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Untitled 
 

I see superstition in the eyes of hopeful masses 
Lit up by vodka and cigarette smoke 

Reflecting on stainless steel and polished 
plastic. 

Begging for sleep in crowded gutters with 
Mentholated breaths from torn-tight throats, 
Writhing in off-beat rhythms to major fifths. 

Neutral, empty thought – no thoughts, even. 
I can’t even sense exasperated existentialism 

In numb-minded ‘just’ existence any more. 
But now absorbed by another being, external 
Viewpoints are cast away to come together 

And live for The Other so far away. 
But such distance is broken down by miles 

Of electrical cables, off beat rhythms and minor 
fifths. 

Grasping at ghosts between bed sheets, 
burning 

In beds in sleepless nights with breathless 
sighs, 

Wishing away hours to be six hundred miles 
away. 

Thrust back into reality by flashing daylight 
And screaming road-noise, semantics for 

Modern nature, 
To the aching realisation of solitude and 

Existence amongst the weeping, the wailing 
And the smashing of glass. 

 
 





Haiku I // Table 
 

Tight-strung thought process 
as a new mentality. 

Cold coffee and rain. 





Heart Like a Hole 
 

They say home is where the heart is; well 
this is just a house, 

And there’s cracks in the foundations and 
the walls are falling apart. 
It’s nothing like a heart. 

Copper wire arteries and veins and 
windows shrouded by fibrous curtains, and 

the cracks are growing. 
 

They say home is where the heart is; well I 
must have lost the keys, 

And I’m locked outside these hard muscle 
bricks. I am a mass of veins, I am 

Amassing them, tangled in maps and seas 
and shallow waters. 

I am the worst mistake I regret never 
making. 

 
But maybe I’m still hope. 

Maybe I’m still feeling. Nervous, sensuous 
– pulling myself from that tangled 

wreckage. 
I’ve walked on glass to learn the things you 

said, my ribcage-drum beaten and sore 
By moving walls and growing floors. 

 
But as soon as we’ve grown, we can only 

realise that death is bringing us closer, and 
we’re bringing ourselves closer 

To death. And we will part, and play our 
parts, but we’ll play them out like tired 



clichés of teenage romance, hate and 
attitude and ‘love’. 

And burn in cars at road-side stops just to 
feel the warmth of others, and petrol-

smoke-fumes. 
 

Smashing our bones like ships on these 
cliffs, pulling apart our lips to bear our 

souls, 
Sold in ink from the soles of our shoes to 

the pink-blue skin. 
 

We’ll colour our souls black and blue like 
heart-whole flesh, with ink and spirit; full 

indifference. 
We won’t sleep to feel sick, swallowing salt 

water to make ourselves better. 
We’ll cut our teeth like corn, and grind our 

bones like wheat-grain-dust 
To sleep. 

 
We’re coming for ourselves, folding fingers 

like feathers, our heads full of teeth, our 
heads full of heat. 

We have our havens of negative 
reinforcement for the holes growing in our 

hearts and the skin of our hands. 
We see ourselves on fire, with hearts like 

holes. 
 



Embroider 
 

And I’ve realised I haven’t said a word all day 
And I’m thinking up things I know I could never 

say, so 
I think I’ll never say so 

But the trees are dying, and the grass is 
growing so long 

I could lose my soul to the earth 
Coarse green hands tearing shreds from any of 

this body’s leftover self-worth 
 

Taking cold showers in dark rooms 
With the smell of rain and bleach in my clothes 
Hot, bitten, our straining eyes shot with blood 

and a loss of care 
Like some sort of emotional heroin, throwing 

belts 
Around our brains and rope around our wrists 
To hold ourselves together and cannulise our 

intellectual vein 
 

Thrusting round with parasitic tongues 
Turpentine sweat soaking back to my lungs like 

inhaling; 
I gave up my expectation of a changing life 

Making friends out of past enemies and 
enemies from those I barely knew 

As faithless gods cease to talk, dying in allies 
strapped to bottles of unholy spirit 

Their sons bipolar in asylum beds talking to the 
unsalvageable 

 



Faces constantly disappearing as if behind 
elevator doors, 

Left to stare into an abyss of teeth and tongue, 
have lives like tapestries 



Haiku II // October 
 

Ever-present fear 
That longing might be futile 

in the present tense.. 
 





We Still Have So Many 
Questions 

 
I still have fires burning, that should have put 

themselves out years ago 
Signals dancing like ghosts on mountain-tops 

But I’ve bathed myself in bleach and ether 
Tried to shed some kind of skin to find myself at 

another loose end 
Like the ropes we tied around each other’s 

waists 
To try and climb between our faces 

 
I still have mirrors, showing me what I left 

myself with since I last slept 
Still waters rippling our fading vision as if 

Some desperate Narcissus can’t quite seem to 
see but his shadow 

And can only shatter our images further as we 
grasp 

Like our hopeful fathers after our births, trying 
To see themselves in innocence 

 
You still have the boxes, holding your own 

death in silver and white 
Some hard-shelled skeleton kept at your heart 

That I’ve been forced to breathe away 
Had to leave hurtful pleasure for life-long loss at 

wit’s end 
Like the bones that we give up on keeping fixed 

To live a little more than hopelessness 
 



You still have your perseverance, locking 
yourself in as your own prisoner 

Smiling through dry tears and eyelash-bars 
But maybe my escape plan is pointless 

Tied down to some sort of intention you never 
had 

Like digging yourself into a hole you can never 
get out of 

To hide from what you know is waiting for you 
 

We still have our hearts in our hands, torn from 
our sleeves 

We still have our old ghosts and our new beliefs 
Of the fires inside us 

We still have our best intentions 
And the skin on our hands 

We still have so many questions. 
 



Haiku III // January 
 

Justification 
Of a new mentality 
Is hard to come by. 

 





We Are The Young Hearts 
Pt. I 

 
As I sit on the corner, the cold night air biting at 

my fingertips, stars stare down at your head 
resting on my shoulders. 

Breath condenses in clouds formed as a 
promise which could never be kept. 

Walking away is the hardest part, and each 
breath seems a tighter restraint holding me 

down. 
Wandering back, the hundreds of solitary lights 
reflect a loneliness which cant only be felt whilst 

in a crowd; an admittance: 
We only did this to ourselves 

We only did this to ourselves…. 





We Are The Young Hearts 
Pt. II 

 
As a blanket of dew forms over dead grass, 

eyes open: 
Eyes burdened with guilt and regret, weary with 

days. 
After several minutes of thought, he rises. 

Blistered fingers trace over unkempt stubble 
plaguing his cheeks; 

He sighs, as if to evoke pity from only the air 
around him. 

 
Her eyes never closed in the first place, losing 

their hours staring at the blank canvas of 
ceiling, mapping every flake of old paint as her 

hair formed her face a frame on the sheet. 
The thought of reconcile seemed distant, but 

the way they used to smile, she missed it. 
 

As the architects of their own misery, shame 
hung over both like a black cloud. 

During this emotional demise, he found god, 
and fell apart, pushed into new beliefs in which 

he had little trust. She, on the hand, found a 
new partner and got on with her life. This is 
where she leaves the story, in our heads at 

least. 
But he never forgot; he created their future in 

his head and re-ran old memories as if on tape, 
wiping parts to static and inventing his own 



fantasy over them. He still felt her presence, 
and this is what made him go mad. 

 
974 days crossed off, tallied in notches on the 
desk; I remain broken by the incident and have 

spent months trying to piece myself back 
together, purely because of your jealousy. 

 



We Are the Young Hearts 
Pt. III 

 
I touched her soft skin like trying to hold smoke, 

like grasping at a ghost; I scream inside just 
thinking about her. 

These nights I lay sleepless, my dreams a 
picture of the past, and she’s the frame, holding 

me together, its holding all the same. 
I thread my fingers through her hand, and she 
knits hers back, but I’m torn away, I fade away 
like dust in a storm. And her green eyes stay 

fixed on the space like gazing at a ghost. 





We Are the Young Hearts 
Pt. IV // Structure 

 
I’ve been holed up for months, but I’m not quite 

hiding. Not from anything on the outside 
anyway, it’s more like protection. 

But things are starting to move and I’m seeing 
my face in them, I’m seeing your face in them. 
But it’s always ‘Don’t Worry….Don’t god-damn 

worry’, it’s all okay because if I pick at the paper 
and chip at the plaster and mortar, these walls 
well begin to fall and I’ll start to see it all. It’s all 

okay cause these monsters are inside 
anyway and its all His fault. 

I clutched my hands together, hoping to tear 
down these walls, timber by timber, tearing at 
shreds of rotting woods and crumbled brick, 

and by that I’m just tearing out my veins, 
demolishing the walls of the heart I barely knew 

I had. 
 

And I’m exhausted, I’m confused but I’m not 
going anywhere. 

They say to grab the bull by the horns, but I lost 
my grip a long time ago, tossed away like a leaf 

in the wind, driftwood on the swell. 
I’m trying to fix myself up with a hammer and 
nails, patching up the gaps and the voids and 
the holes where my soul had escaped, where 

your soul had escaped. But the dried-out 
timbers are starting to burn and break and I’ve 
never broken a bone, nothing like these storm 



clouds coursing through my frame, like the 
blood in my veins. I’m pulling the drawers from 
my chest, full of old photos and small trinkets, 

they’re not even mine. 
 

They’re not even mine. 
 

They’re not even me. 
 

But I’m seeing my face in them, I’m seeing your 
face in them, I’m seeing my face in everything; 

there are eyes in the walls and teeth in the 
ground, glaring and gnashing and howling at 

the darkness. I’d rather just cut myself open but 
my canvas of skin is tough and won’t give in. 

So I’m screaming. 
And sighing. 

Collapsing in on myself like a dying star, 
burning from the inside, cracking under the 
weight of this burden. And I know that it’s all  

my fault. 
But it’ll all be okay 

It’ll all be okay 
In the end.



Haiku IV // Hospital 
 

Throats with harsh voices 
Tear through siren-sound alarms, 

Full of bile and rage. 





You Don’t Smile With Your 
Eyes Any More 

 
You don’t smile with your eyes any more. 

And I can see it in your face, that you’re just 
hanging on to what’s left cause you know it’ll 

never leave. 
But there’s monsters hiding behind your 
curtains that you just can’t seem to see; 

Cause you don’t love yourself enough, and I’m 
only trying to show you what’s really 

There. 
 

You don’t smile with your eyes any more. 
It’s like you’re sewing your fingers together, to 

get a better grip, 
But you lost your grip on what you really had 
Such a long time ago, so I swear I’ll never go. 

There. 
 

You can’t smile with your eyes any more. 
But I still go to you to close my own, to open up. 

Cause I used to scream how I felt, what I 
wanted to feel, into the faces of people 

Who wanted to feel the same, who knew 
Who I am, without knowing who I was. 

And I screamed until my lungs gave out. 
 

You can’t smile with your eyes any more. 
But we’ve still got time on our side, and hope 

for our time so… 



Strength - Let’s drink to that. Poison ourselves 
for an idea. 

Lose ourselves in an endless haze to ‘Our 
Endless Numbered Days’ 

As careless attitudes distil, I sang until my lungs 
gave out. 

 
You won’t smile with your eyes any more. 

You’ve thrown away any part of the world that 
you could have caught on to, 

Or kissed with butterfly lips to pale cheeks and 
pavement-dry foreheads 

Of the souls to whom you meant the most, and 
yet meant nothing at all at the same time. 

Wet heat screams from your fingers but dies in 
your eyes, vacuous and empty. 

 
You won’t smile with your eyes any more. 

And it’s making me estranged. It’s making me 
distant and awkward, 

Throwing myself into a storm I know will wreck 
this ship. 

But to tell the truth 
I know that you’re the one that’s scared; making 

waves 
As the sun that used to shine in your eyes has 

set. 



Haiku V // Stage 
 

We’ll speak subtle words; 
Base works of simple meaning: 

Nothing to cold eyes 
 





Haiku VI // Relapse 
 

Stuttering words from 
Lips chained by clear plastic roots. 

Clipped and drained body. 
 





No Sun 
 

Stuck in circles, surrounded by walls 
Found my way out, lost my motivation 

Stuck in cities, surrounded by eyes 
Found my way out, lost my motivation 

Look to the sky, find no inspiration 
Look to the sky, find no sun 

Stuck in old thoughts, surrounded by hate 
Found my way out, lost my motivation 

Stuck in bad dreams, surrounded by cage 
Look to the sky, find no inspiration 

Look to the sky, find no sun 
No hope, No fear 
No love, No hate 
No lust, No cash 
No time to waste 

No sun 
No sun 





The Holy Body 
 

I'll keep my head in the dirt by my feet 
A surplus part of me to lose 

I'll take my hands from the joints of my arms 
A surplus part of me to keep 

No More Problems 
I feel your lips on the surface of my cheek 

A more subtle part of me to taste 
I feel your hands on the inside of my thigh 

A less subtle part of me to hold 
No more problems, you've got worries of your 

own 
No more problems, spent the last five weeks 

alone 
Photograph of David, cannot think of what 

you've done to me 
Double whiskey tonic, cannot think of what 

you've done to me 
Book of blood diseases, cannot think of what 

you've done to me 
Tattered book of scripture, cannot think of what 

you've done to me 
Broken friend from heaven, cannot think of what 

you've done to me 
I'll steal my eyes from the sockets of my skull, 

A vital part of me to hold 
I'll steal my heart from open chest cavity 

A vital part of me to leave 
No More Problems. 





Ascend 
 

Rain breaks gently over glass, mapping its way 
over the surface like a minute river delta. 
The man raises his right hand, curling his 

fingers inwards and rotating his wrist, before 
bringing it back down, slowly, towards his chest. 

Up, towards his neck; then down again. 
Bright white computer-light illuminates the 

scene. 
Toes and heel press into hard wood floor before 

raising the body up and above the light. 
Head; neck; shoulders; hips; legs – the body 

continues 
Through existing limits. 



 
 





 


