher

We were running in and out of the butcher’s shop,
laughing, larking, the butcher watching us
as he mopped the blood and gristle from the day.

He was soft as a string of sausages, we thought,
till we saw his beef suet hands kneading
his cloth into a ball, his arm rising.

It hit me on the cheek.  I feel it still
wet, stinging, slithering down my neck.
I hurried home to find my mother

bringing in armfuls of washing.
I helped her fold the white sheets, 
kept my stain from her, kept it to myself.

Olivia McMahon 

Bait

Do it like this.  Eye contact for one 
stretched second – first in partied groups, 
then when you see her at the supermarket. 
You will know which supermarket.

At a party, talking, squeeze by in a space that’s not 
so narrow, and be sure to touch her hips.  Both hips. 
Send one surprising gift, a book or ripped CD
to show that you were listening.  Make it good:

you’ll get it back.  In conversation, shift 
in slightly awkward ways to show your arms 
at best advantage.  Talk to someone else and 
laugh too loud; turn back and raise your eyebrows

to include her in a joke at their expense, 
a small conspiracy.  Take time, take your time;  
for only then can you lean in and say
I want you bruised. 

Jo Bell 


