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for Emily   always





autumn





we watch documentaries on mute


from the sofa we’ve lived in


for the last eight months


the frames crash over us


the colours


the names


the stories rip          & merge


& we don’t sleep or we sleep


all day


when we finally pull back the curtain


a slant of rain is leaning


against the road


slick with rotting leaves


autumn smoulders everything


back to its roots


spoils it


to a hazy gauze


of yellows & browns




we count down the seconds


before our pills sing their gospel inside us


we rock in our seats


eyes rolled back


towards the heaven


of improved conditions


all animals must maintain


however small


however distant it becomes


all day we drink tea piled with sugar


& wake in yesterday’s clothes


to this piss-bright sunrise


& our daily bread


is to not let ourselves bend


or break


under the weight


of this light


~




already bored of the way


the rain slicks the window


& whirls of brassy leaves


rustle through the grass


fatigue stirs through our bones


anchors us into the stained sheets


& today the world is just one more thing


floating past the glass


you log onto your phone


to see how near the clouds are closing


& i flatten my spine into the carpet


until each vertebra unfurls


like pearls in a necklace


i turn my hearing inward


try to hear the moment my pulse skips


when the opiates slip into my heart


to feel the exact moment the weather turns


~
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~




half-awake to the noise / of pages flitting


next to you / like a tongue wetting / like a bird


landing / i drink my tea as quietly /


as i can stare / at an invisible spot / beyond


the tv / until my body & mind / finally meet


~




dusk spills through the curtains


& carves the room out with light


the pan of burnt eggs soaking in the sink


the stale smell


of yesterday’s weed


huddled in the corner of the room


the inflammation flickers


in your joints


like a wasp fraught


in the folds of a curtain


a single finger swipes the screen of your phone


drawing the last two years of our life


before you   image by image


the sky outside swells like a bruise


drawn through a poultice


& you’re dug into the duvet


waiting for the codeine to bloom inside you




the pharmacology of love


is guesswork


night follows day here in diminishing returns


& all i want is to keep as much of you


for tomorrow


~
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christ


to never swallow a pill


to have a body that barely lifts a whisper


to never find yourself alone


watching the first honeyed light of the day run


to dream of a body held together like a cloud
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