KATIE JUKES

Queen’s Gambit Accepted

my fatherlowershisfistto the table offersmeknuckles fingersuncurling
likeafern ablackrook heschoolsmeinzugzwang fianchetto the power
ofapircdefence inthathigh-ceilingedroomasummerstormcouldscatter
oursilencefromnowhere likeanafterdarkshoutingmatch whatdoesagirl
wantfrom her father he pusheshisspecsbackup hisnose  studiesblack
and whitesquares rubshispaleforehead  watchoutfordiscovered attacks
hecautions between Miss World & Top of the Pops I take myspecial place
win cash prizes for being female hesignsmeup tothelocalclub church
halls musty coats make the centre groundyours he grows poorly  Itravel
alonetoplayin StBride’scrypt  ridethe43 nightbushome he swallows
tablets charcoal sodium waitsforme ready to climb thestairs laterIlie
in my bed sugary tea pumping through me wondering how the squares
around my king became so empty why his book of unrespectable verse
isuntouched why the skull what the sound of him crying would feel like
Ikeepasmallphotographonthewall bonfirenight slicked-backblackhair
penciltie sheepskin coat smilingat me from his black & white world

stillteachingme  dontwait forthe endgame — playyour best moves now
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