 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

        

        

The Spider’s Tongue

By J G Barrett

 

Poems Written 1991-2000
 

Dedicated to Erika and Silas Chotai.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“L’enfer ne peut attaquer les paiens”

                                                                                                        Arthur Rimbaud.

 

 

 

 

 

“A physical shortcoming could produce a kind of mental excess. The process, it seemed was reversible. Mental excess could produce for it’s own purpose, the voluntary blindness and deafness of deliberate solitude, the artificial impotence of asceticism.”

                                                                                       Aldous Huxley “Brave New World”.

 

 

 

 

“I am an estuary into the sea

I am a wave of the ocean

I am the sound of the sea

I am a powerful ox

I am the hawk on the cliff

I am a dewdrop in the sun

I am a plant of beauty

I am a boar for valour
I am a salmon in a pool

I am a lake in a plain

I am the strength of art.”

Song of Amergin 

4th Century B.C.

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The aggregate of consciousness is the basis of everything”

                                                                                          Geshe Gedun Lodro.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Accentuate the invisible (as so music is rising). 

We shall again dine upon fine cloth, upon dreams.

Visions give a sepia ocean taken down to wonderful.

Gather me with all my parts in blue.

 

How death has taught to see the portions, 

Missing or taken away as time will always be,

A razor blade to beauty and darkness,

Kept with the sense and allure of sex.

 

Smooth black was the case, 

Cradled seeds filled my eyes. 

Fall and cracked between the toes, 

Opening upon our own dirt pathways. 

Traveled in not so much a journey 

As an evacuation or flight.

Have we not all been refugees? 

At least for one moment within 

A lifetime.

 

An unspoken secret was planted at the beginning. 

An energy or trust with a feeling of the ever watching.

Heard as the sound of grass growing or storm center.

Still so never silent it may come as a mirror or idea.

Without a witness there would remain light as form.

As lost there would always be as much to hold on to.

Love may be the answer but darkness was the question.

 

 

 

 

 

HAMMER STRIP (Alesia in Rigor Mortis)

 

Cooked brain crowded within its cave,

Carved ivory box rounded by time,

Yellow strong and stung with feeling.

Numb through the sensations waking, 

Knowing cascade of this velvet that pools

In every crevice stops gathers and jumps,

With such forms we live.

 

They have pushed the seed into the crack.  

And now wait for life to tear asunder, 

That which was so created dead.

Split such cold straight structures, 

With green woody loom of forest and night.

      

Her teeth rip$$$$$$$€€€€€€€€€££££££

£££%%%%%%%% My city body$$$$$$$$$

$££££££££££££€€€€€€€€€$$$$$$Apart.

 

I am spat across this planet as a pod or downy husk,

A pip smeared into the web of life between deaths.

The rich humus fetid wet field soaked with a smoke 

Of possibilities so bound up in orbits, spectrum,

And experience.

 

You are stuck in traffic with the road as a wound.

Nothing happens here that did not happen yesterday.

Perhaps a map will tell you where you are. 

Or maybe a light will help you see the sun.

                                                                                                                                           

In a time when lions walked upright,

The first fear was born in the soul it was

Something that resembled mirrors moving.

So giving us a taste of separation with

Such chances to speculate upon our own.

      

We became lost in the reflection.

Moving deeper into an interior without end.

Tradition became a dam that mocked us,

Preventing sweet release into moonlit sea.

 

 Now I with all so bow, 

Before these idols of our own creation,

Such is pornography of the soul.

Within there is sadness. 

As cold as blood soaked sand in an autumn creek bed.

Lost as a forest fairy that has mislaid her wings.

 

Those dead are not the only ghosts.

Some living walk in skeletal robes,

Dark their eyes cry out for resting,

Seeking a join upon the plain.

 

One day I will be shooting out that door.

Gas left high, phone ringing, nothing on but a smile.

 

      The strip proceeds before me

      Neighborhood silent in funerary.

      White paper strung from trees.

 

 

 

                                                    

                                                                                                                          For Alesia L.

                                                                                                                          1975-1997

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I have tasted exquisite poisons.

Now it has come down 

To hours, seconds, minutes, moments.

 

A seagull over the city circles, 

A cement landfill without space to stand.

I descend into tunnels, beneath. 

Catch trains to the warp of techno music.

 

As strangers we shared some street this afternoon.

A time wounded with your unknown years. 

Wondering about ideas and motivations behind faces, 

A guess is as good as anywhere in imagination.

Have you seen the size of this room?

 

If air is necessary we have a machine for that. 

Seeds do not need to be grown in steel 

For this there are shops.

A product taken without payment 

Deprives another of a job we need.

Therefore stay at home and steal.

Making each end of the scale happy.

 

Eye can’t stand the taste of metal in my mouth no longer. 
Wondering how many died by the waterside this weekend? 
Blood between statistics, excuses, so strain the eyes

Over headlines “What is Making Australia So Gloomy?”

I called information and they just gave me 

“The Good Living Weekend Getaway Guide”.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Seeing a picture of Patti Smith waiting upon train platform, poetry in hand. Scarf wrapped around thin shoulders. Nineteen seventy-three. Nose pierced, makeup made. She looked like she was really going somewhere. Could be a grandmother now.

It is still raining in every city in the western world. An Australian Cement truck drags another load of fill to the next apartment block box devalument. I think about Patti and the words “Please Kill Me!”

I take the gift from it’s wrapping and placing it within a visible location attempting to assess it’s worth. After some time I decide I have been cheated. Taking the object I hurl it into the street. It smashes in the gutter; a heavy flow of water carries the shattered pieces away. Soon I have forgotten what the present was and feel foolish.

“ If you are counting numbers you can put me on it.” The old man laughed as he walks, stained trousers and loose false teeth rattling deep within his whiskered white and sagging flesh. The rain slowed him a little and the supermarket was still far away. Is it possible to weave bandages into a sail? Make a stretcher into a rocket ship? Now the gift is gone, it’s true nature forgotten; we may only speak about the stories, about how much we once had.

Still the train must have come eventually or is the shadow of Patti Smith’s presence still standing there at Times Square Station next to the million new nose rings (when individuality becomes fashion). Perhaps the vision we need to read between the lines is as footprints in the snow, as a fractal nude descending a staircase. Everything is always happening at any one moment and we only get the outlines.

The old man with the rattly head and punk poetess Patti Smith are now walking towards me in the rain. Arm in arm. There is no sign of the train.

 

 

                                                                     Newtown, Sydney. September 1997 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Brisbane Poem Black.

 

The smell of a tropical city,

Timber houses leaning in rows,

Spices, flowers, and sweat.

In streets always slower 

Than they sound to be.

 

Raffia, bamboo, dugong tattoo,

Girls wrapped in the colours carried

By animals which once lived here.

I proceed from my own shadow,

Determined not to stand in space.

 

Rivers are the place of philosophers,

Harbours embarkations plans real.

So in shallows eye watch from windows,

Determined to meet someone I know.

But this meeting happened years ago.

These friends are now buried in their lives. 

 While I still wander without shoes and alone.

 

Life when well fed is always groovy.

In this northern capital citizens all,

Wait for the coastline to change.

Make lists of possessions and ambitions,

Take aim at the water and fire!

 

Again in the malls there are stumbling black 

Men bumming smokes mumbling to themselves. 

In the history of images there are weeping

Figures moving by moonlight gathering 

In dry creek beds cutting the flesh

With shells rubbing ash into slash wounds.

 

Ever unhealed.

 

 

                                                                                                  

 Brisbane 1994
 

   
The Fern (A History)

This is a long open crazed letter to the world I left behind, an assemblage of recollections, failed facts, and delusions. Thrown upon the wall for all, like fried eggs, the eyes of your mother when you left home, that same tune you remember from all those years ago.

Our house looked like a wooden ship long run aground. The lower decks silted up and stuck fast in the earth. A crew of tattooed white nomads of soul had moved in. Hair every colour of the rainbow, fleshy bits pierced, and always curious to pick through any unattended pile; rubbish or recycle, silo or asylum. They would occasionally awake to find strangers sleeping in the basement cellar spaces. These homeless or travelling folk would usually be given tea and porridge before they jumped back over the fence into the world beyond. Once a wine merchants premises, three huge brick barrels made up the ground floor, and each opened out onto the tiny ‘backyard’ which was being composted from day one; vegetables drawn from cement. The middle and main story was four large rooms with a veranda running along three. Sculptures of twisted metal, bone, plastic, feathers, artificial limbs, and torsos, crazy flags and banners hung from the railing, tumbling down into the garden where a two meter dragon with leather wings and rotating blades for a head presided over a collection of urban jungle and classical forms. In the rooms above lived a various individuals over time, but that was usually the first thing they forgot.

I came to live in Redfern, inner city Sydney, one day, some day; I can’t remember the first day. I remember I was frightened by it long before I ever saw it. That same thing (brainwashing?) that you laugh at today when you tell people your suburb, and they go quiet and then ask; “Is it dangerous”?

“I like it because the hype keeps the tourists, fashion clowns, and yuppies away”, I’d say. The thing I liked about it the most was the feel of community, the spirit of the suburb, which spread an almost equal distance from the railway station in all directions but west. Opposite the station beats the real heart of Redfern, “The Block”, for this is Aboriginal (Koori) land.
Australia has existed for only a short time. Before white people named and claimed, tied her up and robbed her, she was a living, breathing entity. The spirit of the Aboriginal people is not dead and life in Redfern was evident of this. This was one step out of Babylon, community where people don’t pretend to be nice, either they are or you know about it fast. Sure, there was a lot of drugs, and a bit of violence, but we lived in a state of psychological siege with the TV. telling you what you’ve got to believe. As always the thing that everybody wants is plastic and covered in fingers, and the only way you can be a man is if you buy a house and have a retirement plan. Fuck the Brady Bunch family values.

                 

So let me tell you some things of The Fern. Our house was found by Bern whilst looking at a possible squat site across the road. It was a tumbled down triple story plaster and timber terrace in the middle of the city (with a secret garden) for rent. It was taken immediately as the deficit was growing for low cost accommodation and production space for artists in inner city Sydney. A month before ten years of tradition had ended with the eviction and demolition of 134 Campbell Street, Darlinghurst.  This had been a madhouse of creativity and alternative culture with strong links to the National Art School just across Taylor Square.  The so-called gentrification of Darlinghurst was ploughing ahead. The way The Glebe and Balmain had gone in the 1970’s and early 1980’s was happening to Darlinghurst, Newtown, and Chippendale in the 1990’s. At this same time “Cyberspace Studios” in Glebe, home at one stage to 80 artists was going through the eviction process. For a while in 1994 it seemed that everyone who was not prepared to prescribe to the normality of experts in Central Sydney was retreating to Redfern.
In Regent Street was to be found “The Golden Ox”, once a restaurant, now a venue for everything from Koori bands to trance techno parties. It was also home to many, some long, some short term. In the next block Renwick Street provided the public with Airspace Studios, Sylvester Studios, and The Punos Warehouse.  A combined living space for as many as 50 artists this was also perhaps the busiest street in Redfern. Airspace contained a large warehouse style gallery with different exhibitions and performances every month. It was managed by one who went by the name of P.C.D-23, a long time resident of “Cyberspace Studios” in Glebe. Both Airspace and Sylvester Studios were situated in a former meat works factory providing vast combined living and studio space for artists, and both were always full to capacity during their relatively long history.  The Punos Warehouse was home to the Punos design team who constructed environments for techno parties, and the interior of their warehouse was testament to their abilities. A huge dragon and a fly at the entrance leading to a space filled with all manner of objects floating and flying. Punos worked a lot with the famous “Vibe Tribe” sound system in 1994-95, which ended a glorious career in a police provoked riot at a party at the Sydney Park brick kilns in late 1995. 

At the city end of Renwick Street on the intersection of Regent and Cleveland Streets was the Artspace Gallery and performance space. Not to be confused with the recently government conspired Artspace in Wooloomaloo, which was created from the building occupied by “The Gunnery”, Sydney’s most famous artist run space. Around the corner was 2 George Street, a 6-floor terrace house occupied by many of the Vibe Tribe organizers (situated next door to the Independent Commission Against Corruption –ICAC-and as a result under 24 hour video surveillance). It was at one time the home of 30 adults, several dogs and a few children. Across the park from George Street, following the eviction of Glebe’s “Cyberspace”, was the 5 floors of “The Sydney Sculpture Studios”, the unpredictable child of the unusual Kevin Sullivan.  About 40 people lived in the warehouse building, engaging in activities ranging from music to sculpture, drug dealing and party planning. Next door to the sculpture studios was one of the few squats in Redfern, occupied by about 10 punks they made use of the facilities at the Studios for water, eating, and toilets. At the other end of the street at 186 George Street, a crowded terrace house and the city base for many techno style travellers, with around 40 of them crowded into the three floors for weeks at a time.  Around the corner on Redfern Street could be found 140a Redfern Street, a large warehouse space and home to many over almost 15 years. Heading east down Redfern Street brings one to 120a Redfern Street, a somewhat typical home for about 25 travellers and wise fools from 1994-98. Some of us worked a little bit. In fact at most times the house (3-8 occupants at any one time) was funded by Roy Morgan Market Research (to this day I hate telephones), and the Department of Social Security (bless the memory). Everyone wanted to spend as much time dreaming as possible, and did not worry too much about money. We were living on the almost dead, kissing the carcass, and taking from the old what we needed to build our own fragile reality. Somehow it suited the time and the place. This rekindled philosophy of the hippy aesthetic given a punk attitude. Often labelled as “Ferals”, it was more than just a fashion for many who embraced this understanding. Lacking the nihilism of the European so called  “New Age Travellers” (“Not in this age, not in any age”: John Major), much angrier than the hippies ever were, and determined to breed and build a micro-society, unlike the short lived, do or die punk movement. Excess was the enemy and transcendence was the goal of many.  However, as always with humans the ideal often falls short in practice, and the pressures against any self-directed autonomous zone are many.  

The top level of our house was a single grand bedroom with cracked plaster ceiling, two arched windows in each opposite facing walls, a fireplace at one end. It was like living in a tower. When I came to the house the tower was occupied by Severin, who began his day much later than most usually in the area of high noon or sunset. Severin’s public life consisted of, among other things, the “Erotometre”. A device comprising voltammeter and frequency generator, with a needle through the penis of each male (Severin and friend), they became a naked switch in a high pitch electrical storm of tongues and fingers, touching and rubbing. Severin also performed telephone research at “The Morgue” (Roy Morgan Research) but said it was far below his intelligence (this was true of everyone working there except perhaps administration). Severin also had a liking for drugs and through him most of the house supply flowed in the early days. Music also flowed from Severin when he was conscious enough to deal with it. He once lost his eyesight to infection for several days and had to be led blindfolded about the house by Kieran. Below Severin’s chamber was the velvet cave of Bernadette, a witch and sorceress of the highest spirit. It was she, Burn-Ya-Debts who found the house along with Kieran, and the famous Lebanese/Australian wild poet of the Snowy Mountains, Riesh. When this story began Burn made statues and told stories. She was drawing and painting, a poet and student at the National Art School.

The kitchen was the heart of the house. A large round table, dozens of flowers in dried arrangements hung from the ceiling. Stove was quick to cook with cupboards full of spice and fruit, vegetables, and soy products (may the gods bless the bean). Many chairs, a stereophonic cassette-playing machine, and chai made to order. Famous for it’s wall of obituaries including Andy Warhol, Vincent Price, Sterling Morrison, Brett Whitley, Tracy Pew, Kurt Cobain, Nico, Frank Zappa, Salvador Dali, River Phoenix, Kurt Wolf, and more always to come.

From the kitchen a long hall went passed a bathroom with some tales to tell, and many seashells scattered. Then a small painting studio occupied by the occupier of the room at the end of the hall. Kieran was in love at this time and shared her room of ancient objects and beautiful cloth with an intense young artist by the name of Daniel. Together they danced love for a time, made art in every movement, took to walking in parks, making forward in each other’s eyes. This was that moment you find your whole life out in front of you.

I moved my possessions and myself into the house on Redfern Street on the 5th March 1995. I celebrated my 26th birthday and slept under the kitchen table that first night, waiting for Severin to vacate his room in the tower. For the first month I slept in the tiny lounge room, which was originally part of the kitchen, so I awoke to the sound of coffee being made, and sleeping in was never an option. There seemed to be a kindness with this culture that I had never found before, particularly among males. It accepted all selves and expected a mutual respect not found in reasons but only in exploration. It was a turning point in every sense of the words.  With any freedom there are dangers and perhaps the greatest fall to be had in the inner city jungle was the Hammer.  For some reason heroin was (and still is) incredibly easy in Australia: easy to find, easy to buy (as in cheap), and easy to enjoy- perhaps it is the climate. So with the beauty, the art, the exploration, and with the experiences came The Sleepy Sex Death.  

A man in an American overcoat tried to sell me the evening star on the street corner near my home. I laughed and skipped away, knowing I had a piece of my own, shared with friends, reflected in everybody’s eyes. Our smiles encircled the glow as we talked about heroin, having some, and giggled like naughty children. Running down inner-city back streets with a shopping trolley filled with found things. Getting pinned was part of the adventure and sometimes people got stuck there. “Veins are sore today”, early morning in a kitchen filled with bright yellow sunlight, steam from coffee, sweet rice and cinnamon. In 1995 the National Art School was in threat of ‘rationalization’ by faceless beauracrats unless the staff, students, and friends of the school could influence the decision makers. We in our corner of the urban sprawl decided to assist and at a rally in Martin Place we ‘performed’ on the back of a Dodge flatbed truck. So was born ‘Senseless’, a floating collection of performers, artists, musicians, poets, and attention seekers. Fuelled by belief in existential coincidence, redundant technology, and cannabis, ‘Senseless’ would undertake a variety of acts and demonstrations in numerous settings over an eventful twelve months.

Sound sculpture and the collective subconscious were the seeds of the group consisting of a core of three people and involving many. The large steel sculptures included a 50 strings box harp suspended from the ceiling, the size of a coffee table and weighing about 120 kg. Also three round steel bells a meter in diameter and weighing 100kg each, and a single string upright base that sounded like a compressor pedal from hell. Combined with films, tape loops, poetry, lighting effects, fire, costumes, dancing, and a sense of ritual. A variety of reactions were received when we committed an act.  Performances were made at the Sydney College of Fine Arts, Sydney College of Art, The Metro Theatre, Airspace Gallery, King George’s Hall in Newtown, and for the art terrorist organization ‘Brainwash’. Throughout 1995 there were 12 public performances made and in 1996 the group began to engage in a more private exploration of sound. Following the suicide of one of the major contributors in early 1997 the original group disbanded.

By 1997 things in Redfern were beginning to noticeable change as well. A deal had been done between a few powerful government appointed individuals in the Aboriginal community and the South Sydney City Council. The aim seemed to disband and scatter the residents of The Block (“Divide and conquer”, served the British invaders well and is still employed in black-white relations in Australia), and then reclaim the real estate. The police presence in Redfern also began to give the area a feeling of siege or open warfare. The harassment and strong-arm tactics from law enforcement included ten police marching up and down Everleigh Street (the main street of The Block) in full riot gear and then getting back in the van and driving away, daily for about two weeks. Street strip searches were almost a daily occurrence, and despite a police station being set up in the train station, heroin was still being sold openly only meters away. Also one night some person or persons unknown emptied a machine gun into the doorway of a female aboriginal elder’s house (the council of elders opposed the relocation of the 800 residents of The Block).  By mid 1998 the atmosphere in the area was degenerating into violence and resentment. Nothing was being done to improve the living conditions of Block residents and no policy of prevention or harm minimization was attempted in regards to the flow of heroin into the suburb. A needle exchange program consisted of simple handing out hundreds of syringes each day without any support, counselling or care offered or available.  Most of the artist run spaces in Redfern had been evicted and demolished by the end of 1997, and the process of ‘gentrification’ was well and truly underway. Throughout 1997-98 Redfern was the subject of several ‘shame’ articles in the tabloid press, and real life ‘shock T-V’ programs. The traders of the Redfern Street clothing factory seconds shops began to notice a drop in trade at this time and many were forced to close by early 1999. Real estate speculation was not suffering however and the first million-dollar terrace house in Redfern (Pitt Street) sold at auction in mid-1997. The café culture also began to establish itself in Redfern and Regent Street, although they did not yet open at night when the windows were covered with very heavy security grates. 

[Now it is the fabled year 2000 and although I chose to no longer live in Sydney, I hear from friends that what was once the ‘Emerald City’ is well on it’s way to becoming the little Los Angeles of the South Pacific. The Olympic Games is the stamp of approval given by big business on what always had been a corrupt city, and although the place will always be special to me I don’t believe I will be back in Redfern for a long time to come.  The artists and musicians have gone elsewhere, and for them there will always be another place to make dreams real. For the original inhabitants of Australia and what was Australia’s only inner-city Aboriginal controlled community (also incidentally the first land given back by the Whitlam Government in 1972) it is a sad and irreplaceable loss to the hypocrisy and lies of a white Australian government. Once again protecting the interests of a minority of white wealthy Australians.]  

 

                                                                             Sydney, Marrakech, Amsterdam.

1995-1998 

 

      

                                                                              

 

 

 
Tell me has the rain come? Have windows been drawn as eyes closed in sleep? Do animals rest in shelters nervous to the rising pools? Work ceased and words the only thing given to the hour. Is stock gathered in home paddocks as lightning cinders lonely trees outcropped upon ridges, crowned by green black clouds moving as towers, and mountains upon the horizon. Broken boulders reflect the bolts and thunder. Lizards and snakes deep beneath the soil, now rippled by drops heavy and fast.  Radio crackles storm warnings with the land shaken by the tempest as it passes. Men pace verandas waiting for the rough weather to break and gold to bleed across new grass and silent wild flowers.

In the city with streets painted over by rain. Cars moving through the blurred colours catching up a plastic wrapped pedestrian and taking them back to where they came from this morning. Repeated but now a post-impressionist scene, gone the clear cut lines and plain as day sunlight as if the city has taken some drug and sent mad its population. 

                 Rain drips amongst the searchlights, cold and head empty but for sirens. Waiting for the police, hoping they won’t notice us on the street corner. Moving silently down crowded streets in a small procession of three or four. Music making some coins yours and going home to occupied premises, a barricade between you and the world. A friend receives a warning from law office control for playing in the street, threatened with arrest next time. Living in abandoned buildings and at any moment I could die. Somehow childhood comes back to haunt us and we realize the truth of long forgotten dreams. There is only one way of life and that’s your own, there is only one way home and that’s the one you know.

                 A lung found in left luggage. A tongue parcelled and transported across a long time of wondering. An old man wrapped in rags and newspapers crouches in the boarded doorway of an abandoned grocery store, windows blocked and given a skin of graffiti. He is neither away or here, awake nor asleep, but rather life has become a companion that will not leave him, it takes him around the few shelters and soup kitchens he has become familiar with. He has a French accent, an old coat, and no cigarettes. I am still here with the rain my company, and knowing the only difference between black and white is the absence of the other. How long has the fear been gone?

                                                                                           The glass gap has me.

                                                                                                             Gripped by light.

                                                                                                                            Begin the climb.

Four men were led out to the execution ground in prison uniforms. Two shots killed each, convicted of slaughter during war.

 

 

 

 

                                             

 

 

 

 

 

 
With Mask and Zebra Coat.
 

In dreams I have no lips, arms, eyes, legs, or regrets.

In opposition a species has been given space upon earth.

(Breath and prosper).

 

 

Any available sickness will satisfy the time disease.

A badly balanced pendulum, a joke told backwards.

Walking hand in hand down a dark street of my mind.

 

 

In afternoon we put on Zebra coats and dance 

In the garden, nostrils flared at sunset.

Strange synthetic pastimes, 

Occupy high places,

In this pyramid of our desires.

 

 

In sight out

And the gas of dangerous pleasures

Wet lips, soft eyes and again awake 

The mask fastened hard with flesh.

 

 

 

                                                                              

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The sexual factory.

The kiss of steel

Upon the mind.

 

A balance NO LONGER

Held in place by artificial weights.

But rather motion, terrestrial motion,

And the currents of my soul.

Take flight and gather colours 

About this axis of my being.

 

Surely memory is but one strip,

Narrow and of chosen textures,

Given and taken at opportunities,

Understood by none with ownership

Unproven the occupant ignored,

In favour of slavery,

The daily mechanics of dominion

(Fat men laughing in small rooms).

 

I am hallucinogenic.

A problem solved over a long period 

Of no time.

The race HAS NEVER BEEN RUN,

No one could have won.

There is nothing but public space.

A wandering through labyrinths

Of crystal called time whilst awake.

As our heartbeats connect us

To the great golden pulse, 

A garden so large stars hang 

From trees and constellations reflect,

In dew collected upon each blade of grass.

 

                          Gathering this for ownership

                                           Is impossible!

                          Knowing the dimension of infinity

                                           Comes only with feeling!

 

 

 

                                                                              Stockholm

                                                                              September 1998. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Amsterdam is a wasteland.

An apocalypse of plastic cups,

Grey rainwater running,

Down drains which burst,

Into canals; a digestive web,

Wrapped about the town.

A pissed go-go dancer smelling

Of urine, cigarette smoke, and speed.

 

 

He has no penis.

And his eyes have been

Given to the sun. 

Blind he counts the beads, 

Which will set him free.

In the false uniform of excellence, 

I studied this empty window

For years.

 

A winged flower has given

The time, the hour,

Which requires filling. 

Soon ice shall strangle our

Sympathies and leave us

Only with the easy to follow

Instructions……………………

But no game?

 

 

 

                                                          Amsterdam 

                                                          November 1998.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

South-by-South East.

 

Like pushing through paper walls.

Drinking from a well salty with tears.

Eye finds myself again in the field of black flowers.

Sleeping in the rain.

Home but for the permission,

And the duration they call time.

We are all surgeons here.

 

Down upon the shore an old boat starves itself,

Becoming a bleached scratch on a horizon, 

Which is still laughing.

 

Have drumbeats and rations finished?

With pension day at Redfern Post Office,

There comes a slack tension.

On the nod in sweet sunshine.

Their anger is a confused one, 

Of old boxers or beaten dogs.

Easier to hide in the herd than stand up, 

For an extra mouthful.

 

While walking atop the precipice,

I crush white shells in my hands for balance.

Bright coral cutting my feet tells me of the planet.

My mind frightened by how long this wall has been here.

Between the boiling ocean and a dead cement center,

Among the living rocks and clay we make our home.

 

The arrival of true pleasure is never expected,

But remains necessary as hope has never been enough,

To starve off hunger and such dreams die in daylight.

 

 

                                                                              For Australia.

                                                                              Redfern, Sydney.

                                                                              9-12-98 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Endlessnessism (for Brett Whiteley)

 

In the tiny silent celebration of raindrops,

My glass eye confused rips itself forward, 

Into a beaded wall and with this falling, 

The tale is told of a clear colourless vision.

The meaning of that space between flesh and nerve.

 

An execution of mind is planned for yesterday,

So I wait within a field populated by cut-out insects,

Past figures of history and the cast out objects of a city,

Deserted and hating its own inhabitants of love.

 

Despite the instructions and gossip of idle comfort junkies,

It is possible to inhale glass and still feel warmth.

To move amongst a far undersea of electric shapes, 

Starving eyes heavy ink the soft pink fuzz lips 

Of saxophone fish a movement which does not progress  

But seems to hang upon itself.

 

Sometimes of silence he could be. 

Always watching others among the orange glare.

Ragga doll intercostals taunt in nausea violent. 

Waves of muscles rolling in a public vomit.

Bringing again glass from the flesh and leaving, 

A room of sprayed shock staring at the drunken artist, Wiping bits of mirror from his lips,

Hair, 

Coat,

Trousers,

Feet.

 

A pool lies weeping,

      On a floor reflected.

                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Water

 

Our time is torn                                                  

From the pages of an electronic book.

As wings of an insect carry us

Through sound colour and constellations.

 

In the rain trailed breath 

I drag my feet without warning 

Toward a tiny star just beyond

A horizon that is imagined.

 

A wall can be a flower

Can be a toy or distraction 

To light the closed gospel 

Of living without so much as light.

 

Soon magpie geese shall return

Low over wet gray green olive

Land bridges and stone shelves

Shall be broken down into oceans.

 

Again rain will bear witness

To this and the final river run a kiss

Of salt upon a brown muddy tongue

Swamp marsh tide and mangrove.

 

Somewhere back from the beach

The level is rising and provisions being made.

In the city a taste could still linger

Of crystal song sweet sweet water.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Shaved Peach.

 

Flesh hangs in small sacks about the eyes and nose ridge, mouth is loose; two meat plates with white stones ground into bright red gums.

Smile and wait for the door to be opened for you. Knock a second time and hold breath as admittance is gained. There lying on a low bench, dim light, soft cushions, and a gauze clothe over the body. Dead for hours the beauty of a girl is discussed by a small group of crime professionals (police, detectives, coroner, pathologist, photographer). The ghost watches from a roof beam and notices the way they whisper and step slowly around her corpse. Are they afraid she will wake up and there will be no job for them? 

Outside it begins to rain and the girls still working in ‘The Sexy Tea House’ complain, swear, and sigh realizing there will be no more customers tonight. The dead one is carried away with some of the tiny pellets, which tore her meat, peppering the floor as she is lifted. The lead rolls away. They begin searching for a shotgun, maybe sawn off, a weapon now of murder.

I did not know she had left until the next morning when awaking the bed was empty. The police came early to the house, a platform of tin and board balanced above a noodle shop near the harbour. They told me she was dead and asked many questions. I could answer them all even though the faces asking them faded in and out of swirling green, and my anger told me to strike. Luka was a dream, complete flesh, a dark, and tattooed by Ainu when she spent time in the east dancing tables. She read philosophy, drank green melon vodka, wore an eye patch sometimes, and never told me where she came from, not that I ever asked.

Now they told me she was dead. I had nothing else to do; I needed to find out how.

                         (How is why, When is where.)

For the first time the fear came to my mind the morning after the murder. Tracing movements and time back through my mind there was a terrible presence deep within my reasoning. A tumour of doubt, which seemed to smile with razor teeth when touched by my questions. Our possessions arranged about me had begun to decay. An appointment was made over the telephone to identify the body, what better place to begin.

                 It was what was left of her. No look of horror on the face, a dark solder mass in the place of her belly. A small package of jewellery and papers collected at the desk, and note stating that ‘family’ were flying in to collect the remains. I decided I did not need the funeral and said my goodbyes that afternoon over a bottle in the flat. More questions from police and then a slow walk over to the Tea House where fun was still being measured in minutes.

                 From the moment I entered the empty reception area a cool whisper began in my head, in the exact spot mid-way between eyes, spine, and ears, which listened only to the electric hum of air con.

                 “Nice to see you Stiv. If you are thinking of hiring any of these bitches then think again, I’m everywhere these days!”

                 I fell back into a low back chair and felt the touch of my girlfriends ghost all around me. The Ylang Ylang perfume in my nostrils, the sensation of leather against my skin.

                 “We need to talk.”

                 A reception girl was attempting to speak to me in front of my eyes.

                 “Hey Stiv, are you alright? I’m soooo sorry to hear about Luka. Can I get you a drink?”

                 The questions I was going to ask where now gone, and all that came to mind was a whistled folk tune and tiny laughter. I had to leave but in the autopark outside the whistle was still with me.

                 “There is more space between atoms than there are atoms in the universe.”

                 “Blood becomes heavier after it leaves the body.”

                 “ Going into sleep together is the challenge of the material.”

                 On and on, sentences, information and exchanges, it did not stop for three days then I collapsed with sleepers and vodka into dreams filled with paper thin faces, turning walls, and trees which spoke in my head.

                 Awoke and took my time with moving…………..

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                                           Goombungee  1999.

 

 

 

 

 

Amongst the dunes

Wander careful travellers
Only for this moment free,

As technology is forgotten

(But for far away sound).

The world becomes a broken

Ellipse of flat blue green

Beachhead of salty leaves 

Branches blowing dust over mud.

Sunshine blends the few colours

Into light and harmony her voice

Is lost in a vast exercise of space.

 

A few pieces from our game are thrown

Into an ocean which fails to notice.

Only a ghost crab and a seagull 

Share in the intrusion of tiny failings,

And they have no reasons or time.

I harbour nothing in my intentions feeling 

Cradled by this place of still movement.

Sit and listen to the breeze whisper of

Sky sand sea and there is me

Holding on to nothing and wondering about

Beginnings in this land. Where is forgiveness?

Which cannot be touched by mind.

 

 

                                                          South Townsville Beach 1999. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

You Can’t See Purple

 

Watch her breathing,

Sleeping, it is raining.

No sound other than the steady

Roll of water and high end

Of drip prit drip then breath.

Like wind through an underground tunnel,

Subterranean is my guess for so many 

Beautiful things your dreams wetland

Cleared paddocks folded by deep streams

Remnant rainforest where little light enters.

This sound of water over rocks,

A gurgling laughter or bitter hysteria?

But the distinction is lost in life flowing

From no certain point through our cultivations,

Decisions, distractions, symbolic anger, and desire.

 

First I was watching a film.

Men in orange dresses taking people in.

Mental hospital with more staff than patients.

Obvious they were using people to do the work.

Motorised trucks crash into each other,

Then a riot against the control however 

This was expected and we all go back

To the film which did not have an ending.

 

The chemical function of an organism

Is measurable as cause or effect however

Without a result has only the movement of time

Been recovered from the chaos around us.

Faith becomes you and light remains without the eye.

 

 

                                                                               Old Boonjie Camp.

                                                                                                    1999.

 

 

A Spell of Tao.

 

My sister’s bed was always filled with skin,

A boat in black water on a winter’s night.

Regret is damp and contains the seeds of worms.

I drink sorrow, suck it in, and taste the sweet tinge

Of electrical life which brings myself to action.

Through fear all things can be conquered all

Travel can be accomplished through distance.

The need to knowledge is only the turn-style of

Choice, an acrobat without eyes who bends to the 

Touch, take pipes, cushions, a stringed instrument,

Feel the pleasure made thirsty by denial open

This box of desire and throw it’s contents to

The wind, from there you shall be home.

 

Sing the same song sung down the centuries.

From nomad trails hunter pathway to stone drawn 

City temple courtyard, tear the flesh from your eyes.

Make a feeling, it begins inside, and builds into

And without, the delicate alchemy of tensions.

An extension of experience where trade 

Is in the equal currency of self,

Ecstasy and wisdom the landscape

Through which we all wish to travel.

 

Escape from habit and hard fought ideas.

Believe in invisible water and the soul of clouds.

Realise the gaps which come with false action,

And release the need to hold all things.

 

Those features not of mind,

The absolute abandonment of definition,

Into infinite being as a tree may dance,

Or a mountain sing in the uninterrupted 

Expanse of its existence.

        This is a hymn to the goddess.

I am the tie of root to soil.

Stem to leaf is also my limb.

The sap of such my living blood,

And this sunshine gives me sight.

Fires my nerves with a moving planet.

Those songs of birds brings me wings,

To the stream where my flesh is tempered,

With the moisture of sweet water and 

 

Made whole beneath the arc of our sky.

Realm of shadows, realm of shades.

Light comes and fills the night with day bright,

Now dreams are pushed deep as seeds into soil,

Feelings beneath knowledge as our actions are clothed.

It is the space which makes for the opportunity,

For anything full is in need of movement and 

That which is empty can be turned to anything.

So it is not hours which change but attitudes,

For as the moon is always present it takes

Sun to make complete and bring the blade to life.

Let all realize the peace of knowing surrender.

The vision has no viewer. The way has already been made.

 

 

 

For Baba Ram Das, 1999                                                                      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Smallest Room.

 

The low love

That is vulnerability,

Which makes waiting rooms

Pleasant places to be.

Us together like wrought iron,

Twisted about a creeping rose,

Or the structure of thought; hot,

In a glowing emotional lava bed.

 

Small rooms and badly kept secrets,

Food prepared with enjoyment in mind,

Not nourishment but the comfort of company.

Of one as lock and key come together.

We have been through sky, land, and sea

Reaching each other with the inevitability 

Of the office set pendulum click click

Click, I feel fingers about mine warm strong.

The forest of personality has places without light.

In love there is some death, a little chaos 

And the madness which is not yet illegal.

This could so easily a recipe for 

World peace and the discontinuity of all order.

 

I believe the stars are in love.

It is this which pushes them

About our tiny eyes.

When they touch

The universe gives birth.

 

She still at my side

I need not to move,

To capture some of her atmosphere,

For I am caught.

 

 

                                                                            For Erika Indira Chotai.

        September 1999.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Make my living

Going to farms,

Keeping time with children

Who disturbed have been removed 

From school, society, and it’s dreams.

 

A sky which bends the mind.

A child with tussock hair,

Pierced blue green eyes and fear

Of strangers spends his days alone,

Torturing animals and riding fast,

Through gullies and ragged crops.

 

Somewhere there are friends,

Over there among hay bales cut logs,

Dirt roads and leaking machinery, a promise

Of comfort with the self, a cool acceptance.

Belonging to a being rather than becoming.

Resting still at the destination always ahead.

But never arrived at, a gift never given.

This bestills a secret stored and broken by time.

 

My watch.

From sunrise to long shadow afternoon.

Moments spent in the construction of simple 

Devices.

 

 

                                                                                   

 

                                                                    For Aaron…….1999

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Will The Wave Reach the sky?

 

Goodbye to the cruel world.

Sometimes are changing with us all.

So zoo to see much action,

I feel claustrophobic with TV.

 

How is it really to make the future?

Friends without reasons?

A treed anthology?

Provider of time?

Sleep will be the politics.

 

Particles of License:

Love, being, and memory.

The last shadows leave

A building, which is now living.

 

Ghost celebration your exits are choking!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I found a fish 

Tangled in your song

So now I have come

To return its music to you.

 

Torn from the sea

It is this condition 

Which brings me here,

Lost in your beautiful galleries.

 

Severed disk optical sits

In round with a scale 

Of love like rainbows,

Flake in wet dead morning.

 

Wrap me in textured cloth

Drop me down the dark pit

Pile soil upon a silent box,

Again let me love cool earth.

 

 

                                                                                                                          Sydney, 1995.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Smoking tobacco out of a brown paper bag,

In the garden by railway.

 

Spider tattoo in green black blue,

Spread me about the web.

 

When I die I hope I will be eaten,

Flesh to spare with flame.

 

Blue sky is tangent optical,

Caught rolled ball and swallowed.

 

The man out of control

Bundles himself into corners

Upon train platform,

Outgoing carriages crawl

With clothed meat full, 

Bell announces every arrival.

 

           TAKE ANOTHER ONE!!!!!!!!

 

Try and forget tomorrow.

 

Flight, even inside, is……………..

 

 

 

                                                                                For Bernadette B.

                                                                                Sydney,   1996.

 

 

 

The paralyzed vigil bedside.

Watch pocket of consciousness,

Tick, tick, tick

With the terminally ill.

 

Now half way there,

Dying of her self.

Eye leave and proceed to parkland,

Where I gather feathers

From the thousands of travellers
Which pass daily

In clouds above the town.

 

The trees whisper to one another.

Green on azure on gold on white.

 

IGNORE_____________________________________________

   THIS

 

Magical extension 

Of the earth

Bought to human form.

 

Blue energy which arcs through stars

Caught within perception,

Before it begins.

We are only because 

We believe it to be so.

On on On On on on on on on Om om omOO.

 

Yesterday I buried thought.

There is no monument to it’s passing,

And nobody wept at the occasion.

Rather as the final clod was laid,

We forgot ourselves and stepped out 

From the jungle darkness,

Dropped tools and walked away.

 

Smiling and in love.

 

                                                          

 

For my Grandmother (M.M.L.C)

March 1996.

 

 

 

WHITE

                                                          

    Sleep well.

    Dream sweet.

    Deep within 

    Vision

                     Secret.

 

On the beach.

We have packed away

Sand castles, taken down

The rigging of night,

Left only grey space,

Broken by white foam wash,

And the lonely slide

Of so many solitary birds.

 

Now walk back along

Your footsteps in the sand,

Gather what you need for travel,

Tack shells upon eyelids,

Web your feet with bone, coral,

Black weed, and crab claw,

Splashed about long bodies,

Brown from light. 

 

Cliff top draped in gum leaves,

Coughed honeycomb rock caves,

Bleeds the shore of early shadow,

Cools dunes in silver light.

As plane is again turning,

Red flame pink races across the sky

Into night of strange dark shallows

Of invisible tides, phosphorescence, driftwood.

 

    The crab climbs out.

 

 

 

                                                                                           Coaldale

                                                                                           1996.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                     BOM!!!

 

A little on the up side.

Carried by mountains,

Torn shoulders of gods,

Down river valley gouged
Of rock.

This be my sign:

A sky with dreadlocks

Cave dwellers surround the spring.

Siva has sat here,

Parvatti joins the lucky silent roar.

Both being one, Parsee, paradise.

Watching fires at Kier Ganga:

Ashram sleep chest wood locked with mud.

Laughing Bom Laughing Bom Laughing.

There have been many Christs here,

I have seen some without sandals,

Silent always speaking in whistles,

Rough paste, incense, charas, and blood

On stones the trident rusting

Tight in its shaft.

    Love Begets Love.

Bom Siva to the smiling western eyes

Who travel into Asian valleys

With Gandalf and the Hobbits behind

Each ancient rock tree precipice.

Movies in their minds which push.

They return as somehow changed.

           It’s an ill wind

           That blows no minds.

 

 

 

Parvatti Valley

H.P India 1996.

 

 

Wild Forest Dog.

 

The geometry of snowflakes.

Eyeballs frozen in the head.

Wind such whispers in forests green crowd.

 

We run to ground a small animal,

Cries could be of those of a child but no,

Dog has racing blood torn taste young deer.

With depth of white bank to great to charter.

Screaming chase, screaming blind, screaming,

Through ice which swallows whole humans.

 

Nowhere to stand with sticks we crawl on,

Legs buckled towards bloody fur ball struggling.

But victor and quarry both run from us so.

In our feigned civilized intervention hearts racing,

Fascination as pet becomes wolf owner’s servants 

To ceremony as large as the forest twice older.

Now I crawl towards the near kill and release us

From process from before a touch upon woody

Nerve trees seem a little more hostile the track 

Is the rim of smiling safety leaving it does

Empty our storage box of superior separation.

 

Dog dragged back from the forest a thousand years,

Stained obedient glowing together we return to car.

We wash dark rust markings with some snow quickly,

Concealing an illegal event that could not be chosen.

Little talk is made when driving talk of the hunt………..

 

The smell of blood is in the automobile.

Hound is quiet but somehow satisfied licking,

                                           All our skins are tingling.

                                           Back in the woods something feeds.

 

 

 Northern Sweden
2000
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Your cave 

Has me trembling in art

With music and the hanging 

Of tears weep and as so,

Time will forget you.

 

We have travelled many roads 

Lonely mornings without food,

Sleeping in the spaces of others.

 

I can promise you nothing 

Only this life I have

A sort of strength

Born of uncertainty

So quick is fear,

Somewhat like mercury.

 

Now it is good to remind you

Of comfort of love a warmth

Affection it is possible to keep it 

Preserved in rich cloth and worked timber

When needed it shall always be here,

Safe deep within the heart eternal.

 

I see you have left your shelter.

 

 

                                                                                               

                                                                                               For Erika.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Arrival of a Technobaby

 

 

In the north a son rose

New and unto birth.

With drum beats and inhalation 

Here now baby boy burst forth into 

Oxygen light vapour scent and four

Dimensional space. 

 

We have some birds in trees.

Retreating snow and pale light.

My son begins his climb of life,

From rhythm and warm love

To the clouds of future history.

From jungle snake house conception, 

To the breaking of cells for escape,

And re-entry.

 

Trying to count 

The moments of a life are unlikely.

Impossible but still some stand as mountains

Each transparent so filled with a story.

Your birth arrival was such a stab.

Slow it seemed your first few seconds,

Mother consciousness filled the room.

She drew back from final bellows,

Breathing pushing through the curtain of flesh.

You joined us here upon our blue green jewel.

                                           You were purple

                                           And seemed to be thinking.

 

 

                                                                              

 

14th April 2000

                    Silas Chotai is born.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Song From the Children’s Crusade.

 

The tree of life 

Grows between my girlfriend’s legs.

Its steady murmur wakes me at night

Sends me three times around the sun.

                          I am no longer waiting 

                          For anything as everything has arrived.

Making truth as it happens immediately.

                          (Has this ever happened to you?)

 

My own Madonna and Child,

Pale and afraid of nothing,

Sit beside me reclining here.

In such a tiny heaven,

Of sleepless nights and necessity.

                          (Is this happening to me?)

 

A poem may be a life,

A dream or an idea as is secret.

Let it be known as truth in action.

The word made flesh this night screams

To me, for attention is a form of love.

And the former may return later to give affection. 

Instruction in affliction: the illusion of intellect.

The terrible lessons of open hearts.

All of this and less.

                          (Let it happen.)

 

Rhythmical movement.

                          Regular breath.

                                           A steady footstep.

The belief in keys.

                          (So happens) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Star Witch.

The state may be resisted 
With the mind out of uniform.

However a heart can never be called 

To account for its own stillness.

All encompassing holding attention,

But remaining without form.

 

A raft to float upon such oceans 

May resemble many technologies so:

Dreams, music, geomancy, magick, death,

An amulet cool enough to carry the sun,

Employed to gain entry but for eyes

It is empty and the occupant is light.

 

My guide has been named 

A grey figure of water wind and those

Dark forest places that cause fear.

Simeon of the Compassionate Indifference.

This portion of ether is always present,

But not always noticed.

 

He teaches me the mother

Of all languages a type of topography

Being within space but not of it.

Open for everyone so it can be

As close as closing your eyes

As far as the star witch

Is within you.

 

 Lapland 2000

 

 
This is Lunch (A vegetarian parable)

                
 A cold glow of neon and the sweet smell of refrigerated animal flesh. White tiles and blood stained steel, which was made to be clean. Butchers shop death-cube a river of income and despair.

                 For twelve years the round man in white with no hair and gold tooth served his regulars. Dished out cow pig sheep in steaks roast and hamburger. Regardless of those lives that went on before. He enjoyed the heavy belt of knives strung about waist and the dull thud sticky and thick of chrome into bone. Joints split and tendons ripped. High whine of band saw which slices butter like and smells of fat as well.

                 Cheery smiles over well fed customers. The senseless conversations always about the weather, health problems, family, work, and meat. A crowd of acquaintances gathered about counter in blue rinse and striped shirt nightmare. Still he served.

                 For it was duty. A commitment to supply the flesh that was food for these. Their red veined faces and expanding girths testament to the nutritional power of meat.

                 Security came from the predictable hum of refrigerator motors and the bells slow ring above often opened door. New customers were rare and failed to change daily routines, built around set orders and staid appetites.

                 So it was a surprise the Monday when the delivery truck failed to arrive. All phone calls to abattoir went unanswered and panic gripped Butcher Man as early customers were served from soon empty cold room. No excuses were needed in the morning but at 3:00pm something happened which had never happened before.

                 Sweat beaded upon forehead muscles twitch fists tight beneath counter top. Butcher Man in crisis! How could he say “No, we have none left, fresh out, expecting carcass delivery at any time”? It made him sick to even think the words but he had no choice. That afternoon he stared down the blank looks of surprise from regular customers as they were sent elsewhere for meat. How long until next delivery?

                 The following morning the cold room was on its way to empty and all attempts to gain fresh supply had failed. The customers were becoming restless as Butcher Man watched his life slip away. In a few days he would be ruined, a laughing stock amongst fellow butchers, and an object of distain for his customers. Then it struck, the only honourable solution to all his problems. A limited supply of very special meat.

                 He was not there to serve the following day, however along the counter top was a named package for each customer expected. The meat was so tasty and tender all who cooked it that night returned the next day for more, only to find a closed shop and nothing to eat. Each wondered about the strange fantastic meat, and where and when they could get some more.

                 Upon his face was a smile and within still right hand the sharpest knife he owned. Nothing else remained of his body but organs and bone. All meat had been stripped, dissected, packaged and presented for customer’s pleasure. An effort of such measure it was sure to win back the respect of all who knew Butcher Man. That was his plan when he performed the ritual late in cold room night. Last cut, final thoughts, then death out back in the shop. He knew he would be dinner and in that he was happy. End of struggle.                       
Newtown, Sydney 1994. 

 

 

 

 

 
Preacher.
 

                 When I was thirteen years old my father had a vision. In it the Virgin Mary, mother of god appeared to him in a blaze of white as he sat in his car waiting at traffic lights. She gave instructions on how to save the planet and humanity. He informed my mother, brother, sister and myself this salvation involved him giving up his job, family, and all worldly possessions. He intended to spend his days upon street corners in the center of the city preaching to the passing crowd. In fact he had been chosen to become one of those monotonous monologue orators who seem to breath through their ears and make up the text as they go along. 

                 Prior to this my family had been distinctly non-religious. None of us had been baptized and church had only been for weddings, funerals, and the occasional Christmas if grandma was visiting. With church the place often of hasty weddings conducted around bulging brides and awkward exits of deceased distant relatives, it came as a great shock to the whole family when my father ‘got the holy spirit’, as he put it.

                 He spent the first days of his new life locked in his study. He received no meals and muttered to himself day and night behind the heavy door. He invited us to join him in his time of ‘fasting and prayer’, but we kept well away from him as he scared the hell out of us kids. My mother spent most of this time crying on the phone or going to meetings with ‘brain doctors’. After five days behind the study door my father suddenly emerged, shaved his head, and washed his new beard with spices from the kitchen pantry. He walked out of the house barefoot and in one of granddads old suits from before the war.

                 He did not return to the house for two weeks when my mother drove into the city, found him and bought him home. He had taken up with a small group of men who were described by the police as street preachers, the homeless, and down and outers. My father had been spending his days in sermon and his nights in parks, crisis shelters, bus depots, or the houses of religious friends.

                 By this point my mother was near breakdown. She could no longer communicate at all with her husband and the only words she had for her children were of anger and frustration. My father spent one night at home and was silent for most of his stay. He read the bible the whole time he was there and the only time he spoke was when my mother served roast beef for dinner. He began sobbing and said that all life was sacred but animate life should be spared over our brothers and sisters in the plant kingdom.

                 Further help was sought but to the horror of my mother she was told that religious mania alone did not qualify as a psychiatric disorder. Nothing could be done unless my father was doing himself or others ‘quantitative harm’. This was despite the dramatic effect his behaviour was having upon home and family life.

                 Word soon spread at school earning me the nickname ‘Preacher’. The taunts and hassle that I had previously dished out to those less normal than myself were now directed towards me. It was at this point that I decided action had to be taken as the disintegration of my parent’s marriage I could handle but eating lunch alone was another matter.

                 I knew he would be somewhere in the city. It was not a huge place, large enough for high-rise to shadow the streets in cold. It was large enough for crowds, pollution, chaos, and crime, but all small enough for a boy to find his father simply by searching. I had not spoken to him since he had first left the house although he would come back home occasionally if my mother drove into the city and found him. He would eat only vegetarian food, shower and change his clothes. He usually spoke to nobody while he was at home and the only sound heard when he walked out to return to the streets was my mothers crying from the bedroom. I suspect she took him food in the city but her silence shrouded any questions of him. People might have thought he had died.

                 I spent a whole Sunday searching for him but perhaps I had chosen the wrong day and he was in church somewhere. Several street people I asked knew who he was and told me some of the places he spent time, but he was nowhere to be found. It was another week before I could go into the city without arousing the suspicions of my mother as to my plan. I believed if I could speak to him without the emotional expectation and stress, which met him at home, I could convince him to return and resume a normal life.

                 The following Saturday I spent several hours wandering amongst high-rise, cement, and weekend shoppers before I found my father. When I first saw him he was hunched up on a wooden box, sitting with a group of other street preachers. He looked as if he had been living rough, with a long beard having taken hold of his face and short matted hair replacing his once shaved scalp. One preacher was standing nearby speaking to nobody, waving his arms about wildly, with a small black book in one hand.

                 “And the Lord said unto his servant ‘ I am he that liveth and was dead and behold I am alive for ever more. Amen and have the keys of hell and of death.’”

                 Snatches of the natter were borne upon the smoky breeze and squeezed between the deafening gruff and rumble of the traffic.

                 “Come back to Jesus!”

“Be cast forever into the lake of fire!”

His voice strained by hours of sermon and head dizzy with the fumes of street atmosphere. Trance was balanced upon his brain. But it was for so brief a moment that only a glimpse was given as to the message.

“Hallelujah”.

“He will return.”

My father seemed to be far away in his eyes. He recognized me slowly; smiling softly he asked me why I was there. I explained how he had ruined my life, made me a social leper at school and taken so many things from me. I told him about mother crying all the time; the funny looks from neighbours, and the strange silences from uncles, aunts and cousins. I asked him why he was there, why he had left everything behind, abandoning us and taking up with these dirty longhaired men. All of them with their glazed expressions and stupid smiles. I told him he was evading his responsibilities as a husband and a father and begged him to return home to take up again where he had left off.

                 Throughout my speech, which I had practiced several times on the train into the city, my father gazed intently into my face. He was straight and silent except when I hit him with the “responsibilities of husband and father” routine, and then he began chuckling, which built into laughter as I finished my prepared dialogue. This was not the reaction I had hoped for, and then he spoke.

“Do you know what happens to you when you die? Have you ever wondered what dreams are? Do you realize how large the universe is?”

                 “Son, you have no claim to me other than an earthly one, just as I have no claim to you. I am not of this world and you and your mother seem to be. We have but a short time upon this planet and it is essential that those of us who wish to realize other planes make every effort to do so.

                 A wave seemed to come over me as I heard his words and before I realized it I was crying. He placed his hand upon my shoulder, said, “Peace be with you”, and moved to take up his preaching position just vacated by another longhair.

                 He began slowly but for some reason I could now hear every word now above the din of the traffic. I waited until my eyes had dried, then stood up and walked away. I knew I had lost him. From across the street I looked back. He had worked himself up into the frantic speech trance of the manic street preacher. The sermon spun about dilated pupils, twitching limbs and spit. I tried to remember the way home. (Brisbane 1991)

We Build a Spider
We build a spider. 

Green and silver body with fine hairs, which catch the light in tiny filaments of diamond.

Her eyes are golden wires. Legs, full steel cable wound black, black.

Poetry segmented live brooch jewelled. Arachnid as big as a human torso constructed from abandoned kitchen things. Objects found down central city back streets with the spirit of place injected into it.

A living creature. A being of air. Suspension builder. Mountaineer of inner space.

We build a spider. Thinking the ceiling could do with some decoration. Watching those open spaces above veranda and down hallways. Knowing thin cable of gossamer will bring crystal light rainbows. Tiny screws of glass patch her abdomen, and body is so contained. We issue light for eyes through electricity, which is all around us. For movement we place the giant upon the table and wait. Slowly she begins the dance of life. A flicker of each tentacle. Bracing muscles, tightening, stretching, testing these new space. We build a spider. Now she breathes and is alive. What silence is heard, as opened mouthed we watch her wake, stand, glide across bench surface, send web upon the fridge and fly to it. Then up wall into high distant corner. Where the running stopped……………………For three days she stuck still in high place. We tried to feed her but with no web to hold the living it was only dead flesh balanced on broomsticks and lifted to her breathing jaws. Always to be ignored. Upon the fourth morning we found her sleeping so deeply as to be almost dead. Starvation had robbed the body of its shine. In places it flaked away like dry fish scales. The artist oiled her patchy skin. Then taking tools of trade tattooed it with magick. Blues greens reds and black. But shapes became words then turned to poetry:

“Eight strong needles black

pick and pierce about the web.

Queen of night in throne of silk

Dance beautiful spinning light

Deadly bright for none but you” 

When finished the final line, her breath drew sharp and again a trapeze flight across the room drew our eyes skywards. But now she did not sit and pine but rather began the work we wished for: 

 

 

The Web.

In tunnels of crystal only a hair in breadth the light spectrum was strung about the ceiling. In some places thick like diamond fog, a cocoon for sleep, and in others strong bands stretched support out through the air. Geometry in each meeting of angle, line, and point. These spaces were for the capture and storage of flesh. Corpses in wrapped animation. Eyes still and open, glazed over by web. Her size made even the largest insects insufficient to sustain the fire of life. So we the dreamers of her twine, fed our sculptor of thin air. Firstly mice were thrown live into the main nest but soon other small mammals found their death upon her exquisite grey green fangs. These translucent syringes disposed of possums caught screaming and dragged back from the local park. For thirteen years we kept her. Watching sleep and savagery.  Her eyes a sloping panel of black beads. Holding you like ice as we moved gently around the edges of her world. In winter it would be days without stirring from the sleeping sack, and only minimal food was eaten. Some being stored for spring in putrid rotting masses sealed by silk. The only feeling displayed by our beauty seemed to be for the chance to breed. For fourteen spring seasons she prepared the nest for eggs and waited. Performing a strange lonely dance amongst the web every time passing car light upon the wall caught the shadow of television aerial. Toward the end of her final spring she stopped eating. Three weeks later she fell from her web and lay twitching upon the floor. We could touch her for the first time in years. Making do with what we had. She died twenty-six hours later. Taxidermy was discussed but we burnt her body and all the web in a fire beneath full moon, atop a hill. We don’t talk about it anymore, especially now we have the kids and all.

Redfern 1996

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
 

The Alchemy trail begins 
With the veil of tears,

A living injury opens

To wilderness bone admitting

Spectators or participants.

 

In the theatre of mind

One strains to touch stars

With pain of body a constant
Companion.

 

Enter the endless room,

From upon the lip of a wound.

Lick the drum and dance in water,

Taste these colours of the first day.

 

Through combed fields beneath storms,

We walk back from the war.

Machines, gasoline, steel, and screams,

Still ring within skulls ordered to smile.

                 

No More!

We dissolve the army

Within us all and burning uniforms

Light a feint path ahead.

 

Once a captain in father’s bloody cause

Now a farmer without space but ideas.

Fading into sunsets they move away

From performance too ritual to ceremony.
Never Ending.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                   

                                                   

                                                  
 The glass scripture 

                                                    Tells of pain for lovers.

                                                    In this material conquest

                                                    Only sensualists can save.

 

                                                    Forever grasping.

                                                    Forever naming.

                                                    Forever holding.

                                                    Forever claiming.

 

                                                    Radio Super Girl

                                                    In the tight pubic T-shirt

                                                    Leaves and my tree grows old,

                                                    Withered winter feeds nothing.

 

                                                    Woven with the paint of shadows

                                                    This transmigration of eternity to thought;

                                                    Two lonely strangers on a bus,

                                                    Broken down but still rolling.

 

                                                    My hand holds for softness and warmth,

                                                    Dry sticks and chalk of ancient bones.

                                                    So meet the lonely touch wet by memory,

                                                    Only in dreams is beauty still all eternal.

 

                                                    With awakening across my heart are mine,

                                                    Two hands holding feel my own grasp.

                                                    Shake free from one’s own loneliness,

                                                    Realize language of silent light.

 

                                                                      Always

                                                    There will be days

                                                                      Of closed doors

                                                    And some when you 

                                                                      Swim in your own magic.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

POEM FOR FOUR VOICES

 

To be a journey agent

Take drums, mushrooms, mountains,

The language of plants, 

And a knowledge of the body electric.

 

 

Stir it round with eyes closed.

Dreams shall guide you

Across this almost to be landscape.

 

 

 

Within her mouth 

I taste every bedroom,

The salt of all oceans,

And the shadow of my death.

 

 

Then after epiphany

Stars remained in our eyes

A rain of soft pearly drops

As we came to the top of the mountain

 

 

 

There they took our tongues

Giving in return pictures of ourselves

And with these perfect non-poems

Tucked beneath our skin

We sand the song of Life.

 

 

 

A Cycle of forever beginnings Rivers Trees Electricity.

 

 

 

 

 

2000 A.D.

 

Christ 

And his bodyguards

Huddle in the teashop.

Biscuits passed crumbs fall

Upon the sacred robe His

Laughing teeth catch reflections

From pistol butts pearly inlay.

 

‘Father Son & Holy Ghost Inc’

Passing through town with guilt,

Forgiveness, a blueprint for stardom,

And the death of soul democracy.

Come to the park and bow down,

Having always been afraid of the dark.

 

Those not invited will never be named.

There will be no interviews or autographs.

Silence expected at all times (Children Supervised).

Take your place and remain within the perimeter.

 

 

The Wizard of the Wood.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The Earth is an Indian Thing” (for Jack Kerouac)

 

tasting drum

falling towards worship

bowing to dreams

in this dry run for sleep

 

Poverty and solitude may grant a strength in numbers

Which cannot be bought and no one would sell.

 

                                                                                                              Cats sing in a graveyard.

Strange voices mixing with storm sounds

                                                    rain wind water light

                                                                      Submission

 

                                   Calling upon stone.

                                                    Setting fire to all language.

                                                                      Offering my drugs to god.

 

We took hostages in the march from the coast but none of their names were ever learnt as was the case also with the plants they gave us for food.

 

We wrote down the sounds we heard but without vision it became impossible to recite even the first letter of their songs {Seem to be received by trees}.

 

We explained Art to the old people but they would not listen. Believed a museum to be something dead and beauty to have something to do with freedom {I tried}.

 

We sold the forest back to the savages but we would not leave until the wanted to own it and killed for this belief.

                                                                      Although we kept no history of this,

                                                                      Was how we knew we had won.

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                              Lapland

                       Dec 2000

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

