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to my loving and loved family,
please, never read
the oral sex section of this book




INTRODUCTION

This book is written out of both hate and love for the world.

The world, its people, creatures, cultures and concerns, fascinates, inspires and disgusts me every day. These poems were my attempt at learning to love those things which I do not think should disgust me or which I do not want to hate (any more), but which for some reason or another I have been made to feel that way towards. This sort of hate is a nonsense use of my time, time which is not infinite and, like everyone else’s, far too precious to waste.

My body, for example, a body that has kept me very good company for many decades now; which has allowed me to sing, swim, skip, sweat, birth, orgasm, feed, dance and nap, among many other luscious activities. A body which, despite this, I have consistently and pointlessly bullied; largely because, somewhere, somehow, I have been told that it’s worth my contempt, and I listened and I believed it.

Pleasure, a state which can be reached in many simple, safe, cheap, free and loving ways, yet is entrenched in centuries of stigma, shame, hurt and confusion – for those who are lucky enough to access it; what we should and should not find pleasure and happiness in dictated to us not by consent or kindness, thoughts and feelings, excitement even, but so often by those attempting to control or capitalise from human insecurities and passion.

Certain words even, words that, despite being utterly harmless, we have been so duped into hating that we find them almost impossible to even whisper into the air; ask any friend if they find it easier to say the words moist or murder.

Such hatred and disgust, squeamishness and embarrassment are so often constructed by outside forces. Unravelling these teachings from my mind and body has been – is – a long, ongoing process. To quote the greatest thinker of all time:


Do not assume anything Obi-Wan. Clear your mind must be if you are to discover the real villains behind this plot.*

YODA



This book is about my attempt at reconfiguring my thoughts and my reactions, learning to stop listening to those who want power or money from me and starting to love the things I should damn well love. It is stuffed full with all the poems I’ve scribbled in parks and on trains and late at night in bed trying to convince myself to love more, trying to rejig my robot brain.

I hope there is much more love than hate in this book because I definitely have much more love than hate in me; more amazement than disgust; more fun than misery.

I hope you are also starting to love things other than those we’ve been told it’s OK or cool or even necessary to love. I hope you’ve stopped hating things you don’t need to hate. I hope you enjoy reading some of my thoughts on the matter.

I love writing, poems especially, and this book has taken years of my time. I am eternally grateful to have had snapshots of space in which to write it. Firstly, because writing brings me a lot of joy and relief, a bit like kissing but not quite as good. Secondly, because while writing this book, I have uncovered two new favourite words: arachibutyrophobia – a fear of peanut butter sticking to the roof of your mouth – and nebulophilia – an arousal by fog. Fucking brilliant. What wonderful weirdos we all are.



* Extract from Star Wars: Episode II – Attack of the Clones, 2002, directed and produced by George Lucas; screenplay by George Lucas and Jonathan Hales.




CHAPTER SUMMARY:
A Guide for People Who Just Want to Read the Poems

When editing this book, I kept thinking, You could have said that in about three sentences not a hundred pages, Hollie. If you also love a long-winded and winding chat, I’ve left lots of it in, dexterously edited with the help of Rhiannon, Amy, Helen, Howard, Michael and my mum.

However, if you just want to read the poems and not all of the prose too, then here are my summaries of each section. There is an index of the poems at the back.

The Body: Loving the Beast

Life is short. People profit hugely from our body insecurities. Try to remember that and tell them to fuck off. Scented candles aren’t as calming as fair wages. Don’t stress too much about self-love if it’s doing your head in a bit. Call your friends. If you don’t have friends, call mine. My mum used to call scabs ‘nature’s plasters’. Being juicy is not a sin, not for oranges, not for bodies. As far as we know, Jupiter has between seventy-nine and ninety-five moons, not all of which are named yet.

People: Hashtag, Not All

If one more person says not all men to me, I’ll weep. It’s easy to generalise about people and lump them all together in big balls of hate, but I don’t think it helps anyone. At Cambridge University the fact I had a door number really excited some people. The queen was not your grandma. It’s not any child’s fault they’re sent to Eton. Boys can also smell the sweetness of lilies. Falling stars are very common; the best way to see one is to stare at one point of the sky on a clear night for around twenty minutes.

Words: Moist Velvet Volvos

Being disgusted by the word vulva is normal. There is no French translation of ‘tea-bagging’. Censorship and shame are very powerful things, even in language. Don’t let anyone insult your volvo, it’s a fine car. Writing image descriptions for Instagram posts made me question the entire world. Any product that tells you your vulva needs to be scented like lavender or orange blossom is a fuckwit piece of bollocks and you should run from it. One year on Venus is shorter than one day on Venus, by our measurements.

Motherland: Flags and Fiction

If your parents’ background or country or culture differs to your own, you don’t have to choose a ‘side’. Heritages are not football teams. Also, you can support England and Scotland; yes, Hollie, you can. In general, flags scare me. My dad says you cannot get good vegetable pakora anywhere but Glasgow. My grandad was very friendly. Some people are so disappointed by Paris that they faint on arrival at seeing dog shit in the city. There are currently people arguing about who owns rights to the moon.

Oral Sex: Politeness and Pomegranates

A comic book workshop changed my sex life. Some ancient Greeks thought cunnilingus was the lowest and least masculine form of sexual activity. Pick rosehips after the first frost. Let them stay down there if they want to. If you don’t enjoy something sexual, don’t do it. Asking for a blow job by saying ‘I bet you like sucking dick’ isn’t the only solution. I love the word fellatio and think it sounds like a French cake with lots of layers of buttered pastry. Sometimes female bonobos begin masturbating simply to distract the males from fighting. According to an article I read, Libras and Virgos are the most attentive oral sex gifters.

Happiness: Shit in Glitter

Adults are still allowed to skateboard. Pleasure is very personal. My grandad always said, ‘If it’s not hurting anyone, why are you bothering about it?’ Sweety-flavoured vapes sold in sweet shops is a shitshow. I love sleepovers. One of my friends once asked me to be her best friend forever and I freaked the fuck out. If I could go back and relive my teenage years, I’d watch as much shit TV as my parents told me would ruin my eyesight. I’m happy there’s a planet called Uranus.

Beginnings: Birthing Dragons

Peekaboo is a game of outstanding genius. Be kind to yourself. Babies don’t give a shit what wallpaper you have. Ask someone to make you dinner. If I see any more new mums, bodies still healing, sat in the vestibule on the floor of a train I will bleed through my eyes. Pregnant people have a lot of nightmares. For months, I dreamt my daughter was born a goat. Unfortunately, I once imagined breastfeeding Boris Johnson and wrote a poem about it. That’s it.

I hope you enjoy reading the poems as much as I loved writing them. Also, I hope you do read some of the rest, because it took me ages.
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