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for my wife 

 
for every glorious fuck-up 

 
for everyone we ever lost 



 
 

We Were Making Fairytales 
 
 
We were making fairytales. 
We were knights of rhyme so high 
Our mics made bitemarks in the belly of the sky. 
We married hope and disappointment and anointed    
     pages with them; 
We took notes of rage and fear and motes of tenderness  

and made their dreams our stage with them; 
We took shamans and at pen point made them summon  

every poet to make wagers for our soul with 
them. 

 
We were making fairytales. 
We were Bonnie and Clyde. 
We were Jekyll and Hyde. 
We were the moon and tide. 
We were a skin that only had one side. 
Fuck it, we were Park and Ride. 
 
We were making fairytales 
While they were getting by: 
Men and women at their nine to fives, 
The morning swarm performing caffeinated rituals in  

their concrete hives; 
Burnt-out minds still leaking empty lines, 
Echoes of the decades where their lives were left  

behind; 
White lightning veins ablaze through days of mediocrity 
And nights of getting high 
And mornings coming down and never getting dry 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
But we were making fairytales. 
We trailed gingerbread rhymes and threads of twine  
Through labyrinthine minefields in our minds.  
We folded syllables into origami cranes 
And poems into paper planes  
And flew into the sun 
Like speeding guitars 
Repeating the fastest bars of every riff the Pistols ever 

played 
And scratched our names inside the eyelids of its flames. 
Your anger was so raw 
And your stanzas were so pure 
And the heavens were so sure 
That every drop of agony was true  
The mermaids sang in stereo for you. 
 
We were making fairytales 
But now I’m looking in 
At shadows that are slowly getting thin 
Through windows that are slowly filling in, 
And there’s silence instead of once upon a time, 
And there’s silence stealing lines from rhymes 
And times from memories and melodies from all our  

tunes, 
And there’s silence healing all our sacred wounds 
And there’s  
 



The Present Fallen From the Sky 
 

There was Kaori, on what looked like an island in the middle of a room, 
surrounded by shining pieces that were lit to look ash, like oyster shells, 
like cherry blossom, like tears, like pieces of shadows, like splinters of 
lives. Her eyes were closed but I could see from the way she moved her 
hands and the creased skin on her forehead she was looking intently, 
searching, as though the fingers sifting shards around her were telling her 
about another place entirely, a landscape years ago or thousands of miles 
away. 

 
Like she was the day four months ago when I saw her in Victoria 
Gardens.  

At first there was only the sun bouncing off blood-black hair, and 
then I saw motion, arms moving over the ground, through bags of half-
eaten sandwiches and coffee holders. I watched for a moment, figuring 
she was another derelict looking for lunch, then she lifted her head and 
straightened and I could see she was dressed smartly, in clothes that 
looked like they’d been newly-pressed that morning and then her head 
rocked forward and her hands gripped her shins and her body convulsed 
like a snake shedding the final inches of an old skin, and she was still. 

By the time I got to her she was sitting up and her eyes were open. 
I asked her if she was OK and she looked at me and smiled kind of 
oddly, like you might if you’ve just found a chocolate brazil in a bag of M 
& Ms. 

I asked her if she’d lost something, and if she wanted me to help 
her look for it and she laughed and said, “Hasn’t everyone lost 
something?” 

I thought it was a weird thing to say. Weird but slightly kooky in a 
cool sort of way, so I asked if she wanted to go somewhere for a drink. 

“I’m hungry,” she said. 
“Me too. Let’s eat,” I replied, and we crossed the twenty metres to 

Wasabi, packed a tray with sushi, picked up bottles of iced tea, and 
found a concrete ledge in Victoria Gardens to sit and eat. I placed the 
tray and drinks between us, and we ate, the easy noise of chopsticks and 
cars and launches pulling away from piers on the river taking the place of 
conversation. When we were through, she stood up and said “Shall we 
do this again tomorrow?”  

We met every day at Wasabi on Villiers Street, and ate in silence in 
Victoria Gardens, and every day when we’d finished I’d say, “So do you 
want to go somewhere?” and she’d laugh and say, “I want to go to the 
sunflower seeds,” and we’d finish our lunch, cross over Hungerford 



Bridge, and walk along the South Bank to Tate Modern where we’d sit, 
in the Turbine Hall, by the exhibit of Ai Wei Wei’s hundred million 
sunflower seeds. For an hour she’d look at them with her head on one 
side like she was asking them things. She’d never speak but if I once 
moved to get up she’d shift and squint as though a cloud had passed 
across the sun somewhere inside her. And then, after about an hour, 
she’d blink, turn around, and we’d stand up. And she’d say, “So I’ll see 
you tomorrow” in a cadence that made it sound like a question, which it 
wasn’t. We never went to any of the other rooms in the gallery, and she 
never asked anything about me. Not that I asked about her either. We 
just were together, and that seemed like the way it should be. We would 
leave the vast hall and she’d turn left, into the heart of South London, 
and I’d turn right and walk back West along the river. 

Some days I wondered what would happen when the exhibition 
closed. Would that be the end of things? But I didn’t really know what 
the end of things might mean and I didn’t really want to think about it, 
so I didn’t. I just carried on meeting her each day, eating, walking in 
silence, and sitting looking at a hundred million ceramic sunflower seeds. 

She was the one who brought up the subject of Ryuichi, about 
two months after we met. It was as though this fully-formed and 
packaged memory had been there all along, like a shopping list tucked 
away at the back of your purse that you stumble on one day. She was 
sitting, drinking her iced tea through a straw, and all of a sudden she 
opened her mouth and with no warning, no change of expression, out it 
came. 

“You know, I grew up in Kobe,” she said. I didn’t know, but I 
didn’t interrupt. “There was me, and my parents, and my brother, 
Ryuichi. He was ten years older than me and sometimes, at dinner, or 
when we were watching TV, I thought my parents were looking at me 
like they’d come downstairs one morning to find a strange object in their 
house. Which was peculiar because of the two of us Ryuichi was the odd 
one. I don’t know if this makes any sense, but I never felt like I’d come 
along late. I always thought Ryuichi had come early, interrupting my 
parents’ lives before they’d ever begun. Does that makes sense?” 

But it wasn’t a question and she carried on without drawing 
breath. 

“He was always writing letters. That’s all I really remember about 
him. I’d go into his room sometimes and he wouldn’t notice and I’d 
watch him hunched at his desk, listening to the sound of his pen 
scratching. It seemed like every other morning a letter would arrive, from 
England, in a small envelope with even smaller writing. My parents never 
asked, but sometimes I did and he’d just shrug.  



“He was 17 when he died in the Great Hanshin Earthquake. My 
father was away on business and I couldn’t sleep. I never could when my 
father wasn’t there. I’d been up all night thrashing around in bed and 
pacing my room and my mother had taken me out to walk round and 
round the neighbourhood and tire me out. We’d left Ryucihi behind. It 
was before 5 when we left, but his door was ajar and his light was on, 
and he was writing. I stopped and watched him for a moment and my 
mother shouted ‘Come on, Kaori’ and the next time I saw home it was 
just a place where pieces of stone and wood were all but cleared away, 
and Ryuichi’s body had been dug out and buried. All I could think about 
was that letter. The one he was writing. The one he never sent. My 
mother tried to stop me but I ran to where our house had been and 
threw myself on the ground, and I could hear her calling, and then I 
could hear the sound of her running, and I could feel her pulling at me 
but I wouldn’t get up, I wouldn’t stop looking, because I had to find that 
letter. I had to know what he said, and I had to send it so the girl in 
England knew.”  

She stopped, drew on her straw till air gurgled at the bottom of 
the bottle, and put her head to one side and said, “I have to know what 
he wanted to say. You know?” 

I didn’t. I’d never been in an earthquake. I’d never lost anyone. I’d 
never had a brother, or a sister, or even a friend who was particularly 
close. I thought about it for a moment, and realised, as I looked into 
those strange black eyes that spent so much of the time so far away and 
other times felt like they’d snuck under my skin, nested there and given 
birth to a hundred crawling things that were trying to break out of me, 
she was probably the closest thing I’d ever had to a friend.  

I asked her if that was why she’d come to England, to find try and 
find the girl her brother had been writing to, but she just smiled and said 
“Let’s go and see the sunflower seeds.” 

And we slipped back into the same routine, as though we’d never 
had the conversation about Ryuichi. She never talked about him again, or 
about her parents, or about Kobe or missing letters or strange girlfriends 
or why she came to England; and she acted as though nothing was 
different so I figured who was I to push things and besides, the Ai Wei 
Wei exhibition had two months left to run, and the sun was getting 
warm enough for us to walk by the river without our coats, and I felt 
more and more certain she was becoming a friend. And who would want 
to change all that? 

So we carried on as before.  
Until the day I asked Kaori, “So do you want to go somewhere?” 

and she nodded her head and made a kind of mm-hmm noise and took 



my hand and walked fast over Hungerford Bridge. Whenever I tried to 
catch up she would seem to find an extra inch in her stride and I thought 
she was going to pull my shoulder out of its socket but she wouldn’t let 
go my hand so I had no choice but to keep up as best I could.  

When we got to the other side, we didn’t turn left along the 
Thames Path, we carried straight on, into South London. Soon we were 
past the Royal Festival Hall, and the streets were narrow and high and 
Hungerford Bridge was out of sight, and soon so was the Eye, and the 
streets got narrower and narrower until we were in an alley too thin for a 
car or even a delivery moped, if it was bringing really wide pizzas, and 
she stopped.  

“Wait here,” she said, “and follow me in two minutes.” She 
opened a large wooden garage door and disappeared into what looked 
like darkness. 

I looked at my watch, and I looked at the building and noticed a 
plain brass plaque screwed to the bricks that told me it was a gallery, and 
I looked back at my watch and followed the second hand round the face 
once and a second time, and opened the door. 

 
There was Kaori, on what looked like an island in the middle of a room, 
surrounded by shining pieces that were lit to look ash, like oyster shells, 
like cherry blossom, like tears, like pieces of shadows, like splinters of 
lives. Her eyes were closed but I could see from the way she moved her 
hands and the creased skin on her forehead she was looking intently, 
searching, as though the fingers sifting shards around her were telling her 
about another place entirely, a landscape years ago or thousands of miles 
away. 

There was a thin metal stand in front of me, supporting a piece of 
white foamboard, A4 size. It said The Present Fallen from the Sky and 
underneath in bold Kaori Takahashi (2011), and in smaller writing: 

 
Discs from the hard drives of people from all over the world who died suddenly.  
 
Messages never sent. 
 
With thanks. With tears. With prayers.  
 

Kaori opened her eyes and flashed me an enormous smile. Not the shy, 
diffident, far off kind of smile she had always given me in the past but an 
open gesture that filled her whole face and seemed to spread down her 
neck to her shoulders.  



“So I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said, and she closed her eyes again 
before I could answer, and after a few minutes it was clear she wasn’t 
going to open them again. I stayed there watching her for ten minutes or 
so, the way she read her surroundings with her fingertips, the way her 
hair fell and reflected the light from the tiny discs, the way they reflected 
it back, the way it seemed sometimes she was so comfortable she could 
have been wearing them like her skin. 

The next day I waited at Wasabi but she didn’t show. After half an 
hour the guy behind the counter gave me a sympathetic look and I 
shrugged, and picked up my usual box of sashimi, octopus and tuna nigri 
and bottle of iced tea, and ate and drank in Victoria Gardens. 

When I’d finished I crossed the Hungerford Bridge and kept 
walking South. My feet remembered every turn on the way. I opened the 
door, and inside there was the sign: 

 
The Present Fallen from the Sky 
Kaori Takahashi (2011) 
 
and there were the thousands of tiny discs, lying on the floor, but 

the only movement was the slight sway of reflected light coming from a 
flickering bulb. There was no sign of Kaori.  

I thought about asking the gallery owner where she’d gone, but in 
the end I just stayed there, looking, for about an hour, and then I left.  

The next day I did the same, only this time I smiled at the guy 
behind the counter in Wasabi as soon as I was in the door, and took my 
lunch straightaway. I’ve done the same for the last three weeks now, 
eating lunch, walking to the gallery, standing watching the light on the 
discs, and leaving. 

Sometimes I wonder what will happen when the exhibition closes. 
But I don’t wonder too hard. 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

lines we left on benches 
 
my footsteps sound wrong  
in paris 
in december when leaves are gone 
and your memory is sucked into the sap of trees 
and lines we left on benches 
leach into chapped skin 
and the sound of memories being made 
is one drunken and dishevelled voice too thin 
 
a second echo beckons  
from a doorway in the rue d’orsel 
and a trail of cigarette smoke quickens backward 
but the loneliness is broken  
only by the bored breaths of 
bony-cunted promises 
and poems half-conceived in absinthe hazes 
retrace their sentences into fog 



 
 
 
 

Hungerford Bridge 
 
 
Remember the day we lay under Hungerford Bridge 
And London stopped, just for us?  
 
Like balletic bullets in a John Woo film 
We toured the stillness. 
Skateboards and blades played our private soundtrack 
Scored from the clacketing 
Backbeats of the Thamesside track. 
 
We played hopscotch on Bankside, 
Poured pints of London Pride 
And downed them on the docks in Rotherhithe, 
Embraced in the space between Bridget Riley’s stripes, 
Defaced the latest White Cube canvas hype  
With lines of lust typed blind on absinthe 
And declaimed them to the planeless skies from 
Trafalgar’s empty plinth. 
 
Neon flared through our Soho lair. 
Electric reflections glared. 
We spotted pimps and toms in strip joints coming up  

for air 
And in clip joints frotted by despairing gimps and johns, 
The silenced timpani of Dean Street’s daily song. 
We stole tubes of lube and 90 percent proof, 
Got pissed on Chelsea rooftops, 
Fisted, lay on Wembley’s centre spot 
And kissed till our lips were blistered 
And our minds went missing. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We met them by the river, 
An army of the alkies and the dispossessed, 
The depressed, repressed, the not so easily impressed, 
The inconsolable and unconfessed 
Who repossessed their lives for just one night 
Howling Baudelaire like loons 
And raving by a quarter moon, 
Piping crazy tunes across the water –  
A glorious guttersnipe Brigadoon. 
 
Forget the lazy days, 
The backward gaze, the haze, the sugar glaze we paint  

upon our yesterdays. 
We tattooed London in our veins, 
Inked in electricity and linked up to the mains: 
Its maze of urban arteries, 
Its winding streets that bleed from us 
Plying meths to find the key to us, 
Suppress the lethargy that hides our dreams from us, 
That lies against our sighing breast to squeeze from us 
The dying breaths that wheeze from us 
And leak into a lullaby that pleads with us –  
 
Remember the day we lay under Hungerford Bridge 
And London stopped, just for us. 



Her Body 

Her body 
Was the canvas where you painted your myths 
In come and similes and piss, 
The focal point of all your bliss, 
The only part of her you’ll ever miss. 
  
Her body  
Will be a vanishing point in the desert, 
A line in the sands of time  
Running through your hands, 
The silken strand  
That drags your eyes 
To the horizon 
Where your future stands, 
The wandering caravan  
That spans 
The skeleton road to Samarkand. 
  
  
Her body 
Will be a theme park for ideologues, 
Self-righteous pedagogues, 
Gender-political demagogues 
Who hog the scene 
Flogging anarchist zines 
Filled with Utopian memes  
And revolutionary schemes 
While under the clogs of your flag burning screams 
Her body sinks into the soil unseen. 
  
Her body  
Will be a garden planted with your fears, 
A bowl to catch your tears, 
A reminder of the years you spent  
And those that went astray –  
The hours, minutes, days 
You couldn’t bring yourself to say  
Because you knew her body stayed 
But not that she had slipped away. 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She is not the sum of all who went before. 
Her body’s not a metaphor. 
Her unkissed lips are not a funeral pyre, 
Her gaping wrists are not the mouths of liars, 
Her clitoris is not the primal fire 
(the truth of it is infinitely higher). 
  
Her body 
Was woven from pieces of pain that no longer hurt, 
Has wounds that will not heal, 
Indignities she will not feel. 
Skin peels, 
Winds wheel, 
Limbs kneel 
To hymns bashed out with soulless zeal 
And dust steals back 
The only proof that she was ever real. 



i cannot bring myself to look at walls in case you 

have graffitied them with love poetry 

 
 
 
often i dream there are things i will never know about  

hugging 
like the green chocolate orgasms  
of cold tambourines 
on your skin 
 
often before leaves fall at the end of summer 
i am so scared of flattering you 
i pace attics in obsessive triangles 
closing chatbars 
 
often i am walking through neon spit and beer 
and zodiac girls in slaughterhouse aprons smearing  

tablet screens 
with plagiarised apologies 
and the scent of too much deconstruction  
popcorning out of control on 
blank skies, on 
blank windows, on 
blank billboard signs, frotting 
blank covers of made-up magazines, and i imagine 
this is how it feels 
not to look down and see the blood 
 
often when i cross bridges i   
picture bus routes painted gold in hexadecimal and 
dream i am in tokyo scrawling obscenities with strip  

lights in sushi markets and 
i cannot bring myself to look at walls 
in case you have graffitied them with love poetry 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Promises 
 
 
 
The endless axolotl winter 
Stretched the open-throated hum 
Of motorbikes 
And angry drums 
And one by one 
Our angry dreams 
Fetched evocations of our idols, 
Wretched from 
Long-forgotten lullabies, 
And etched inside our eyelids 
By the wet-lipped promises 
Of February skies. 



  

 
 
 

Holly 
 
 
Just a road trip, 
That’s what it seemed. 
Two more teenage hipsters 
Zipped on xanax 
Paying lip service to the Kerouac dream. 
 
Holly’s hands on the wheel, 
My feet on the dash 
And the sun splashed our lips 
And every rash decision 
Slipped into our private mythology, 
Major key riffs in a minor key mixology. 
 
We lived at 200 beats a minute. 
I was drum and she was bass. 
Life was numb and we chased 
The sun from dawn to dusk, 
The dust in our face. 
The delirious race left us crazed 
Till we spent days playing space invaders 
On porn booth joysticks, 
Placed every cent on black 
Jacked up  
And had infinities tattooed on our backs 
To seal our Beatnik pact. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
But Holly wasn’t so strong. 
I think I’d known all along 
She was no survivor 
And now she was falling apart.  
I tried to revive her  
By making our lives into art. 
I tried so hard  
But her life was a shard that had stopped reflecting the  

light, 
Her heart was the dark on a starless night. 
  
I couldn’t keep her safe from harm, 
I couldn’t be her lucky charm, 
And when she placed it in my palm and pleaded 
I couldn’t even put the needle in her arm. 
 
Just a road trip. 
In truth it’s already fading, 
Her outline’s lost its shading. 
Our friends have got desk jobs and jaded, 
And there’s little left of those two teenagers. 
Kerouac and Cassady are someone else’s dream 
And Ginsberg is their melody 
But Holly is their theme. 



 
strangers 

 
 
street smells and posters and paint and  
uncanny rhythms through doorways 
click through and scroll  

       down  
and slide  

    across 
 
the sprung limbs of our disappointments 

hover  
behind glass 
cursor-like ghosts 
moving  

  imperceptibly  
             slower 

 
london has put on her lipstick for strangers 
gewgaws and whirligigs and astroturf and tar 
concrete and candy and steel and the christmas sweat 
of a woman with  

     not enough  
             whisky 

 
acid skies etch the textures of jazz 
into concrete 
she pours mojitos 
to quench  

     dry-throated  
               promises 

 
we are the soft belly of an afterthought 
stashed under ruffled underskirts 
where her scent 
is untouched by the cooling  

             cologne of  
                   drum and bass 

delivering endless slow-tongued reproaches 
through the jabbering of strangers 



 

 

 

 

Petals 

Pieces of broken bodies fall around me 
Like funeral petals –  
Fallout from friendships 
Faced with the nuclear option of my madness. 
 
I gouge through gobs of flesh  
That were once lips dribbling easy promises 
Scouring for something so solid 
As a splinter of bone. 
 
I laughed and you loved it 
And then I laughed too much and in the wrong places 
And I could not stop. 
I cried and you loved it 
And then I cried too much and in the wrong places 
And I could not stop. 
 
You buried my tears in petals. 
You muffled my laughter with petals. 
I dig through gristle hair and teeth, 
Scratching at sinew for a fingerhold of empathy 
Until my fingers wrap themselves 

           in 
              petals. 



 
 
 
 

solid 
 
 
We watch Magnolia in rolled-up T-shirts, and our shoulders don’t touch, 
not even when Aimee Mann starts to sing and we’re sweating. Not a 
drop of my sweat touches a drop of hers. Our feet don’t touch under the 
table at the diner, and we’re on the bus and our arms don’t touch and 
she says come in, cool down, and I do and our fingers don’t touch when 
she passes me a beer, and our hair doesn’t touch as it strings down over 
our faces while we do lines off her bathroom tiles, and we stand on her 
steps and our hands don’t touch and she says My God this heat, and I 
say yeah this heat, and our words pass straight through each other like 
even they don’t touch and hers smell of beer and mint. 
 
I answer the phone. It’s Sean. He’s crying and making noises like he’s 
blowing bubbles and he’s trying to say stuff that just sounds like vowels, 
so I say where are you, man? and he’s gasping and wailing and gasping 
again but I think I hear him say square. Richardson Square used to be 
grass and trees and swings that had some of their original paint but now 
it’s just grey shit of one kind or another piled on other grey shit, and 
Sean’s there, just sitting, and it’s impossible to miss him in his red 
sneakers and yellow top. His head’s bowed and he doesn’t move when I 
approach and at first I think he might be dead but I figure if he’s dead in 
Richardson someone would’ve taken his sneakers by now so I guess he’s 
just in his own bit of time that’s going more slow than everything around 
him.  

I say whassup, man, and he doesn’t look up, but his body shakes, 
once, and there’s a sound from somewhere, S’Bobbi. I say, Bobbi? And 
then there’s nothing and we sit so long if anyone saw us they’d just see a 
film of that grey shit by now.  

Mo’fucker’s dead, he says at last. I say, Bobbi’s dead?  
He says I’m so scared, don’t leave me man, and I say, it’s OK man 

we’re solid, and we sit for so long and still the sun won’t come up and 
my eyes are sticky and my throat’s dry and I think maybe we’re gonna 
spend our lives in Richardson wrapped in some grey shit cocoon. 
 



 
 
It’s not raining. In films it’s always raining, like the director thinks 
making the air wet and thick makes lovers light and slick and they’re 
pressed into one another and become one writhing thing almost by 
accident. But they don’t become one thing, and the rain is a lie, and no 
matter the sweat and the water and the oil and the melting lipstick they 
aren’t one creature and they never will be. The rain’s a lie and the 
kissing’s a lie and the skin sliding on skin’s a lie and the way the cloth 
disappears in the torrent’s a lie and the fucking’s a lie and coming 
together like some piece of harmony’s a lie. 

It isn’t raining, and we stand awkwardly on her doorstep until she 
says come in, and inside it’s dry and we have drinks but it’s still dry and 
even when our clothes are gone our skins keep getting in the way and by 
then our mouths are dry and when I come it tears the back of my throat 
and when she comes she’s so dry she just sobs and sobs and nothing 
comes out. 
 
Sean’s in the same clothes he wore two nights ago, and now they’re not 
so bright and there are tears in the seams, and he’s got stubble only I can 
barely see where the stubble stops and the dirt begins. 

You been sleeping in the square, I ask.  
Man, he says, no way. They’d see me there. I found some steps off 

Montaigne with railings and boxes and stuff so you can’t see shit from 
the street. 

They? The guys who killed Bobbi? 
He looks up from the coffee I sprung him and his eyes are staring 

like he’s looking through me, and the dirt on his face makes his cheeks 
look way more hollow than they can have gotten in two days, but the 
way he looks scares the shit out of me so I order waffles and eggs. 

Yeah, the guys who killed Bobbi, he says when his plate’s empty. 
You know who did that? 
Yeah, I know who did that, and this time his eyes are looking at 

me and there’s a question, a desperate one, and I wonder if we’re being 
watched from somewhere, and if whoever’s watching, if anyone is, can 
see that he hasn’t told me their name, and I quit wondering and look 
back at him and the question’s still there, thick between us, and I shout 
the waitress and before I go I slip her a twenty and make sure she knows 
to see Sean’s had whatever he wants before she lets him out. 
 



 
 
We’re round at mine and it’s nearly three in the morning already. The 
night is so still and hot we have the window wide open but we can’t see 
any stars past the neon that gives everything in the room a strange halo, 
so when we’ve already been fucking for two hours and she looks at me 
like there’s some kind of beast inside her punching to get out of her eyes 
and reaches down calm as anything and takes the knife out of her bag it 
shines, kind of dull, and gives off this glowing metal fuzz like it’s a 
backlit Christmas-tree angel. 

She screws up her forehead and slaps her temple with the hand 
that isn’t holding the knife and slaps it again, hard, with her open palm 
and in one motion she lowers her hand, slices straight across the front, 
takes mine before I can move, does the same, drops the knife like it’s 
burning, and presses our palms together. The screams come together 
and a dog starts barking and her blood and mine start running together 
looking crazy in the neon light. 

Why won’t it work, she mutters. Again and again. Why won’t it 
work? And a line of heat runs across the wound and pulses hot, hot, and 
the pain has only just arrived and I know our blood has run together and 
our screams have run together and our pain is running together and it’s 
all because the wound will never be deep enough and I begin to shake 
my head and sob and cry, It’ll never work, and the salt and blood and 
scream wear a halo of neon like they’re molten hell. 
 
The clock on the screen says it’s night so it must be dark out but I 
haven’t seen a window for days, or maybe hours, or since who knows 
when. I put the phone to my ear and listen but it’s not really words, or a 
voice, just a series of broken sounds punctuated occasionally with scared 
and help and square.  

I listen and I think. I think, it must be dark out, but not as dark as 
it is in here in this room with walls and boards and a ceiling and switches 
and fabric made from pain cut in strips so thick and woven so tight that 
nothing could ever escape. The sounds coming from the speaker are so 
much quieter than the sounds in my head and eventually they fade to a 
level hiss and I throw the phone across the room. 

Our bodies are slick and in the darkness it is impossible to tell 
how much of the liquid drowning us is sweat, and how much oil, and 
how much blood.  



 
 
 
 
No matter how we bite and fuck and fist we still sit apart in the 

blackness, separated by skin, and as long as we sit and we fist and bite 
and fuck we will always be separated and she says, I can feel every part of 
you beneath your skin and I can see your soul behind your eyes and I can 
press up against what’s there and the gap between us is so fucking small 
but it will never go away; and I say, Never? So we just sit apart in the 
darkness forever and never see into each other’s soul and never feel each 
other’s blood or hear each other’s breath, each one of us in our separate 
cells keening our loneliness into the night, and she says, No, that’s not 
the answer, and I say, What is?  

and I hear the sound of metal and feel nothing but warmth and 
she takes my hand and presses it against hers, and the warmth becomes 
heat, and the heat becomes cold, and from somewhere I hear the sounds,  

just 
not 
this 



 
 
 

Narwhals 
 
 
I am a poet. 
I am not a teacher. 
I am not a politician or a preacher or an angel-headed  

hipster. 
I’m just a guy who spits his heart out through his lips. 
 
Give me an oyster card to the unlit alleys of my soul 
And I will bring you back Leviathans 
And sewer rats and the fizzing Freon discharges of  

truth. 
I will be night vision on the darkened street. 
I will pound the relentless 4:4 beat. 
I will scour the meat pits for the heat of bodies, coffee- 

fuelled and dizzied by the endless drizzle of 
ugliness on concrete. 

 
I will place bets on games of chance. 
I will dance across the city’s fretwork. 
I will wake with night sweats screaming “Diaghilev let  

me knit long johns for your corps de ballet” 
I will watch armies of umbrellas snake into the belly of  

the whale. 
I will chase tyre tracks into the tarmac’s oils. 
I will navigate the coiling tail of capitalism. 
I will baptise the flailing beast. 
I will behead the railing priest. 
I will prepare their bodies for the paschal feast. 
I will parade their meats through underpasses where  

wild-haired women shriek “John of Patmos your  
eschatology lacks narwhals.” 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I will lay out trampolines to catch the confessions of  

jumping hedonistic penitents on acid trips. 
I will rock the words in cradles. 
I will pocket them and whisper “I cannot absolve you.” 
I am not a preacher. 
I am not a politician or a teacher or an angel-headed  

hipster. 
I’m just a guy who spits his heart out through his lips. 



 
 
 

Adam 
 
 
I lost my soul in the quarter mile from Foyles to Gerry’s 
or maybe it was Gerry’s to Foyle’s 
and what I lost was my mind. 
His name was Adam 
or maybe I only call him that 
because he was my first man 
and he told me let’s take some of this and we’ll get  

caned. 
It was the way his T-shirt stayed angel-white in the  

citygrub 
and the way his tattoo moved but his teeth stayed still  

when he smiled 
that pulled me across the street 
or maybe it was some wet-sheeted memory 
he drew to him that sticky six o’clock 
like a cloud of backflowed blood  
swilling round before the shot. 
I would have studied at Cambridge 
or maybe that was the lie I told myself 
because I knew I needed guilt 
and neither the junk nor the ejaculations gave me any. 
I lost my life somewhere by Bar Italia 
or maybe someone found it 
and put it to good use 
or maybe they wasted it 
and now I haunt the shelves of Foyles, perpetually  

browsing, 
or maybe I’m outside Gerry’s 
and this absinthe in my blood is just too strong 
or maybe it’s not strong enough 
because I can’t stop thinking of Adam 
or maybe I only call him that because he fell.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

spoons 
I had coffee in Bar Soho 
and imagined you were joining me later. 
I had my usual espresso 
and ordered you a capuccino so they’d come with  

different spoons 
which I took home because I couldn’t take you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fucking Juliette Binoche 
 
 
You should be at a poetry slam but you’re not. 
You couldn’t face another night of polite smiles and  

8.5s, 
Drinking cider getting beaten by oneliners 
From a guy who lacks a basic grip of irony 
Who thinks misquoting Kerouac’s as hip as he aspires to  

be. 
 
You’re in a Dean Street clip joint. 
Outside neon rips the sky 
Like screaming tears from every dream that travelled  

here to die. 
 
A hostess who looks like Juliette Binoche demands a  

drink. 
You say “cognac” and a hostess dressed like Lana  

Turner brings you whisky 
And asks for fifty when you only have a twenty. 
Juliette says “that’s plenty, you can pay the rest with  

your hopes” 
And puts a notebook on the table, 
Opens it, lights up and tokes and passes you her smoke, 
Chokes on her whisky, strokes her wrists distractedly 
And clicks her pen 
And then you say 
 
“I want to rhyme with holy fools 
Whose only rule of poetry is flow 
Where verse is free 
And wordsmiths badder than the worst of me” 
 
Behind the thickening membranes of her eyes the light  

retreats a little, 
Fingers tighten and she whispers “start again.” 
 
 



 
 
 
“I want to suck the sacred poison from intoxicated skies 
Philosophise with rent boys 
High five the hell-bent and the heaven-sent 
And stent the city’s arteries 
With sycophantic merengues to the high priests of the  

moshpit.” 
 
She dissects you with her disappointment. 
Her words infect you, dripped from lips injected 
With too many years of intravenous hurt 
“There are more lines of poetry on my face 
Than in all the rhymes that you will ever write” 
 
And you remember: 
You should be at a poetry slam 
And this is why you’re not, 
The superficialities and artificialities, 
The shiteness, triteness, emptiness and skin deep sheer  

banalities 
And you say “I want the pain to stop” 
 
Juliette Binoche unbuttons her shirt, 
Opens a condom, 
Throws the rubber on the floor 
And slides the foil across her chest and takes your hand 
And presses it into the blood, 
Peels back a flap of skin 
And your fingers slip like toes 
Through the sand on the last beach on earth 
And as her heart contracts beneath your palm she says 
“I want the pain to start.” 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Every single moment is precious, because no moment 
lasts forever, and one day even the seemingly never-
ending trail of moments will stop. Not just the moments 
that comprise our life, but every moment.  
 
What never ends can never be precious. The value of 
what ends the moment it begins is infinite. 
 
With thanks to those who made these moments. 
 
My wife. London stopped. 
 
Cody James. We were making fairytales. 
 
Katelan and Holly. Veronika. Penny. 
 
Patti Smith and Robert Mapplethorpe. 
 
Archimedes and Diophantus. 


