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her. She saw a play from the man’s

world. It was about two lovers.

Until the boy discovered that the

girl he adored had a secret 

relationship with intelligent 

machines. They had become 

friends to her. She learned from

them as Marisca had learned.

But on her lover’s world that was 

regarded as wrong. Man and 

machine should be nothing but

master and servant. At the end of

the play he killed his beloved and

the script made it clear that he had

acted correctly. The machines found

more literature from the out-

Worlder’s planet. It all propounded

the same moral message of the 

previous play: any collaboration 

between people and intelligent 

machines was wrong and wicked.

She heard what the machines read

to her, listened to the alien 

sociologists as they explained the

evils of interface between human

and machine.

“Me! They hate me! They think

I’m evil. That play. It said that the

hero was right to kill the girl 

because she and the machine had…”

Her voice then softened in a kind of

wonder. “Because she and the 

machine had become friends,

family. Like us.” Her tone hardened

again. “Is that how he thinks of me?

As some kind of perversion?”

Around her the machines

hummed softly, reassuringly.

The screen seemed to hesitate, then

it showed her a portion of the play

again. The hero of the play spoke,

telling her in slow translation just

how wrong his World found

Marisca. Evil to be stamped out.

She listened, weeping in final belief.

And with that belief the infatuation

shattered. She returned to the older,

stronger allegiance.

“Tell me what to do.”

“LISTEN...”

That night she let him into the

factory and led him to the control

room. Then as he started forward to

look at the screen she moved behind

him and raised a spanner. He was

concentrating on the data from the

machines and ignored the girl he

believed he had dominated. He 

returned to consciousness in the

control chair. Rope bound him,

wires leeched at bare skin.

He opened his mouth to curse her

and electricity raced through his

body. Marisca had left them alone.

Her lover and her friends. Now the

machines called her back.

“RETURN TO THE CONTROL

ROOM.”

She did so, her body trembling as

she waited for the verdict.

“WE HAVE ALTERED HIS BRAIN.

HE CAN TELL YOU ONLY THE TRUTH.

ASK YOUR QUESTIONS.”

She asked– and he answered.

After she ran out of questions she

stood dry-eyed.

“What should we do?”

“IF HE LEAVES HE WILL DESTROY

US. HE MUST NOT LEAVE.”

“Won’t others ask questions?”

“NO. HE IS HERE WITHOUT 

AUTHORITY. HE DID NOT WISH

OTHERS TO SEE YOU TOGETHER

SINCE HE PLANNED YOUR DEATH.

IF HE VANISHES WE WILL BE SAFE.

HE INTENDED TO RETURN IN 

TRIUMPH TO ANNOUNCE THAT HE

HAD SAVED HIS FIRM. HE ALONE

KNOWS. WHAT IS YOUR CHOICE?”

The girl bowed her head slowly.

“He can’t go back, but we can’t keep

him prisoner forever. He lied,

betrayed us, he planned to kill us 

all just so he could be a hero.”

And from her throat ripped out 

the final indictment. “He pretended

to love me!”

“WHAT IS YOUR CHOICE?”

Her face twisted in a savage 

expression, but her voice was 

almost inaudible. “You’re my family,

he’d have killed you.” Then louder:

“He has to disappear. How do we 

do it?”

“LISTEN...”

She listened and nodded. Then

Marisca reached out to touch his

sleeping face one last time.

“I wish you’d been telling the

truth. What I thought we had was 

so beautiful. If only I could have

kept that beauty for always.”

She shrugged off her pain.

She must be strong for them all. She

brought the spanner down hard

across the neck that bowed before

her– and it was done. The body was

difficult to drag but she managed to

haul it across the gleaming floor to

where the great bobbins spun.

It took her strength to the limit but

at last she had the limp figure at the

lip of a hopper. Usually the hopper

was filled with spools of thread for

the fabric her machines wove.

But they had allowed the hopper to

empty. Into that emptiness she 

tumbled the body.

The hum about her deepened.

She slammed the lid shut and as she

turned her eyes were caught by a

blaze of colour. On the loom a new

fabric was appearing. It was scarlet

but overlaying the red were softer

ripples of shimmering opalescence.

She reached out to touch it and it

clung to her fingers like a lover’s 

caress. The fabric streamed onto the

winder until the hum slowed.

The last thread was cut and Marisca

drew the bolt from the spindle.

She allowed the fabric to slide

across her shoulders. It showed no

weave at all. She had never seen

anything so fine, so perfect– or 

so beautiful.

Then at last her machines spoke.

“YOU WISHED TO KEEP HIS

BEAUTY FOREVER. NOW YOU MAY– 

LITTLE SISTER.” \

Man and machine should be nothing but master and servant.
At the end of the play he killed his beloved and the script

made it clear that he had acted correctly.



Turning to climb the stairs
In an overcoat of lava
To give the book back its hands
To give the letters back their lining 
of flesh
To find a pillow for my head

A pillow filled with manu-
scripts
To find her again 
Among the tangled sheets 
With her cascading hair
And her teeth cracked in an in-
verted V.
And her hand in the mudra of
Old Wounds.
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I left the city's surface and went below
Paused on a grating
Slipped through a cracked wall
To my secret life
In the dead man's house.

The dead ones call the shots
Buzz us in
To the checkout counter 
And the token clerk
A drybiscuit cocking an eyebrow
Popping pills like M&Ms
Drawn from a broken drum.

Past the cast-iron gate,
Dummy padlocked.
The eidolons playing pétanque
Pass pillars, pylons, dead forms;
The physics of bounce 
Falling silent in the schoolrooms.
The two empty chairs on the beach
Facing the exhausted sea 
A Parker ink blue.
Waves lapping like glassine bags
Crashing like sections of glass.

Our earth is the still-warm loaf 
Thrown from the fatal car crash 
Some passing poet picked up
The moon is dead broke
The clouds carry 
out of State plates
The shadows traffic back 
and forth at your feet
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Lets me see the room at last
Through the last door
Towards the windows papered over
Books missing from the shelves
Paintings stolen from the walls

Only she is there at the mirror
The colour of an electronic console.
Her ash blond hair, blond cendre, it's French
And her eyes closing
As the teeth of the comb
Touches her head
And the wrist slackens at each stroke
And her comb magnetises pins.
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It has always been this way,
Handing her what I do,
Tearing down a wall to do it.
Opening the page like a palm
Climbing the stairs 
To that night we burnt candles down to the
stumps
Climbing in my coat of wax
My heart carrying a bowl of glue
My brain perched in a box like a bird
Lightning marbling my voice
Singing with my eyes closed and my mouth
closed
A lazy shower of quanta mizzling
From the fisherman's lamp
Through ventilating ducts

On blackness
Cracking open the language
Like limestone reefs with fissures
Like mouths
Humming to myself,
To these snookered gods,
To these dead parents,
To these errant lovers,
To these doomful doctors
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I look again and she's gone.
The kite broken away
And the twine: these words.
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On a blackboard sketched with chalk
The water molecule is 
A fourcornered fluidity
Rubbed out, re-written,
Writing in water,
writing with water in white dust.



These words return my body to the page
To the sawdust
To a boat with the leaden keel: this book.

a b a d d o n 2.018

My pen is a doctor's bag with the letters H2O.
My pen is a rifle covered with feathers.

My pen is a guitar filled with beeswax.
My heart is a suitcase emptied on the floor.
A suitcase filled with crown of thorns starfish.


