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            ON LOAN FROM DREAMWORLD I

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        This city produces cafes, lattes, focaccia, frescos, Tuscan design, bad prints of famous paintings

        This city produces cafes, coffees, ambience, Tekno, Portishead, Macy Gray and an overworked interior decorator

        This city produces cafes, cakes, rolls, beachfronts, bare feet, salt air, sand, towels and bad cappuccino

        This city produces falling trees, filled in mangroves, the crushing weight of multi-million international hotel resorts

        This city produces statues of our heroes, military and lifesaver, lining the boardwalk of Surfers Paradise in the warm summer nights

        This city produces bad soapies, American movies, made for TV, no art, no theatre, no writing, no drawing or dreaming

        This city produces world competition surfers, lifesavers, crashing through white wash with broad, bronze chests

      

        

      
        This city almost produced Baywatch,  but someone changed their mind

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            POSTCARDS

          

        

      

    

    
      1.

      
        
        
        Palm trees in concrete

        held together with fairy lights

        spaced for the view

        placed for the shade

        if you look close

        some of them

        even seem real

      

        

      

      2.

      
        
        
        Whatever you want, you know we’ve got

        the Wipe-out, The Big Drop, The Lethal Weapon

        Pacific Fair, Australia Fair, Billabong, Rusty

        Friday night Markets on Paradise Beach

        Indy cars, Pit stops, Nightclubs, Sand

        The collective desire of a two week holiday

      

        

      

      3.

      
        
        
        Back seat of a taxi

        the driver knows: new-wave

        French critical theory, a po-mo

        deconstruction of Australian literature,

        and exactly how far

        its all are going to get him

      

        

      

      4.

      
        
        
        6:50 AM, time to leave. So I take

        a ten minute walk to

        Broadwater McDonalds: $3.25 McMuffin

        $1.20 for coffee

        My  day’s not worth starting any better

        When all the city asks

        is that I keep out of the way

      

        

      

      5.

      
        
        
        Just a short drive away

        an escape from streets and skyline

        green, native trees, air scented with earth

        the cool retreat of hinterland

        nature’s beauty waiting

        for those who need a day’s relief

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GOLD COAST REFIDEX: MAP 40

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Surfers Paradise, Broadbeach, Chevron Island

        I lived here once, crashing in hallways

        after big nights on the town, drinking

        smoking, sleeping in my clothes, on carpet

        One guy lived there, twelve of us infested

        paying our rent in pizza, vodka, iced coffee, pot

      

        

      
        Chevron Island drained brain and spirit

        guzzled it down to the chorus of scol, scol, scol, scol

        Sleep was always dreamless, waking the same

        time warped and folded like an origami bird

        some of us moved on, too fast,

        or, perhaps, too slow

      

        

      
        we grew up

        gave up

        left the rest to decompose

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GOLD COAST CONNECTION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        A thousand feet and lowering

      

        

      
        blue sky

        blue sea

        tarmac

      

        

      
        WELCOME TO THE GOLD COAST

        This is Paradise

      

        

      
        Collect your luggage and step out

        into sweltering heat, your sweat

        prickling your thighs. A disappointing

        first view of the skyline—there’s nothing

        over five stories

      

        

      
        Find your shuttle bus: small,

        cramped, white. This is your

        Gold Coast Con-X-ion

        between airport, hotel, theme park

      

        

      
        The driver’s name is Ray: young

        tanned, sunscreen scent, his mirrored

        sunglasses reflect your face back at you.

      

        

      
        He loads you. Your bags. The other passengers

        Drives down the highway

      

        

      
        You’re headed for Surfers: forty minutes drive

        down a highway artery with

        small town ambience

      

        

      
        Ray tells you it’s a good day

        takes you past Burleigh Beach

        In the distance, you see

        your first Gold Coast wave

        rising up, breaking

        like the promise of heaven

      

        

      
        Ray talks about the city

        pointing, teeth in the rear-view

        fingers jab, a barrage of landmarks

        Beaches, Buildings, Signs Streets, Palm trees, Life savers, Beaches, Cavill Ave.

        Towers, now. The holiday skyline. Buildings stretch like fingers clawing at a slice of sky

      

        

      
        Ray drives onward, blasé

        He’s seen the fingers a hundred times, so he concentrates

        follows the lines of the palm.

      

        

      
        The Con-X-ion connects

        lobby, five star hotel/resort

        check in manned by teenage girls dressed in girl scout uniforms, matching red ties, no flaws

      

        

      
        A blond girl greets you and takes money, smiles.

        Even her teeth are perfect.

      

        

      
        You’re handed the keys, someone takes your luggage

        So you follow them, fourteen stories up, to your place

        high in the Paradise sky

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE LOAN FROM DREAMWORLD II

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        This city produces nightclubs, bouncers, cocktails, boob tubes, high heels, tight shirts, surf boards, neon and hangovers

        This city produces twenty-firsts, retirement parties, eighteenths, lost loves and hopeless romances

        This city produces strip clubs, nudity, fantasy, sex, lap dances, g-strings, hormonal escapes

        This city produces a market for Panadol, Tylenol, alcohol, no-doze and Berocca

        This city produces smoky nights, bleary eyes, dirty porcelain, shooters, shakers, slammers, everything that makes the perfect night out

      

        

      
        This city produces 12” pizza, doner kebab, McDonald’s burgers, Hungry Jacks, KFC, added preservatives and junkies

        This city produces Hard Rock, Shooters, Cocktails, MP’s, Rosies, Billy’s, Fever, Fortunes and the Edge

        This city produces experiences with the drunk, the stoned, the speeding, the angry, the lost, the temporary and the beach

        This city produces thick congested highway arteries clogged with people coming and people running out

        This city produces empty beach front horizon lines devoid of ocean traffic

      

        

      
        This city produces the image of sex

        sand

        sex on sand

        an early morning surf

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NIGHT SCENES

          

        

      

    

    
      5:49 PM

      
        
        
        Night falls

        Cocktails & Dreams

        light up

        a neon o burns out

        so do you

        You dream/become

        a black dot in the heart

        (the city has none)

      

        

      
        Night falls

        God/Paradise

        Surfer/Jesus

        They don’t want you as a sunbeam anymore,

      

        

      

      10:15 PM

      
        
        
        No dreams found here, drowning in a bottle of Southern

        Comfort. A stranger here, a dark club, lit by flashing strobes.

        (You’ve been here before, maybe)

        Kids/pick/labels/drink/

        drug/tablet/liquid/needle

        VB/MDMA/LSD/UDL

        cocaine/amphetamine

        You don’t belong (but no-one does).

      

        

      

      3:00 AM

      
        
        
        Centre line, Pacific Highway, biding time

        Waiting for Rolls Royce/BMW

        Mazerati/Ferrari/Porsche Embrace

        You listen

        the ghosts of cars.

      

        

      

      4:20 AM

      
        
        
        Day comes early

        sunglasses/bleary eyes

        you’ve made yourself empty

        ain’t that just a scream

      

        

      
        you can hear, echoing, up there

        bouncing off high-rise balconies

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HEAT WAVE DREAMING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Gold Coast, early AM

        writing poetry in bed

        while a storm brews

        above the grey-tile rooftop

      

        

      
        Tonight, all there is

        is thirty degree heat

        high humidity, warm sweat

      

        

      
        Sweat pooling in fake leather seats

        in the bath, in the bed

        in the belly-button

        of the brown eyed girl

        creating rivers and dams

        waterfalls in her body

      

        

      
        Tonight, sleep is absent

        but dreaming and I

        are old comrades in arms

        whispering in each others ear

        about our eventual escape

      

        

      
        About stealing ourselves

        a beamer, a volvo, a limo

        anything, cranking the air-con

        and running like hell

      

        

      
        Dreaming and heat

        go hand in hand for me

        with sweat comes the need

        to find a place to escape

        to go some place cold

        where the pure, white snow

        makes my hands go numb

      

        

      
        Tonight, all I desire

        is to steal the hand

        of the brown-eyed girl

        and run, escape, fly

        anything to leave behind

        the heat and the dreams

        that are driving me crazy

      

        

      
        Outside the storm brews

        the heat continues

        the brown eyed girl sleeps

      

        

      
        I lie back in sweat
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