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LIST OF POWER STATIONS 

 
I wake at 5.30 in Watt, California and take a 20 minute shower immediately: 
twelve minutes for the shower, eight minutes for ‘other activity’. 

I hate to sweat in my fresh shirt before I’ve left home. 
Previously I’ve thought I can hold on and  
complete dressing, wet and comb my hair,  
only to discover, leaning over to tie my shoes with extreme difficulty, 
that I must stay a while longer.  

Most of my colleagues understand my build-up routine: 
Rumination, notation, ejaculation, meditation.  
I speak late in the morning, at the lectern, clearly, full of hope. 
I have to sit down after a few minutes and they provide me with a chair;  
I cross my legs and stare straight forward. 

After lunch I take one-on-ones with the student body.  
These are done in fifteen minute spurts, leaving the door  
open for reassurance that I will be doing nothing rhythmic  
save for sharpening my pencil. 
It’s better in meetings with faculty, who silently  
allow me to tick-tock in my underwear.  
By the time I’m home I am exhausted, sticky all over.  

I wash while my wife sets the table for dinner. 
To warm her to my presence we sit side by side, 
shoulders and knees softly rubbing, then: straight to bed.  
I cup her face; look only at her eyes, nod  
and smile, while I quietly pray that I’ll fall straight to sleep around her  
so she knows how I feel when I’m only warm and not hot. 
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ON SIGHT 
 

misjudging my weight from a brief eye up  
the anaesthetist presents me with an impeccably terrible level  
setting me paralysed but able to feel 
my eyelid being slit open. 
 
screens hover above me  
relaying the performance of a cataract op next door. 
the scrape of the spatula, the bite of staples, 
six fingers pushing my eyeball into the socket 
to check if the wound would bleed.

nurse sings along to the radio 
until I squeeze her hand.  
we had only just met, 
and look what they’ve done. 
 
just like the three boys who dared 
the only girl to run 
towards the wide mossy tree  
then propelled a stick or rock or paving brick  
to chase after her grinning skull. 
 
knocked out momentarily, a patch of her head scalped 
she waited till dark to show someone and ask: 
will I die in the night?
  

EFFORTLESS REX

Warming up a newspaper in a damp armpit 
I check the rim of my hat with a pinky for icicles, 
barely touching it: a thumb reading a blade 
after a cool apple’s been split in two. 
 
Snow tires in the gutter. 
Snow catches in the dipping thoroughfare. 
Snow is destined over vents in the road 
to implode, like my patience. A succession of thunderclaps blast 
 
from the blustering gauze sails of the building I’ve just exited. 
I whistle with them, the waterproof coat 
of the ribs of construction spidering the walls, 
and subsequently cough.   
 
You both show up, late. 
Who declares me ‘irresponsible’ 
to the authoritative windows of the place? 
Jumbled, I pucker up for a kiss: ‘Not possible.’
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THE HEAVENS  
 
 
In the summers we  
eyed folks hunting for  
those ad-ver-tised bottles of water  
on the neighborhood.  
 
It drove us to sing out,  
call out to each other,  
to the people.  
 
We wished them luck,  
checked if we could sip from  
the grail too.  
 
The winters made us quiet,  
hushed up our mouths.  
 
No one looked for nothing,  
it was all here,  
all your questions answered,  
the most simple things out of reach  
till the roads opened up again.  
 
The billboards were just  
postcards from places  
we were sure weren’t anywhere 
at all. 

(TAKING A) WALK  
 
 
Every evening’s like taking a hard breath.  
I’m choking on eyes that can’t cope  
With how dangerously clean I am.  
Someone will offer me a favour.  
I’ll want to come out later, to the gardens. 
 
I walk through the park at four in the morning  
To wear the same noiseless monochrome  
And warm greys as the city. Are you counting  
The bones in my neck? 
 
Park-side lounges are sitcoms  
For my channel-hopping silhouette. From the waist down 
I’m rooted to the shrubbery. I straighten up shakily,  
Growing in the cut-shot shakes of a wildlife documentary.  
 
A man brought me down by the ankle once,  
By a giant metal chess set. It wasn’t really a man; 
Just someone out of their mind who thinks life, even short grass  
Is felt at a run, a thick slam to the ground.  
 
‘You had a man at home.  
What were you doing getting yourself in this state?’  
Probably the same as me, the same as you: treading on the grass;  
Spying for cats; mumbling songs; talking the dark out of it with a look. 
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THE VIEW OF THE BIRDS  
 
 
I used to write because I had to and now I write  
knowing that they will listen. In three days’ time 
I will be released. The warden doesn’t call me a  
disgraceful beast like he does the others. He  
brought me a cord to bind my writings. Herr  
Direktor sent me off saying I should make a go of  
working in a printing shop, that I would be missed 
at the press. He’s sending his sons out to die and  
he knows it. Hans leant me his boot polish in spite  
of the moony lake shining from the centre of its  
black clay quarry. I held my breath. I groaned. He  
smiled. He wears his tattoos like a flabby, fraying 
shirt of gauze with MORD on the right breast pocket. 
I hear Peter and Max in the night. I run my iron over 
the swaying wheat field of school report cards and the 
forms for governmental bodies. I want to write my name  
on them all, to write ‘Well done for trying!’ The train  
at midday is brown all over and the snow is white, I’m  
aware of my clothes, the cord has started to fray. I  
spend the day walking the 20 minutes to my apartment 
from the station squeezing my stories. Before ringing  
the buzzer marked ‘Kulterer, F.’ I dump the lot in the  
bin, reject the door and walk down the street, maybe 
back to the station, maybe back to the savings and loans.
 

LUXURY FLATS 
 

Gay’s Trivia, if rewritten today, would include: 
 
The difficulties of finding real culture unable to be consumed 
How to survive capitalist conversation 
The impossibility of affordable studio space 
 
I sit on the end of the bed in our small subterranean room –   
the square brick aquarium – and wonder when the landlord will do his next  
 inspection. 
I’m one of his oldest tenants, though he has no idea I’m here. I’m off the books.
 
How can I transition from worker to paramour by crossing a room and when 
the ceiling is sometimes paper? 
 
I avoid my love in my studio, a renovated scout hut, 
where the windows are frosted at least, and protected with chicken wire grids. 
I lock myself in on Sundays and burn my hands on the heater. 
 
Walking down our road I do ‘the countdown’:  
millions of people can get to me. 
Then, behind the main gate: potentially 40, plus the employees 
at the sandwich factory. 
Through the warehouse’s communal door: up to 36. 
Behind our front door: only 7. 
At 7 it remains, unless I lock myself in the bathroom. 
I feel secure, like valuable information.


