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i House

The back of the house doesn’t see you

walk up the path, nor does my father

who has waited by the dustbins nightly for weeks
to catch us together.

When he thought we were kissing
he would bang on them,

tell me to come in straight away,
the house needed to be locked.

The house wasn’t worried.

It liked the feel of us

crushed between ivy and porch,
making a nest in your duffel coat.

The windows approved of us,

our wobbling reflections,

the way we moved together

letting moonlight touch both our faces at once.

Now the door welcomes you with a big red smile.
The step has warmed itself specially.

We sit there in the sun,

spooning frothy coffee into each other's mouths

while my father and briefcase are at work.

The house winks as my mother pulls down a blind
then lets it up again. A bird flies off the roof

and settles on my hair.




