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Out of Pocket
Phyllis Hatton:  

I stretch forward to touch the door



that the lodger Mr Moore




has slammed in my face,




once I passed on the envelope




that came in the post.




The handwriting seems oddly familiar.




Today, my fingernails glow Candyfloss ,




care of young Monica, round on Saturdays




under the council training.




Her nan Barbara watches the baby.



That Monica, abuzz this morning with talk of




them scrapping the scheme,




said the job won’t last much past Christmas,




not like a job for life,




and if there wasn't the baby she came home with,



you wouldn't catch her.




That ugly dark baby, name of Sanji ,




goodness gracious me, what kind of a name is that?




Useful though, having her caught, up the street 



and with these feet the way they are.




So much you learn when she sets you down



over a soapy bowl, the pumice, the razor



and the clipper things laid out on a fluffy towel beside.



I don’t mind admitting that these Saturday morning sessions




are quickly becoming my favourite moment in the week,




a precious hour or two of sensuousness,



of being touched again after so many years,



even if it’s only hands and feet .




And the luxurious chatter.




I could say almost anything, and I do.




I hear ideas and opinions emerging from my mouth,




surprising me as they’re given birth,



Monica so interested and always with her own tales



and water swilling round my toes



and the naked feeling where the skin and nails grew over.



I never had a real friend before.




No, really, the sharing of words shocks and delights me




as if I’ve become part of a secret society



of talking, where you make up the rules yourselves




then flout them without a by-your-leave.




There was a girl from school, Selma,




whose dad was a Branch Manager,




never in residence, though it was the bank




that kept him out of the house, and not the drink.




She invited me rarely




and to a tenth birthday party.




I fled the scary masses, hysterical and catty



in their pretty faces and stiff new dresses,




shamelessly laying waste to the vast dining room and plates




of bright food that made me blink and tremble.




I took a side door out into what must have been



the most beautiful garden I’ve ever seen,



even in my dreams.



A few of the flowers I recognised from All Saints,




but most were novel.




I was Gretel the innocent and brave,




walking away, unscathed by the oven,




into the child eater’s exotic maze.




At the length of a bricked path, under a golden roof resting



on tall white pillars, open to the afternoon,



a large parrot all gold and green,



slowly kneaded his perch, stretching




his long gold claws out ,beckoning



you in like a market vendor does.



I spoke all the rest of the afternoon




with the parrot, Patrice,



who listened and replied with his head first



on one side and then the other.



I smile, I sigh, I shift the weight from my left hip



in preparation for tackling the stairs,




causing a pain to start in my upper thigh




and shoot down the leg as



I bring it round and down.



The pleasant feeling that enveloped me just now




evaporates as fast as your fiver




in the hand of a street peddler.




That girl Monica pronounced Mr Moore, Eddie, no less, as ok,




he has a nice side, oh, he’s quite fit actually,



after she’d been told to go



and tell him yet again to




turn down his stereo,




but is he heck.




I have never seen him



doing anything remotely athletic




so that cannot be true.



The silly girl stayed down long enough




for the Thames to freeze over but




the loud music stayed low too.




Well, I, for one, have yet




to observe much of his nice side.



Believe me, I have qualms.

Edmund Moore:

I tumble a pile of clothes from the chair.



I tear open the letter she sent yesterday.




She just can’t stay away.



Hiya Eddie



Thank god it’s Friday.



Still on for Monday morning!



Got my ticket in my break today.



Can’t wait to get out of here and get a life.



It’s all ok, I’ve made my mind up,



like you said, I’ll drop him at my nan’s



on my way to the station.



It’ll be just like I’m going off to work,



they won’t miss me anyway,



not one of them.



The mean old cow can sell the bloody pushchair 



if she won’t put her hand in her own pocket.



Your friend what’s his name, with the posh voice,



are we still staying with him?



Till we get our own.



Some guy once told me Brixton’s a riot.



Take me to one of those celebrity clubs there, Eddie,



where you meet Madonna in the ladies?

     

Miss you, sexy, 


see you at Mrs H.’s Saturday,

            

  Monica    

