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Foreword

Foreword

The room is banal, bleak and comforting, 
I can’t help but feel I haven’t been here 
long: one, two, maybe three years. The 
word ‘room’ speaks four walls, the 
essential character of its being, and yet 
this room has six. An extended alcove 
works its way around a recess in which 
the stairs travel up and down through 
the spine of the building. The alcove is 
strange – a distinct alien, a void; it is 
unessential and unwanted. Light spreads 
out from the centre filling every corner of 
the four-walled room that should have 



been; the alcove remains in darkness.  
Despite suffering the rejection of my 
ceiling light, it persists, brooding. 
Windows run along the length of its 
opposing number; the skin is broken up 
and pierced by the storm outside. The 
alcove turns from this, revelling in 
isolation. 

This home is fickle – safe, intimate and 
vulnerable. Here I am at my safest and 
weakest. Great impositions enter from 
outside the room and appear within its 
depths; conjurations, daemons and 
fairies, dark wonderments of light and 
shadow pierce. I do not care for the scars 
marked across the walls; they are far, far 
from here. 

I am older now than I have ever been; 
home means something, something else; 
its clarity is lessening. I remember when 
the world was a static filled room — a 
peach and a corner radio breaking the 
quiet. I remember when home was 
‘cheap summer’: tepid, humid light and 
secret garden places; or the warmest 



winter, where the body of night devours 
me. 

The dark distance from that archetypal 
house has fractured my memory. I 
remember shattered moments; the 
plastic kettle bubbles with an electric 
clarity, but I don’t know who is making 
the tea. I didn’t drink tea. Cups of tea are 
swallowing children; espionage for the 
present, they are the vanguard of a 
foreign invader. 

The past has expanded, dripping out in 
all directions. It lengthens and 
diminishes across the rock-surface of the 
wall opposite me, picking up dust and 
detritus, dwelling in the cracks and 
hardening.

The works that follow were written from 
a series of automatic writings generated 
within the first fifteen minutes awake. 
They are fragmental memories of home 
that have been extended and distorted by 
this lurid and confused state of 
consciousness. 
 





The Window

I have seen into you, 
with sympathy,
a being I know and now fear,
your maternal protection, colours my shame, 
and keeps me safe.

I have seen into you, 
you are the earth and the cradle.
You are transformed.
Your eyes are fountains of salt, crystalline, 
forming a perfect surface of reflection on your 
cheek.
You are a fragile doll.

I look upon you. 
I would pass through your bonds,
cut through this sandy veil of daylight and 
flower.
Wait, the sun is a knife across your left arm.
You are elsewhere, cut by warm reflections. 

I have seen into you, 
you are meak,
a shrunken body in quiet clothes

I have seen into you,
you are the world, 
a blinding sky burial of feathers,
a starlit grove.



I look beyond the edge where there is nothing,
nothing but the roaring void in your eye,
the pinnacle of the storm, 
terrible and dark.

I have seen where you end 
and my words turn to ash. 
Where the glass and the sand
are carved by the sea,
I see in those eyes my beginning,
a single grain of salt in a vast tide, 
where bodies cling for dear life
and barter with gods to stay afloat.

I am lost in that iris. 

I could see into you, 
but we stand apart, 
glazed fragments of porcelain 
shimmering in the spring light. 
The world stands in my way, 
clouding my sight.

I could see into you, 
but the clouds part and the sun bleeds 
across your edge, behind my blackened body.
You are transformed 
into my own dark sillouette,
the narcissism of my departure 
from your body and home. 

I am the miser 
who will cultivate his fears through his toes,
turning away through the bowels of your 
carefully tended tulips, 



I will burnish the souls of my feet 
with that green growth,
and leave you as you stand.



Secret Place

At garden’s foot, there dwells a secret 
where lies cacoons of feral leaves, 
a broken nest and here I dream,
the worms will dig my toes,
a station to another world.

The tall trees walk beneath the earth,
with clay red dirt I make my lair,
while fiends and fairies keep watch.
In my mind, towers will spy. 

Over that sea of green I plant velcro straps,
walk the canopy in search of warmth.
Flower buds pull me back,
 – a siren sent to itch and scratch, 
upon this fir spined path.

Here I drift away from home
the space will always stay
green and purple, black and damp.
Alone, but with the dark,
infinity is possible.

I will stay forever, in this burrowed nest,
but now I travel through valleys of skin,

The path is steep, and at times I fall,
sliding through the Cliffside,
a broken white avenue of butterflies,



beautiful. 
But my body drags me far away,
and yet all the same, 
it will bring me back.



In the Attic

A piercing strip wanders through the crack,
white flood teasing the blind from sight.

The broken veil surrendered a glow,
the trust of mine that permeates this home.

No. Wait, It’s more, 
this roof prides a head.
The eagle eye, 
the iris to the air’s column 
that never stops, never ends,
until it plunders the gullet of voice and teeth.

Impatient wind, sing upon my cap 
lines of oldest hymn,
rhetoric of air and sky, 
a yawning verse.
The words speak to pry the storm apart 
and draw it through this lofty hell.

Within the attic all hope dwells,
fear beats and skips.
A thought will weigh upon the skullcap,
to ponder long and hard,
but never speak.

And here, rats bury corner light, 
they live, welcome but watched.
Gnawing on feral wood, 
they steady the infinite void.



The sound breaks the silent dream,
quick, sharp it stabs my ears.

I am awake, I hear the gnawing.
I am awake and all I can hear are teeth, 
if I sleep and the storm 
drowns that wretched sound,
I fear the shaved pillars of this hutch 
will bury my hands 
in sawdust. 

As the storm breaks,
the slanted head will bow and crash,
the might will breathe brittle ice.

The arms of the world are flung open
and they hold through the shutters,
a wooden pawn.

Underneath that bonnet cap there is a hermit, 
he jests with his ghost 
that he is everything there is,
that he holds the piece of rope 
that wraps itself in knots 
around the solid walls and broken rocks 
of his vacant world.

He jests that he is the seething wind, 
the consuming wildfire 
that could make the sky kneel.
His feet are mere shoes wearing thin 
within which he will walk for a while. 

Rise, walk, rise, walk, descend, ascend. 
The stairs spill from the darkness,



and they beckon. 
Pressing forward, flesh on wood,
the tempered warmth of a breathing house, 
soothes.
It rises and quivers,
he brands the balustrade 
with his steady hand. 

Hide within this lamplit safe, an oven.
A cultured crows nest that opens at the jaw
to swallow wide 
and shock the eyes from your skull, 
blind and fell white.

But the bone is false 
and the feasting strip of light is full of pride. 
Chase the dark from this room 
so that lofty fear is quelled within the corner 
knot. 

The wooden pawn is not where it should be,
placed beside the lamplit rope, 
tied to the welcoming wind,
it embraces the candle glow
and beckons the thoughts from his head.

This is not where I should be, 
my wooden case will rot in the damp air, 
the rats will gnaw my flesh 
from vacant bone. 



The Water Tower

Beyond the granite frame, 
there is aching full thud.
The tremor stole the risk of calm.
The water warped without a breeze,
and the ripples pulsed.

A warm swell haunts 
the depths of the water tower.
The world will enter 
through the creaking wave within.

Crafting tension and release, 
across the surface,
the cold edge worked so hard, 
to embrace and calm it’s violent heart.

And outside? On the steps of mine,
where poppies bloom and winter dies,
the mountain rose just nine feet tall,
a water tower, sandblast white, chalk and dark.

Within the metal hall, 
there is aching full thud.
Underneath where grew the swell lies a crater.
It held the graceful, serene dark solitude,
a siren song of simple youth.

The tower rose into the sky,
nine feet tall and five feet wide.



Beneath the alcove of that spring,
I dwelled controlled and calm.
I gather glows of cradle light
and crimp them out in pitch black night.

Memories of quiet days grow and fade,
upon the crumpled creaking crest,
a stolid, silent scream 
tunnels through the sandblast skin,
a wave within my chest.

In clumps of earth, 
with a moss damp sponge I curse.
My fingertips are raw and stiff,
they dig beneath the towering mist,
of water held in static grip.
It warps and groans and breaks.
 
Within the heart of me,
where light would drown and I will drown,
it rises high above my head,
and drains through the broken edge.

And through the cracks within the walls,
the water delves forever down.
Deep it dwells. 

It is a carrion nest, 
a spring of cutting dread.
I will seep and seep and seep and grimace. 
And seep.
It stretches through the cracks, 
to rest its arms and head 
upon the break of day. Cut dry and red.
It stared the cold wind in the face and grew still.



When that quiet drip had escaped,
it took me time to see the strip 
of water skin, across the brick 
that broke the wall, that broke the fist,
of careful grip and grimaced smile.

A world was carried on that cradle knife,
To cut upon my crawling wound,
Of grinding teeth and crumpled cries, 
I saw myself within the drip, growing tall. 

I saw the stars in the water.
I saw myself in the water.
All that I could be,
a blissful summer sleep.

I rest my head and fill the night 
with sweet red warmth,
and darkest dream. 








