
Precarious Passages 003
A heart disease called
Itchy fog Hulme-scene: Industrialised forgetting 
pumped out of  chimneys. On the other side of  the 
road, a stricken bloke whose face was the same colour 
as the pavement. I jabbed at my phone as he wavered 
between states: “This happens all the time mate, 
hurry up.”

Gutter starlings
In Asda car park, squabbling over scraps. Cocky little 
sods, unafraid of  the media threats of  their predators. 
Hard to know if  this is a good or a bad thing.

Job Gym
Seasonal ebbs and flows, lists and attempted routines, 
tasks warded off  through lack of  wifi and news 
refusal. Grey places connect, merging memories 
of  314 bus madness and offering a plausible story. 
Working on the past is easier than working in the 
present. Working on yourself  is trickier still.

Angel Meadow
People shouldn’t be, but they become interchangeable. 
The one with inner golden glow and the other 
hatched out of  a rotten Kinder Egg. The lurid light 
of  Fallowfield Sainsbury’s renders it all down but it 
was something else. There was something else there 
before - a corridor of  discovery with its teen graffiti.

Don’t Stop ’til You Get Enough
When will that be then? All junk food’s the same 
anyway, especially middle class junk food. Everything 
looks like something else, but for no reason. The 
fashion beards look like that of  the municipal 
flowerbed tramp who holds his hand out in a 
pointless pantomime. Not just one but two artisanal 
male grooming stalls for him to choose from, with 
puns for names. ‘Vintage’ is vintage flag waving, with 
an ironic gloss that makes you want to set yourself  
on fire in front of  it. If  you did, it would be filmed on 
a smartphone and watched on YouTube for about a 
week by 15 year olds with smelly bedrooms. 

North of  the Yellowbricks
He was born in Barracks Park the son of  a cavalry 
trooper and despite not being fit enough he ended up 
on the Western Front and was invalided out twice 
and injured once and ended up in Salford and had to 
write over and over again for his discharge papers 
because the locals kept handing him the white feather, 
thinking him a malingering coward.

South of  Nancy Street
Why they keep whistling across the Park all night, 
and screaming long into the dark. And in the day 
the fireworks kid and his dad send rockets into hot 
summer rain. And the burning of  cars and wheelie-
bins marks a change in the season.

Back and Forth
There, traffic crawls twice a day, flowing free at night. 
Taxi dropoffs at four am. What she does with her 
life. What does sleep consist of  but the rhythm of  
the party next door. Some kind of  new West African 
dance record, synthesised drumbeat, a flute shrieking 
you into the general hubbub. She has had her hair cut 
very short. She may not be the same any more.

Murder Mystery
The bloke from the architect’s department was 
getting pissed. We found this body behind a wall. 
Took a photo of  the pattern of  her dress, Evening 
News, front page, in full colour. Turned out she 
was not a victim of  the blitz. She was hidden away 
sometime in the sixties. No name. The cheap white 
wine flowed freely. 

The Cornbrook Hokey-Cokey
You put your left leg in, your put your left leg 
out, you take that can of  knocked-off  lager you 
bought from the offie that reeks a funny smell of  rat 
poison and disinfectant and you shake it all about. 
Whizzzzzzz. You do the smack in the cakehole, key 
to the castle, park the car, piss in the pot, laugh 
mockingly, fuck selfhateingly, then you turn around. 
That’s what it’s all about. OH DO THE HOKEY 
COKEY, OH DO THE HOKEY COKEY, OH DO 
THE HOKEY COKEY, INOOUTINOUT OUT 
OUT OUT. And that’s what it’s all about. And we all 
know what it’s all about. And last night you recall the 
other person in your bed made you turn around... and 
face - whatever it was - the future or the past. Dark 
and kind, like a genuine embrace, but saying nothing.


