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About the author and this book


your whole life is a series of embedded urgencies.

– Mark Fisher

what if I film my way out?

– Guy Madden


maps of light

we sacrifice so much to survive.

use fingers as weak shields for the face.

we cant grow limbs back like a salamander can.

but we can go back and gather. whisper: I am so lucky.

we are the descendants of plants. a million

different paths mapping the mathematics of light.

cut this stem youve stepped into. see how it isnt stone.

now turn it. find an edge. dont dig yourself a death yet.

there is someone inside you who never left.

gripping the carpet of your lungs.

waiting alone in the dark.


I.


castaway

all those nights alone. barely

dipping your feet in the living

room you were tethered to.

bulb in remote

blinking morse code –

but you couldnt see it.

you forced your mind

through glass in hope

youd float to the other side.


group-sleep aboard the night-ship to Coventry

in a glass dome at the edge of the world,

thats where youll find him:

splitting mist as he steers this

steel forge toward sleep.

past the green blur of a service

with tin barbeques in stacks;

gold arches, the promise

of high-fat happiness.

past the swiped screen of towerblocks,

their pixelated faces;

into a red-eyed sky-line

of offices, cranes –

wishing at his window seat

he could dissolve and discover love.

but then who would ride the night-ship?

kick-drum the rhythm of the night shift?

hear the black ticking hand strain

to wipe away the rain?


burnt bulbs

rows of seats like black teeth in a dead sharks mouth.

I flick popcorn into a blue bag with a small metal broom.

the screen is a white sheet a film wears like a ghost.

Ive been scraping gum off the steps of this Adele album

for weeks. white noise fizzing on a dead sharks tongue.

black T and blue badge with someone elses name.

but I set fire to the rain… at 2 am, Ill stagger into light

to tell you why: Im sorry. I love you. I hate me.


sanctuary

Im looking for a way in

to your life; knocking

on a mirror to find

a hidden room behind it.

can you buzz me in?

can you text me the code?

am I on the list? no?

can you say you know me?

its me. you know me.

I wrote you a message

in mist on the glass, tap

back if you can read it.

help me make a bridge of a bruise.


workshopping

some people go for months without touch

sat in cafés sometimes I get so lonely I beg

the internet for sex one night I straddled

an unmade mattress on the floor on grindr

but not for dick had friends but not for pity

I needed to be touched in the gap that only art

can bridge white vice tightening with each

long minute I arranged to meet a stranger

a philosophy PhD to sit beside him writing

at a pub forty minutes later: meet me at

mine? he typed Ill give you a blowjob I

told a straight friend the story and he laughed:

what did you expect? the irony of being

employed (however tenuously) to create

space for connection and failing to facilitate

any without some form of excuse: clipboard

to point to as I knock on doors in a universe

of rented rooms cupboards full of food.
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