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And meanwhile the songs 
Protect us, in a way, and the special climate. 

 
John Ashbery 
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on the birthday of a celebrated 
environmental activist 
 
brand it, for now, sudden                  forfeiture 
to feelings of being watched by 
marketing company satellites and believing 
myself hideous beyond measure when 
                     I buried my head 
in the dying                                butterfly bush. 
 
  
neglect had carved out the perfect crater 
for refuge, craters throughout my garden, in 
fact, throughout my garden, dry thorns 
brittle as dried rosemary. lilac 
silk pleated so as to line 
a casket was the platter 
I pictured twilight sky ladled over 
fine and iron-clad         as aerosol cloud 
 
before the plunge I foresaw to my marrow 
but like a pathological thief 
could not but bear.     thoughts 
accreted –       somewhere 
brides bucket-toss bouquets of plastic white 
roses and hydrangeas, 
shovel backs polish countless graves 
and the hero of the hour’s family  
lay Kenyan-grown sympathy wreaths. 
 
I was holding bags of putrid compost  
                                           (compost/compose – 
take apart to put together) 
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whose half-pirouettes in the summer  
breeze made music  
as both arms imitated turbine shafts, 
biodegradable polymer 
floury to touch as one-use gloves. 
next to a tool shed kept locked by my 
landlord was the gaping green-waste bin. 
 
millipede smell                made me retch 
and against my legs the eggshells 
cracked like bone. 
were there any earthworms 
who would suck the sugar bloom off chocolate, 
make room for whole brown cantaloupes 
I never found the time for, 
eat until their lip-pink bodies exploded? 
 
I knew then I was not in my right mind because 
breath- 
sound was Cape Woolamai wave 
trains, tram cable hiss, coldblooded 
blood, breathsound was sea, seedbed 
in that vacuum, breathsound was too little 
oxygen to burn the ambience, 
                                        breathsound was the 
burning. 
 
my brother was inside burying me to the eyelids 
at the beach, two to his five. 
I surfaced, shook off, dumped 
and the bats were            circling 
the sums didn’t square 
the hutches didn’t shut 
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                        and the foxes were 
terror                                                        
circling. 
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Paragliding in the Guise of Someone 
Greater 
 
 I 
 
young friends consider this Aum 
tattoo on my trapezius, the brand of a lecturer 
in the clapboard university 
of spirit, mad myths and secret account 
questions. 
 
          I have shattered fibulas on colour  
          chalk fallen from a blackboard trough 
          shallow as ditches a human corpse could 
fill. 
          I have lost my voice from recording 
podcasts 
 
(new episodes air 
      too often to recover). 
 
but do the spider veins on my nose 
and the flex of my forehead gills 
vitiate the curriculum? does it 
induce illness, noticing age wreck 
eternal youth’s glossy prophets, its  
 
gross profits? 
look around, look – 
 
more people have died since yesterday than 
you will ever speak a word to, 
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more species have vanished than you will ever 
know the names of. 
as these apish wrists devolve to bone, believe 
that arbiter does not know shame or glory. 
 
 
 
II 
 
I do a lip module.  
at kissing distance, mine don’t even recognise 
my own lover’s. 
what has happened to me?  
screaming busted them at the corners, 
the adhesives on the cheap duct tape I use to 
stick 
my private lessons on the wall corroded them to 
mush. 
the furnace heat, the sea salt, 
the Chinese stars, the Vedic stars,  
carbolic soap red as lava. 
 
(and taking too many lovers). 
 
for what, young friends? to earn  
loaves of open and well-proofed 
ears, the tunnel-victuals of knowledge and 
ecstasy 
and I inject a marzipan paste made of my lips 
and I ice the crust with my Aum tattoo and my 
nose ring on the Pakistani side. 
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Hope 
 
bookended by sun and moon 
on a shelf like the blue-black 
Papilio Ulysses wing or 
the bloom and puddles it drinks from 
you will listen to me talk crazy. 
you are with me – do I laugh 
at your arms gnomically posed 
or your elderflower corona 
or your pockets full of skin flints 
or your body, a fire on sand? 
you 
with all your loathing are with 
me. 
here is a maze of secret openings. 
here is a vial of herbal vapours 
I need to fall asleep. here  
is a pair of sapphire alephs fizzing  
like sherbet in amniotic fluid. 
here is a log flume ride over Iguazu 
rode by lit incense and faeces. 
here is a world to embody, 
here is your body made world, 
quintessence, sister,  
mother. 
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Galahs 
 
the only campground is full.  
one hundred kilometers further down the 
highway 
there is another town, X,  
but by the time we reach it, tomorrow will be 
today and reception bells 
do not rouse the absent or the dead. 
           
          all trip I have managed to keep away 
from friends 
          sitting either side of me in the jeep. 
          my urban spiritualist position on country 
has  
          left me unworthy of every sight 
          I am confronted with, everyone, but how 
           
to genuflect before thicket and copse of the 
nameless –  
two hundred-odd 
          years ago, the younger Wordsworth  
wrote in her journal – Query:  
What trees are they? 
         
at the petrol station, an old woman points 
up a dirt road. the showground –  
you young blokes can rest up in there. 
 
 
 
galah song upends me from my swag 
at half past three in the morning. it 
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could be that the storm has woken them as 
they have woken me. I lurch into dark 
parenthesised by sheet lightning, dust 
spirited off path and stockyard floor –  
the dust of yesterday’s settlings now 
          an angered vortex 
          red as an old barge’s hull. 
I see Morse-Code-flickers – the caged 
light bulb at the toilet and shower block 
behind empty feedlots. 
 
my entrance funks the night 
spiders streaming up the rust-eaten troughs 
into webs and mortar wounds. 
when I sight a human face 
             
            and the moths on the keyed convex 
mirror 
            I taste iron, as though I’d been sucking 
on 
            a mortal wound in my dreams. 
            I cough, my eyes water, something 
 
inside, atomised, leaves off 
to the jagged tin toilet door corners, 
paper towel dispenser a lignum scrub warren  
of love, hatred, anger, solicitation, selfhood. 
 
 
 
I smell the annual agricultural show, 
pomp and ceremony, pavlova contests, 
cane toad shit spread over the cement. 
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mating cane toads in the showers, 
mosquito bites in my bellybutton. 
 
from the mymercia-trickled patio 
a horse can be seen reposing in a pen. 
buttonholes appear for moon 
too perfect, moon, horse silhouette a sticker 
already used, the world black 
plastic contact left with an outline.  
 
what I’d like most is to shine 
my skin with oil wrung from its mane of 
emptiness. 
 
 
the dog who drops at my feet from  
the sky is a Jack Russell, very old. I pat him 
rough as a boar-bailer in fire-hose-Kevlar 
armour. 
we lie like lovers until the storm crescendos, 
tires like a man after orgasm, and he leaves me 
with palimpsestic fur, life-warmth, stink, 
 
              dawn’s fingernail. 
 
he will be a stray of the living soon 
I think as the other swags start moving. above 
them 
in the gum trees, I see the plumage of 
my alarm – still singing – as the icon- 
strewn walls of my grandmother’s parlour  
 
and know such mindless terror I bolt 
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barefoot to the wrecked carousel, play 
reveille on the hollow heads. 
much to do – the city 
a long day’s drive past X. 
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Parable of the Hawk  
 
Prologue I 
 
live to air 
a policeman profiles the serial killer 
but behind his left shoulder 
a psychedelic screensaver  
licks like ten python tongues, 
deli-meat-iridescent, 
evanescing/recrudescing on the corneal 
roundness of an old PC monitor.  
gazed past are all entreaties 
for public calm, ogling pretty colours 
and coded rhythms scrims 
the monster at large. was it not a cross 
gashed into victims’ bellies, an X? a 
pentagram? 
aluminum armpits fill with hands 
brittle as wings of ash. 
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Displacement 
 
it was taking a long time to boil. 
caught between worlds 
I mindlessly tugged the hairs on my bare chest 
until welts broke out. 
a referred tingling slid down 
my back like warm honey, like a flower 
stem too long in water. 
stored in the rings of one trunk 
                                  in our fist forest 
was a rash of fear I hoped yarrow 
                                 tea would clear up. 
 
watched arousals could not happen 
true to sense, displacement key to all 
condensing – facial tics, floral bloom, fat 
and algal bloom – and just my luck, a bull 
ant came careening like a comet 
across the filthy countertop, 
climbed into a burned-out tea light cup, 
perched on the wick like a statue, then 
fell to an almost filmic death on its back. 
 
I decided to walk into the courtyard 
                      possums had rendered Martian 
with dropped almond husks, 
holding the polycarbonate casket 
tight enough to turn my knuckles white 
as if the ten thousand things were in there. 
it was a large, rubbished space I shared 
with an adjoining rooming house occupied by 
backpackers and international students. 
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with my other hand I picked up some firewood 
rotten, half-liquefied like 
good meat. I showed the corpse the concrete 
wafers piled on the soilless clay 
like ancient tablets, the lilies and the 
cobwebbed paver stacks.  
           viral pinnates, caterpillar-holed  
ellipses. the olive tree. the bed 
the Mexicans left that night 
                         of sucked-out lemon wedges. 
 
I showed the corpse an oven, its shisha pipe- 
like gas hoses snaking by my legs 
unmounted, unhooked, put no-mercy out 
to rest and bleed rust into earth’s gauzes. 
and the blow-up swimming pool brim- 
ming with plastic butterflies ea- 
sily mistaken for late autumn leaves 
and the huge aviary with nothing but cuttle- 
bones inside. how did this wreckage 
accumulate? 
 
a witches’ hat formation 
               in the corner was a skein of albatross.   
the funeral procession – as I had come to see it 
–  
ended at a hunk of Binchō-tan  
left by a hang drum player from Minabe 
atop half a surfboard 
mounted on two milk crates. its gift was its faint 
chime but the chime now spoke to 
me as a corpse 
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               and unable to listen I gripped the 
firewood to crumbling 
and I flung the casket down.  
 
inside as expected 
the water on the stove had completely boiled 
out, 
the empty pot was smoking and high greenish 
flames 
licked around and burnt 
             the sides – droplets clung like egg sacs 
to the range hood. 
what in my displacement had condensed 
required that I use a chair and the point of my 
biggest knife 
to silence the hysterical detector. 
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All Dreams Remembered (Over Maybe a 
Decade, Maybe More) 
 
photographs aren’t frozen 
but fugitives on the run.  
women wear absolutely no jewelry.  
     all the ladder rungs are sturdy, 
     all the walls have turned into warmed 
beeswax. 
     disease and dried aniseed bubble in a 
beaker, 
     mucus dots the back of a pornographic 
playing card. 
     Saturn’s snowball rings. 
     fly-blown bulls perform on uneven bars.  
     tin can river reaches its rusty mouth –  
     the red sea a dog swims in 
                        after eating out a shot stag’s 
jugular. 
                                                        blue contact 
lenses look sweet 
                        on a girl with a dress like a 
banana peel 
     shielding her eyes with her webbed feet. 
     a goldfish bowl between very young sisters 
     reeks of aphorisms printed on fingernails 
     and purple wild rice grains. 
     I am a dreadlocked wig hung 
     over a dining chair’s back of old snow. 
     smoke pen shafts, 
     cloud ink wells, 
huge exotic birds pecking seed 
from the spotted hands 
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of a woman older than New Zealand 
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Assault in the Botanical Gardens, Near an 

Outdoor Cinema 

 

eye-gouged from behind  
by fingers I did not recognise the feel of –  
small enough to belong to a girl 
with any man’s barnacled severity and sadism 
–  
I bled profusely from the sockets 
down an embankment verdant with introduced 
flora. 
some of my blood made the manmade 
rivulet at the bottom of the gully, 
some sank into the waterlogged soil 
feeding strangely-coloured wild berries and 
palm saplings 
like milk or oil. the stench 
of golf umbrellas and deck chair nylon drove me 
mad as 
pain dispossessed my mind of 
all but the most deplorable thoughts. 
 
stars congealed to form a snake that swallowed 
storm clouds 
like tailless vermin, and I fell, rolled 
toward the eel-infested curry-powder-water, 
stopped dead 
at the edge, a backhanded reprieve. 
unable to move or see, I spent the afternoon on 
my back 
sometimes cursing my assailant, sometimes 
asking him for aid 
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but there was no answer. 
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Elsewheres 

 

For Nicanor Parra, The Greatest Living Poet 
 
I had to pass the night on a couch in all my 
clothes 
without blankets in a woman’s apartment  
in the midst of a strange Melbourne winter.  
 
there were orthodox trinkets on her mantle, 
an analogue clock and portraits of saints on her 
walls. 
the brown plaid upholstery was ripped 
and to fight the cold I plucked out foam and 
picked food scraps, 
placed some stale bread on my tongue but did 
not suck, did not even salivate. 
 
cycling through position after position 
certain that sleep was impossible 
I grew afraid when I realised I would have 
preferred death – death! – to this 
little misery. the clock seemed to tick too slow. 
 
at the end of a corridor 
I could see down, there was a light 
in the kitchen I kept mistaking for morning 
until it was all I could do to get up and find the 
switch 
but I could not find it. wide awake 
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I drew a cube in fog on the window behind the 
sink full of dirty dishes, 
put face fragments in the crystal fingermarks. 
when I turned around, I was not startled to see 
 
a white cat on top of the refrigerator, old, red 
eyed and certainly blind 
lapping my scent from the air like dew from 
grass.  
I reached up and fed that cat the bread I had 
kept in my mouth, 
petted it until it lay down to sleep. 
nothing about the scene seemed unusual 
 
and I thought, if night can inure me to 
elsewheres like this 
in my soul, why don’t I keep my eyes open? 
I tiptoed back to the couch. waited for 
tramsong. 
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Vanuatu Night  (For the Balding Family) 
 
on deck at anchor 
completely naked, 
inner silence robed by the absence of voices, 
long windless motor up from Epi –  
no flying fish, no dolphins –  
disaffection its hatchling like the quiet Pele tide 
moon’s. night  
              winds on the stony beach ruffle night 
waters 
two days from the Hunter’s Moon. 
ashore, mangrove blackness –  
I cannot see through to the village 
fires. mineral smell 
of mangroves and the last of the rotting 
fingers on our banana hand 
hung above the cabin entrance for a fortnight 
still bleeding whitish 
serum from its machete wound. 
Xanthus, Helane 
         and Peter in the cabin she built, encased 
by his hull 
asleep. my friend with the hippy name 
met a pretty Australian girl on Maewo, 
made love to her in a tent among millions of 
hermit crabs 
while in the dead reef a sea turtle 
kissed my back. my pathetic body 
beautiful now, in this powder-coated silver. 
somewhere, a boat 
puts out to fish or get kava –  
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I could lower the inflatable and go nude to the 
nearest chief’s hut 
hairy as a dog, white as a god 
but what would I say and  
where are my offerings? 
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II 
 

…because that is what you do when 
you breathe, you trespass, again and 

again you trespass on the world 
 

Karle Ove Knausgård 
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hiker 

 
wakes.    rises. 
eats    light 
breakfast.  
 
     defecates.    washes  
     down tablets, 
     body.    dresses 
                    active. 
 
goes 
 
          down   stairs. 
          packs    car 
          gets in    car 
          shakes   head –  
          not hydrogen. 
 
goes 
 
north four hours. 
holds 
wheel firmer for 
fatigue/mountains growing, 
both no    bodies in 
dilated sky, air 
through an open 
sliver, purl of dying 
rivers down from uplands. 
pulls into 
ponderosa parking lot. 
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     takes   main trail 
     uphill. steep. 
 
          stops   on jagged 
          switchback  
          for photographs. 
          self   portraiture. 
          sits. 
          out of   breath 
          into   body. feels 
 
strong as, 
siblinghood with, 
the bull pines the singing   birds. 
 
keeps moving. 
 
reads   map 
wrong. new trail steepens, widens. 
behind fencing 
sees   hunk of forest 
gone.  
 
desperate to 
gain passage. 
rattles   locks   jingles   chains   hollers   no   
body   listening 
who can speak. 
no bulldozers. 
disease-ridden 
creatures quarantined 
to spare the rest? 
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no.      logged. 
 
no access. heart- 
broken. motionless. 
 
goes 
 
back 
to city to 
the only lock 
his key 
fits. 
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For Electronic Music Makers 
 
what you ought to do is not 
go home tonight.  
             how many phonemes elided 
                   when a man tears off your 
headphones 
                   like the knee-jerk usurpation of a 
crown 
              to say psychedelic trance is powering 
starport indra? wrest them back 
politely. chrome engine fumes –  
 
sucked along the red light 
end of Smith Street 
in a slipstream of eaux de  
parfum named ocean, sport 
romance, euphoria. 
 
nature lives nowhere 
but cracks in the pavement, the render on  
your sober face crumbles  
like the handiwork of a third 
millennium husband. 
 
          watch a man with one leg try 
          to jump a fence. he does  
          but to what end? all there is  
          on the other side, fennel weed 
          arrowheads angling toward Eureka, 
          an embankment, a highway 
          an embankment, fennel weeds, a fence  
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although no pulse issues light 
out for the territory, only not to pack 
it in just yet. the night too sweet a post- 
script of spring rain for an apartment 
roof, flyscreen, twenty ceilings piled like 
earthquake rubble atop you. 
 
sit on a bench and unravel 
a designer bindle. more drugs. once 
the laptop boots, you jack the wet  
on the arpeggiator a million percent, 
imagine the redlining CPU  
as hypertensive heart, notice butterfly 
colours in the citied clouds. 
 
Melbourne, a Honeyeater nest  
felled by slingshot and housed in 
a Lucite cube. 
most of its wailing hatchlings can 
breathe okay. most of its poets can’t 
remember when they wrote 
better than on a late arriving train. 
 
now a Russian doll containment 
buries the notes 
             in your lead synthesiser line. 
                   no escape from the beautiful 
                   melodies you sometimes fluke 
                   so drunk, so tired, you are seeing 
the eyes of men as green 
as the puddles on the road. 



 
38 

Fossilised  
 
her spine a desert 
boardwalk nearly burst apart 
by tree roots. thirsting 
to be noticed at this rave, she’s gone 
and smeared an ointment –  
likely pawpaw – on a packet’s worth of 
dinosaur stickers, all the old favourites, which  
someone has stuck to her  
back in mottle herds. 
 
but drought sun takes away 
the emulsion. broth-like brooks of 
compound run out  
from beneath the bellies of stegosaurs 
in mollusc tracks, plate armour encased 
in prison bars, velociraptors 
crying pearlescent tears. 
 
I can’t get off the boardwalk. her 
skin is burning. her heat radiates. she smells of 
skin on fire 
and pawpaw and perfume, the air of 
mud under sprinklers and 
petrichor. the psy-trance seems to 
marshal storm clouds. is her body  
steaming? her bamboo sundress 
a windsock, her black hair a weathervane. 
 
rain and 
herds fall. bare feet stomp 
both nerves of manifest Tao 
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into the substrata. 
 
perhaps the rain has also made the voyage 
from over Zhejiang or Guangdong 
factories. perhaps the rain is acid 
to the dinosaurs’ crude oil, 
crude oil from reconfigured 
dinosaurs.  
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Two Magpies 
 
one singing in an old eucalypt 
in a park, across a highway from 
another, ten feet high, painted on 
a corner store brick wall. the song 
could be mate-seeking, since the spring 
heat arrived earlier this year, but 
with only so many trees left 
to nest in, one wonders why it doesn’t 
fly far from the city, to a bushland 
reserve or farmer’s acreage. food? 
perhaps its wings don’t work, or 
perhaps it’s all the same to animal eyes. 
a woman 
being       wheeled        by 
sings back. 
clearer reasons stay the other. 
only real beings can come and go 
freely. mortar lines make the mural 
caged. the skyscrapers 
shadow a truck backing up, scissor 
lift extending with council workers, 
routine eyesore removal. blue paint, 
turpentine, primer, the world black 
and white as they are – on paper. 
peak hour lames the outbound lanes. 
looks like the cover-up will be 
clear skies. 
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Incandenza 
 
mundane but important errands 
of a nature I would prefer to keep private 
sent me on a walk 
down a busy road I was not familiar with 
on a hot summer afternoon. 
overhead, a pair of hang gliders 
scudded northeast out of Melbourne 
toward my home town 
reminding me that the river, the rope swing, 
the shrine for an old schoolmate 
who dived headlong onto mud 
and my parents were quite near 
in the big scheme of things. 
even so, in time 
I felt uneasy, forlorn, and tight-chested. 
minor scenic differences seemed 
the strokes of a crooked cover-up 
the way they made strange. 
 
I had seen it all before 
   but I had not quite seen it 
          and so I was not quite myself. 
 how could I have known 
                                                  where I would 
end up? 
 
opposite a boarded-up bank – 
the only one I had seen in the metropolitan area 
– 
a private golf club’s gates wept 
tears of rust. on an op shop stoop 
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a man with sunspots on 
his bald head was piling suitcases 
as his wife handed them to him 
from the boot of a V12 Jaguar. 
leaves brightened the faces of some 
young women I was almost 
startled to hear speaking English. 
I walked past busts 
of saints on marble plinths 
outside an Italian social club. 
about to cross at an intersection 
an acorn fell on my head. 
sweating, I was a debutante at a ball 
of suns, and the spider webs 
strung up between the streetlights 
and the trees looked like tripwires. 
 
the unpredictability of 
                                                   the inventory I 
took 
                                                   filled me with 
quiet  
                                                   fear for my 
sanity. 
 
bottle brush, heat, and petrol 
dressed the air. there was a store 
for home wares and Polish coffee. 
yews in a cemetery whispered 
indecipherably. when I stopped 
by the wrought iron fence to listen 
I found a piece of scrap metal 
at my feet, what looked like the scuffed 
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fuselage of an old warplane 
the size of a model but worn 
as though flown in real combat. 
I picked it up, fell back to walking 
for at least another two hours. 
remembering that I had forgotten 
my errands, I was about to go 
back when I saw place I knew – 
a huge tennis centre, like an island 
landlocked between freeways 
where for many years 
I had played every weekend. 
 
                                             could I have 
become  
                                             lost so calculatedly  
                                             I had drifted 
                                             here on purpose? 
 
completely amazed 
I walked through the grid of courts 
and floodlights as in a time lapse. 
memories of my wide calves, 
my tanned forearms, my long hair 
beneath a chequered bandana, 
my obsession with what 
other boys’ bodies were like 
under their shorts, excellence 
badges embroidered on my sleeves, 
the ripple on the pro shop glass 
as my name rang from the speakers, 
synthetic grass sand smell, 
wins, losses, cheating, competitive instinct, 



 
44 

freshly cracked ball can smell, 
sports drinks, titanium, restringing machine 
grease 
and rebound netting struck me as the fugue 
that had sung me into this man now 
sticking a warplane shard in his heart. 
 
                                               and I thought of  
                                               Incandenza as I 
had first known him 
            mixed with the eponymous alias of 
            a techno music maker from Spain. 
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the old man 
 
lived alone next door, 
smelt of damp wool and was not long for this 
world. 
French immigrants were rare in Melbourne, 
even at his age 
and I must admit that the bonjour  
we shared every evening – 
when after work I would approach him 
in his front garden gentling those exquisite 
rosebushes – 
was often the only living room in 
my ramshackle of closets and dank, forbidding 
alcoves. 
 
constantly thumbed the air –  
considered madness by others in the green 
neighbourhood I have long since moved away 
from 
who used the low wire fence abutting the 
footpath to hang Tibetan prayer flags 
while he used his to hang socks, 
underpants, yellowed white undershirts. 
I imagined there was a child’s face, or a bead of 
sorrow on 
a woman’s face years behind that tic. 
he would not let me trim the weed coiffure 
around a fresco table strewn with rain-warped 
newspapers. 
 
was not in his garden –  



 
46 

the rosebushes were festooned with rusty bike 
chains. 
I removed them, heaped them on the grass like 
culled snakes 
and using my suit jacket cuffs, tried to degrease 
each petal  
but I just did more damage. 
compounded sweetness, WD40, and farm 
animals  
filled me to bursting point –  
one step into the living room and the pressure 
would have blown my head off.  
then the door swung open. in French I could not 
catch 
I was cursed, and with arms I could, bade put it 
all back up. 
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Dandelion 
 
a loud noise woke me in the night. 
I had not really been sleeping 
even though it was late and I had grown 
tired of the day that held me, like 
a huge book read in one sitting at 
oft-shifted angles of mind and limbs. 
(each eye its own cause for 
being open.) what 
                     was it fallen 
to my bedroom floor? collapse 
as the weak legs it stands on could 
at random, I would hear a guitar 
moaning. oil burner and teapot –  
both ought to shatter, not thud.  
they were so far from edges 
it was surely not the salt lamp 
or photograph of 
                       my grandfather 
and other parent’s mother and I 
a baby – three-headed dandelion. 
light took seconds 
to wring from the old 
lamp violent heat. 
a jade plant lay in a puddle of 
the soil that gave it life. true, 
they often grew top-heavy, collapsed. 
nearly all the leaves had broken off 
those lizard-skin-branches, the 
top of the bookshelf bare as 
my body,  but with a dustless heart. 
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I could not clean the mess now. 
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Picture 
 
I was poaching pears 
in the morning 
after the night. I was pale, unshaven. 
boreas kept sweeping me 
into a sea of corrosive 
abacus balls in my nightmares. 
my hairline was following coastline’s suit, 
I had left my wallet 
at my drug dealer’s girlfriend’s house, 
sure to be lost forever. 
 
near the cores, the stickers on the countertop 
read Bartlett USA, noteworthy 
because the locals were in season 
and cinnamon sticks floated like bones on the 
surface of the red-wine-infused liquid. 
 
when I hung my face 
over the large pot for steam’s 
supposed healthful properties 
my housemate crept up to 
hug me from behind. he was the product of an 
alternative  
school where intimacy was taught 
or not taught out 
but I found his finger 
pressure imprecise, his body 
not warm, an ice anvil, hollow, 
so nervous I thought he would have a heart 
attack. 
good morning good buddy, he said, 
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but I threw him back, truly 
afraid for his wellbeing. 
 
dead leaves skittered in the open 
side door inlaid with leadlight kookaburras, 
crunched underfoot 
like dead butterflies, mingled with blue 
potato peelings from dinner. 
the radio news warned of Melbourne’s 
subway – at critical mass –  
caving in when, smiling, he came at me again. 
 
limp in his arms 
I realised that of the many, many ruinous things 
we had done 
I was a picture – inside 
and out – of the worst. 
his hands and his morning 
breath felt close to holy. 
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Animism in the Youtube Age 

 
you 
soft-throated, a hatchling. 
               that’s what I thought of as 
                    I watched you die 
on a tattered towel I’d laid like 
drum skin over a wine bucket, 
wings shrink, animal 
resolve expire 
wings stiffen.  
 
we 
were alone in the garden. 
               beside us, the icebergs, grown 
                    too fast, had toppled 
across dill gone to snowflake seed. 
the jasmine had freed itself from 
the trusses I’d tied, 
rampant as smoke 
from flame. 
 
between 
planter box and death throes 
               I knelt, shadowing you in 
                    a young man’s pall, 
caught the bouquet you threw. 
I held onto body parts I had 
disowned. how human 
your pitch black 
eyes looked! 
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you 
a pinwheel on pavement 
               stepped over by the homebound. 
white- 
                    collar winds revealed 
your underside plumage. broken 
back from falling, I had observed 
as I passed you  
before stopping 
in horror –  
 
we 
were both about to die. 
               I foreclosed the whole world 
                    but you, an adolescent 
at the end because I could not go on 
while you rotted among your kin. 
I took you, soft as 
the precepts I did not 
know had ossified 
 
 
I 
brought you stiff into my place. 
               it had stopped raining. but when 
                    I took you through the side 
and into the garden, an afterthought of 
heaven hit the little greenhouse roof. 
I winced. was it love 
or disease passing 
between us? 
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you  
twisted into nightmare shapes 
               only for me to re-pose you 
                    angelic on your back. 
I was behind you. when you turned 
to look at me, absolutely confused, 
I feared I was not good 
and tried to partake 
in Gaia. 
 
between  
mine, I heard yours slow 
               to the rate of sleeping boy’s. 
                    it was difficult. 
your eyelids closed forever (although 
I would not dig your grave until 9AM). 
how close I was to joining you 
straight away, when I found 
I ached to stream the burial! 
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Jam 
 
heavily pregnant 
with promise, the growth of my little 
apricot tree reminds me of a proverb told by 
mother, washing my hair. 
 
women with child, she would 
coo as warm water 
dripped from the swollen washcloth fibers 
onto my shut eyes, my shoulders, 
have bellies like (so far as I recall) 
                                                    
flower factories. 
 
sometimes if the moon is blue 
the baby won’t come out 
a baby like you but a flower 
and a mummy will plant it in a meadow 
where sunlight drips down from space 
and dewdrops sparkle like Venus. 
 
hot bath-tired 
I would dream of one mother and then another 
holding a brass watering can, 
bringing her product to bloom. 
 
but on the last night I dreamt of them 
they had all gathered in resplendent white 
hazchem suits to uproot 
every flower in the meadow, 
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flay petals, poison with salt 
the soil also smeared on their hands and lips. 
 
that was the night I lost my virginity. 
of course 
in the year good apricots are finally borne 
I will have left this place 
and the new tenants will boil their jam 
blind to all the manufacturer’s warnings. 



 
56 

Parable of the Hawk  
 
Prologue II 

 
rare earths  
exhume themselves  
just as naturally as hawks  
and flags fly, and flags 
and children raise themselves.  
children eat until zeppelins or fast until holy. 
sweat pigs do not secrete  
cools down all sorts of turbines, and 
jackhammers boring through 
peat alight a million years. in vain 
the transvestite tries different 
cup holders in a dark, overcrowded theatre 
designed never to fit this type of  
coca cola – promotionally cubic.  
does Eros or does Telos prompt  
man’s tongue-kiss with 
the mirror? 
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III 
 

Give my love to, oh, anybody. 
 

James Schuyler 
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Sunday Place 
 
maybe fifty cattle were up there 
in the highlands. I saw 
their big tan hides, 
           not unlike the granite 
boulders interspersing them  
at that distance, might have seen 
tails fanning the squint-pixellated 
air, heard lows as one feels vapour. 
 
when we passed – 
mulled wine still warm 
in my mother’s ancient wood- 
panelled thermos, upright in the picnic basket, 
warming the back of my forearm 
like a splint daubed in liniment oil, 
 
bound for our Sunday place 
(where the turbid river curved, 
a liquid grace line, and there  
was always good grass to lie in) –  
the pastoral  
above looked peaceful, frozen. 
 
only graziers did not hate this. 
there just had to be 
a means of not seeing, material 
mainly, but since you could come by 
money easier than herding beasts 
through to these alpine allotments 
for feed, there was more. he wasn’t 
The Businessman from Snowy River. 
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a spring breeze was blowing, 
the raw wool collar climbed 
your throat, slim and white as a redfin’s 
(I had checked your glands for illness that 
morning 
and felt my backbone come loose) 
like jasmine weed up a mural.  
 
how old did the ways need to grow 
before they became old ways? 
I could hardly untie my bootlaces 
let alone the knot of a people. 
I wished for wetland systems to fail, 
species to evaporate without me 
 
playing Death and playing Dead 
because the livestock up there were 
the plastic Holsteins on the farm 
in my bedroom, those stories 
the web of lines on my hands.  
I squeezed your hand, it felt boned-out, 
all cartilage. at the water’s edge, we found 
two yabby claws, one red, one blue as sky. 
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Roos  
 
the in-ground trampoline 
nearly buckled when I turned your head –  
weightless with willing, 
weighted with love and exhaustion from the 
party – toward 
a big mob and you lost 
your English, your mind. 
 
I am sure that the aurora 
clouds were melting expanding 
foam, your eyes so blue 
they would soon go green.  
I was very interested in your excitement 
and thought of myself as a joconde dough 
I could fold it through to impart the flavour. 
 
the first barbed wire fence at Steve’s 
property line was where they 
had bounded to from the tall grass 
in the valley 
stretching from St Andrews all the way 
back to exurban Melbourne. 
 
when they came close enough, I said 
eastern greys. one looked at you 
nonplussed, as if you’d asked it a difficult 
question. 
you looked back, dug into the nylon 
and shook so rabidly I was scared 
a tiger snake had bitten you. 
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all of this was after Sean killed the turntables 
for sunrise. only the oil drum 
fires, magpies, far-off purl of Yarra 
rapids and ringing ears were heard 
but how would you have known 
and how could you return to Québec?  
 
it seems to me that you are dead unless you 
are 
where they are 
but that is not my business. 
I never learned to love what is not remote. 
asleep as the van teased out of the hills 
you missed a radio tower disguised as a 
eucalypt. 
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Daffodils in Cape Town 
 
until sweat sank the seaboard 
we rolled around. 
I picked the loose skin from between your toes 
and ate it when 
ecstasy waxed shut your eyes. 
I picked the blue lint from 
your navel’s puckered lips 
and blocked my ears, afraid of the cries 
you were crying. 
light-headed to the point of delirium 
I realised you weighed less than a bucket of 
apples, 
owned longer legs than an antelope 
and had stolen daffodils from a ninety year-old 
black florist 
to place under my pillow 
so I dreamed of walking on my hands 
down an aisle 
in front of our families, wearing 
what we were at that moment. 
then you told me a story 
so grotesque I thought I was about to be 
murdered 
                         as we lay 
a mess between the sheets’ bamboo gloss. 
men waited for you and your mother to come 
home from midnight mass  
and when you did, unleashed bullets 
and the sexual brutality of the male 
making off with jewelry 
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though yours was forced to leave part of his 
nose behind. 
and you smiled in disbelief –  
what memories did not cool to be sipped at 
leisure? –  
drained me into a beach towel. 
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Infidelity in Huanchaco  
 
iguana droppings run down fresh-laid 
cinderblocks 
like iguana tails 
                                               in the dry season 
rain.  
dozens of empty water drums, 
rusted reinforcement grating, rubble,           dial-
up 
modems, human faeces, broken generators,  
candy 
wrappers too faded to make certain of the 
make, 
hornets’ nests, broken buckets, a million       
Coke  
 
bottles, coconuts washed out to sea and back  
ashore with mussels grafted to the husk like        
stones caught in a                   tousled beard, 
jerry cans the colour of old-time antiseptic. 
 
butter cream sand and silver 
     glitter at my lover’s grey roots, 
          scratched in terror down to freckled  
               shoulders another man has recently 
chewed on. 
         collectivo roofs scratched to barcodes 
     pass slow as conservation laws 
beneath needle-sharp palm canopies. 
 
my god, air conditioner units are dropping 
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                                                              onto 
stray dogs from tenth storey holes in the walls –  
                              not the mutts you can take or 
leave, love to hate 
                                            but those mangy 
wretches with moons for eyes, who 
                                                               can 
scarcely move, and bawl all night. 

 
 
 
 



 
66 

Winter in Windsor 
 
she uses her hands to dust 
the floorboards, wet 
fingers for the last resinous 
traces. some remain like  
spots fire has been. there 
was no mop or broom, and it was  
only when I saw you looking in 
my mind that I saw filth. now look at 
my palms, black death, and dad’s wood 
stain, wrecked! 
 
feathers fly when she zip her parka up, 
pirate-ship-ride through dust 
motes in wavepools of snow-light. 
even though it snowed 
this afternoon, the air is dry. the sun 
is an orb of ice reflecting distant 
sun. her hair 
a circus tent venting sage oil before show time. 
dad’s handiwork’s better now 
I’m not an animal on all fours. 
 

and although this remark 
distresses me 
to the suicide 
seed of my being 

 
we walk to the river, kiss 
(with mittens on). 
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American Valentine 
 

Valentine’s Day                                                                                     
window displays 
liquefied in the                                                                                                

great thaw. 
at a famous                                                                                     

ice sculpture festival 
Abraham                                                                                                               
Lincoln 

imploded and a little                                                                          
girl drank his beard 
while her brother                                                                        

ate miniature doughnuts 
and their dog                                                                                       

ate its oilskin coat. 
 

you must have held your breath 
when you jogged past me in shoes 

the colour of plutonium, hair bobby pinned 
with joke store pineapples and watermelons. 
I could not hear you, not even your footfall. 

 
cupid’s teddy                                                                                      

bears were on fire, 
freshness sachets filled                                                                      

a clerk’s hairy ears, 
the puddles where                                                                        

pavement abutted road 
reached a wolf-                                                                                          
hound’s knees 
and its owner’s                                                                                                        

vulva. 
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at a famous ice                                                                                     
sculpture festival 

four praying mantises                                                        
drowned in John F. Kennedy. 

 
you must have been sick of the corners of 

bookshelves, 
sick of washing your stinging anus 

ribboned by recycled tissue, 
sick of the bee pollen 

stuck to your blender blades in waxen clumps 
 

because I knew that                                                                     
laughter like my own – 

the laughter                                                                                      
of melting statuary – 

and the way you skipped                                                 
over iridescent petrol pools on 

February 14th froze                                                                        
my cock with despair. 
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Post-Surgical 
 
she rolls onto the side with bath tap burns, 
big veins, sketchy pigmentation, big pores. 
that side is plasterboard and comets.  
she floats in the centre of my wails. 
those wails are train wheels 
braked for a body and ovulating sparks. 
 
her other side, roast-dandelion-tea-dark, 
peppered with darker hairs curling like herbs on 
ice –  
hairs scattered over paper bark skin in ritual, 
scattered to summon the gods of my hanging 
fortune, 
shaped like a chipped protractor trying 
 
       to trace a perfect corner sun –  
       that is the side I answer to all night. 
 
those are the hairs that cover me by morning. 
ensconced in my able side 
like language, she charts my beard line, 
presses down the ice pack  
in a muslin cosy I cut from an old bridal veil. 
Oxycodone compasses and warms me. 
I cannot find my body groove, but this is not my 
bed. 
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A Farewell  
 
turbulence makes music of the wind and the 
poem. 
what song will your bottle filled to three quarters 
with orange blossom honey 
your father gave you conduct? 
memorial plaques press against our backs.  
I do not know why someone would see a 
wooden bench facing a creek 
filled with carp and shopping trolleys, 
surrounded by bulrush and 
wild fennel as a symbol of love for their dead. 
with supreme effort I have gathered a pile of 
twigs and built a dam between us. 
It is certain we will never see each other again. 
 
it is noble to mistake the rats swimming past for 
platypi  
who as a species have not been seen in the 
wild, at least this close to Melbourne 
since my boyhood. you would not be the first to 
hope 
for a better insensibly rare.  
slick as a seal, one scrabbles up the muddy 
banks. 
you are scared it will bite and infect you. the 
commune was infested 
you say, the children, the harvest under 
constant threat. 
that was a long time ago.  
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now you are a grown woman, entirely 
urbanised, and although you are still young 
the scourge has assumed the form of ghosts 
in the hip-length hair too black for sunlight to 
lighten. 
 
there is no movement of the animal anymore. 
I have lost the ear for music – calm, the wind 
and the poem  
say, it is strange to love us. 
take my picture, a portrait to remember me by. 
the sheer face of a meaning chiselled into a 
slab of rock 
and a mother’s epitaph chiselled into a square 
of bronze 
share the frame with your bare legs, and honey 
in a bottle. 
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IV 
 

With a shout I made a mountain rise 
And now we do a new dance around it. 

 
Vincente Huidobro 
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New Year  
 
rainbow trout once 
leapt here where the water is black 
with depth and sediment. 
long female fingernails curl  
over amethyst, jade, quartz icons 
for this hippy new years ritual 
they have undressed and swum  
out to a stone offshoot in the middle of the 
fierce current to perform. 
 

it was forty-two degrees this afternoon. 
like the mercury, I am in the mood 

for grandiose pronouncements 
but all the same I feel I cannot watch 

these naked bodies because I feel  
these naked bodies want me to watch them 

and I have no interest in paying homage to the 
earth 

through a sillily out-of-character medium 
because the point is not to go back but bifurcate 

toward humility. who would deny that they look 
beautiful? 

 
laid between cyprus stumps 
on downtrodden tussock, cow pats, stinging 
nettles, 
blackberries, stackhousia, the carpet I had 
earlier 
tried to nap on came back with my current lover 
–  
she holds jade – from Indra Chowk. 
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now it is nearly dusk and the joy will burn all 
night. 
do I deserve to see a rainbow leap or feel a 
yabby’s pincer? 
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Ribbons 
 
the Centennial Light caused a catastrophe 
from its gravelly habitat  
near foothills, fault lines, subbasins, Silicon 
Valley, the Golden Gate and eighty thousand 
fragments of aurora. I woke up terrible from 
 
other worries, but quickly it was the old 
incandescent bulb that came to mind –  
symbol of symbols of doom I had been 
Googling. nervous tics blew up  
to the point where I could see my skin pulsing 
in the dim morning light. a pack of wolves were 
close to gnashing their way out of their pathetic 
prison cell, and I felt weak 
as an infant and as predetermined. 
 
the bulb had lived through both wars, 
betrayed the modern covenant of machine 
breakability, to say nothing of long life  
products in an era when plastic 
soldiers outlasted the most expensive 
computers. 
 
and there it was, brazenly paraded 
behind a velvet rope as if a killer 
had hung the corpse over his front door  
knowing that the law would absolve him 
time and again on technicalities. 
in my present malady I had no choice 
but eat my lips and think of event horizons.  
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in function and inanimateness 
blind to dark, 
how could it know its quaint glow was a point 
of no return, beyond which nothing escaped, 
saw out its sanctioned time 
in diminution, died a black death  
in the void, and thus deceased, was forgotten? 
 
those piles of obsolete antimatter stunk, 
threatened to consume all of space, would 
consume it, 
gorged on growth, grew in black holes 
on outskirts in reclaimed dead zones, over- 
reached tipping points on solar winds 
so hot and so swift and so fatal, and still 
the Centennial Light shone 
and we left our counted-down dead on the curb 
each week. 
 
something like a state of Atman ended 
an important notebook under my pillow 
when I went back through and ransacked it 
page by page 
with a compass point. possessed by a kind of 
euphoria of 
the real, I wrote on a bare fragment 
 
when the old girl is among the deceased 
who will compose the obituary 
what will her legacy be? 
“here lies a peaceful scourge of progress 
newly passed but long outmoded 
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smeared like paste at the edge of her own 
horizon 
sucked into material oneness. let us quickly 
forget her as we forgot the Neolithic goddesses 
for the betterment of 
                    Our Lives©” 
but I had written with the point I used to ruin 
and the message fell away in ribbons. 
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Shark’s Tooth 
 
hobbled by great clods of earth 
on our boot-heels, we barrel on, 
iambs coming up a grass embankment 
through a fug of summer pheromones. 
you, more or less, are the red moon 
I see as I crown the ridge with one boot on 
slope, one on flat, bulrushes the sweet-sour 
lips of the creek below. like golfers, maybe 
we can just fill our divots in with sand. 
 
she knows the tops of our heads, our 
satellites. pain and ecstasy 
broadcast for her sometimes when 
she, sky, is a lossless format 
thought to lay down, let us hide away 
miens we will forget unless she plays them 
back to us in rainbows, 
white, grey, purple, lightning-white. 
they who sleep near her she hardly knows. 
 
today we dig in our heels, a show of 
steel-toes. stomping hard enough 
we get our way – clod, ashen like 
sick skin crumbles from sole with every hit 
until all that remains are fissured tread 
patterns. will she play that back to us 
and what phenomena could stand in for 
such vision? evening is your favourite dress 
moon, my moon, my bloody shark’s tooth. 
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Ekphrasis on Music: Numina’s New Lands 
Approach 
 
now that moths have eaten away the curtain 
of blizzard and scattered its crumbs 
like stale bread in a waterbird roost, 
the moon and the sun share the afternoon sky 
and I feel like I have emigrated to a distant 
planet 
with many satellites 
and such a sweet fondness for earth comes 
over me, like that of an old man for his mother 
country, earth, where I was born 
a new assemblage of ancient matter, 
where my baby teeth lie buried 
in gardens and landfills, the blood in my veins 
traceable to a time when only lightning razed 
the forests, where 
I did and said ridiculous things to assert my 
place  
in a very small web of relationships, 
a few strands in one of the cups of one of the 
candelabras on space’s mantelshelf that for me 
were everything there could ever be. 
earth, where as a boy I loved so many girls, 
where as a man I loved so many women 
and as an animal I loved all the animals, and as 
nature 
I loved nature and saw even the largest, dirtiest 
cities as nature, 
earth where I will return one day 
to repay my atomic arrears. 
          now that moths have eaten away 



 
80 

the curtain of blizzard 
and scattered its crumbs like stale bread 
in a waterbird roost, the moon and the sun 
share the afternoon sky, and I feel like the earth 
it- 
self has emigrated to another galaxy 
in search of answers it will not find, because 
space fails 
to understand what it is meant by a question 
and such a sweet sorrow for earth comes over 
me, like that of an old man for his 
closest wartime comrade, earth, where I was 
born. 
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Parable of the Hawk  
 
he kisses her, 
dances crazy for her 
rain. but then pale-faced he 
wounds her to suck out the open wounds 
claiming that as with a picture 
her blood is his because he drew it 
but she does not uphold the claim. 
she is leaving. 
on one knee not with love but 
taking aim, he says 
take away the summer 
ice in my Arctic, 
however many ancient languages you feel are 
fair exchange, my photosynthesizers, 
my clement days, popcorn to bring 
to slaughter. desertify my seas, 
desertify my pastures. all I ask –  
is it so much? – is that I 
remain master. 
 

and so with great clamour 
she makes a death-ravaged hawk 
of him, and a low-ceilinged cave of 
his skies, barren but just enough 

to rule and, to no purpose, fly. 
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Paragliding in the Guise of Someone 
Greater  
 
III 
 
sometimes from living too heavy 
I see yellow pointillist paintings in the sky. 
I smell dead mercuric fish after it has rained, 
I hear woman-moans, unreal laughter, 
my father’s footfall on the wrinkled face of 
drought earth. 
 
like a child behind a sofa, death hides so 
clumsily it shows one of its elbows. 
 
examine as if through a keyhole 
these keyhole scars where my body was 
opened 
at tactical points by a blade 
and examine these yin-yang 
testicles, one by one, the keratin cobwebs 
in the overlap of buttocks and hamstring. 
this useless old phone. of what alloy is 
the baton made that makes it pass 
so briskly from hand to hand 
no hand is ever holding without passing?  
 
I used to picture a threshing floor, trident rakes, 
men with fists the size of Clydesdale hooves 
ruffling my hair 
in a dream where there was also a friendly giant 
whose face I never saw.  
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and my sleep smile would sprout from a seed to 
a crescent of 
wheat and white clouds would swell gold. 
now, young friends consider 
today’s lesson – it is already tomorrow  
or “yes-ter-day” in the language of 
advancement. 
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Can We Dwell 
 
on glaciers 
 
if a hospital 
is sometimes 
a household 
 
are capital flows  
the same 
as ocean currents 
 
a forest seems to 
forest 
on its own but 
who can say a city 
would 
not city without them 
 
one-armed man girl 
and bluebird meet 
a moment magically 
they are who they are 
  
can we dwell 
in pain 
 
go light 

inspect for 
melt and see 
 
snowdrift arcs over 
the hospital roof  
a helipad disappears 
with the new hedges 
and landscaping 
this could be a 
reserve 
bank office or 
aquarium 
 
in forest and city we 
control the fire 
kept alive by both 
neither live freely 
 
bluebird and man 
traded arm for wing 
girl is really Procyon 
are is really are you 
 
pain is pooled 
glacier 
 
why go

 


