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Quiet Sisters 
 
Today, I closed my eyes against this night –  
the stars, a distant universe away. 
Where are my sisters?  Are they calling me? 
 
Unmissed, unnoticed, deserted, buried – 
their bones are bitten, burned, and none can speak 
(except with their wounds).  My ghostal sisters,  
asleep beneath the rivers, yards and fields. 
 
The fish, among our seaweed hair, devour 
us, water-bloated, violence-silenced.  See 
our broken nails, bedraggled hands and arms  
still wearing nightclub sleeves.  Who loves us now? 
 
Who mourns us now?  Remember.  Listen.  Hear 
the crowds of us, all mouthing silent pleas. 
Us, cotton-dumb, our mouths are blocked with soil.

Helen Steadman   

Back-stitched 

When collars and cuffs were done with turning
when hems had been let down for the final time
when the elbow patches were rubbed through
then rags might be reborn –

transformed as dishcloths, 
folded into dusters, scissored into strips
for plaited floor rugs, into squares for quilting,
sorted by colour, texture, weight and memory.

Ten winters since Hugh died and now new quilts 
are needed.  Rachel prepares her squares –
the herring-bone that made Tom look so dapper, 
her own blue felt, Nan’s jacket,

her son’s new suit, unworn, 
bought with his first month’s pay.  She cuts
and matches, chooses her layout, threads her needle,
back-stitches sadness into the charcoal flannel.

Jean Taylor




