










 

      my body is a haunted house           
              battleÞeld
                    labyrinth
                              garden
                      vessel
                         glitch in the matrix
           experiment
                          metaphor
       cage         
                      biblically accurate angel
               cocoon
                          site of mutilation
                      cosmic mistake
                     
 temple                     illusion
                      threshold
      wound               
                      revolution
                wildÞre
     body without organs            trick
                      shrine to eternity
                     
                      symbol
                    
                     prayer
                               scream
             mistake        
                      miracle

    my body is the tree of life
              centre of the universe
                                   source

my body is     my world,
so if i can change my body,

why would you do this on purpose?

skill 

circle

river

life
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its limbs sprawl into the sky like lightning frozen in time,
grasping, creeping, rising, and pulling the grey down into it,
Þlling itself with the cold, cold air,
as it prays to the heavens for change.

there is something more, there is spring waiting within it,
not material, not manifest, not actual, not here,
but somewhere out there, in there, ready to embrace the world,
or make itself, or be made, or be at all.

until it is, its silent power burns,
like distant stars behind the blazing sun,
radiating in through the ether,
invisible to all but time,
but it is real, it is there, it is, it is, it is, prays the tree,
repeating it like a mantra through this death

winter tree/spring



This city, it sprawls outwards, a blight a tumor. It’s placed upon an 
ancient land, some Naarm as named by those here long before us. 
Like a cancer it subsumes and then kills the host organism, replacing 
it with a rotting mass. The original host, a populace of indigenous 
peoples were genocided by British colonists. In its place stands a 
monument to hubris and vice. Spires of steel and glass scrape the sky. 
Acrid smoke, cigarette butts and broken glass layer the ground. The 
most “central” location north of the Yarra is a supermall, the Yarra 
itself is polluted, shit-stained, no fauna live there but the most har-
dy, of which only half are indigenous, original, most are introduced, 
taken and placed by a state. This state promises a lucky country but 
provides boxes filled with rats and mould. Yet... something remains, 
almost imperceptible to those who have not lived it. An intense con-
nection to this city, its streets full of life, busy bodies busy and bois-
terous, awaits those who dare look for it, live in it, submersed. The 
sun glares down, reflected off the spires of glass and steel, reflected 
in the glass, even apparent in the scent of the city, of those seeking a 
reprieve from the business. The clouds linger over, protecting, pro-
viding reprieve from the sun, a moment of stillness. Those that once 
owned here remain, they make camp and make their voice heard 
however they can. They protest, they advocate, screaming into the 
twisted void of “progress” that they retain some wisdom that needs 
to be heeded. I know not what they speak of, I’m not one of them, 
but their stories ring true in my ears, stories of an interconnected life, 
where humanity flora and fauna are all considered to have value. In-
finite and unimpeachable, life. Nature persists, stubbornly growing its 
stubs of trees cut down for “development” but still visible, the soul of 
this city remains. It’s a screaming thing, constantly affronted by what 
we make of this place. But it is a thing. It’s there for those who want to 
find it. Something better is possible, if only the productive capacities 
of this city were turned towards the human, the natural, the ancient 
wisdom. Live for it, and it will provide. “Have a brother in the cut, 
where the wood at?”. 





"after all of these years of holding on to them,

i threw them away, all of the songs that i wrote about her death.

but how many more does it take,

til i have no verses left?"

"in the first couple years, how i wept, how i wept,

and i wrote many songs, so many songs, so many albums,

so i could tell the story, give justice to the memory.

but memories fade away over time, just like feelings."

"it's been so long. just where has all the time gone?

we've taken almost seven whole years, or thereabouts, since i last saw her,

and i don't really think about her anymore.

i can barely even remember her voice, or her face, or her love, or her hate."

grieving the relief of the angels burden
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