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“I
think

true
w

ilderness
can

stillbe
found,

b
u

t
it’s

h
ard

to
teach

an
d

dangerous
w

hen
you

g
et

there,
w

hich
is

probably
w

hy
itstill

exists”.
-

—
M

ichelle
P

aver

T
his

book
is

for
ev

ery
o

n
e

w
ho

struggles
to

express
th

em
selv

es
and

th
o

se

w
ho

help
them

find
th

eir
w

ay.
A

s
a

born
in

tro
v

ert
th

ere
w

ere
so

m
any

people

w
ho

show
ed

m
ore

faith
in

m
e

th
an

I’ll
ev

er
have.

T
o

P
aul,

K
erry

and
W

illiam

at
In-Situ.

A
nd

M
oz

at
T

hat
0282

P
lace.

T
o

Lyn
for

th
e

y
ears

of
friendship

and
“R

eality
doesn’t

im
press

m
e.

Ionly
believe

in
intoxication,

in
ecstasy,

putting
up

w
ith

m
y

n
o

rth
ern

m
um

ble!
T

o
C

rash
and

Jess
for

th
e

zine
love,

and
w

hen
ordinary

life
shackles

m
e,

Iescape,
one

w
ay

or
an

o
th

er.

A
nd

to
H

elen
for

th
e

loan
of

th
e

m
asks,

new
‘w

ays
of

seeing’
and

for
not

N
o

m
ore

w
alls”.

-
A

naïs
Nm

looking
at

m
e

as
though

I w
as

w
arped

w
hen

I show
ed

her
th

at
first

issue!
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g
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e
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T
he

beast’s
habitat

w
as

in
co

n
stan

t
flux

—

th
e

m
en

had
dream

s

G
one

w
ere

the
brook

and
green

aplenty
N

ow
it

could
only

find
factory,

artificiality
A

constant
throb

A
co

n
stan

t
fear

[of
grey]

W
here

could
freedom

now
be

found?
T

he
m

onster
how

led
in

vain

W
hy

did
progress

alw
ays

bring
ab

an
d

o
n
m

en
t?

Life
inconsequentially

falling
aw

ay
C

olours
fading

in
the

hopelessness
W

as
nothing

w
orth

saving?
—

he
felt

alone
again

D
id

he
not

exist?
—

no,
to

them
he

w
as

nothing
H

ow
long

had
he

been
am

ongst
them

now
?

—
it

felt
like

eternity
T

hey
preached

a
future

of
change,

of
ideas

H
ow

w
as

this
th

e
answ

er
w

hen
it

m
eant

extinction?
T

he
beast

how
led

again
In

this
age

of
enlightenm

ent
th

e
m

en
fell

silent

T
he

m
an

felt
th

e
w

oods
com

e
alive.

It’s
spirit

w
as

all
around

him
,

beckoning.
T

hat
groan

as
the

w
ind

blew
through

the
branches.

A
rhythm

ic
sw

ay
and

creak
th

at
sent

seeds
groundw

ard.
T

he
creatures

call
killed

th
e

silence.
S

topped
any

resistance
and

m
ade

him
go

deeper.
H

e
never

saw
it

is
as

a
transform

ative
thing

in
itself

but
he

felt
‘som

ething.
W

hat
w

as
it

exactly?
A

n
energy?

H
e

w
asn’t

sure
if

he
believed

in
m

agic.
H

e
w

asn’t
sure

he
believed

in
m

uch
m

ore
than

the
m

om
ent.

A
s

the
m

an
undressed

he
saw

th
at

he
w

as
erect.

H
e

found
it

funny
th

at
th

ro
u
g
h
o
u
t

his
life

he’d
been

told
w

here
to

go
and

w
hat

to
do

but
never

how
to

love.
O

r
how

to
be.

Life
lessons

alw
ays

cam
e

in
vague

term
s

th
at

w
ere

im
possible

to
m

easure
Itw

as
about

fear
and

sin.
It

w
as

about
blasphem

y
B

ut
he’d

found
a

w
ay

to
escape,

to
question

and
to

shed
his

skin.
H

e
found

joy
in

being
w

illing
to

let
tim

e
leave

its
m

ark.
O

pen
to

m
aking

him
self

appear
vulnerable.

D
esire

cam
e

through
death.

It
cam

e
in

the
changing

seasons.
It cam

e
in

dream
s

crashing.
T

he
m

an
felt

such
w

onder
as

he
dived

into
the

m
oonlit

pool.
A

nd
com

plete
as

he
caught

the
beast’s

reflection
w

hen
he

surfaced.
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T
he

prophet
knew

his
tim

e
w

as
at

hand
and

w
ished

th
at

he
could

change
his

path

H
e

w
asn’t

set
for

this
-

he
no

longer
believed

B
ut

he
knew

his
death

m
ust

com
e

T
hrough

sw
ord,

through
sem

en
T

hrough
th

e
thoughts

in
his

head
th

at
m

ade
him

feel
evil

T
hrough

th
eth

o
u
g
h
ts

in
his

head
th

at
m

ade
him

aroused

W
hy

couldn’t
they

see
he

w
asn’t

one
of

th
em

?

H
e

looked
at

th
e

vibrant
green

w
ith

such
aw

e
A

nd
w

ent
d
eep

er
into

th
e

w
ilderness

H
e

knew
th

at
it

w
as

useless
and

they
w

ould
find

him
H

unt
him

dow
n

and
dem

and
w

ords

H
unt

him
dow

n
and

dem
and

sacrifice
B

ut
for

now
he

w
alked

further,
naked

C
herishing

each
secluded

breath
E

ach
nettled

step
th

at
proved

he
w

as
hum

an
E

ach
sacred

second
th

ere
before

darkness
enveloped

So
w

hat
defines

us?
W

hat
defiles

us?
Is

itth
e

dust
and

dirt
th

at
surrounds?

P
roducts

of
this

harsh
w

orld
T

his
concrete

land
w

here
w

e
live

M
aybe

the
desire

is
alw

ays
th

ere?
A

nd
w

ith
th

at
a

certain
devilm

ent
To

stray
off

th
e

b
eaten

track

To
stray

and
feel

sh
eer

joy
To

stray
never

to
return

N
o

longer
tied

to
th

e
past

N
o

longer
follow

ing
som

e
tired

doctrine

B
ut

for
once

acting
w

ild
and

carefree
C

hanging
beyond

all
recognition

Fluid
and

form
less

S
hedding

skin
w

ithout
any

concern



Is
th
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cr
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bl
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g
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n

cr
et

e
a

si
gn

?

T
o

re
m

in
d

us
w

e
ar

e
bo

un
d

to
ch

an
ge

G
ro

w
ol

d
an

d
w

ea
k

B
en

d
an

d
br

ea
k

do
w

n

B
ut

al
so

to
ex

p
er

ie
n
ce

ne
w

th
in

gs

W
it

h
a

ne
w

w
is

do
m

of
so

rt
s

W
h
at

do
yo

u
se

e
o
th

er
th

an
ju

st
a

bo
dy

?

A
m

al
e

bo
dy

N
ot

so
m

e
ed

if
ic

e

N
ot

so
m

et
h
in

g
to

be
re

pu
ls

ed
by

H
um

an
?

D
oe

s
an

y
o
n
e

re
al

ly
kn

ow
w

h
at

th
at

m
ea

n
s?

Is
it

ju
st

an
o
th

er
la

be
l

to
de

fi
ne

ho
w

w
e

sh
ou

ld
ac

t?

T
o

ca
re

or
ab

u
se

in
eq

ua
l

m
ea

su
re

?

T
o

kn
ow

ab
o

u
t

d
ea

th
an

d
re

al
is

e
th

at
it

is
on

th
e

ho
ri

zo
n

T
o

ha
ve

no
fe

ar

B
ut

to
w

al
k

g
h
o
st

lik
e

th
ro

u
g
h

th
e

ru
in

s

Q
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et
,
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h
en
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d

u
n

as
h
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ed
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T
he

m
an

knew
he

w
as

h
eretic

H
e

w
an

ted
to

fuck
th

e
w

orld
over

H
e

didn’t
care

for
anyone

let
alone

him
self

H
e

realised
th

at
th

ere
w

as
no

hope
h
ere

H
e

used
to

believe
in

heaven
but

so
m

eh
o
w

got
lost

along
th

e
w

ay

T
hrough

th
e

sex
th

at
th

ey
found

ab
h
o
rren

t
T

hrough
th

e
course

w
ords

th
at

he
sp

at
o
u
t

W
hat

w
as

heaven
anyw

ay?

A
place

for
cunts

w
ho

died
w

ith
o

u
t

sinning

O
r

w
ere

foolish
enough

to
ato

n
e

for
th

eir
desires

H
e

im
agined

it
as

en
d
less

d
ro

n
e

H
e

im
agined

it
full

of
people

w
ho

he
used

to
h
ate

w
ith

a
passion

L
am

e
and

insipid
-

it
felt

m
ore

like
hell

to
him

T
here

m
ust

be
vibrancy

below
?

T
here

w
ith

th
o

se
w

ho
had

b
een

co
n

d
em

n
ed

as
w

o
rth

less
T

hose
w

ho
over

tim
e

had
defiled

scrip
tu

re

H
e

knew
he

w
ould

feel
th

eir
agony

H
e

knew
he

w
ould

feed
off

th
eir

h
ate

H
e

knew
th

ey
w

ould
b
eco

m
e

tribe

H
e

knew
he

w
ould

soon
find

love

—
1





T
hey

w
ere

bits
of

kids
kicking

stuff
around

the

sam
e

neighbourhood

E
arly

S
eventies

babies
w

ho
ventured

everyw
here

to
g
eth

er

D
ow

n
across

the
railw

ay
line

to
the

w
aterfall

or

across
the

golf
course;

fu
rth

er
and

fu
rth

er
afield

A
dolescence

m
ade

them
insular

and
had

them
hanging

round
street

corners

T
hey

grew
listless

and
lustful

T
hey

tried
to

look
cool

T
hey

tried
to

rem
em

ber
w

hy
they

liked
each

o
th

er

T
hey

lost
touch

M
aybe

it’s
just

one
of

those
things.

T
im

e
chose

their
friends

but
over

tim
e

they
needed

to
sep

arate

G
o

their
ow

n
w

ay
and

have
new

experiences

H
appy

to
know

they
had

left
their

m
ark

on
each

other’s
dream

s

O
ur

lives
have

becom
e

boarded
up

S
huttered

and
fleeting

D
esperate

w
ith

no
sign

of
progress

O
nly

in
term

s
of

tim
e;

day
in,

day
out

Like
som

e
pointless

procession

P
oint

A
to

point
B

and
back

again

R
epeat,

repeat,
rep

eat

E
ndless,

endless,
endless

W
e’ve

becom
e

like
anim

als;
zom

bies

U
ncontrolled

O
nly

stopping
to

eat
and

fuck

E
at

and
leave

w
aste

N
o

sense
of

w
hat

is
around

N
o

sense
of

w
hat

is
on

our
d
o
o
rstep

D
ead

w
hilst

living
in

a
state

of
nature

D
oom

ed
to

live
in

a
state

of
disarray



So
w

ha
t

ha
s

be
en

le
ft

be
hi

nd

L
ef

t
fo

r
o
th

er
s

to
fi

nd

S
om

e
sc

ra
w

le
d

ta
g

to
sa

y
Iw

as
he

re

Ih
av

e
ex

is
te

d

Ih
av

e
m

ad
e

m
y

m
ar

k

Fo
r

on
ce

Ih
av

e
ha

d
m

y
sa

y

Fu
ck

th
is

,
fu

ck
th

at
,

lu
ck

yo
u

It’
s

ha
rd

to
kn

ow
ho

w
w
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el
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th
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m
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eg

re
ts
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d

w
ha
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ifs
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in
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in

g
w

it
h

w
ar

m
ne

ss

M
em

or
ie

s
of

ti
m

es
w

e
bu

rn
ed

br
ig

ht

N
ot

w
or
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ed

ab
o
u
t

w
ha

t
lie

s
ah

ea
d

R
ea
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in

g
th

at
th

os
e

le
ft

w
ill

co
m

e
an
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go

R
oa

m
in

g
th

ro
ug

h
th

e
w

oo
ds

an
d

pa
st

ur
es

M
ill

in
g

ar
ou
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e
ar
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T
ry
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g

to
m
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e
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e
of
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g

to
su
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ut

in
th
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w
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th
e
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ea
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ed
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st

fo
ll

ow
in
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its

ow
n
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in

st
in
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s

Y
et
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ill

fe
ar

fu
l

A
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ay
s

fe
ar
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l

B
ut

in
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e
di
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an
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ex
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F
or
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s
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d
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s

A
fa
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ea
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S
ur

e
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m
ay

en
d
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S
ur
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t
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w
it
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?

B
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w
ha
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e

w
it
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ut

th
e
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ou
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t
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de

st
ru
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io
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R
an

do
m
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ss

an
d
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n-
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nf

or
m
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y

T
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ea

tu
re
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T
he

y
pr

om
is

ed
us

a
br

av
e

ne
w

w
or

ld
.

Sa
id

ou
r

fu
tu

re
s

w
ou

ld
be

bl
is

s.
A

bu
nd

an
t,

fu
ll

of
si

lv
er

an
d

ch
ro

m
e.

T
he

y
ga

ve
us

w
ir

es
.

T
hi

ng
s

th
at

sp
at

ou
t

no
is

e.
T

hi
ng

s
th

at
be

ca
m

e
ta

ng
le

d
an

d
to

rn
.

T
hi

ng
s

th
at

co
rr

od
ed

w
hi

ls
t

he
tr

ie
d

to
es

ca
pe

.
H

e
gr

ew
ol

d
tr

yi
ng

.
H

e
gr

ew
ti

re
d

tr
yi

ng
.

T
he

m
ot

or
w

ay
ca

m
e

of
fe

ri
ng

no
th

in
g

m
or

e
th

an
gr

ey
ne

ss
an

d
m

on
ot

on
y.

H
e

st
ill

di
dn

’t
kn

ow
w

he
re

he
w

as
he

ad
ed

bu
t

co
ul

d
ge

t
th

er
e

fa
st

er
.

T
hi

ng
s

cr
um

bl
ed

fu
rt

he
r.

A
nd

ye
t

al
w

ay
s

an
oa

si
s

in
al

l
of

th
is

.
T

he
re

pa
st

th
e

co
nc

re
te

an
d

gr
af

fi
ti

he
fo

un
d

ca
lm

.
T

he
re

ne
ar

w
he

re
th

e
Q

ua
ke

rs
bu

il
t

th
ei

r
br

id
ge

he
fo

un
d

lu
sh

ne
ss

an
d

w
ild

lif
e.

St
ill

is
ol

at
ed

bu
t

no
w

at
on

e
w

it
h

na
tu

re
.

T
he

re
he

sh
ed

hi
s

sk
in

.
A

ll
ar

ti
fi

ci
al

it
y

go
ne

.
T

he
re

he
sm

el
t

w
ild

ga
rl

ic
an

d
fe

lt
th

e
w

ar
m

th
on

hi
s

sh
ou

ld
er

s.
Fe

lt
a

po
w

er
fu

l
re

su
rg

en
t

en
er

gy
.

T
he

re
at

on
ce

he
be

ca
m

e
al

iv
e.

T
he

re
,

fo
re

ve
r,

he
fe

lt
ho

m
e.
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So
w

hat
does

this
m

odern
w

orld
bring

us?

T
he

vibrancy
of

w
ild

flow
ers

w
ith

teen
ag

ed
blue

hues?

P
erhaps

w
e

realise
though

th
at

this
w

onder
is

short
lived?

O
ur

lives
have

becom
e

insignificant.

O
ur

lives
are

full
of

cheap
kicks

and
plastic.

T
hrow

n
aw

ay
before

the
tim

e
com

es.

D
iscarded

bikes
(w

as
our

childhood
so

long
ago?)

D
iscarded

pram
s

(w
e

couldn’t
w

ait
to

grow
up

and
have

sex.)

D
iscarded

dream
s

(w
hen

did
w

e
stop

im
aging

a
bright

future?)

D
espite

odd
glim

pses
of

colour
the

lustre
has

gone.

R
eplaced

only
w

ith
grim

e
and

slogans.

Feeling
like

w
e

don’t
belong

today.

Feeling
slaves

to
a

distorted
rhythm

.

Feeling
nothing

but
num

bness.

W
anting

som
ething

m
ore

than
just

being
here.

I’

o
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