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for Emily always





Heatwave, 2021



neighbours argue & fuck


through the thirty-degree heat


as we smoulder


in our musty room


the perfume we douse


on the sheets


the mattress too heavy


to turn


& the curtain we fuss like a wound


all summer


we order pizza & push back


each other’s cuticles


until we can’t tell


whose fingers are whose


your armpits left


to stubble into july


the red you paint my nails


half-awake


as the days smother and fray


each night the bulb in the hallway


sputters a ragged breath


until you twist it loose


in your palm


pulling darkness through the flat


as I wash your mooncup


at the sink


whilst you sleep


the pearls of pink


drip down my wrist


face lost in the mirror


as I place it back


on the porcelain


pristine each night





Atopic Dermatitis



just like the trees that burst apart


in long summers like these


dismantling the forest’s quiet joy


I have found my body breaking


over basins


& bathroom floors


my nails at my flesh


as the blood rises to the surface


tacky & sweet


like a spoiled peach


knuckles slick when I wake


having scratched myself open


in the crux of some dream


the smudged petals I leave


on the sheets


that you’ve learnt


to blink over with dye


stripping constellations


that map a path back


to a childhood


doused in grease


& wrapped in swathes


of sodden gauze


for thirty years


I have been open-mouthed


at the mechanics


of this body


the heart’s steady cinch


& my world dripping


through my fingers


amazed at how little


I am able to keep


of this life within me





Chronic



god whispered in my ear


but the only word I caught


was pain


lord    I have learnt


to suffer well


to keep silent


as the lit nerve stirs my body


into meaning each morning


it begins


like a murmur


gathers itself


into a loose gust pushing


the window open


& say I understand the lesson


this life has taught me


to know myself


to the root of each hair


to cherish this feeling


pale & seized around the suffering
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