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Message to me 

If I could write a message to myself 

so young  I didn’t know who I was 

or what 

what could I say  

to smooth the road 

 

could I say  

be who you are 

and never fear the blood  

and the twisted lance 

when others laugh and point  

at you 

dressed as you 

on the other side of light  

 

could I say  

it’s worth the struggle 

to dream 

conjure the spirits of the night 

supplicate to a higher being 

for the you inside  

to fledge from the cage  

with just a nod  

a wink of recognition 

that courage shines brightest 

when distilled 

 

but I know 

this looking back advice is wrong  

wrong to even think it 

to contemplate another road  

less pain 

more love 

answers I never can possess 

without the blood-let sacrifice 

of the loves I’ve embraced 

the children who giggled on my knee 

and all the works I’ve chiselled from the stone 

to get here 

       now  

looking back on what could never be 

 

 

How close 

There was one who said today 

that they thought  

I was always strong 

I laughed 

can they not see  

inside my head 

the chalk line driven in the dust 

beyond which I must not tread 

but it is there  

and I see it 

and I see beyond it  

into the starless void 

and I tell myself to conjure the missing stars 

to see to feel with every sinew  

that they will come again 

if I wait 

if I keep breathing and breathing 

and hoping even when hope is gone 

 

and it is the simplest of things  

to let the darkness close in 

a decision made and regretted 

words spoken and repented 
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actions performed and lamented 

and they hang forever  

suspended by a hair above my bowed head 

 

and it takes an effort to endlessly 

draw back from the chalk line 

to carry on the fight 

to fight the starless night 

 

breathe 

breathe and wait 

let the fresh breeze wash over 

to cleanse the troubled soul 

of its distemper 

to see the sun not the shadow 

hear the birds not the silent stares 

of those who play the game 

of blame 

and let it soar in the jet stream 

of wildest abandon 

above the pit 

the chalk line  

and the dust 

 

 

Five and a half years 

It’s five and a half years now 

since the day  

when I looked my personal demon  

in the face 

opened my eyes to a world 

where I was something other 

no longer cosy safe as man 

in a man’s body 

in a man’s world 

a child thrown out the door 

in the darkest hour  

and it’s cold 

the rain slices  

the wind tears  

and the car headlights  

glitter contempt 

at my defenceless defences 

and I can’t be sure I’ll survive 

the night 

 

But I wasn’t alone 

not quite alone 

people I loved struggled 

to understand and be kind 

held my hand and hugged me 

when I needed it 

and I needed it  

needed their soft touch 

to make the next small step 

and the next 

to go out the door  

and go out again and again 

dressed in kaleidoscopic disguises  

of who I was  

and wasn’t 

until I found the me inside 

on the other side of darkness 

stronger and weaker  

than ever before 
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and today I went to the place 

that first accepted me as girl 

the club for others who struggle 

like me to be who they feel 

they are or should be or want to be 

in the face of their flagrant fears 

I went there and sat with them  

one long evening  

like plotters in a garret  

before a guttering candle 

we plotted how to keep going 

keep the refuge safe  

for those who will need it 

yet to come 

we battered each other  

with truths that lived inside us 

valid and unvalidated 

and the revolution we knew 

would never come 

 

We gave up 

despairing the failures 

the unknown future 

and I walked out into darkness 

and the yellow streetlight 

and a man walked by me 

bald and bearded 

singleted pot-belly 

tatts on work-outed arms 

I smiled a welcome 

who am I to judge 

are you a guy or a girl 

he said  

he judged 

sneer creasing his face 

what  

I shrugged  

how can I answer that 

bloody hell he said 

bloody hell 

I laughed loud as I dared 

hoping he would hear  

small defence as I felt small 

and foolish 

what should I have said 

what am I 

girl or guy or neither 

and does it matter 

I wrestled in my mind 

that question 

who am I 

and I don’t know 

and all the strength I had 

left me and I couldn’t say 

if I could carry on any more 

being strong for others 

strong for me 

just to survive 

I just didn’t know 

I don’t know 

and I breathed 

I kept breathing 

and nobody was there  

to hug me touch my hand and smile 

I was alone with me 

 


