
Metrophobia

Stephanie Leal is originally from New Jersey, USA. She received her MA in Creative 
Writing at the University of East Anglia in 2007 and is studying for her PhD in Phi-
losophy. She currently lives in Norwich.

www.stephanieleal.co.uk





Metrophobia
Stephanie Leal

Penned in the Margins
london



published by penned in the margins

53 Arcadia Court, 45 Old Castle Street, London E1 7NY
www.pennedinthemargins.co.uk

All rights reserved
© Stephanie Leal 2009

The right of Stephanie Leal to be identified as the author of this work has been as-
serted by her in accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patent Act 

1988.

This book is in copyright. Subject to statutory exception and to provisions of relevant 
collective licensing agreements, no reproduction of any part may take place without 

the written permission of Penned in the Margins.

First published 2009

Printed in the United Kingdom by Biddles Ltd.

ISBN
0-9553846-7-2

978-0-9553846-7-7

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or other-
wise, be lent, re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior 
consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and 

without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subse-
quent purchaser.



acknowledgements

Acknowledgements are due to the editors of Cheque Enclosed (UEA, 
2007), Ink, Sweat, and Tears and Pomegranate where some of these 
poems have previously appeared.

~

Special thanks to Tom Chivers for being such a support. Big thanks 
and love to my amazing family - Mom, Dad, Michaela, Kevin, Ryan, 
Grandma, aunts, uncles and cousins - for the laughter and inspiration 
(and for raising me all right!).
 
For the two years of constant rhyming and iambic pentameter, I must 
thank Jaime Garbutt for putting up with me. 

A huge thanks to Uncle Steve for everything.  Thanks to George 
Szirtes, Denise Riley, Keiron Winn (and ASE), Bob Smith, Warren 
Rochelle, Teresa Kennedy, Lora Stimson, UEA, UMW and Blair 
Academy for giving me all the opportunities and support I could 
ask for. 

Finally, thanks and inside jokes to Sarah Hesketh, Jenny Thomson, 
Meghan Purvis, and Agi Lehóczky; your constant criticism, praise 
and support is how I made it through.





contents

This is not a sonnet       15
Little Brother       16
Boston Tea       17
To Afghanistan       18
The Veteran       20
Rapeseed       21
Belgrave Road       23
metrophobia       25
Skyline        26
Directions to X       28
Conversation       31
Fitting into a Gucci Dress     32
The Super-Model      33
Autumn       35
Grilled Cheese       36
I had a dream about you, Dan Bouchard    37
A thing or two you need to know about Lucas and Gabrielle 39
Romance in a Diner      40
What it feels like to miss you     42
Egging Mr Vasey’s      45
In Carolina       46
Somethin’       48
Atl        49
Davis        50
Mrs Darling’s Kiss      51
Green Slippers       52
The Fire Night       54



after mausam, Govardhan Puja     56
Nivi        57
The Fruit Stand       58
On the Discovery of the Orgasm     59
Estados Unidos Mexicanos     60
Moonshine       61
open-ended       62
Good Morning       63



To Mom and Daddy





Metrophobia





Metrophobia, n.
Fear or hatred of poetry
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This is not a sonnet

Remedies of wine and miscreants
eaten by sand, rolled among
jellyfish to sushi.
They used to laugh like that.

Now it’s tears tucked next to noses
under sunglasses and wide brimmed hats.
Are you going to Ascot? lingers
around winners of the Kentucky Derby.

Modeling days are numbered; cigarettes in a box.
Anorexic purple roses petal the laminate flooring
like shoe strings twisted in the night ‘round necks:
liver of goose puffed through feathers.

The duvet changed with one razor cut.
Each year jealousy asks for a birthday pony.
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Little Brother

Unabashed, uninterested little brother;
can’t say anything but no.
Music rips at hot-toweled tongue lashes,
herniating intestines, scandalizing the pregnancy
tests of his girlfriends, left used and opened,
refilled like coffee in a diner.

He leaves a condom as a tip
and a mobile number without a name.

She called it anyway naming herself Sydney,
stolen by those coffee-stained eyes.
Miles apart, syllables indulged on artificial lips.
Eyes like brown hair on marble floor, coconut soup.

Settle down in Key West, little brother, take a wife!
 (stop taking injections into the left hip)
Move to Georgetown, little brother, rent a sailboat!
 (it will break in the morning)
Golf and hot chocolate shacks up with first tea instead.
This river won’t shoot far enough.


