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I am travelling through, passing my own capillaries, red lines rushing by, 

more red, caverns in my periphery like hulled strawberries, feeling a pain 

across my body (which I am in, am travelling through), tingling then sharp, 

sawlike, moving across me, rhythmic, back and forth, raking as I travel, 

beginning to emit a melodic sound 

sounding

singing? is my body singing? is it in my veins? 

(raking) 

rising

the sound is growing louder 

(raking) 

rising

as I continue travelling, reddening, 

(raking) 

rising

speeding past another pathway, carrying more blood this way and that as 

I fall through my own body until

light! 

sound loud and wait 

rising 

rising raking

wait

no 

nails in skin

no! 

alarm sounding

no! fucking dream tricking me into fucking scratching my own skin! fuck! 

my head!weight 

heavy on my eyes 

tight head

slipping in and out 

alarm stop! 

tapping phone

dry mouth 
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slipping in and out wish it was as liquid as it sounds slipping in and out

instead of this 

lurching 

this 

crawling 

back  to 

sleep

crawling back through red to 

his face 

looming 

(inside my head)

can see my own face too, even though I’m in my own body, inside my head, 

so I don’t know why I’d be able to see my own face and yet, can see clearly, 

it wincing, and my stiff limbs, body completely still, no, stiff, still sounds 

too calm, it wasn’t calm, can’t have looked it, no, 

and there’s my mouth, 

I know, I know how this plays out

no 

no 

not now 

no 

no

away from this 

not this part

focus on afterwards, 

afterwards, though it can’t have been straight after, 

must be skipping here, something skipping, because the afterwards I 

remember is outside, outside when I felt that strange freezing, burning, 

hot sore yet freezing 

the shock 

of that

christ 

christ

celebrating another fucking morning by waking up like this 

how many now? dozens? 

crawling awake now 

more than that 

awake for real now, get up for real now

no more thinking about that now 

dry mouth and warm in bed 

how long 

so warm

has my phone 

so 

warm
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been 

ugh 

grabbing phone

snoozing! 

oh god

07:40

must! get! up! 

(skin burning)

blood under my nails from fucking scratching in my sleep

fucking hell, fuck’s sake 

the taste in my fucking mouth

head face down on pillow soft 

waaaaaaaaaarm

got to do this thing again, the waking up thing, the day thing, the work 

thing, the disentangling from my duvet thing, this is something, this is a 

thing I have to do then, 

rolling over, sitting up, my head moving forward faster than I thought I 

was moving it

sitting up

bra on floor, dress one step further back, 

can trace my path to the bed last night (I didn’t even drink that much!)

water 

(my head disagrees)

pint glass by bed 

glugging

ah, sweet water 

glugging

toes out from under duvet now

(then back under)

following the pattern of my eyes (open, shut / back, forward)

legs out now, feet onto floor, moving now and 

up







4

standing, walking 

(swaying a little but catching self )

across corridor 

bare soles on wood

heavy head 

heavy head 

into bathroom

door shut, lock, yanking shower handle

dragging pants down 

t-shirt off

in 

to 

hot! hot!

pushing down handle 

hot! 

ah 

better 

eyes closed 

water over head, body yes yes yes

yes this

hands over hair 

smooth, wet, not my own 

not my body, not my own

popping cap, lathering hair (that is not my own)

yes this

rubbing eyes 

soap falling, watching it run over my nipples, 

into my tummy button

collecting by my feet 

it’s Friday!

(none of these are mine)

hands in hair

soap slowing

closing eyes
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head 

clearing 

clear-headed (foggy but clear)

(running hands over not my hair)

pushing down handle 

not thinking about that

cold 

nope not that

cold! 

so tired, tired of not sleeping, then sleep, then 

awake! remembering, sleep, wake! 

shower off, and body now mine, othering sheen lost (hints of it left in the 

drops across my body) 

(that is back to being mine)

wringing hair 

always so much water!

cold 

out 

towel,

rubbing, covering

hearing a tapping, 

peeking 

grey 

it’s fucking raining

great 

feeling loaded

wriggly

the familiar feeling of a hangover poo

which is fortunate really, as I’m running 

still a little wet, 

late, that I’m hungover that is, as it’ll speed up 

sitting on toilet seat

the poo time, although there is an argument 

towel on lap, 

to be made (I’m not 

leaning forward 
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making it) that the hangover 

freeing emptying

and the running late have rather 

hearing, 

plop!

a significant correlation, but as I 

(then faster)

said, I’m not making that argument 

hearing 

plop! plop! plop!

a little quicker than expected

Wiping, wiping, up and towel round flushing (stodgy toilet ignoring) 

unlocking

padding back over wood 

drip

drip 

drip

drip

drip 

drip

into room, time 

07:56

fifteen minutes, cool, cool, I got this 

text from my him, no time to read

wardrobe open, 

pants first

bra, shoulder, shoulder, clip, on

dress, off hanger

over head

tights, where tights, fuck no tights 

must 

cover 

legs

floor 

there! 

inside out 

will do will do

up leg, up leg
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snapping at waist 

mirror 

oh god 

black smears

face wipe, rub rub rub

getting rid of mascara to clear a space to put more on (not thinking about 

that endless circle right now please and thank you), by mirror, mascara 

shoop!

(out of tube) 

left eye

blinking onto wand, winking

really, wink wink wink, right 

eye, more wand, wink, wink,

wink, shoop! popping into bag

what else do I need for my his tonight 

time 

08:00

eek

pants, shoving in, jeans, jumper, shoving

right, right 

teeth! 

sort this mouth out 

back into bathroom 

(shit! left pile of pants and t-shirt in here!), 

toothbrush loading, water, 

into mouth

looking in mirror as brushing 

brushing 

brushing

dragging hands through hair (wet) brushing, brushing, brushing, brushing, 

dragging, dragging, dragging, 

brushing, brushing, brushing, brushing, 

brushing, spitting, rinsing, 
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spitting, rinsing, rinsing

grabbing pile 

back to room

into washing bag on door

shoes! 

shoving feet in 

push, wiggling in, push, wiggle in

jacket on, 

purse keys phone cool

time 

08:09

right 

right 

down 

stairs 

(bag on back) 

into kitchen 

(gross, pans, ignore) 

grabbing apricot from shelf 

(third down, my shelf), back out 

slowing now, I’ve done it, I’m getting out of the house

taking bite 

getting out!

wait 

I’m getting out!

no

eurgh!

it tastes like egg!
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why! does it taste like egg! 

perhaps

because 

two minutes ago

I brushed my teeth

(although egg is a strange side effect)

either way, there it is 

(egg) 

slamming front door (pulling it shut, I would prefer, 

but it needs slamming really)

and yep it’s raining 

June! raining! June!

put the apricot in the outside bin and 

pick

It was my intention, just now, anyway 

up

to put it in the bin, which, I believe, 

my

is the important thing, the key thing to focus 

pace

on, my intention that is, but 

unfortunately 

to the station

there are other factors to consider 

for you see

the lid of the bin has a lot of water settled on top,

and I have keys, a bag and

such things

that make hand 

agility 

more 

difficult

especially with the apricot too, leaking

juices
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propped in my hand between thumb and finger

(in that little pocket your palm can create)

and so, just now, you see, I could only open the bin lid 

just so wide 

without 

dropping anything

(apart from the apricot)

(which I wanted to drop) 

(in the bin)

and, you see, 

I could only open the bin lid 

just so wide 

without 

spending too long 

stationary in the rain

so, really, if you’re fair, you can excuse me that even though my intention 

was to put it in the bin, to slip it through the gap I had willingly 

(voluntarily!) created by raising the lid,

I can be forgiven for allowing the apricot to drop, to miss the gap, and for 

me to be okay to leave it by the bin (so close, really, to where it ought to be, 

that it isn’t too much fuss)

especially as the

intention

was still 

there,
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and as I said, I do need to get to the station for my train to work, and the

overground runs 

every 

fifteen 

minutes!

it’s not like waiting for a tube

and of course it is likely that

when I’m next home a house

mate may say, curiously (or

perhaps

with a bit of irritation),

SOMEONE CHUCKED A PEACH BY THE BIN!

I won’t correct them that it was an apricot

because that might give it away 

if I know exactly what type of fruit it is, and

consider myself the authority even! no, I’ll

nod my head and say 

A PEACH! HOW WEIRD!

I’ll wrinkle my nose with them (unable to

get another apricot out of the fridge to eat,

which I had entered the kitchen to do, in 

I am wandering

case it was a bit obvious that the criminal, 

yes, so, peach, 

the disgusting fruit thrower, was in front 

no

of their very eyes) 

apricot,
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by the bin, I begin 

walking and the rain is calming more like spitting although always a weird 

way of describing rain (spitting rain isn’t much like spitting, that would be 

large sporadic globules, erratic enough to leave space for the sky to take a 

break and suck it all back in and up) but yes walking 

walking 

walking

walking 

raining 

walking 

walking 

raining 

walking

meat and 

chips, £3 

checking 

phone 

08:20

got time

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

08:22

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

08:23

walking

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking 

walking

chicken 

bones 

on ground 

walking 

still partly 

breaded

exposed 

one side 

to the 

bone 

walking 

walking

walking 

walking 

like a 

woman 

showing 

one

breast 

walking 

whilst the 

other 

walking 

remains

tucked 

away 

walking 

sort of 

anyway 

walking

walking 

walking 

walking 

a man 

is

slowing 

slowing 

slowing

walking 

he’s not 

walking 

he’s 

driving 

driving

walking 

raining 

walking 

in his 

car 

driving

walking 

is he going 

walking 

driving 

slowing 

driving
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walking 

to say 

walking 

driving 

slowing 

driving

walking 

something 

walking 

slowing 

slowing 

slowing

walking 

walking 

walking 

BEEP

walking 

faster 

walking 

slowing 

windows 

rolling

nearing 

station 

down

preparing 

myself 

to, 

him, 

alriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiightt!

my 

middle 

finger 

raising

he can’t drive his car onto the platform 

it’s okay 

it’s okay 

raising 

raising 

raising 

it’s okay 

it’s okay

swinging right in, through entrance, 

he’s 

gone

hearing him, muffled 

phark awff 

you bitch

gladly sir

08:27

soon, tight, but eaaaaaaasy 

card out

tapping 

beep

stairs

the

up

wiping wet cheeks
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two at 

a time

eaaaasy

onto platform, faces up, them seeing me, me seeing 

my own face, 

body, legs, etc

assessing the me which I cannot see but see them seeing 

forgetting to assess them 

because I am too busy assessing 

what they’re assessing, 

walking 

down

which I can’t actually assess 

platform

because there is no 

full 

length 

mirror 

balanced against nothing on the middle of the 

walking

platform for me to use to assess my assessment 

down

of their assessment to see if it is accurate, although, 

platform
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come to think of it, if I don’t have time to assess 

them, because I’m assessing me who they’re assessing, 

then who’s to say that they’re not doing the same – 

assessing what I’m assessing, or, indeed, what they 

assume I’m assessing, so we’re all just assessing 

what we assume they’re assessing

i.e.

ourselves

which we cannot see, 

although I still know that my face isn’t quite worn into the day, tight, not 

quite set, even if I c—

THE TRAIN APPROACHING GURGLING 

QUITE FAST AND EVERYONE IS STANDING STIFF AND

I AM GETTING TO 

THE 

LAST CARRIAGE 

SWIFTLY STEATHILY 

WHERE THERE WILL BE A SEAT 

(PLEASE BE A SEAT) AN

d 

the 

train 

is 

slowing

[doors 

opening]

seat!

bag off back

between legs

slight prickle on cheek
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sitting ! 

opening my phone 

sending text to my him, 

(one already there from 

him: 

GOOD MORNING!

)

me, 

GOOD MORNING!!

absolutely 

consider sending emoji to evoke the 

scrambled onto the overground

scramble, but not sure which one is 

an egg? but he might not get that 

quite right, so leave it 

text from mum 

was there last night and never 

opened

shutting eyes, feeling lids puckering against my cheekbones

then wide 

clicking, open 

Long time since we caught up, 

blinking 

mouth clamped shut 

free tomorrow night for a 

everything pursed 

wanting to hear her 

chat? Xxx

but knowing she’ll ask how’s work 

how are you waiting for information

can’t face right now 

thumbs over screen 

moving next to each other

like they’re conferring 

but I’m not free! I’m out tonight! 

easy 

Sorry mum, going to this literary 

that’s it, make it sound like my writing 

event tonight! Hoping to speak

is bloody going anywhere 

to some helpful people. Let’s talk 

soon though xx

that’ll do 

for now 

that’ll do 

flicking, 







17

looking at my phone notes

(filled with the sort where a thought flies into your head that suddenly you 

know you must record, regardless of anything, in that moment, regardless 

of who’s there or what is balanced in your hands, it is 

IMPERATIVE

that you record this fragment) 

(not the phone note sort where you say

OH YES, THAT BOOK SOUNDS MARVELLOUS!

and put the title in your phone

perhaps with the author’s surname

and come across it three months later

try to recall its roots

ignore

a few more months later

glimpse

ignore

no not that sort)

One reads 

firwqks sex same thing a provess and end

huh

at the time, it was 

a (!) revelation (!)

(when even was it?)
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I was another me 

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

then 

!a fireworks display is the 

PERFECT ANALOGY 

FOR SEX! 

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

the surges, fiery, coming in waves, the finale after the push and pull and to 

and fro, and the mixing up, displays always returning to the

familiar, age-old goodies

(a Catherine wheel/you cupping my breasts as you fuck me from behind)

and I’m sure, as I’m thinking this, that this is astute! profound (?)

no one has ever thought this before 

surely

even when they’re planted firmly in front of a 

firework display

no one has hit upon the comparison 

fireworks! sex!

boy, I’ve got it and I’m reaching for my phone

sliding open notes, tapping keys whilst the

others have lesser thoughts, beer drinking,

whilst I’m analogy thinking

(a chiming rhyme I agree, even at the time it first appeared in my head, but 

I allow it, 

it makes me feel like I’m finishing a soliloquy)

I must remember this, 

I think

thought
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but now, weary on the train, it is 

not what I thought 

at all

can’t quite delete the note though maybe it’s smarter than I realise? 

marking it

back of my mind 

(maybe tweet it 

?) 

locking phone 

used to use any train journey I had to write, tapping into my notes

but 

can’t 

right 

now

what was it? 

April? May? 

one month? more?

since I’ve written?

not that long 

really 

but if I don’t write again

that would be long 

if this is the beginning of me never writing again

then the one month six weeks? is significant 

as the start of nothing 

as the start of some non-writing eternity

shrugging off 

hangover 

pressing down, turning me melodramatic

existential

just because of a few drinks 

I know not just because of that 

there is a woman opposite me, 

reading a book, resting

but let’s say it is 

the back right against the window,

her head behind it, also
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