Scalpel

I remember the first time we met

My shiny friend.

Mum held my hand.

My small foot clenched 

On Dr Buckley’s pinstriped knee,  

As you bit my frozen verruca.

Then too young to leave home,

But too proud to cry.

You lied to me.

Said pain would help me think 

straight. I resisted you

Alone in my student room.

Smiling, you waved hello from a latex glove.

My girl born a bony octopus, 

Dragged rattling into the room.

She raged as they stapled me closed.

After, I cried in the shower.

Too scared to touch ‘down there’.

Next time I begged for your caress.

Made secret victory fists,

For my bonny breech boy.

You slid him out sleeping,

Leaving a silver line 

Whispering across my belly.

But now you call from the mirror 

“Look how you’ve changed.”

Tears and smiles 

Spider my satin skin.  

Will I let you stroke the years away.

Kiss my face, better?

