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Shorter by two inches, you tell me,

 wider by...a distance;

 and my cholesterol, the wrong sort,

 makes you knit your pencilled brows

 and 'Tut!'

You batter me with measurements

 – your articles of faith – that sum up

 my unfitness. 'Life choices' you coo,

 but I hear One hundred lines

 to be written in your lunch hour.

What do you want? Isn't it enough

 that I can walk the gritstone edge among rocks

 green with lichen in the flat winter light,

 the bare birch woods on the slope below

 shimmying like drifts of purple smoke?

You are so fearful of death! You would have me

 clamber into my nineties and think the job well done,

 when they would feed me khaki pap on a plastic spoon

 and tuck my grey fringe off my face with a little girl hair slide –

 'My, aren't we pretty today!'

