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The Mountain 
 
the shapes we see in nature come to life at the 

pavilion 
after the steepest incline I see you wasted in 

my cup 
floating saccharine beneath it all, still breathing 

somehow 
 
the doorbell sound is cats meowing in pure fits 

of leisure 
sweet potato hot box, sweet and soft and 

touching deeply 
smell tannins in the bitter tea air with a graceful 

nausea 
 
while I am here, I will be dedicating an 

instagram account 
to squashing expensive fruit slowly between my 

fingers 
I am demonstrating extreme royalty and 

sensuality 
 
I am demonstrating the desire to smash a $100 

rockmelon 
over your entire body after carefully removing 

the packaging 
and I will practice my craft until I am sick and 

sore and fucked 
 
 



 



The South Coast Line 
 
extinction harvests a selection of wildlife 
the fever settles between our bodies  
and forces us slowly apart  
 
when I wanted to be delicate beside you in the 

evening 
you took handfuls of my hair and pushed 

downward 
and I suppose it just happened that our time 

was up 
 
we realised sitting beside each other in a 

wooden house  
belonging to your father when you were 

immobile  
I felt immobilized in a setting both vague and 

familiar 
 
the smell of sea salt 
the smell of bread  
the smell of cigarettes  
the steep incline of the driveway that made you 

wheeze 
 
 
 
 



at the bottom of it all I feel comfort 
the sound of cicadas outside a coffee shop 
the heat rebounding off the concrete 
the rebloggable potential of an old photo  
 
when the escarpment sags under the humidity 
it signals the deep summer closing and I  
think you are probably still drinking in 
the same backyard where I met you and  
where you sat for years before then 
 
 
 



Online Shopping 
 
winter harvest is a jacket I saw online 
 
i wanted to buy the jacket but it was very 

expensive 
 
i am asking you to breathe with me in the 

wooden forest 
 
with full phone reception and multiple solar 

chargers 
 
if I kiss you then know that I probably mean it 

most of the time 
 
we don't have bears here, but keep me safe 

from them 
 
teach me to watch pornography and thread 

your fingers 
 
through mine and your legs through my legs  
 
ok  
 
 





Golden Temple 
 
the golden temple is a landmine and I love you  
 
at the beach near my childhood home in loose 
 
denim jeans you kissed me then you lead my 
 
friend into the girls bathroom by her fingertips 
 
I felt confused and alone. I sat by the 

quadrangle 
 
where the kids with better tans than me would 
 
throw apple pieces and shitty sandwiches in  
 
my direction but luckily I had great reflexes. on 
 
new years day inside the golden temple I sat by 
 
myself and held the incense close to my face 

until  
 
i choked. I love the universe but I don't love it 

here. 
 
 
 





The Sky Garden 
 
planning a picnic together in the sky garden. 

planning to take a beer and a selection of rices. 

we will eat together free range style with a view 

of the city, monstrous and destructive and 

captivating. as the roads shake below us, 

people eating donuts in tiny cafes use both 

hands to stop their coffee spilling. use both 

hands to hold their faces upright and keep 

breathing. when we come home nothing has 

changed except the fallen flower pots at the 

doorway. no one recognises us because we are 

nothing. we are nothing under the stars and 

building dust. we are nothing on the bedroom 

floor unrolling the futon. we are nothing with our 

heads under the pillows, beneath the clouds 

and inside the walls of the apartment block. We 

are nothing like ants in the skyline for seconds 

for centuries and millenniums and forever.  

 





The Waterfall 
 
home is a loaded term and I would ask you to 

use it wisely 

I would ask you to let me stay here 

with steaming waterfalls to rinse in 

 

my fingers tracing dips and inclines of your face 

my fingers as lost and aching people walking 

deep 

towards the earth’s general sense of 

uneasiness and depletion 

 

by stilted houses 

by sea cucumbers 

by small donation 

by earthy smoke 

by a deep sense of relaxation 

 

kiss me deeply and leave me to dehydrate in 

lilac undergrowth 

drop me in blushing petals of an ancient painted 

tree 



wrap my neck in the branches 

kiss out all the air 



The Ocean 
 
explode in a valley of beautiful momentary 

flowers wrapping tendrils around our faces until 

we are forced together for this tiny minute. a 

baby is a microscopic star in the atmosphere, a 

human is a miniscule drop of mist on the 

elusive flower in a sunset. The coconut siren 

she lures us in and I am in my underwear on a 

bed in the sun. I am bones and skin and 

everything underneath. We are floating. We are 

an endless expanse of wetness. We are two 

small islands fused together in a deep sea 

earthquake. We are roaming the world at a 

speed slower than the human can conceive 

listening to rnb and the lap of the waves on our 

bodies and I wonder what wills the population to 

push themselves out of bed with the sun and 

straight down onto the concrete  

 
 



 
 



The River 
 
on the couch I felt a hand at the back of my 

neck make a small 

pulling motion and outside the rice cake stands 

turned 

off their lights, and soon after we became 

tangled behind a bus station 

 

next to my body you are sucking moisture from 

the atmosphere 

and exhaling it out in tiny humid breaths 

on the riverbank watch the water 

drink the bitch flavoured sake 

 

tell me things I’ve spent years trying to find 

the hardened stubbornness of humans 

the circular repetition of everything 

 

watching business men flirt hopelessly 

with ankles and the napes of necks painted 

white 

tonight, we are homeless drifting aimlessly with 



sexless couples, and everything is starting to 

making sense. 

 
 
 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 
  


