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            This book is for Luke

         

      

   


   
      
         
            He has martyred me, but for no cause

            elizabeth smart

            
                

            

            
                

            

            Never waste your pain

            Saint Maud
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                  I look out

                  through stained glass

                  pressing my neck

                  for religious lumps.

                  In my head, time works

                  on a flattened disc.

               

               
                  Here is a wasteland

                  of past aesthetics

                  patched up with modern tubes,

                  a church. Perhaps

                  I have a deity in me –

                  lucid angel in the soft reflection –
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               scutwork

            

            
               
                  It’s a risk, a life with someone.

                  The last time we saw each other as incompatible lovers

                  I felt a shift occur in my body,

                  the blood switching direction in the vein.

               

               
                  It was low burrs of late July,

                  humming day, aging sun, pollen gore.

                  The light behind you halo-made your head

                  and it was cliché.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
               What is it to love a person? Or a virus, a prophylactic acid? A trouble in the systemics? Which is like a riot in the municipal architecture of a body. How emotion and clinging affliction make a way through sinus and back out again.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
               
                  Immediately after you left, I swam in the toxic river.

                  Rapid and thick with hard-scummed edges,

                  feverish from farm waste and floating cut grass.

                  Algal blooms in eddying parts from

                  animal matter, made inorganic with antibiotics,

                  a clean gassy odour reminding me I’m not far from people,

                  or animals kept by people. I swim in the slush,

                  and the effluent coats me.

               

               
                  Red roots grow like a photograph I saw

                  of a Monsanto-plumped lake,

                  plant arms turned pink from runoff,

                  hemming the water, nothing else can grow

                  from the glyphosate.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
               Pursued by ciphers, congregational with herself, mad me swam in those green mothlike fumes of evening. Sere scenery all around. Old chemical smell of gum. I float under the meshed structure of the sky and thank god I am grieving while the climate dims. What an effort otherwise.

               
                   

               

               Wildflowers spotting all around – leek-green innards, marshmallow pink – their multiple dislocating smells. You had gone. So what if I just let the river take me wherever it wants to. There is a disruption of fate by not allowing rivers to do what they want.

               
                   

               

               I give the water too much agency. The river doesn’t care to take anyone anywhere; it is fated to move. I was just existing in its movement.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
               
                  Houses we rented. Rows of pebbledashed houses.

                  Pebbledashed walls of modernist,

                  overpriced council houses.

                  Or the homely view of the

                  boarded-up public toilet block

                  strip light flickering in the coming dusk

                  on the green between towering flats.

               

               
                  Men arrived unannounced,

                  rolling machines over walls to check for asbestos.

                  They fumbled in the old-doily drapery,

                  skirting peeling like an orange,

                  pointing, telling us not to breathe

                  too forcibly in that corner.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
               
                  How to tell a story faithfully and to the cause?

                  Our first house overlooked

                  the bloodbath soil of a racecourse,

                  where the mechanics of a purebred horse leg

                  are oiled, machinic synchronicity.

                  You can see wealth in horses.

               

               
                  There is blood in the lungs of the racehorse

                  after excessive performance.

                  The horse starts to disembark internally

                  when it has leant too hard on itself.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
               
                  Popcorn-ceilinged little dramas.

                  Arguments spreading like mould

                  corroding through walls,

                  delicate concretions of damp

                  a good slap colour.

               

               
                  No frames on the wall, no curtains.

                  When a friend stayed the night

                  she placed newspaper over the windows, embarrassed.

                  The newspaper remained until we left.
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