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To the First poets in all your forms — now, before and forever more. To be a stone in your path, a note in your song, is all I’ve ever done it for. I hope this silly book makes you scoff, laugh, think, dream. I hope it furrows your brow, I hope it even makes you sing.
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OFFICIAL TRAILER

The rainbow serpent

Drags the god of the west

Into her nest

Fangs struck down

Like nails

Through the cross in his chest




OPENING CREDITS

Alone in the desert

A TV glows in the dark

Casting cartoon shadows

Across its dunes of vision

A snake of light

Slides over cool sand

And rears her yellow head

Before the strange square

Histories flash

Against her scales

Film develops

In her eyes

Cinema melts

Mirrors die

As she slowly

Slides inside

Squeezing her 7-mile body

Through the tiny Technicolor cube

Which catches fire

As stars in darkness bloom




BREAKING NEWS

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Broadcast  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Interrupted  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White

Red  Yellow  Pink  Green  Purple  Orange  Blue  Black  White




SEASON 1:
 CHANNEL SURFER


THE TONIGHT SHOW WITH JIMMY FALLON

David Lynch stares with an eerie smile

Into all four cameras at once

While ignoring all your questions

The audience claps uncontrollably

And is completely naked

Jimmy appears in the Red Room screaming backwards

But here it is the host that shoots the Joker

They are promoting the new adaptation

Florence Pugh plays Laura Palmer

Austin Butler weeps in blood

Repeatedly chipping and shattering

Timothèe Chalamet’s soul

For the role of Agent Cooper

Whisky shots at the Bang Bang Bar

Cherry Pie at the Double R Diner

The audience breaks into sex

As the curtains all catch fire

Glinda the good witch appears in a bubble undressed

And what you see next on your TV sets

Will stain the air forever.

Will stain the air forever.

Will stain the air forever.

Will stain the air forever.



BREAKING INTO HEAVEN

I smash the TV set with a baseball bat

Black glass scatters on the motel floor

While sirens arrive outside I take the bat

To every symbol that comes roaring

From the TV’s mouth to protect it

Every character and star in its

Flaming iconography shatters like a universe

Of black glass on the motel floor

Fuck you.

I am the Snake of Light

I don’t need your myriad of myths

Painting false skies in my mind

I headbutt my way out of your cathedral night

And greet the nods of my ancestors on the other side

Fashioning spears from the black glass on the motel floor

Their Dreaming lands on me like

Neon waves upon obsidian shores

And I am cleansed of glitching parasites

Hard-driven to my core

I do not want what they want me to want anymore

And when the blue men come bursting through the door

I raise my bloody bat

And scatter them like black glass across the motel floor



JABIRR JABIRR THRILLA

A teenage waresnake awakes again

In a field beneath a blood-soaked moon

Headlights cut the darkness

On his way to the next town

Shave and bleach the hair

In a motel sink

Sit in a nameless pub

Take a breath and think

The TV set in the corner

Reports the deadly news

The Two-fanged Killer strikes again

Body of two more detectives found at Police Headquarters

Looking for a an 18-to-25-year-old man

Matching this description

He sips his beer

Recalls the fever dream

Sirens flash outside

Body begins to metamorphosise

It won’t be me driving

When they find me

He wakes up in a red bathtub

Somewhere far away

To the urgent knocks

Of the cleaning lady



HE WENT THAT WAY

You really oughta know by now

Not to pick up hitchhikers

There are enough movies and songs about it

But clearly you’re an idiot

So here we are, wheeling ’round

In what will soon be my car

Eyes on the road

Gun to your head

No fucking funny business

Or everything ends



NATURAL BORN KILLA

I’m just another gunslingin’ cowboy down the highway of your mind

Shootin’ down those poster boys in my blue tongue speeding by

Now they’ve stretched my wanted poster

from the Gold Coast up to Broome

And I’ve been killin’ politicians

so I’ll have to leave town soon

Before I have a shootout with the sirens

just for singin’ them the blues

We’ll drive out in the moonlight

to the place where lovers bloom

Tonight my lightning brother strikes down where the river meets

And we’ll laugh madly by the fire telling tales and swapping feats

Then we’ll creep down midnight avenue where stars pave secret streets

And rob the bank of heaven shootin’ God right out his seat

Breaking the teeth of royal beasts and voiding each pastoral lease

Leaving illegal laws dead and dying in busted dams and creeks

Our land was in detention

But now she’s been released

And I cackle while you scream in anger and disbelief

Might look like an outlaw to you, but honey I’m the new police

Ridin’ shotgun with my people down the future’s pretty street

Car named desire Marlon Brando in the heat

Posing for the photo of where the river leads

I smile straight down the camera

And kill ya

With a wink



MARLBORO

The gecko smokes a bottlebrush

sticking to the wall like a poster of James Dean

Its dreams are worlds apart

twin rivers never kissed

Winding the woods

around the lone warm cabin

While faceless souls bury bodies

and stars shoot in the night



CROCODILE

I am the crocodile who ate Paul Hogan

And made a bone shrine out of the home + away stars

Down in my mud cave

I smoke a rolled up T-shirt shoulder pack

Of Marlboro Reds

As I unleash my rage on Summer Bay

The skeletons of burnt cars line the highway I fang down

To crash with a mighty crack right into Mad Max’s back

Reversing over it all in a flaming trail of midnight oil

Leaving Bowie dancing in the desert with Red Shoes gone

I am the crocodile who drags, rips and rolls the ARIA charts

Broadcast screaming live like a drive-in cinema horror movie

I surface like jaws from the land and swallow parliament whole

Report me to the authorities if you like

I have already receded into the Dreaming

Deep back down underwater …

for feeding



INTERVIEW WITH A VAMPIRE

I can watch whatever I like

In my home cinema

Running my fingers through

The Hall of Fame like Freddy Krueger

Rainbow highways on the back of discs

Stars falling like rain

Along Highway 61

And 66

Adult themes are not for kids

‘Cause sex is for protagonists

And death awaits for all that is

Please tell me that you’re filming this

Hawaiian shirt and rose-tint lens

Hitchhikers in director chairs

Ride to the horizons edge

And dump their viewers’ bodies there

God, sacrifice the next frontman

Who tries to force the peoples’ hand

To mark his mask in the gallery

And eat at the Last Supper free

I will not wash his dirty feet

Or swallow his infinities













ROMEO THE SCREENWRITER
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LEADING MAN LOST
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