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| called you up

| called you up in the pouring rain

From Kyoto. | am not a seasoned traveller.

Perhaps like Caulfield | was feeling lonesome.
Standing in the phonebooth with water to my knees,
thinking these brogues are ruined

tipping coins into the slot with wet, shaking hands
dropping quarters which then sink,
you never answer anyway.

| have called you up so many times

from so many different places

but you ignore me.

| should let it go. It’s been too long.

If she doesn’t want to talk about it don’t
talk about it. | think we should talk about it.

Outside, the crowded streets but the noodle
bars are empty;
an endless smear of neon runs like mascara

God, the people in this place.

| turn to block them out

but the glass is 360

| could wind in circles like this

until the cord like an umbilical

cord wraps around my neck

and before you answer | would drown prematurely
in these flood waters.

Rings and rings, and disconnects: Operator,
the lines are down, and I’m a traitor,

a traitor to a beautiful cause.

James - Don’t Wait That Long.

| called you up. It was the middle of summer.

From Paris. There were people dying in the streets.
You had your new iPhone on. | can see you

even now, walking from room to room

an open gown, the sheer silk curtains

blowing gently in the breeze while outside

in the street old people fall onto their icecream.



| stand there, watching children playing in the dried up fountain
marbles that melt like glue; tires that grip in the wet

Shot of baby strapped in backseat — Radiohead:

Fitter, Happier (more productive...)

How many times can | do this?

You’ve kept me wanting for so many years
from so many abandoned spaces

Fertile made sterile

And still this desire.

| can still see your face as we made our goodbyes,
And | won'’t give up, | will keep trying

to get back through to you,

to your Voicemall,

Just to hear the sound of your voice

As you hang up.

As the forests turn into tinder

As the birds fall like lightning from the sky,
As the oceans themselves

begin to burn.



Exit Ahead. Push Trolley Now

blister pack chemical toilet software crack
space junk donor fatigue dance party
donkey kong davis cup tequila sunrise
strobe light / epileptic fit disco king
super mario animal protein safety match
spiritual advisor / personal trainer
morning glory communist manifesto
rebel army drone strike / vegan menu
emission filter james bond derivative
investment portfolio risk assessment
manager / jesuschrist saviour

Exit Ahead. Push Trolley Now.

| don't want to listen to your dog or your siren

| don't want to argue with you politely on the road,
| don't want to wind my window down

and give you directions.

| don't want to listen to your religious your
political assumptions, and nod, and entertain
notions of my own. | don't want

to meet you at the supermarket,

or bump into you at the library,

and | don't want to look your wife up at parties,
or teach your children karate, your

daughter's language lessons in the dark

Exit ahead. Push Trolley Now.

It's the old cliché

the 3AM 9mm headscratch

The last chance saloon/ sedan/ SUV
vehicle finance misappropriation scheme.

The something wrong with everyone argument
as we shield our eyes from the sun
and put our bathing suits on

and jump in the waters of El Nino

and snorkel the wrecks of old family homesteads
that have become the new reefs in the absence
of all corals



Exit ahead. Push Trolley --- Now

Delayed Flight --- Domestic
Terminus --- Terminal
llIness

long range

ballistic missile screen tests

taliban terrorists algaeda terrorists
isis terrorists bokoharam terrorists

Brexit Ahead. Push Trolley Now.

Floating headfirst down the sewers of your past
all you can see is the light at the end of the barrel
and the generals shoot their pistols in the air

and the race begins

| don't want to meet you under all this neon
| would rather pull my collar up

against the acid rain / shrug off this malaise
in the air conditioned hotel room turn

on the television / watch the earthquake.

exit ahead / push trolley now

dysentery warhead global curse mathematical milkshake
united nations poster child commodity handjob german
luxury crocodile riptide razorwire enclosure thermonuclear

dynamic relationship hotdog microwave headset radical
newspaper discount coupon random number diesel
theory germ warfare generator malfunction celebrity

meltdown popcorn commercial cocacola society
cosmic rayban retinal regurgitator septic antitank
missile lock and load and lock

and exit ahead push trolley now
Diamonds are for everyone. the revolution has begun

On the knees of our philandering presidents
we fail to ask to see their hands at all times
and the tricks up their sleeves

the tricks of the trade

are to smile when the flash

lights up the northern hemisphere smile



in the blistering heat as dead children
pile up like wars

where machine gun angels
hammer out stars

in a glistening silence

that rules like vice

meaningless epiphanies splashed across
frontpages, obscure obituaries

jesus peterbuilt headstones

category 5 bullshit

global roughhouse corporations
lambs to the laughter

the heat sink

the weather forecast

Reality TV

the whole liberal fucking roadshow
an endless phantasmagoria

of instant gratification monkeys

on the tired and soiled social media
mattresses of our lives

churning out the collective loves
of shakespeare as a succession
of toothless hoary whores

Exit Ahead. Push



| wrote a poem on social media but nobody liked it

It was a post modern moment of a regurgitated soul but

| wrote a poem on social media and nobody liked it. | spent
the whole day ticking everybody's status boxes but when | sat
down to write something seemingly significant and deliberately
poignant nobody gave a fuck -

On a level that makes me feel particularly small and insignificant
almost as if none of this is real and we are all simply staring blindly
into space through our desktop plasma screens our liquid crystal
OLED phone screens our smart tablet touchscreens at a world
that doesn't exist beyond duckfaces and viral memes and
facebook events that nobody attends -

I'm trying very hard to get over myself in the light of more pressing
issues scrolling briefly through my newsfeed - the endless death of
the bees from neonicothinoid pesticides produced by BAYER and
SYNGENTA - the Giant Specific Rubbish Heap that is getting more
and more specific with every plastic bag gadget and trinket we
purchase as part of our ongoing role as modern consumers

for the petroleum meta-industry that rules the world

from The Vatican (where the second species lives

with elongated skulls hidden beneath their mitres) -

All the while trying to write a poem on social media without
the NSA getting in the way and subverting my thoughts

and planting terrorist subplots in my small business model
airplane so they can completely undermine my integrity

in the light of greater issues of more permanent importance -
like fracking and burning water and earthquake lights

in California like unmapped asteroids hiding behind the sun
like water on the moons of Jupiter or in the rings of Saturn
that we will never mine no matter how many science

fiction writers we shoot towards the moon -

And | wrote a poem on social media but all the comments
went suddenly missing like Malaysian Airlines flight MH370
that warped between cartesian planes astride the dreams
of Tesla who once upon a time powered the whole wide
world on a facebook that doesn't require Shares to run -

And | wrote with my tongue in both my cheeks like broken
teeth about bankrolled bullies who brought the skyscrapers
down in Iceland and Scotland and Greece and ltaly

and Spanish Omelettes - And | wrote about disease in
Africa and multidrugresistantbacteria and our love



for antibiotics like skopas popcorn - And | wrote about
NATO encircling Russia like a swarm of tsetsiflies

and Nuclear Lullabies and lies, lies, lies - And | wrote

and | wrote and | wrote and nobody liked a fucking thing -

It was almost as if | was born too soon, having spent my
youth hunkered over dirty chunky 386 keyboards before
the internet was cool, gritty and sweaty and irreconcilable
and unshaven and full of godforsaken angst living the
miserable life of a true to jesus geek before guys

with beards came along -

Maybe they don't like the poem | wrote on social media
because | don't confess to owning a social consciousness
or a finger on the pulse or a finger up your ass every time
you jump up and post a selfie on Instagram -

Maybe it's because | don't give a fuck who did what at
The Cannes | simply wait to download all the xvids (oops!)

Maybe it's all beyond me and | wrote a poem on social
media and nobody even opened the note because I'm
simply not as cool or relevant as Jay-Z or JZ or Jimmy
fucking Kevin Carter Casper Patrols | lived in a
basement playing 8-bit video games | was never
fuckingpopular and now all of a sudden | expect

a round of applause for merely plugging in

and smiling in your general miserable

direction -

It's entirely possible that | wrote a poem on social media and nobody liked it.
In retrospect this would not be the first time I've supplicated myself before the
footstool pedestal of your magnanimous veneration only to find blankstares
and dissonance while the world outside rots to shit. This would not be the first
time the carbon monoxide emissions have gone to my head

while your omissions go straight to my fucking heart -

In retrospect | fell hopelessly in love with all of you the moment that first
email was sent and CIA agents highfived their genius selves in some secret
bunker where ['ve been living ever since - a misshapen gollum struggling to
grab onto an unnameable unfathomable unimpressionable precious that kills
kills kills without ever giving anything back - And | wrote, after all that

A poem on social media and nobody liked it but that's OK

here's a picture of a cat



Paper boat

people lived in caves

people looked out the mouth and the eyes
people thought the moon was a hole in the sky
but the sun was actually a bathplug

holding the water on the outside

here comes the rain
people constantly thinking in raincoats

if he had clever hands he would fold a paper boat rather

people floated on the august wind
like an assortment of winter leaves
hung in the gutter waiting for spring
people blew along the surface

life was golden
life was fallen red and yellow

people lived in cars

the road shone as if covered with tiny bits of glass

the road was covered with tiny bits of glass

behind the glass there were tiny bits of road going other places

he thought he saw people
out the window of a bus
but they were just people outside the window of a bus

and if he had clever hands he would still fold a paper boat rather
he would put tar all on the outside

people came and went as if nothing had happened
people came and went

people come and go

nothing happens

that seems to be the best of it



Used Vehicles

Traffic takes me back to the days when there were less vehicles
and people stayed indoors more, relied on natural timing to put
in an appearance when it was absolutely necessary, and then get
done by a mammoth on a routine hunting expedition,

Your fifteen minutes of fame cut short by a sudden juddering
feeling, straight through and out...

nobody stopped to watch. Those there dug a hole

offered your meat to strange gods, ate what little was left,
grew the wings of giant birds in slight lit caves

and opened small businesses

after having found the ocean brave with dead men’s dreams
and a land unconquered beyond the reach of any King

we grew soft and lazy, fat and slowly

towering achievement on top of achievement, paving cities
of gold out of circles of power, of pain and punishment

wrapping men in leopard skin, tagging them cold, humourless
marking them fit for war, placing them in the line of fire

then measuring it from point of impact to grave.

Those of them as were not wounded we tried to save all

our failures reflect a willingness to learn to keep

on mass producing these weapons of self destruction.

Somewhere along the line even the Manson family could
give us a Jesus Christ. Lost half-way between Bliss and
Oblivion in a used ford the options are endless

down a narrow road desert skirts the dirt lane, Reality is

a concurring nightmare, the devil’s accident without Re Call.

Ilve been Dreaming in cactus, walking for miles without a soul



6 Billion Copies Sold

western Sectretarian —Global vegetarian hunters
corner the cold start consumers

Forcing beef down their throat,

all along the roadside, virile as weed,

thinking everything we need comes as we breed
while we fill the land with our bones

fill all the rooms of our homes with hungry kids
collateral damage tomorrows message is a many
headed monster — screaming to feed,

6 billion copies sold and none the wiser, all told

Western Desertation, market floods regurgitates
yesterday’s aggravating social failures, so we can
learn how not to miss the smallest vice — sticker
on a different price and call it similar but better

make it cheaper, breakable, instantly replaceable
useless, nonredeemable, cash sale no refundable

the instant necessities that mirror our intensities
transient & mal-content, carbon-dated for your
convenience, endless choice with out relent, see
below for sell-by date,

6 billion copies Sold of late — 6 plastic remedies
arranged on your Silver platter — 18 Carat plate,
wringing reeds off from the waters — sifting salt
off of the plane, the Desert is this very place we
will one day reign each a special snowcone each
with Storms to sell, measured out in paper cups
that on their own don’t sell too well,

6 billion copies & climbing leatherbound bodies
to the point of the pyre where gasoline fumes a
highway on ruins — across clear skies of another
day clouded under blind resourceful eyes of wel
come strangers, baring their souls for minimum
wages walking the path of consummate
saintliness, martyred to the modern veil

of mayhem - fearlessly followed

(for unattainable reasons...)

6 billion copies sold during open human season



other peoples music

-listen up shut up- this heres for the rest of us

the 7and1/2billion of us, rollingaround in slimcat alley
sucking the fatscum off the ribbedconcrete sewergrates
this heres my latest tune / my most important update
my one last swandance amongst the pigeons

with their tails up, and their pigeontoed whores
looking on whitely, winely, brazenlyfuckdup

across the hemispheres rotund - you dig?

dig the master mashup? dig the cortex of

sound wound round your gooseneck throat?

dig the dogeared vandals of your fortyfoot float
listing away on the eldertides/ carrying all your
jesuses out to sea; in swillage, in garbage,

in plastic fruitcakes and minceonion manacles,

and we leave those fuckers to drown hoho!

we leave them to sink to the bottom of the beaches,
where all the beaches were, where the whalessing
padre, where the whales sing for your harness

your safetycambelt fulllength feature down

the untoted roads of our collective upbringing-

just a light rinse of vomit through your gills

then ur into the clear, my son- my light-

my last vestige of cleangreendetergent

just one last fucking fling at the sun and then
you can take me home to sleep it off like a raven.

all our dressings are blessed
in blood

in cankers

in fools with their teethkicked
out; all our hopes are flooded
with wonder

with sails used to moor

the dead to their north
pointing poles,

and to wrap the living in
carhorn alarmbell eggshell
white white white white white ...



hanging along the margins of dawn,
there are seventy ripped skeletons,
with their muscles sinew stripped
by the hunched black crows
hanging along the margins and the
crown; there are and there are
histories and theories and elegies
and clowns-

Not without this night | could pace across the desert
and eat the worms out of your ears my dears, not
without all your clinging forms and diseased boreholes
could | build castles out of bullshit- factories out of lies,
and without colliding stars | could leaven out your mind
heave your carcass across the line, dragging you
every inch of this way and guided blindly

by other peoples music



Global Village Idiot

Tech Tock

seems to me we're out of luck. Out of time. and Out of date.
Clearly, | heard calling from the rooftops. through the
satellite dishes, through the marshall amps,

unanimous calls for a reset. Back to the stone age. back to
the copperwire age. back to the telephonic ringtones

of the soul

The best things in life are deepfried

gemstones. The ones in smart

gadgets. Life affirming affirmations. Not even facebook.
The next facebook. The facebook of robot lovers

and cartesian soldiers. the dynamite magnates,

the overlords, the geniuses behind the sellout.

I've been meaning to talk to you about this. but | ran out of airtime.
it’s a figure of speech in a new kind of language.

| got tickets to the sellout, | picked them up for a steal.

everything you will ever want now has to be downloaded

from amazon rainforest. from the Google Jungle.

using your genetic makeup applied without the help

of laboratory animals. Who are dead. As God is dead.

as democracy is dead. they all died

in the sellout.

It was a global redcarpet auction event attended not only by the rich

and the famous. but by every living being with a coded stub,

hooked into their heart at birth. planted there by extraterrestrial monkeys.
like in the movies. | was there. | took pictures for the papers.

with a graphite pen stole your hearts, and sold all the stubs for peanuts.
what else could | do?

They are coming. and we are out of time.

Out of luck. And out of date.

| looked up on the Internet. Saw all the stars had turned to dust
Around a giant masquerading wheel of flame. every metal petal.
every plastic vase in which our dreams were cast, are dashed.
shattered into a handful of magnetic flares that lead the ever
hopeful on - global village idiots carving out their plans

in biomass. in scree. along indecipherable journeys

between points that cannot join. You cannot join the sellout.

All the tickets are dead.



