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1. FUCK MACHO BULLSHIT FOREVER
2. Recognise the power in caring for each other
3. If you can’t get behind it, chuck it in the fuck it bucket
4. If you’re isolating, take my advice; get more crisps than u think 
you’ll need
5. “We’ve got to keep each other alive in any way we can because 
nobody else is going to do it.”
6. If you forget everything else, remember these three things: hy-
dration, meditation and masturbation
7. Make space for each other, fi nd space for yourself
8. “You get more warm fuzzies by giving away all your own warm 
fuzzies”
9. If it’s inaccessible it’s nether radical nor
revolutionary
10. Remember your immense capacity to dream
11. “All that you touch you change. All that you change, changes 
you. The only lasting truth is change.”
12. Take a communal breath, we are with you
13. How are we going to live in the future? M.U.C.K. (Magic, Uni-
ty, Care & Kinship) 

Affi  rmations have come from lots of memes, shared resources, conver-
sations and specifi cally 5 & 8 are quoted from Women Wisdom, from 
‘Faggots and Their Friends between Revolutions’ and 11 quoted from 
‘Parable of the Sower’, - Octavia E Butler.
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Hello sweet beastly fi ends. 
To mark the turning of the 
sun and the longest night 
of the loooooooongest year 
we’re sharing 13 affi  rmations 
for the future. We’ve dug 
these out of a shared online 
doc we’ve been making titled 
‘Dear diary, I feel like shit. 
LOL’. It’s a deep dark and 
mucky pit of notes, screen-
shots, and drawings we’ve 
dumped from the fi res in our 
bodies and brains (and a shit 
load of memes) that have got 
us through 2020. � It’s ok not 
to be ok! We hope these
affi  rmations can off er some 
love and laughs into our 
shared future.

HOW ARE WE
GOING TO LIVE
IN THE FUTURE?



WEMS 
SKEW 
SMEW 

There are birds in manchester,
Smells like toilet cleaner,
Away polishing endless, 
Shoeless steps,
Reversed in time, 
Racing marking,
Changes rotation,
Spinning,
Playgroundsick.

Lemony tekcinsate yellow,
cinnamon
realistic
DEPTH LESS
Always less,
Or more?
Less depletion
I’m still an optimist
Bopped by exploding eggs.

Distant fl eecy fog,
Hovering, 
Down, Down, Down,
Up all a round,
Spiral formation,
Starlight fortress,
Being battered by bugs,
Cicada calls tomoll,
Yesterday emerged.

My skin, 
Expensive cocktail,
Hope a movie star, 
Drinks me, 
Makes me famous, 
For something not related,
To my interests.

Original 

The house smells, 
I’m tired,
And the people,
Are abominable, 
How do you fi nd a way around it?
How do you feel about that?

 - W,O & H

POEM

You always choose to be the Nether-
lands when we play Pro Evo, because 
you lived there for four years before 
being deported

You sound like you’re from Streatham, 
because you grew there since you were 
two, but you don’t have british citizen-
ship

You tell your cousins back home that 
you’re rich in the UK, cos you don’t 
want them to think you’re a failure, 
but the truth is the £3 a week you get 
for your toddler means she has no toys

Your Sudanese law degree means 
nothing here, so you take a job as a se-
curity guard, if a fi ght broke out you 
wouldn’t know what to do

The boys from your street go in and 
out of prison because they’re British, 
if you get in trouble you’d be sent to a 
country you’ve never known

The worst things that happened were 
actually in Libya, and crossing the 
sea when the boat sank and the water 
fi lled babies’ lungs, but your lawyer 
says the asylum authorities won’t care 
about that, you should just talk about 
happened in your home country

Your baby was born in Switzerland, so 
you want to go back there, but it was 
Swiss authorities who deported you, 
using cartoons as a cover as they put 
you on a plane full of police

You love him, but you don’t know if 
your relationship will survive working 
a job that will satisfy the requirements 
of Appendix FM

You’re struggling, without access to 
the benefi ts that everyone else is re-
lying on to make ends meet, but in-
scribed on your BRP is the phrase “No 
Recourse to Public Funds”

 - LA
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SENSE
OF

PLACE
On the Megabus returning from Glasgow
To Edinburgh (October 2009)
A 60 year old Irish man
Talks to himself. Odd thoughts
In the fug of the motorway
“A cowboy’s breakfast
At the Wild Bean Cafe...

I always liked Glasgow”
Beaming drunk in lorry light,
Intermittent non sequiturs
Against the regiment.
We’ve grown too used
To alienation as a rule,
Restricting like a tight wrist watch.

The fi ery furnace (as ever) deferred.
This is the war of position,
As much a necessity as
A choice, refl ecting my habitus
And nothing universal beyond
The fact that we can continue
To converse in the dark.

-KC



SK
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