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(GXFDILRQ IRU ZHLVXUH by Carol Ann Duffy

Today | am going to kill something. Anything.

I have had enough of being ignored and today

I am going to play God. It is an ordinary day,

a sort of grey with boredom stirring in the streets.

I squash a fly against the window with my thumb.

We did that at school. Shakespeare. It was in

another language and now the fly is in another language.
| breathe out talent on the glass to write my name.

I am a genius. | could be anything at all, with half

the chance. But today | am going to change the world.
Something’s world. The cat avoids me. The cat
knows | am a genius and has hidden itself.

I pour the goldfish down the bog. | pull the chain.

| see that it is good. The budgie is panicking.

Once a fortnight, | walk the two miles into town

for signing on. They don’t appreciate my autograph.

There is nothing left to kill. I dial the radio

and tell the man he’s talking to a superstar.

He cuts me off. | get our bread-knife and go out.
The pavements glitter suddenly. | touch your arm.

Reproduced with the permission of the author.
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$ 1HZ 9LHZ RI 6FRIODQG /RYH 3RHP by Liz Lochhead

Down on her hands and knees

at ten at night on Hogmanay,

my mother still giving it elbowgrease
jiffywaxing the vinolay. (This is too
ordinary to be nostalgia.) On the kitchen table
a newly opened tin of sockeye salmon.
Though we do not expect anyone,

the slab of black bun,

petticoat-tails fanned out

on bone china.

‘Last year it was very quiet ...’

Mum'’s got her rollers in with waveset
and her well-pressed good dress
slack across the candlewick upstairs.
Nearly half-ten already and her not shifted!
If we’re to even hope to prosper

this midnight must find us

how we would like to be.

A new view of Scotland

with a dangling calendar

is propped under last year’s,

ready to take its place

Darling, it’s thirty years since
anybody was able to trick me,
December thirtyfirst, into

‘looking into a mirror to see a lassie

wi’ as minny heids as days in the year’ —
and two already since,

familiar strangers at a party,

we did not know that we were

the happiness we wished each other
when the Bells went, did we?

All over the city

off-licences pull down their shutters,
people make for where they want to be
to bring the new year in.

In highrises and tenements

sunburst clocks tick

on dusted mantelshelves.

Everyone puts on their best spread of plenty
(for to even hope to prosper

this midnight must find us

how we would like to be).

So there’s a bottle of sickly liqueur
among the booze in the alcove,

golden crusts on steak pies

like quilts on a double bed.

And this is where we live.

There is no time like the

present for a Kiss.

Reproduced with the permission of the author.
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7KH ODQ LQ WKH &RPLF 6ILS by Liz Lochhead

For the man in the comic strip

things are not funny. No wonder he’s
running in whichever direction his pisspoor
piston legs are facing

getting nowhere fast.

If only he had the sense he was born with

he’d know there is a world of difference

between the thinks bubble and the speech balloon

and when to keep it zipped, so, with a visible fastener —
But his mouth is always getting him into trouble.
Fistfights blossom round him,

there are flowers explode when the punches connect.

A good idea is a lightbulb, but too seldom.

When he curses, spirals

and asterisks and exclamation marks

whizz around his head like his always palpable distress.
Fear comes off him like petals from a daisy.

Anger brings lightning down on his head and

has him hopping.

Hunger fills the space around him

with floating ideograms of roasted chickens

and iced buns like maidens’ breasts the way

the scent of money fills his eyes with dollar signs.

For him the heart is always a beating heart,

True Love —

always comically unrequited.

The unmistakeable silhouette of his one-and-only
will always be kissing another

behind the shades at her window
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