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After Engine Trouble


Luke Wright




Good Morning Britain


Good Morning Britain!


It’s grey and it’s shit


it’s Twitter for breakfast


it’s hatred and hissy fits.


So reach for your phone


here’s what you’ve missed


slap on the telly


scream at your kids.


Good Morning Britain!


Caffeine shot,


protein bomb,


the trans fat of news.


Here’s Piers Morgan


and he’s singing the blues:


You can’t say anything these days


You can’t say anything these days


And yet somehow you still manage to, Piers.


Good Morning Britain!


Where we don’t like each other any more


we’re trans activists in TERF wars


or brexit-boomers venting spleens


at all of Corbyn’s triggered teens.


Incel Inside.


An empathy famine


from snowflakes to gammon:


No platform,


that’s cancelled


she’s cancelled,


err… he’s cancelled


cranking up the public shame.


Cancellations and no platforms?


Shit, we’re worse than Southern Trains!


Morrissey wakes and Morrissey says:


Whatever Anne-Marie has done,


I have done.


Gawd bless ya Stephen Patrick


everyone loves an expat Brexiteer.


Emigrants against the immigrants!


You couldn’t make it up.


(well, obviously you could,


but why would you want to?)


Good Morning Britain


let’s see those teeth


bent double under Grenfell’s blackened jaw


Oh that thing was such an eyesore.


Now cuffs are slapped on wrists


that worked in hospitals for thirty years or more.


Yarlswood—that word again


Yarlswood—get back from whence you came.


Gooooooing home


They’re going home


They’re going…


Good morning Britain!


Where we’re still voting like we always have


and all our contradictory data’s


being mined and saved for later.


Someone call the Doctor.


From Cambridge Analytica to Jodie Whittaker


Good Morning Britain!


All this anger’s making me angry


all this hatred is making me hate


all this anxiety is making me anxious


all this statementing has got me in a state.


So switch it off!


Put the mobile down, Luke.


Put the safety back on Ol’ Betsy.


Step slowly away from the desk


I think I’ll go to Lowestoft.


No, don’t laugh


it’s alright there—


paint flaking off the wooden fishing boats,


the statics watching from the Pakefield cliffs
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