THE VERY BEST OF INTERNAL MIGRATION
The warning parts of yourself
Returning home with a strong sense of departure

Whenever I’d sit down to write you
I’d watch five naked programs of earth-polluted bodies
All dried from the rain, taxed to regime

Come round for a dead bird

She speaks a repressed English

A stinging conversation breathes down a globalised chest

All this mangled material inside a messy stranger, filled with jewels and novels
She laid down and died like a lick

Tina’s body in a café

First-time-fruit, gently waxed

A delicacy in decay
Moving-to-an-abrasive-rhythm
Like-a-sullen-sculpture-dancing-to-melodic-pain(t)

A libidinal holding room

With white offerings

Sailing the walls at-sour-speed
Wounded by a sovereign nature



“Let’s finish our unfolding”
Spread and eject
The viscous attitudes of the right

[[Ejaculating oil]]

“] placed tissues in your pockets to give you bigger hips”
“You’re part of the night now”
[Holding onto someone’s sleeve]

Feeling undecided and ancient
I craved my own loneliness
A rigid-intimacy

Faithfully cruel
Like static wine

A black carpeted spirit

Fused with poetry

Hair like debris

“You can communicate with dead people through radios on the Bakerloo line”
LEARNTO REMIX THE LOSS OFLIFE

A frequency of trans(itions)missions-------




YOU HAVE A REQUEST FROM|
Raised in April

The flower in my pants
She’s a pen

Pain on the brush

Got that walk-out energy

I wanted to poke her shoelaces
Like a tender fabric

“I’m your baby, not your body”
Instead, downloaded the climax
And-from-a-bridal-distance
observed/

n/

hostile/

celebration/

and

mn/

chronic song
Will you play later?



[The third intellectual
Enters a cashmere room]

Poets in exile

Broken people with broken people
Holding a handbag of sentences
The heavy water weight of words
Punctured in the linear

“I ripped the seat off the car
and thought about exhibiting some paintings on the parcel shelf”

Bathed by her voice
And blonde veins

I followed the 20 laps that echoed

3 hairs and some air

In the bosom of my belly

I inherited visions

Of corp objects

I was desperate to drop off them off
in

Courted essays
(Viewed for an about an hour)



“I miss seeing your screen body”
“I don’t feel it much downstairs”

A tender Sunday

Body of a hell

The assertion of objects from left to right
An operative s(t)inging

Into the broken window of my mouth

Writing balm

Shadow pen

Pagan rent

The post-heard

Mind, Body, Breast, Tender
The summer of sexualities



EMILY’S EMAIL




The slow machine with electronic colours
Death and writing
The perfect fire escape

Household children
Smelling difficult
Like brown leeches
Dangerous designers!

My strong narcotic bones
Held the underpass of my so
In a chemical haze

1 could smell YOU under my

“You said the doors were clo
“I’'m not quite the flushed hum
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