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            Desire lines

         

         
            
               

	Tell me/

                           When did you first
            
                        
                        	 



	                      feel/know you wanted

                                                 to do this?
            
                        
                        	Crow’s flight – like a terracotta fillet on the roof nudging its way down, how dogs do, looking for your best smells – yes that’s how it was. A village with a name like a tyre crackling over a fallen branch. Places hold onto us like sticky weed. We are not playing chess in a doorway, our socks tacking the nails –



	Tell me /

                           What did you make first?
            
                        
                        	 



	 
            
                        
                        	First, I made arrangements for the doll house, the collapse of its impossible rooms. Like anyone with a name like tomboy, my first love was miniature catastrophes.



	Tell me /
            
                        
                        	 



	           When did you know you
            
                        
                        	 



	                      were good?
            
                        
                        	Sunday opens like a nectarine, fissures where the worms have been; maps are carving devices but what happens is more like furrowing. The year I held trowel, trout, boot of abandoned bumper car, doubt like a just -birthed foal, amniotic echoing slick; holding the compass we were born with like a sunned butterfly.
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            The ragged wing edges of The Comma

         

         
            
               
                  The butterfly said ‘if I could turn back,

                  unwing myself like jewellery unloosed on the perch of bed

                  with lips where once the silver could latch infinity,

               

               
                  and take on again many-legged fate,

                  knowing there’s another turn, to feel the almost

                  of a noduled shoulder stemmed from protruding youth,

               

               
                  I would forfeit that chequered fragility,

                  that spread of airborne, heady iris and gossamer.

                  What does the butterfly turn into?

               

               
                  A shrine where all memory of youth

                  is lost in chrysalis? and that form I once longed

                  to become, cork-lined, pinned like a brooch.’
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            The very first want

         

         
            
               
                  Call me

                  Foundler. Never

                  let me finish

                  my story. Tell

                  me there’s

                  something foal

                  in the way I sit

                  on ferries. It’s

                  just a figure

                  of speech.
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            Construction Site Futurism

         

         
            
               
                  Begin with scaffold, no scaffolds,

                  house with scaffold in, with a house

                  in which scaffolds are in with the house it’s on,

                  yes – scaffolding.

               

               
                  Where we were housed, places lean

                  inside themselves like people do – is it

                  too much to squat into the temporary

                  swill – a place

               

               
                  to last, spit it out, rinse the sink, let out

                  a minty ahh. We laboured like photographs

                  with chicken wallpaper, avocado bathrooms.

                  Imagine owning

               

               
                  enough to make bad design choices. We’ll try

                  for gingerbread, it’ll rise thick like I slice toast,

                  it’s better for holding a fort, but does not taste

                  good, lay out

               

               
                  the pieces, speckle icing with turmeric, coffee,

                  beetroot, give up on sweetness in aid of colour,

                  wait for the call. No matter we can eat. No matter

                  not all waste

               

               
                  is equal, decay will come, we will be in awe

                  of mushrooms again. I’ve got a game for you

                  take a toothpick: who can get the most out

                  of the crevices.

               

               
                  Later, our shit was a shocking fuchsia.
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            How bristles become sketchable

         

         
            
               
                  Something unfocuses and refocuses.

                  We have paint in our hair, don’t we?

                  From helping the decorator shuffle

                  the wardrobe back in place.

               

               
                  Our self-portraiture: meticulously

                  reattaching all the hair we were born with

                  and then, the way a sculpture would,

                  chiselling something impenetrable
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