Wavelength 
The cutlery is rattled
in the shiny dining room, 

                   go away spits the spoon.
On the stairs 
she slides her hand up the banisters       
attempting gentler consonance. 
Not a tinkle from the pale chandelier. 

The velvet bedroom whispers

at the riffle of the sheets, 
                 louder please
                 louder oh oh !

Putting her hands over her ears 
she runs to the bathroom 
opens her mouth                         
but can’t outscream the taps 
streaming white water.
She goes quiet          
folding the sounds around her.
They slice her skin 
so that she spoils the carpet on the landing           
trailing spots of blood from her razor cloak. 

This is how they know where she’s been
when they examine the evidence. 
They can see where she’s strafed the silk walls 
with her sentences,
the tape registers several discordances 

and the chalked shape on the parquet floor 

describes an act of desperation. 

On the hall table 
a cut glass bowl 

holds her voice 
in its hands.
