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Negative One. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In the war of me versus myself, 
My inventory is as follows: 
      No. 1 a callus on the heel of my left palm 
      No. 2 motion sickness 
      No. 3 a cramping of the extremities 
      No land won. 
Battle scars and victories at once. 
Self-loathing is not the opposite. 
Here I am again; 
A blasphemous nun 
Clinging shamelessly to her habit. 
On, anon and on 



Onan on, and one. 
Egotism. 
Euphemism. 
Digits into integers. 
Hole numbers. 
Unitary figures. 
Glyphs. 
Nymphs. 
Gasps. 
Freud would surely relish this 
Still more than I. 
The root is doubtless my lack thereof. 
Clearly this is impotence manifest 
Though what Iʼm missing is measured in  
   magnitude not inches. 
There is no solace in this repetition 
Just indigestion. 
Compulsion. 
The days have turned cannibal: 
My hours are eating themselves, 
And I sit and practice the fine art of making  
   nothing at all – 
Not even a sound – 
Save, perhaps, an accidental inkblot. 
I miss my usual feminist nightmare. 
She appears as she pleases, 
The third Eve, 
Wearing snakeskin boots and a Freudian slip. 
Her voice is hard to pin point, 
Body harder still, 
Consisting in specifics: 
Specifics and spontaneity – 
The paradox is not lost on me. 



She hatefully reminds me of my contradictions 
But belief and thought verge on the mutually  
   exclusive. 
I love her for my faults 
But she has not come for me today. 
And nor have I. 



 

 

 
 



Orange 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

He handed me this flimsy orange subject – 
flimsy orange not like the thickening sky above 

(no stars any more – no stars!) The futureʼs 
bright, the futureʼs orange – thickly orange grey. 

Thatʼs hope – thatʼs joy. Thatʼs what orange 
means – a flimsy orange sheet with 

meaningless meanings like a strange 
synaesthesia. We see it and it says nothing – 
means nothing – but we read it as autumn; a 

sweet warning. You have to see orange – even 
flimsy orange – as falling leaves and the fur of 
the fox. Thereʼs a claustrophobic room with low 



ceilings and creatures that scream because 
they exist but at least they are warm. Itʼs warm. 
Warm and flimsy. The sky is thickening warm 
and flimsy. Dismal joy. Itʼs where nirvana lies. 

Itʼs Buddhaʼs dream of tigers. Fire and fruit and 
fur and flags and flames. A sweet blatant clarity; 
enlightenment revealing ambiguity. Because itʼs 
not quite red, not quite danger, passion, blood 
or jaundiced yellow. Itʼs nature and corrosion. 

The futureʼs bright, the futureʼs dying. The 
futureʼs futile; a merrily futile protestant heaven 
and we could score it and fold it into paper stars 
because there are no stars any more. Not that 
we can see.  Does that make you feel lonely? 
Isolated planet with no stars? But still we have 

this flimsy orange blanket to bring us spicy 
warmth. That paprika which burns my tongue 
with tang. It tastes like ecstasy and stings until 
the Celts are torn a part. We find our Dionysus 
dying, mad-drunk on acid. It is the East, and 
Juliette is the Sun. The spiritual. The citric 

saffron scented East. Krishnaʼs drumming in 
the sinking Sun (sinking Juliette.) Its searing 

day-glow blinds the moon. A high-vis that hides 
the clarity that is Nirvana. It is Nirvana. This 

punishment was named before the fruit. 
Christingle Earth stabbed and tied and flattened 
flimsy on this subject. A gift, a task, an offering. 
Arbitrary, flat and fleeting. This subject that he 

handed me. This flimsy orange subject that it is, 
that it was and that I said. 

 
 



Stage IV 
Confessional 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Today youʼre so other itʼs almost comical – 
More drugs than man 
More tubes than flesh. 
You wax and wane like the pallid moon. 
Iʼm sorry I let the everyday eclipse you. 
They say that blood is thicker than water 
But there canʼt be much in it;  
Yours must be dilute by now 
And they spill it like it has no value. 
Iʼd tell you of my admiration 
But we do not talk about the big things – 
You and me – 



We would not want to. 
And anyway, it is not my job. 
My job is to keep on grinning, 
Mock the pachyderm mask, 
That they strap to your swollen face, 
Tease you for Frankensteinʼs stitching on your  
   forehead 
And hope you know that I do not mean what I  
   say, 
I mean so much more. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Painting 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This table wasnʼt meant for dining; thereʼs 
something sick about it.  Come too close and 
you can see it in the air; blurred like Judas 
running, so thick with dust it clings in your throat 
and sits like tar in your lungs.  Each breath is a 
mouthful of bone, but then every breath is a 
mouthful of bone.  Your teeth. Your jaw.  Feel 
the process of the teeth and the tongue – one 
against the other and the wet slack between.  
That is a process.  That will end.  Buddha said 
so, clothed in the same ochre we stretch over 
this table.  The seeping saturation of this 



jaundiced air swells down into the objects like 
osmosis.  Thereʼs a ripple of contagion.  The air 
is the same as the items.  Consistency in 
sickness.  Everything feels so old that with the 
slightest touch it would crumble into dust and 
you would breathe it in through your mouth of 
bone.  The objects are so frail that you inhale 
them, and you can taste them on your furry 
tongue – but not for long, for nothing is for long. 
Remember that.  Remember it well.  I hope you 
hear the reading in your brain.  Memento Mori: 
obtrusively didactic as it is, you may find it 
important.   
 
This table wasnʼt meant for dining; itʼs far too 
still for that and thatʼs another hapless process 
anyway.  Whatʼs the use?  Fall into another sin?  
This is no place for guts and bile or gluttony and 
yet, the yellow shrieks Prometheusʼ song of 
wasted livers; a sober condemnation of 
senseless hedonism.  But I swear thereʼs sense 
in hedonism if what he screams is true; if the 
process ends.  Itʼs sense-full hedonism for a 
senseless head.  See the arched bone curve 
and think of how it lies beneath your skin; a 
skull case for your thoughts, hollow sockets 
where your eyes fit snugly and a light white 
sculpture for your veins to trace (although not 
for too much longer).   
 
This table wasnʼt meant for dining, itʼs built for 
meditation.  Stacks of crumbling icons and no 
room for plates.  Feast on your wretchedness. 



The Golden Age has come to naught but an 
ephemeral cluster of decaying objects.  Grit in 
your mouth.  A glass that would be sand again, 
and bone from which the flesh has withered.  
Candle wax has melted down to bear a 
blackened wick, charred and fragile.  The flame 
has been extinguished.  Smoke writhes up like 
pipe charmed snakes from a terracotta 
Madonna.  Two empty vessels.  The light is 
gone.  The church is dead.  Its last breath is this 
smoky cowardice. It all smells like spoilt milk. 
Bitter lemon-rotten butter.  Sour and musty like 
the flaking parchment of old books which sit 
beneath your skull to evidence your wilting 
reason.  The wisdom which you boast is 
already fading, yet here it is.  It is nirvana.  It is 
euphoria.  It is an epiphany.  All is futile and all 
is fleeting.   What dolorous joy!  Is that the stuff 
of optimism? Is that what yellow means? 
Celebrate transience – just not too much?  Be 
moral or burn.  Never have I seen a colder 
yellow. 
 
The scene is a haze of contradiction but thatʼs 
what comes of being so easily mixable. 
Cadmium confusion.  Stale and metallic.  It 
shines with Midasʼ curse but aches with 
asceticism.  Thereʼs a wasteland stretching out 
over the continents.  The sea has long since 
boiled and dried up and all that lingers is salty 
sand which coats the globe in coarse barren 
layers like golden tundra.  The people lie – like 
flies in amber – with Shelleyʼs king. Itʼs so 



dense and dry that nothing will grow and all that 
can ever be is this vast, shimmering, sandy 
ocean of gold that stings with irony and has no 
value.  The greatest wealth is the smallest 
thing; Peterʼs key is limply hanging by a thread. 
Its crushed blue ribbon clearly clung to, creased 
and gripped and weakening.  Sickly teal and 
rusting blue but it is an escape.  An escape 
from damnation.  Annihilation.  Do good and be 
saved but do good soon.  The rapeseed clock is 
ticking. 
 
Hark at Claesz.  Heʼs sinful righteous.  He 
muses on impermanence and shows us a static 
watch. His work has outlived him.  His art has 
outlived us.  Some things last.  And when they 
stop lasting they have always happened.  The 
past must be permanent.  Itʼs pragmatic to think 
of it as such.  History corrupts but the past must 
be permanent.  We know the flesh is not 
enduring, but what you have accomplished 
must stay accomplished, even after the fruits of 
your labour have perished.  You have done 
something.  You will always have done 
something.  You can hear the voice in your 
head and that is something, but remember that 
the past remains because it is already lost.  
Remember that the yellow will catch up. 
Remember that you will die.  But live despite.  
Live, and live right anyway for today or for the 
after.   
 
 



Ode to the hamper 
of junk I found in 
your garden shed 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Negatives, letters, 
Broken spectacles, a knife,  
Comics, a paint box 
And a football match programme from 1972. 
I donʼt know why, but it was your slingshot that  
   stopped me short. 
A glimpse of a childhood long gone. 
Now that youʼre proper 
Now that I am supposed to be. 
The problem with old family photos – 
The analogue sort – 



Is that they only capture youth, happiness and 
the momentous. 
Itʼs no wonder I am sick with sehnsucht. 
Fifty years fits into a box so comfortably 
And I guess thatʼs where they all end up sooner  
   or later, 
But in the mean time we have a hamper to fill. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lip Service 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sometimes I become caught up in the 
strangeness of kissing. I think too much about 
the process. Lips and rhythm. Sometimes it is 
sticky. Chapped lips. Dry. sore. Your stubble 
stings my chin. I tell you to shave. It stings and 
we fight and I tell you it looks rubbish anyway.  
I am foul and kissing matches.   
 
But sometimes, I understand kissing. When itʼs 
not sticky but it is warm. It has a scent and a 
taste. There is affection. There is creature 
feeling. I understand why kissing is and we 



move together thinking only of kissing and more 
kissing and I do not care when our teeth knock 
or that Iʼm biting your tongue because all I know 
is anticipation and your presence. It sounds 
clumsy, but it has a taste and it becomes a 
need. There is a longing for closeness and a 
sweet warm smell such that I feel I could 
breathe you in. I understand kissing. It is an 
urge to share the same breath.  
 
Maybe then it feels like an impulse. A human 
instinct. A reflex to affinity and beyond. One that 
we both share that is exact and innate. But 
sometimes I wonder if I hadnʼt seen it a million 
times before, if it wasnʼt embedded, engrained, 
a meme, if our culture had not prescribed us 
love… I learnt to touch myself but that was 
easy. I could feel it. But if no one had ever said, 
would I know how to touch you.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The problem with 
poetry at 00:35 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I daresay itʼs my brain thatʼs broken 
But it seems to me that language does not  
   adhere to objects well. 
I couldnʼt tell you where things go, 
ʻPrescriptiveʼ, ʻdirectiveʼ, ʻdidacticʼ or not. 
And here we are reconstituting what is already  
   beyond comprehension. 
There is so much meaning here 
That it means nothing; 
Diffusion to the point of emptiness. 
Iʼm sorry for my cynicism today 
But your beautiful words burst on my tongue 



Like cakes of ash – 
Like Plathʼs balloons. 
You write until I taste the battenberg I think you  
   ate at Sunday school. 
You write until I see you as troubled six year old 
Splashing in puddles, 
Scaring the ducks, 
A red anorak and gumboots: 
Donʼt look now. 
You write until I feel the cold of old churches, 
Until I think you are unhappy, 
Until I guess how you see yourself, 
Until I know your favourite day, 
Your bitter father, his favourite drink, 
Until I feel that despondency is all that the world  
   has in common. 
You write until you write yourself out, 
Until I couldnʼt guess who you are. 
We cut our thoughts into strings of images 
Pretty and hollow 
Poignant and distant 
Nice and sore. 
I am guilty. 
I take a thought and splice into bric-a-brac ciphers. 
I nearly think and speak it as ramshackle code. 
Sometimes I feel like seven people. 
I hide behind nearly saying thirty things. 
I do it for pleasure – 
Few things beat a night-time-ghost-phrase. 
I do it because itʼs there 
Because I like to see my thoughts in lines 
And because I crave approval like others crave 
affection 



I thirst for praise like others thirst for sex 
I need validation like others need love. 
Today I feel alien in my skin. 
Iʼd write until you understand, 
But time is finite 
And youʼve never bloody owned gumboots. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Electric Thinking 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This is the sound before the thought; before 
flesh meets electric. The bass rolls over, 
humming, vowelless. It thrums out a guttural 
throb; a sound so deep it must be from within- 
so primal it precedes light. This is the pitch 
black hum of the core; the noise before 
conclusion. An uncrossed gap junction numbly 
ringing, deep and dark and dolorous but 
echoing persistence. It tritely ticks its 
syncopated ignorance into boundless black.  
Freudʼs closet. Orwellʼs fortress. 



 
What is this psychic sound that comes without 
light? It crackles with sublime. White noise?   
Wordless static. It may as well be silence save 
that it still means. This is electric. Not what but 
watt. The noise of the motherboard – mother 
ship. It is an alien with terrestrial roots. A surge 
of potential spilling its ends in plasma rhythms.  
It spells possibility; future, knowledge, progress, 
power, death. 
 
This is the noise before knowing but where 
connections cloak themselves in timbre. Listen, 
if you will, for the ghosts in the machine. You 
are analogue electric. Naturally urban.  
Accidental. Naught but scientific; tissue and 
energy. Alternating. Current. Grotesque.   
 
We speak of the nervous system. A finer 
aptronym I have yet to see. Synapses flick to 
breed neurosis. We hear of a cure in 
amplification – some convulsive remedy sick 
enough to fix Esther – yet, panic always seems 
so logical. And even calm, thoughts multiply 
and words dominate. You think primarily in 
language and that is scary. The deaf have 
pictures. Those deaf-blind, feel. Mine seem a 
hollow transposition of experience, purely 
academic. Tautologous. Tenuous. Tautologous.   
Overworked.  
 
The mind is void punctuated. That is why you 
cannot conjure nothing; that demands passivity 



but if you are thinking you are doing. If you are 
thinking you are being. So what are we between 
times? I seldom think therefore am I 
sometimes?  Am I I I in intervals. I I I. a siren.  
I I I a flicker but still no flare to bridge this 
whirring chasm just a nagging, bristling buzz of 
the uncanny. I pray for ghosts, for those 
disparate associations. Contingent, strobe light 
knowledge. Shocking recognition. A neuron into 
something – 
 
 ʻONʼ. 
 
 Thinking is a lonely pastime. 



 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 


