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Her Cable mouth     oak smoke 

orange sauce      business card buffet 

supper, interrupted     illumination town 

lost balloons go to heaven   silent strings 

more seasoning for bland feuds   boycott breathing 

flogging a dead hearse    the tides are almost blue  
enamel       peaks and valleys 

hangman       muzzle enemies 

pacman       a broken radiator  

superman       Godspeed 

I forget an entire semester   hymn and hurt 

shrinking violet      strepsil voice 

I just never left home    continental market 

be my icicle      her thoughts on usb 
a safe distance from the bomb   Oh thieves  

entice the nice . ignore the whore  eyes squint to read 

set fire to the sunshine    bleach blonde 

pigtails       reactionary 

everlasting sadness     apartment demolition derby 

a moment of collapse     vodka marinating in gin 

bank heist       poster imposter  

optometry       sky high debt letter guy 
sow those seeds this season   black blue black blue 

sleep backwards      space travel 

Angels vs. Flies      confectionary closet 



< Her cable mouth > 
The seeds of my Frustration bloom on empty stages 
old dust from ancient mixing boards fill the room 

a speckled spotlight abbreviates abrasive performances 
By knotting laces in order to achieve blood clots 

My fraternal twin moved to echo chamber avenue 
he was tired of the gusting wind interrupting his sleep 

he was tired of the phone stuttering at 6am every morning 
he was tired of awakening more tired than when he went to bed 

I pay my respect with all the loose change I hoard 
delving into dirty pockets with freshly scented hands 
rented vans fill their mouths with prized possessions 

and suckle on today’s most beautiful gasoline 

Different paces match the extensive list of colours 
named after states and various types of punctuation 

unopened boxes of recalled iron lung machines 
breathing in the atlas in order to travel the world 

Another staircase designed for the eyes and not safety 
Perspex tragedies steal all the newspaper inches 

I was friends with a little boy who owned a little orchard 
we slowly morphed into bitter apples and sweet oranges 

I am not sorry enough to be sending out those letters 
deliberate ugly fonts and deliberate ugly grammar 
fighting the cold with brand new popcorn and anger 
slowly unravelling the stitches from my busted lip 

My generation will continue to suck the blood of animals 
selfishly abandon their papers at the office fire 
I teach myself how to read and write in Braille 

so that I may wander the earth when my eyes go to bed 

 



< Orange sauce > 
Delivered like a foal from a candy-floss womb 

thrown into a fluffy barricade that sailors lust after 
only encrusted diamonds are truly set in stone 

and even then, promises mix like expired milkshakes 

My tempers are friends with the local polar bears 
bi-polar melting pots and weekends in Athens 

I suppose you could find me asleep on a hammock 
dreaming of a school of dolphins harmonising 

I ran out of steam before the train made the station 
various hues of ink on my gossiping fingers 

this witness protection is a program still in beta 
the code hasn’t even started mumbling gibberish yet 

We Spend our days on the outskirts of a ghost avenue 
measuring our temperatures with stolen mercury 

I’m the first one to turn out this seasons floodlights 
she’s the last one to pick up the bar tab 

We dine at our leisure to avoid missing global headlines 
both feet tied firmly to the wallet-emptying television 

we are searching for gold in a river full of silver 
but we’re too proud to abandon our initial blueprints 

I find myself at the foot of somebody else’s stairs 
nursing a cold cocktail glass full of molten lava 

the residents bat their eyelids and speak in tongues 
I use my arm as a pillow and go back to sleep 

My head is full of nursery rhymes too bold for children 
I fax my thoughts to my future self 

working at a table that moves more than the moon 
my handwriting was always doomed to become lazy 



< Supper, Interrupted > 
I don’t get dressed on days that I know I’ll spend at home 

I don’t quote quotes in order to appear articulate and intellectual 
I don’t misuse company property in order to create giggles 
I don’t design designs that are designed to be desirable 

I should monotone my skin and adhere myself to a wall 
I should call in those favours that sleep in my conscience closet 

I should develop my own network of supporting beams 
I should stop stuttering and give someone else the microphone 

I Will degrade myself so it’s harder for anyone else to follow suit 
I Will camp out in my garden in order to save electricity 

I Will underscore the incorrect rules and correct them all 
I Will participate in the capture of the moon 

I Hope that my lungs and the doctor never ever meet 
I Hope that I drown in the confectionery of this planet 

I Hope our ending is as sweet as the local bakery 
I Hope we find the time to compartmentalize ourselves 

I know that these stitches will never make a circle 
I Know that those buildings are never going to retire 
I Know my relatives think of their vices before me 
I Know my heart better than it knows its valves 

I think about the sterling silver sunsets falling asleep 
I Think about evil bee’s that blackmail for their honeycomb 
I Think about the lonely animals afraid in a strange land 

I Think about the possibility of boycotting Christmas 

I Won’t let myself be dragged into lakes of jealous fire 
I Won’t try and police the way others think of me 

I Won’t calculate the risks before I jump in head first 
I Won’t forget the few that always remembered me 

 



< Lost balloons go to heaven > 
Inflate the politicians with a keg full of helium 

tell them stories that are out of tune 
we kept our heads held high above the water line 

bleeding oxygen for the fishes in the river 

Dwarfing clouds with quantity over quality 
colourful pixels for the gods to bemuse upon 
a decade worth of children’s momentary anger 

flooding the skies with stories of Noah 

Swimming alongside the wings of commercial airplanes 
checking their hulls for any potential breaches 
we stick with the birds and die with the birds 
recycled wings and a thousand unused eyes 

Strings move like caterpillars dancing for a soul mate 
choreographed and incredibly well rehearsed 
defending the atmosphere with plastic faces 

giving blood-rush to the conspiracy theorists 

Mother Nature obscures our view of the major cities 
a crackdown on glorious eye candy censorship 
a telescope for every bruise in the closet 

a lung full of cloud and wanderlust 

Moving home as long as the gusts keep coming 
homesick heroes spend their nights in the dark 
this sight-seeing coma is more than a gift 

rays warm our bodies until we explode  

Heaven is a mouthful of brand-new helium away 
we find ourselves jealous of the satellites 

these beautiful images that our eyes have seen 
will be erased without proper public projection 

 
 



< More seasoning for bland feuds > 
I am flying the flag for broken promises 

kneejerking the paper dove silhouettes for crowd eyes 
my government throws ink onto amateur water contracts 

somebody siphoned my tank whilst I dreamt of hope 

I feed my tongue with secret documents and annotations 
muscle fatigue lets me know when to fall asleep 
nestled in the carved out bark of a sycamore tree 

taking cover from the lies and broken signals 

Shoulder the blame with recently-sharpened blades 
trading my demons for your bleached denim jeans 
I can’t imagine how it could be lonely at the top 
break her teeth with constant soda consumption 

Please Ship my brain stems to a politician in Britain 
I dig my heels into the quicksand and recite my bible 

fluoride water gives Americans an advantage 
like lithium sandwiches or morphine cocktails 

Cooking homeless potatoes on a homemade stove 
drinking chemicals alongside diluted champagne 

a hospital tag irritates my right wrist 
but I enjoy the attention from kitchen porters 

 I have heard the same chord sequence a million times 
but with the right voice it still shivers my soul 
guilt is the only i.v I was allowed to purchase 

it’s a shame that these curtains are always closed 

They made a martyr out of a box of confetti 
a temporary foxtrot on permanently shaken ground 
there’s no time for colouring in between the lines 

when the mess of tangles draws you in  
 


