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Gail White

Dame Edith Sitwell

When you’re this ugly—not just plain,
But pigface ugly—soon your brain
Suggests that, like a circus clown,
You play it up instead of down.

Hence all that Byzantine brocade, 
The turbans piled like marmalade
On toast, and on one finger’s peg
A topaz like a robin’s egg. 

I clung to fame like grasping Death,
Wrote poetry and played Macbeth. 
I and my brothers read Facade
And thought ourselves as grand as God. 

Though no one’s mother, no one’s wife,
I made myself a charming life,
Regretting only—now and then—
My utter lack of charm for men. 
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