
	   	  

 

(unreadable)1908 
SS Delfina, Sydney, Australia 
 
Dear Kate 
Just a line to let you know what part of the 
world I am in. I have been out hear 6 weeks 
now and expect to be home for Xmas. Am 
going round the coast of Australia and New 
Zealand. Give Best Love to G & W and Fred 
if you can see him.  
I remain Your loving Sweetheart Harold  
xxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxx 
 

PS Don’t forget the message on  
the Front I keep to it 

 

 

 

Noisy, blue electronica. Flashes of reproductive light. Potato faces in the dark. 

   

  A VOICE ON A MICROPHONE:  

  I’ll be whatever you want me to be 

wherever 

  You’ll be wherever you want in me whenever 

  You’ll come over me in any weather 

        A dirty trumpet howls 

  A-wop-bop-a-loo-bop a-wop-bam-boom  
   
  And we-I-will do anything for some  

  affection. 

 

 

 



	   	  

Beaches Bar & Grill, Main Street, Fogo Island. Phone: 266-1223.  
Temperature: 10°C. Humidity: 87%. Visibility: Excellent. Pressure: 996mb. Falling.  
 
 
 
SYLVIA:  I…don’t know why I’m single - 

TED:  I mean it’s kind of weird to talk about fault anyway, like, like,   

  there’s some kind of moral obligation to be with somebody - 

SYLVIA: I did something really silly yesterday - 

TED:  Because I’m a bit fed up of, you know, people saying, “Oh! You’re  

  you’re single! Why?” Like, er, like, what they want to say is,   

  “What’s wrong?” 

SYLVIA: I contacted somebody, a boy, who I thought, he’s really good looking, and 

  he’s sort of, he, h-I don’t know, I don’t know if I contacted him 

     because I wanted to have a fling, because     

     if I really think about it I don’t think he reads - 

TED:  I mean if you’re in London, I mean, it’s very easy to forget  

  you’re single - 

SYLVIA: I don’t think I could date someone who never read anything - 

TED:  You, you can run all over the place meeting different people, I  

  mean, so many people live here, er, and there’s so many   

  opportunities to, to,  get to know people, and they’re all just an  

  underground ride away – 

 

@herxideas Dear Neighbour, I have left the house. My insides roil past the friendly 
butcher, the workmen, the panic tree on Jelf. 

 
 

 
 Jones, The Butcher | Meat. The way is meant to be | 

There has been a flourishing butcher’s shop on this site since 1910.  
There have been three generations of Jones family men supplying customers here. 

Learn the art of butchery. Our butchers will explain the reasons and science for each cut. 
	  



	   	  

Melt at 300 degrees, 50,000 leagues, the faces on that poster, out of date, smiling I’M 

ATTACHED TO MY BAG. WHEN YOU PUSH MY BAG, WHEN YOU PUSH MY BAG 

WITH YOUR BAG, WHEN YOU PUSH ANY PART OF YOUR BODY AGAINST MY 

BODY, YOU PUSH ME, ASSHOLE! In front of the train. Your body mine. My bodybag in 

front of a train drag bad lipstick across a face downward droop mouthends sealed kiss if  

I asked you’d lick my ass so  

 

 

SYLVIA: So therefore, there’s no future in the relationship. He’s not   

  someone I could really, at this stage, say I could have a long-term  

  relationship with, but I contacted him anyway. I said. “Hey! How’re you 

  doing?” Sort of, you know, trying to maybe see if he’d like to go out for a  

  drink but surely that’s silly? 

 
 
 

When I kiss my new internet lover  
desravenous, 

the beats keep my fingers to the keyboards to the hot of your face and  
I travel  

slugsaliva 
saltbutter Marmite 

bisongrass cut  
plain and ready 

Feet contracted but 
 

 

SYLVIA:  I couldn’t marry someone who didn’t read books.  

 

please pulse pulverize pessimist pinktron pomeloberry panther 

juice  


