
Themes – Duffy Selection 

  

Emotional 

Trauma 

 

Romance 

 

Isolation 

 

Loss 

 

Change 

 

Fear 

 

Love 

 

War Photographer 

 

“His hands which 

did not tremble 

then.” 

 

 

 

“In his dark room 

he is finally alone” 

“And how the 

blood stained 

into foreign 

dust” 

“A stranger’s 

features faintly 

start to twist 

before my eyes” 

“a half-formed 

ghost” 

 

 

Originally 

“My brothers 

cried, one of 

them bawling 

home, home” 

 “Where no one 

you know stays” 

“We came from 

our own 

country, in a red 

room, which fell 

through the 

fields” 

“my tongue 

shedding its skin 

like a snake” 

“shouting words 

you don’t 

understand” 

“I want our own 

country” 

 

In Mrs Tilscher’s 

Class 

You kicked him, 

but stared 

at your parents, 

appalled, when 

you got back 

home 

A tangible alarm 

made you always 

untidy, hot, 

fractious under 

the heavy sexy sky 

 You ran 

through the 

gates, impatient 

to be grown, 

As the sky split 

open into a 

thunderstorm. 

 

Over the Easter 

term, the inky 

tadpoles 

changed 

from commas 

into exclamation 

marks 

Brady and Hindley 

faded, like a faint 

uneasy smudge of 

a mistake. 

 

That feverish July, 

the air tasted of 

electricity. 

 

 

The Way My Mother 

Speaks 

I am homesick, 

free, in love  

I am homesick, free, 

in love  

 

 like a child who 

stood at the 

end of summer 

and dipped a 

net  

in a green, erotic 

pond 

too blue swapped 

for a cool grey.  

 

I am homesick, 

free, in love  

 

I say her phrases to 

myself in my head 

or under the 

shallows of my 

breath,  restful 

shapes moving. 

 

 

Valentine 

 

“It will blind you 

with tears” 

 

“A moon wrapped 

in brown paper” 

  

“wobbling photo 

of grief” 

 

“For as long as we 

are” 

 

“Cling to your 

knife” 

 

“Possessive and 

faithful” 

 

Mrs. MIDAS 

 

“Near petrified” 

 

 

“Unwrapping each 

other” 

 

“I made him sit on 

the other side of 

the room” 

 

“I miss most, even 

now, his hands” 

 

“separate beds” 

 

“I feared his 

honeyed embrace” 

 

“we were 

passionate then” 

 


