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Talking about my birth with my mom in Wolverhampton,
where she lives, on the 27th July 2017. It is raining, we're
stood on the street in Town, outside of a cultural arts insti-
tution, she is chain smoking.

M - they just looked at this fuckin, like, ‘oh yeah, fuckin
birth plan? Who dya think you are?’, fuckin birth plan my
arse.

G - Well maybe, oh, ok.

M - Well, anyway that’s the feeling they gave me, you
know?

G - Right.

M - And | didn’t even have the same mid-wife while | was
having yer.

G - Yeah.

M - And it was only five hours. The first woman, she was,
um, I think she was Danish, or, Scandinavian, and she was
very sweet, you know? But, | think | had a shot of Pethi-
dine, when [ first went into labour but it did nothing, it
didn’t stop anythink. So | just fucked the mask off the gas
and air, and had it like a bong. And was just breathing
through that. And I'd kind of pass out, having dreams of
ants and things, and then yeah, | just did it with breathing.

At one point | held onto your dad’s beard with one hand
and punched him in the chest with the other, that worked
for about half an hour. [laughs]

G - Right.

M - I mean they wouldn’t even let me squat, they made
me lie on my back.

G - What do you mean they wouldn’t let you? They were
just like, this is how you have to lie?

M - Well I said | want to squat to have this baby, and they
said, well, can yer squat? And | went down, like that, you
know, and they went no, you'’ve gotta have your feet flat on
the floor. Because my heels were off the floor it was like,
no. And I was in so much pain, | was like, beyond reason.

| hadn’t got it in me to argue, you know? So | just remem-
ber lying on the bed, on my back, with this fucking bong.
[laughs] A nitrous oxide bong, yeah. Yeah. And yeah,

they told me, no no don’t push, don’t push, and suddenly

| dilated from like nothing, from about two centimeters

to nine. And then they said yes you can push, and when
they said | could push, | just [straining impression] yeah,
and | ripped [laughs], you came out, really quite quickly
and | don’t know what caught my cervix but | ripped from
my cervix right down inside my vagina, just outside, not
much outside, but all the stitching up my insides. Any-
way. | could feel, | remember the blood just dripping off my
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arse, you know? And | had you, in my arms, and | put you
straight onto my chest and you started suckling straight
away, which was, amaging, it was just, | know you're gri-
macing because no-one likes to hear this, of your own
parent, but | mean, it just feels so natural. You know. Even
before the cord was cut. | had you, there on me, you know?
Anyway, because | was torn to buggery...

G - Well, can we not focus a little bit more on nice things?

M - Yeah well | am. Anyway, they put a little hat on you
and wrapped you up, and they wheeled us down to sur-
gery, but | made sure in the little incubator type thing, that
| had you next to me, and | was holding your hand. And
then while they cut you, cut, put me together again, | was
holding your hand, | was stroking you, because | had to
have you by me all the time, yeah. And then they, sew..
um, then we went, up, back up, to the, um, ward, | was on
a drip and they said “ooh shall we take baby into the nur...”
| went “no, no, no, | want her here with me”, so | just, you
know..

G- Mm.

M - [sigh] and | couldn’t take my eyes off yer. It's magical. |

was just...

G - And what was dad doing?
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M - Oh well, yeah [laughs] he just stayed up by, sat by me,
you know what | mean, while | was giving birth and that.

G- Mm.

M — And | was just squeezing his hand, and, yeah..
G - But what did he do after?

M - He went and rang people up to say i'd had yer.
G-Mm.

M - And then he had to go home then. And then Angie
and Anna came, on the morning. But of course he was
working in the hospital wasn’t he? He was working in A&E
in the same hospital. So he was kinda nipping in and out.
Erm.. but they made me stop another day. Yeah and they
found this tiny little pimple on your abdomen, by your
umbilical cord.

G- Mm.

M - And they were going, ‘'ohh | don’t like the look of this’,
because he was a doctor they were shitting, you know?
Ultra ultra careful. And it was like, | can’t bear this, I've
gotta get home, I've gotta get out this place. | just wanted
to take you home, and, dya know what | mean?
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G - Weren't you..in bits though?

M - Well they, they’d um..and this, | do remember, your
dad, this um, this um, senior health officer who'd come to
sew me back together, and he was looking between my
legs and going ‘err, err’, and your dad there, behind him,
going [crosses arms and looks stern]. “Are you happy to
do this?” and he went “No...I"ll get the registrar”. [laughs]
Thank god. So he went and got his senior, and erm, sewed
me back together again.But yeah...

G - What else?

M - Yeah anyway, | kind of, you know, walked home
[laughs], oh dear, sitting down was a game, | tell yer, but
yeah, and we just got yer, in this little, tiny little house in
Stanhope Gardens, and we just - “Look! Nails...Look!”

and we just like, we didn’t watch telly or anything, we just
looked at you, marveling at this...baby we’d made. It was,
stunning. Stunning.

G- Mmm.
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ACT OF FEVERISH TRANSCRIPTION

and also, do you want to get off with each other sometime?
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INCEST

The feeling of incest is a real game of life.

My daddy has a beard and wears a dress and high heels.
But I don’t fancy him like that.

Thick tight little wiry curls

on his face, not for me, covered in yolk anyway

so whatever, he’s a feeder.

It only works if | let you let me adore you

Love that is.

Sex - is different.

Men bodies, | don’t see them looking so poor ill

bloated like women, but oh they are.

Think of potato head.

As he speaks with authority about the business plan for
the left organisation

-s response to a disappointing male politicians response

to a groping claim,

he looked like a potato.

Red faced and puffing, a baked potato, (hot)

steam, potato heads eyes had fallen out onto the table

around which we all sat listening to him.

It's hotisn'tit.

(grunt work as self possession, isn't it)

I imagined eating a raw sausage last night, in Tescos Cale-
donian Road,
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in between johns,

and talking about it to make others physically sick. The
texture,

the fact that you’re not meant to eat raw pork, the texture,
the burst

of skin with teeth. That horror moment of sick cold on
tongue known toxin

you do it for the response in yourself, and to tell others
you've done it.

(prelude to bit about bad food, written in moment of
extreme sensation of claustrophobia at a friends art per-
formance in bermondsey, to do with body spiritual, dance,
shaman, something)

“read my ugly body in your internet dream. its class. class.

| don’t wear what u want. In any context. | don’t smell
beautiful. | would though, if my insides were organic any
more. No more, not ever, were they not filled with synthetic
substances, my babies. my babies. | felt the smelt the dif-
ference in what we consumed, it was different. that smell,
those smells.”
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AISLES OF PLASTIC ITEMS AND FOOD

Spoken from the inside of the cellophane bags, packs,

on packs on packs, no matter what’s on the outside, it's
bright white bleached, shining within. On aisles that smell
like cheap rubber plastic garden equipment, those small
breakfast malt biscuits, haribo sweets, haribo imitation
sweets, dummies, bears, monsters, aliens, pink and white
wafers, crisps, puffs, pringles, jaffa cakes, tea and coffee,
nescafe in pouches with powdered milk and sugar added
in, Starburst, Blue Ribbon, Toffee Crisp, MiniRolls, dancing
santa in a velour suit, dog toys shaped like giant cola bot-
tles, mega men dolls in front of duracell adverts, fake trees,
fluffy maroon dressing gowns and lardy bird feed.

Sugar doesn’t preserve the bodies that consume the
objects that are preserved by the sugar they contain, so they
keep. And they transport well, everywhere. Loads of them,
S0 neatly packaged into warehouses, this is sustenance.
Think of the the bruises. *

Foods in farmers markets bruise and they are misshapen,
and stink of naturally occurring bacteria and microorgan-
isms. Happy pigs. Wrapped in paper or just loose in the
wicker basket. | could kill.

Plastic became a thing, plastic and sugar. Sugary plas-
ticy foods. No bruises like a bottomed bruises, but when
you switch for work, it's hard to make it work together. No
amount of arnica, none. Whole body foundation. Like con-
touring your tits, chest, abs, nose, cheeks, forehead, legs?
Whole body foundation.
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*the more pain you receive the less you bruise. Over time.
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PSYCHOANALYSIS

I imagine getting them in a headlock pretty soon into our
first session,

maybe on the third if it's harder than | thought.

That's in their training isn’t it?

They will be middle - upper middle class and | will be
agay.

Unwilling to talk.

They'll want to know all about it, and I'll be so difficult.

| will be so full of rage I'll need a padded room.

But instead maybe I'll be lying down on a couch.

| hope so. They'll say, ‘and what do you think?’

And I'll be like, “loads of fucking things”

but the main thing is that | am a subject and you are an
object, here.

A reflective object, but that said, now, it doesn’t seem
realistic.

| will say loads and loads and loads of things,

I'll say I've read a pop-psych book about psychoanalysis

and it’s called ‘A Life Examined’

and | really don’t want it to take years,

| want to get to the emotional equivalent of the

3it squeezing sesh asap.

| want to just do it. | want it to be cheap enough to just do it.

So come at me hard (autocorrected to ~sports)
At the same time I'll explore BDSM,

From all angles.

This authority/analyst/top/dom,
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has got to, got

to be someone I’'m going to trust completely,

so | can slip via verbal masturbation,

intellectual domination

into a transcendental state

and disturb the silt of my deeply repressed traumas.
Give them to me!

Let me at them!

Probably we should, as a society acknowledge psycho-
sis more

and the fact that in order to get psychoanalysis on the NHS

you have to be dangerously insane

otherwise you have to contend instead with

treading water at the inward or outward

projecting abuse, medium to low level, slippery slope
though, innit

make art instead

about BDSM?

It's crazy to thrive offa the thing that you think kills you
dead.

Competition.

Striver.

You know loud and

clever. Entitled.

Then u dance.
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We watch you amused, we could just stare. | watch.
Arrange my body in nonchalant position. It is a perfor-
mance, but you feel it is vital.
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