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The suburbs are hallucinating // a bundle-o-nerves
its mobius strip in rigid torque,
a gravitational eclipse with the centre of attention
Coaster flex rattle in spinal bend
riding on 1776 joy twitch St Mary's husk is a shot shy of coconut
flaring flood wound Of perennial bid
bucks of turf prod and lazily snaking namesake
buttermilk, parchment, magnolia, ivory 
all limb-lit in silky milk gloss

The northern territory yawns and extends its hind legs 
Oil slicked from dogger bank and back
Its Filofax spine bone soaked through canon lore
worm glow, Innocent in Oxford font 
Picked at, fraying of what seems, its hilted sock strap 
tight penned identity Whale bone, ostraca
all pocketed labels and diagrams
in leitmotif, or an emotional education in how to say nothing 
and feel everything 

Cracked pavement garage dissent its debris lit sparkling
All rakes and twine, grazing of buddleia speared Sun
A squashed harvest flight path and Impact Pigeon breast collapse
rattling through tongue splitters Helio kissed and blighted
where cuckholds and trellis’s prey to a Spluttered media junkyard
marigolds neatly folded in agrarian polyform, 
all lost in a moment of gratitude towards a violent abstraction
the masocistic construction of nature, 
or the image of nature constricted by man

Summer ends in coconut oil and ethanol
Lumpen potato skin reek, A cannicule fry up or bi-valve guilt
lost to an altochemical attack on the bleachingsystem //
The suburbs are hallucinating 
between babble theory, antibiotics and Crusading hearts filled with custard substitute
enter vanity pacts with umbilical cured human wishes
Water drowned feet and A duvet dress down 
Stuffed nylons retire with draft excluder status
Excellent advice for a really warm home.





























[[[[BEGIN WITH A SONG — FUCK THE PAIN AWAY by PEACHES —- GIVE OUT LOVING MESSAGES ]]] 

In my ‘SAD SUMMER’ when I felt like I was nothing to no one going where, simply an extra in nobody’s 
film. 

Yes yes, yes yes. 

In that moment, in my d-d-d-deepest -d-e-e-p dive days, 
Pre-ancestral psyche, goth body cave words trauma shit 

I, me, MS HOLLLIDAY, I dreamed of a reality TV production company who would create the 1st episode 
of my life after it stopped being shit. 

Too much Sex and the City and Girls and all those other HBO shows featuring a bunch of melancholic 
horny gal pals seeking — what exactly? 

Nothing in particular.

[[[INTERRUPTION — PHONE RINGS]]]

Given that that doesn’t exist - I’ve decided to set it up. 

So I have created ‘THE CALL CENTRE’ and employed a bunch of ‘PAIN ADVISORS’ to speak with the 
people who are looking for solutions, plans and paths… 

A clear road out of pain.

THE PAIN ADVISORS pass on your details to my team.

THE TEAM - comprised of
         •story specialists, 
         •tarot readers, 
         •Actors,

[[[[FUCK THE PAIN AWAY — choreography!]]]] 

         •therapists,
         •negligent mums and
         •trauma-informed yoga teachers,  

Begin to craft that first- 

[[INTERRUPTION]]]

-episode after your life stops being shit.

Will the caller buy into their new life? Does it resonate? Who cares? 

WELCOME TO THE CALL CENTRE CENTRE CENTRE CENTRE CENTRE CENTRE…
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