










Ode to Your Belt Buckle

The gentle jingle as you unhook your belt 
is more rousing than my wedding bells. 
Stretched between your fists 
the black leather line 
Good Feminists told me never to cross.
You brandish it with the same zeal 
prehistoric man held charcoal and iron oxides. 
Aching to make your mark.
My ass your canvas, 
where you’ll graffiti
We were here! We were alive!
in red ochre.



Available in hardback and paperback

Or order a copy from your local library.
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