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Shaping, building. The incomplete terms of succession. Now here, now there, we wear the poisoned dress. Familiar, they float, gold lamé memories, sherds, flaps of, flakes, of skin. Dry blood under the fingernails. I cairn lacerated indulgence with a great big grin.

In the world-famous city of Our-Agreements-With-One-Another rests that archaic statuary coastally submerged, limbless, guarded by the Gate of Storms, rock-clashed, teethed. Forgive me, I talk so politely here, seated on my carved chair, a gift of Academe, wagging, it shows, my strange tail, risen above the back., curling beneath the arms. The reports are in, the business nearly dealt with, we have polished our granted crystal balls, army issue, parade the small chained animals of our neatest anguish conveniently over the mosaic floor. Indistinguishable, the paws’ prints. The usual win prizes. A splendid speech sets our heads nodding and the flag flies proudly as down the rails we slip. What can I say, other than this, all preamble amongst the pushing of sampans, quiet deals, third-floor wooden offices, back stairs, the usual trade-offs, the usual lilting rhythms? I fall off my chair, I have worn the wax, and lying on my back, all I hear is snarling, or more beautifully, exquisitely, silence, all colours and hues of. Subsection three, I forget, mentioned love. I love to be eaten. But love has stuck in my throat! Against attack, you so decently retrospectively said, you will destroy all. How noble, in colours of freedom, your vile helplessness, the return of my virulent sarcasm, a good beginning. Little to be done in such a case, other than a quick bite to the throat, watch the expected torrent congeal, and walk calmly away, noting that an old text is an old text, bark, ricepaper. 
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There, love, you have died again.

Cold winds, a squall. Teeth marks on the backs of our hands. Staggering away from sorrow, in flickering halls the romantic, played out for us the prevalent voyeuristic eroticism over shaven paddocks, an old house. Drunk on your blood, I interrogate, through blizzard-loved streets, amidst your wailing, askew days of bed, as she eats, as he eats his way out through you. To run screaming, full of restraint, into tenderness and efficacy. At a simple loss, within a graveyard of loss, staring numbly at a steering wheel, to white, metallic lies and ruthless uncaring, fluoresced, disregarded, mute.

The perfumed coast waves the flagellant memory, all through the liquid air in the darkest city on Earth. We glide, pairing, shaving our skulls, hospitably seeking, full of illness. Tenacity of perversion. The absence of condolences prods us on, holding our small hands, adjusting the ropes. We have used hallowed knives and images of knives to sever every throat, stifle the gorging accusations. Retreat with death, a reversal we have longed for. Dead children, indistinct shapes, reports of hallucinations, a vast garble of once-beautiful crowd, floating through the wheels of that awful train; a sharp cocooned, stab through the deepest light, sucked into the exhausted strands of stomach. The city of full cradles says: you have forgotten everything but shapes, cascades of colour along the crumbling meridians, and I will haunt, with beautiful dead singing, pitiful egoisms, all your returns, the orange hue of your eyes.

It is no good pretending that the flooring has forgotten the stains, or the air the sounds. The walls have packed ice on their wounds and you are ignorantly licking yourself stupid whilst the leaving is done. Somehow, you alight, or pound your way into small rooms of mistrust, our legacy, disguised as a sumptuous idealism, and love. But you have burnt brands on my love forever, her own fleshy offering so instinctively conscious and aloft, sneering at herself, stroking your coffee-laden hand, reading her self in pupils. Scars go through into the rich squalor of ordinary despair, the way angry love pumps your flesh with fat. I had forgotten how we slip backwards, on polished floors, into the arms of a despicable pride. Behind the urbane forest, a rumour of sightless sea, the saline lake, over arcane roofs and little goats, blind and white, hanging in the sweet sodden air. We leave you behind as decoy, as we took you, as we took child, to allay the dogs, precious mongrels, fond distillations of our unfortunate alchemy. Your body is a fine feast, untouched by all, against your wish? From blank images, framed, and thousands of wardrobes, awash, we come.

Weaving coloured baskets floating, held aloft, down through my eyebrows, chalice of membrane light, husks, cicadas, live corpses wrapped, the critic’s birthday speech, peculiar erect death that is intellectualism, discordant stuff of guts, through the wire door following struck dumb, we run with little curved steps.

Illness, a place of great professional ignorance: the word climbs up itself, exhausted over its silent mouth. Noting absence, frangipani carpets. Give me the delicate aura of the scent of your arms. I lash myself to the dunes. Your little bat paws hold your belly. Taxicabs plunge air-conditioned and windowless through the vinyl sub-tropics: deadlined at dawn at this easternmost point, the Summer solstice, the three hippies examine their torsos searching for remnants of the third nipple: a simple, an index of bright fame. Amongst the Norse, a camaraderie of death in the snow, wolves; the paperback doctor achieves his greatest moment, unlike the rest, talking at the earliest hour with a goblin, a continuing respite.

The hard-burned edge of the disease invests itself in tears. Why not, the effort of night, a crystalline skull’s shaded tumour, always following, leading, old, dead men. I am arrested by the cold grace of slender trees crawling up the air from roots. They know me, us, all driven from the sea, pasted up the sky’s grey wall.

Division, air and water, illusion.

I forgive myself enough to do nothing.

Excellent weather: grey and hot. Easy to speak when disgust sings loudly in the cockroach shower.

Subdued, their macho preoccupations. A little hic starts its voyage to port. The cyclone here swept the cranes from the jetty. We discussed their finer points by candlelight under the house: trolled. We pay the price. A simple exchange of peace then, pain now. They don’t care, just argue, they think, Feminism. The black sevillana advises them against speaking, her burning. Yet the dancing girl sings sodden death songs of love to the dogs. The dogs hold each other in their furry arms as the conversation jerks to hairy palms. Knowing everything because he has done nothing, wearing an 80-year-old’s crocheted jacket and hat, he loves that which never touches him: such a beautiful, ordinary, and deceitful, dance step.

And we find we carry the blood all over us, invisible, scraped along a continent’s edge, from lying, saying, I will talk, to the immediate comfort of the body saying, no, and our own particular cancer forcing our teeth to chatter, moan in the sub-tropical night, caressed by lizards’ small feet and the starling beginnings of orange-furred bats’ leather wings, a phosphorescent light of mushroom houses, irregularly neat along a rotting log. My silence, conceived through the marriage of intellectual wailing and two strangers’ pursuit of their centrifugal illegal ritual, alcoholic, matched through indiscretion and clinging to what they knew of the way it all goes, has lived itself all over my skin, masked in fretful honesties that cascade in rivers, strive out through my love.

For you, seen, your relentless approach, your bending fingers. Here, where the South meets itself on its way to the North, everyone conspires to meet us as we leave, prying broken fingers open, driving through the brash astrological town with impeccable timing. We leave to make room for you, refugees from the
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