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Gwipn , beaukib
Postidon =3 Adhesa’s cemplealdd TLAR Medusa
iled by Persews

nop EgE

A suspicion, a doubt, g jealous — 5 AnotRl Wanen

grew in my mind, (\) avere] &
which turned the hairs on my head to(ilthy snakes

as though my thoughts

R&vw\(ﬁ, oe MMﬂ
= metupher

hissed and spat on my scalp.
At thon #€ WMAXYl . lRlowty wedma
My bride’s breath soured, stank

[ i—
<—im the grey bags of my lungs, Sat4 stresed

I'm foul mouthed now, foul tongued,

yellow fanged. P WM Wl e
There are bullet tears in my eyes.

Are you terrified?

4 Be terrified.
It’s you 1 love,
perfect man, Greek God, my own; ——
but I know you’ll go, betray me, stray
from home.

So better by far for me if you were stone. —> 36z .
Seettar fr goa b e P

ohssessive’

Conteunpormimy Contert™

I glanced at a buzzing bee,

. = A X0
J(waﬁ Hiug ¢ a dull grey pebble fell

roUe to the ground.
o 1o (N W I glanced at a singing bird,~= Guweot fwe tirugh (sualy
A w® a handful of dusty gravel
e & Yo spattered down.

I looked at a ginger cat,

a housebrick

shattered a bowl of milk.
I looked at a snuffling pig,
a boulder rolled

in a heap of shit.
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e 1 XlowndIN(P *
& Love gone bad —9}“’“" feletto

2 Clovg, gvimy WMo
showed me a Gorgon. e 7 Y

loelny -Jnvoled . [ stared at tucned
Fire spewed ‘t‘_d no+¢ < fwe_) due b o4
from the of a mountain. o
And here you come D Persews 2 o wirivnaiely KUK her
ith a shield for a heart
doaanit lend wit " .
'Plhh‘u heay a_sword for a tongue sedustive. L oktutive -
+o nef and your girls, your girls.
? M 2
{ Wasn’t I beautifui? 7‘ —
Wasn't I fragrant and young? —
Soctwitng Licke ok once ket :
Look at me now.“qéa omurien o Ut shewas
~hvune
Husband  stut Ho (ook ab ofher qirl whiife Meddoq U8 aging .
% legul  Closer: worls thok  howe  Siniiar meaning

Q,,\.QSfomEI o Al qrml, le‘hlﬁ
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‘?w T ) o&f,;@,us Corced wer o Yestore

S R&&C’uu’.ﬁ\ K 2shnd o wenth and Wb & son

before. O Hun U} Circe Dice it small. I, too, once knelt on this shining shore
+ 4ue KoVd: Qostéive. watching the tall ships sail from the burning sun
. ¢ Neguke like myths; slipped off my dress to wade,
'&fm‘“{f tuepn im'm fond,&g?s'and ng%phs, unlike some, of the pig, breast-deep, in the sea, waving and calling;
f’lﬂS = rwqeqf the tusker, the snout. the boar and the swine. Squomymesy then plunged, then swam on my back, looking up

One way or another, all pigs have been mine — A lot of V;\m'd&s as three black ships sighed in the shallow waves.
under my thumb, the bristling, salty skin of their backs, ased to lescrive T Of course, ] was younger then. And hoping for men. Now,
in my nostrils here, their yobby, porky colognes. let us baste that sizzling pig on the spit once again.

o ) . . ‘("(3"\) bring ©n humowr
I'm familiar with hogs and runts, their percussion of oinks . " - i‘i ‘“W
and grunts, their squeals. I’ve stood with a pail of swill Scumiler o Tan Treud - % ) ,‘qu“\ W
at dusk, at the creaky gate of the sty, Ow

tasting the sweaty, spicy air, the moon
like a lemon popped in the mouth of the sky.

But I want to begin with a_recipe from abroad Chmorvis)

which uses the cheek — and the tongue in cheek -2 #%¢ ot “A-‘f’“‘s ,
at that. Lay two pig’s cheeks, with the_tongue, suilar o *Salome
in a dish, and strew it well over with salt

and cloves. Remember the skills of the rongue ~—> ?'lﬂ= S.e.

to lick, to lap, to loosen, lubricate, to lie sueloud?
in the soft pouch of the face — and how each pig’s face

was uniquely itself, as many handsome as plain,

the cowardly face, the brave, the comical, noble,

sly or wise, the cruel, the kind, but all of them,

nymphs, with those piggy eyes. Season with mace.

Well-cleaned pig’s ears should be blanched, singed, tossed
in a pot, boiled, kept hot, scraped, served, garnished

with thyme. Look at that simmering lug, at that ear,

did it listen, ever, to you, to your prayers and rhymes,

to the chimes of your voice, singing and clear? Mash

the potatoes, nymph, open the beer. Now to the brains,
to the trotters, shoulders, chops, to the sweetmeats slipped
from the slit, bulging, vulnerable bag of the balls.

When the heart of a pig has hardened, dice it small.

47
48



Mrs Icarus

I’'m not the first or the last

to stand on a hillock,
watching the man she married
prove to the world

he’s a total, utter, absolute, Grade A pillock.
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Samun Trevd psycholoqust  Huvhel o™’
Oedpal omfet | Castvation “theory
Frau Freud  umorpus
= Mrs Treud wh Getwman . :
alademiL nvention AIlM WSS Bz oh W““ﬁ

Ladies, for argument’s sake, let us say W wplies the alodemi auceptane of
that I've seen my fair share of ding-a-ling, member and jock, teuds tneories.

iof todger and nudger and percy and cock, of tackle,

(t‘\}\h\‘, D&\ of three-for-a-bob, of willy and winky; in fact,

e“tm'&“ﬂ;“ you could say, P'm as au fait with Hunt-the-Salami

ot UK as Ms M. Lewinsky - equally sick up to here

with the beef bayonet, the pork sword, the saveloy,
love-muscle, night-crawler, dong, the dick, prick,
dipstick and wick, the rammer, the slammer, the rupert,
the shlong. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve no axe to grind
with the snake in the trousers, the wife’s best friend,
the weapon, the python - I suppose what I mean is,
ladies, dear ladies, the average _penis — not pretty . . .
the squint of its envious solitary eye . . . one’s feeling of

B W Cugtration +hesn

phaliic *heonj

Oegdipus Complex
: 80\3\@‘5 Bt () > driwn by phaius

Y bon 4o love their inother
- \ghtu®  peoples wnianscios desits
2. Cagtrafion  Theory s> ariven by laus o€ phal
M THIE G, W E0
Vb g sran v 15K,
Olwds i £, reover twat phals they have
fom e o ot %
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Confert 3% - (bibTial + 05co Wikey's version) 0 Kodem women #

- dante soud

3 mmediott. aqent o e Salome @ serial «iller ™ Never again!

; . 1 needed to clean up my act
erRlution of Jon e ’
et @ Aw’ﬂmﬂ MQQ( et fitrer C“"? 5. m
= Vewdin W 35 gud B . BELILEEL,

CLntn "'I‘ti"%% I’d done it before cut out the booze and the fags and the sex.
(and doubtless T'T do it again,—2 pot dneksual, Yes. And as for the latter, LOhALE - eF
sooner or later) it thince she Need 4 sopduiny this it was time to_turf out the blighter,
woke up with a head on the pillow beside me — whose? — the beater or_biter._s—~ g'g‘&:“’m‘h le.o™
what did it matte@u‘a 4 lot of Ulofeou ety Ve‘ﬂ welyd] M who’d come like a lamb to the slanghter G“Q‘m—fuﬂ”'ﬂ \iting)

Y ; w
Good-looking, of course, dark hair, rather matted; ) Nipi- hebre ,,.m\""f\:\go to Salome’s bed. S Mefeu ¢z of 0a2) "
the reddish beard several shades lighter; = blur. o 1‘9 L:}? blo oded Ki“bi's% %l&é’m&h; lift't‘;"mhp-&mc
ot o€ WoAUN o fed with very deep lines round the eyes, 8 1he mIrror, y eyrS gt

Leels c?mt‘d"" I flung back the sticky red sheets, — blood Kyoltls A
wo thing and there, like [ said ~ and ain’t life a bitch
Complttely [ was his head on a platter, Swodem S&"V‘& - Gidiom)
S -

from pain, Id guess, maybe laughter;
and a beautiful crimson mouth that obviously knew
how to flatter . .

ek . ' wke\WYiona ] i ot TAMPried ,
(.M\\mmxw &> which I kissed . . ) e st ‘”ngléj ':tab:: Marder W‘Nmﬁ women da® -t Vitims, Cﬂﬂﬁﬁ.(. A
W uoﬂ“‘em,',“ Col - wela(sh st [ plys *'::*4’ \_*""Q wan bt 4 Ty leed in KWL porM.
e\ ® )\\?' Strange. What was his name? Peter? T net e
NI
‘ J\‘-"\wgr\Simon? Andrew? John2 I knew I'd feel beter = doant euun remem ket  Qower dggams ?
IS ofiesus - for tea, dry roast, no butter,—>Wangover ﬁ/"\"’ L‘:‘g e Crealn of qonder <= aHer - tecontedulive - mock)
so rang for the maid. *-*~>W€0~H'('M. WM oW own. . .
ﬂLJ(l'N_& And, indeed, her innocent clatter fn to a4l @aporan) s ab- e femate Hngenunty of Sexualisy - pramituity
oA of cups and plates, XL L
\ NNV\'(H(A her clearing of clutter, dTee Ve X ke gy wWetiéavie ©rm: sticehie
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Afterword

What I wanted to do in the book was to look at all the stories —
fairy tales, myths, stories from history, film and popular music or
whatever, stories of heroes or villains which had informed me as a
writer, part of my cultural ancestry. [ wanted to celebrate them, in
a way, but also find a truth which hadn’t been amplified previously.
The way I wanted to do that'was t6 find a female perspective on
the character, and I did that by finding a personal connection with
the fairy tale, myth, piece of cinema, etc., so that although I’'m
wearing the mask of Queen Herod or Mrs Beast ’'m not discon-
nected from my own place, my own life. It might be that it is
autobiographical in the sense that it is true to my imaginative life
or my emotional life but not necessarily true to the actual derails
of my life. At a later stage, 1 ordered the poems in a loose chrono-
logical movement. We start with ‘Little Red Cap’ which is about a
young girl becoming a poet and end with ‘Demeter’ which is about
a woman becoming a mother, so that it follows the arc of my own
life in some ways.

What you can do as a poet is take on a story and make it new.
Dramatists do this all the time. One of the poems in the book is
‘Pygmalion’, which has been used as a template by writers from
George Bernard Shaw to Willy Russell in Educating Rita; old
stories which are made fresh.

Therefore the original concept was to take stories I'd been
formed by, from childhood. In my particular case I had a Catholic
upbringing, I went to a Catholic primary school and then a
convent school, so stories from the Bible, particularly the New
Testament, were part of my background on a daily basis; there
was church more than once a week, confession and communion
and that sort of thing, and my brothers were altar boys. These
stories are very close to me, and I didn’t just think ‘one from the
Bible, one from Shakespeare’. These tales were just there in the way

’
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in which family stories and family mythology are always there. 1
completed thirty poems but there could have been a lot more.

For me these poems are a celebration really — of language,
relationships, being human. To write about anything at all, even if
yow’re critical of your subject, is to celebrate, is to make something,
to add something to the world. It’s a giving act. I never felt, in the
writing of the World’s Wife poems, that the main endeavour was

 Werldh (ke lwtoksthe wmy Cawl Amn Dugty haratter ges woman
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to have a go at certain aspects of maleness, although I can sge—that -, -

that’s part of what comes out of the content. My aim was to find
hidden truths or fresh, female ways of locking at familiar things.

I didn’t want every woman in the book to be better than the
men. That wasn’t my agenda, so I wanted to look at unpleasant
aspects of being female as well as look at ways of being male. ]
wanted to look at ways of being human really. It just so happens
that the stories that I grew up with feature men ~ Faust, Midas,
Tiresias, Pilate, King Herod — what Pve tried to do is put some
female into it. I wasn’t trying to attack the male, but put the female
into it, into the story.

With all of them, I'm looking at the story, and I’'m thinking
the events are the same but I might change the interpretation of
events. And of course the main change is from male to female views
of things: that’s what you say, but what does she say? And in any
situation there'll be a different explanation of events. In that sense,
although the book has been called a feminist manifesto, and I am
feminist and it is feminist, my aim was larger than that - I wanted
to be able to expand the stories and to bring in extra layers of
truth. I wanted to add, and not take away from the originals.

Carol Ann Duffy
Taken from an interview with Barry Wood,
20035, for Sheer Poetry
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