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How do I lament
it forth, this feeling of trying?


-MARY RUEFLE












I Used to Eat KFC Zingers
Without Hating Myself


Order cat litter off Amazon. Light a fig


candle. The clouds are a paper mouth.


Another Tesco Express. Someone else


has died on Facebook. The cat licks me.


Feel endorsed. Wonder if my therapist


thinks I’m a brat. Imagine her telling me


I’m her favourite. Get sad


that cancer got Alan Rickman.


Vit D spray under my tongue.


Himalayan salt rock.


Get drunk off my oat latte.


Man on the train slams into me.


Ask him to hold me


till I’m gorgeous.


Handle my cat’s shit. Replay my own voice notes.


Speculate how carpet shops still make money.


Dream of dying. Watch


World’s Strongest Man.


My father’s angry prostate.


The men on the train could kill me.


I’m a pig. I need a pat on the back.


I need a thigh gap. I use emojis


to avoid conflict. Worry I’m a gentrifier.


Send that gif that everyone’s seen before.


Someone I know has won an award.


I have a memory of your love


like a lodged fishbone.


Before you died, I cut your hair.









LOROS


I watched my mother form her new body.


Cheekbones becoming violent,


hips clucking to meet skin.


I would wash her as she used to wash me,


holding a small plastic jug


under the warm water


and tipping it over her back,


her edges broken by bubbles.


That night was like any other night


in the hospice, people quietly dying,


except we ate ham and pineapple pizza


in her bed. Watch out for the men, she said,


they have the upper hand. She smelt salty,
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