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for anyone whose first love was a painful one.


for those who run with wolves and live bravely as who they are.


for the lovers of the gentle and the kind and the beautiful.


for the people who inspired my words but won’t read them.


this is for them.


this is for you.


this is for me.


may we forever dance to the sound of freedom.


and never forget who we are.










the beginning
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dear you –


i’d like to share with you a little piece of my existence. a small


act to introduce myself. to know my now, you need to know my


then. certainly, without it and the bruises of its lessons, i have


nothing.


my memory tells me this: my father was harsh. my mother was


soft. my brother was immature. my sisters were each distant


and shielding. so i didn’t know my place within the walls of a


home and longed for time spent on a pushbike on an open road.


a motorcycle on a dry marsh plain. a fort built from old trees in


half dead scrub.


i was a popular kid with lots of friends. a second class athlete


with first class grades. a born leader. musically talented and a


storyteller. in denial of who i was. terrified of the day i’d


envelop him. a teenager with bad skin thanks to the genetic


lottery. at thirteen my best friend became my first girlfriend,


before she sent one of her classmates to break up with me while


i waited in line to buy my lunch at the school cafeteria. i was


disappointed that this relationship never got given a chance to


help me be who i wanted to pretend to be.


at fourteen i connected with my people. by the grandstand on


the football field. stolen packets of winfield blue. i’d found my


place by losing myself in the beginning of what would be the


downward spiral of my teenage years. sweet, sweet alcohol.


dirty drugs and cigarettes. random hetero sex. so much of it all.


for a young man who was haunted by the childhood i’d had.


troubled by the feelings i kept hidden. so resentful to who i saw


in the mirror. desperate to change. to be anyone else. anyone.


i know this to be true: i was someone who was born to love. to


change the world around me. to make a mark. never wanting to


be understood but to understand others. i only wanted to be an


enigma to the world, and to me. to make happiness. to find it.


and to be exactly whoever the fuck i was destined to be when


my life was charted into the stars those billions of years ago.


and then some. but the tapestry of my future was scary and i


couldn’t make sense of it. i went into the world half blind and


fully unprepared. with insecurities and fears that were so


unrelenting i kept myself awake at night trying to map them


out in the dark. as if they were sparklers and fireworks.


i used to wish on shooting stars all the time. they never came


true. ever. but i always wished. because i was hopeful. i believed


in miracles. the goodness of human beings. i was born into the


right world. despite how much i doubted that very thought – of


perhaps being too much for this planet and maybe my people


were on a different one. regardless, i believed. i hoped. i wished.


i moved through the world with kindness. i made friends


wherever i went. i had fun. i was wild. i was mostly unhappy.


but not sad. and i was free.


on one single night in a hot december, my world changed. it was


the beginning of the rest of my life. only i didn’t know it. but


now i do. and you do too. and so it goes, that i can appreciate my


future when it becomes my past. but never the other way


around. and i’m glad about that.


it’s great to meet you. [you have nice eyes.]


me


i remember the night clearly


it tasted of malibu with orange juice


stained by stale cigarette smoke


dancing in the humid air to loud music


i was never good at pool


but i tried my best to impress at least one person


with my blue chalk dusting and drunken flukes


i heard them all whisper about the guy in town


a dancer from television


everyone knewhim


everyone wantedhim


no one could havehim


i’d never methim


yet i knew the stories about


his perfect goatee


his porcelain muscles


his sleeveless shirts


he was untouchable


forbidden fruit


hanging from the highest branch


of the tallest tree


in the furthest place


he was absolutely


incredible


but only


apparently


i butted out my cigarette


took my shot and missed completely


i put down the cue and picked up my glass


and as the straw touched my lips


i heard him laugh


in the corner


in the middle of a crowd


i saw him


he really was captivating


brown skin and dark eyes with a wide smile


begging for heartbeats and attention


he looked at me – he smiled


i looked at him – i smiled back


my desire for him was suppressed


when i ordered another drink


and lit another cigarette


the night went on and i felt him watching me


over the bar and across the floor


me


the closeted guy who was apparently funny but never confident


i watched him too


over the garden and across the tables


him


the handsome celebrity who everybody wanted


the bar had closed and i was dragged out the door


i turned my head and he was there


we drove off in our separate taxis in different directions


how could we know


our hearts


would end up


at the same destination?
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my cousin had a warm heart


and some would say


too many piercings


she lived in a balinese palace


open to everyone


guard dogs on chains


dancefloor on fire


down the garden path


past the stoners by the pool


i sat at a table


and poured myself a drink


the straw on my lips


i heard a laugh


infectious and annoying


in my avoidance of joints and bongs


i missed him in the middle


keen to escapehim


wanting to knowhim


he had somehow come along


to build a home in my head


at the front gate


i met with a friend


passing him in the garden


he was hunched and small


i ignoredhim


if only to forgethim


through the grass and palm trees


he was quickly gone


on a shortcut across a bed of flowers


my feet stepped to a stop


the mess where they landed


belonged tohim


i walked upstairs


in search of the bath


and saw him enter a bedroom


to sleep off his alcoholic overdose


don’t follow him


i followed him


opening the bedroom door


i asked him


are you okay?


rolling in the bed


his loud moan was sure to confirm this


in the instant i closed the door


i was sure


i’d closed our acquaintance but


i didn’t know the door was left ajar


a small crack of light


shining into the room


before too long


the door would be thrown wide open


and the light would illuminate


my entire life


i’ve always longed for a passionate relationship


no alcoholically fuelled kisses


a wild party’s sexual aggression


a divine connection


not just a single night


no casually meaningless fumble


i know life’s no fairy tale


but i wish it was less complicated


it’d be so much easier


don’t you think?


i’ll never stop loving you


i’ll always want you


to love me


this is the most amazing feeling in the world


and it’s happening


i’m in love


with you


you’re in love


with me


and even though nothing else seems right


my entire world is complete
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we’ll always be free


to move


and we’ll always be safe


to dream


in a sky full of stars


we’re two silver comets


we can wander anywhere


through bustling cities


or dead grass country


wherever we might go


the world


will always be on our side


[image: ]


wanderlust // made me wonder // got us lost // piha beach AOTEAROA


you’re my favourite book


the one i’ll never tire of reading


when you leave


i place my bookmark in your pages


so i don’t lose my place in your story


you’ve been written by the greatest author


the mind of your own dictation


driven


by the will of your choices


your freedom has given me a rush of adrenaline


the thrill of adventure


softened with romance and trembling fingers


my fingers turn each leaf with an undying need


the anticipation and hunger to know of what will come


your story is


a magical gift which can’t be matched


it’s for you to live


and me to read


if you ever run out of words


i’ll write across your blank pages


and try my best


to honour your splendour


look at me deeply


tell me where we’re going


speak to me softly


tell me what we’re doing


with all i have


i’m begging you


don’t ever leave me


you keep my heart alive
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i’ll touch your brown skin for as long as my hands can feel


i’ll kiss your full lips for as long as my mouth can taste


i’ll hold your gentle hand for as long as my arms can move


i’ll recite the script of your power if you give me the chance


every line on your face marks each time you’ve smiled


every crease behind your knees tells the stories you’ve danced


i surrender into the shape of your strong arms each day


my fingers gently trace the hair trailing across your belly


while you sleep


there’s a beauty spot living unseen on the back of your neck


and one silently hiding within the crevice of your navel


there’s not enough time to describe the depth of my love for you


i can’t put into simple words the meaning of what you are to me


instead


i’ll call you beautiful for as long as my voice can speak


and i’ll love you for as long as my heart can beat
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the first man // impossible // stay where you are // kitekite falls AOTEAROA


we walk
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around the entire city


we dance drunkenly


through every club


you shuffle over to me


you grab my arms


you swing me around


you twist


i turn


i fall


you laugh


we’re a messed-up heap


made of happiness


and heartache


this is


the height of everything we are


this is


the epitome of our love


in our strength and delusion


gently fuelled by addictions


we find nothing can break us


when we’re already broken


i hear you


when you tell me


you’re sorry


you love me


but i need you


to understand me


i don’t believe you


i don’t forgive you
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i watch you


through the dark


lighting your rolled cigarette


we’re standing in tandem


in a flurry of thoughts


you’ve been smoking a lot


and i’m starting to question


if you’re breathing me in


or blowing me out


walk on steadily


don’t look back


though the road is dark


you must continue to move


you need to go onwards


further now and further then


you can’t stop


i won’t let you


keep following my words to the end of this love
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too many shots


and too many bongs


led me to throwing my guts up into the back garden


i heard the footsteps from around the corner


my head in my hands


and doubled over to kiss the dirt


i could barely see my own feet


let alone those


of the man standing in front of me


he asked if i was alright


i told him i was


he sat beside me


rubbed my back


and i coughed up the last of the tar


he grabbed me


as i stood up


to stumble back to the party


i grabbed him back


just like any other drunk and stoned fool


i stared at him tensely


he stared back with a smile
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a voice broke the silence


and my body quickly shifted


i turned the corner


and cheered for another drink


although that night saw a huge mistake being made


it saw the realisation


of just how much one person meant to me


if i could go back in time and undo what was done


i would erase the drinks


and the music


and the hurt


and the lies


i would love him harder for knowing he was there


waiting for me


completely present


while i was so unkind


too many shots


and too many bongs


led me to throwing away his trust


for a dance in the dark


scream in my face and tell me to hit you


and i’ll punch another hole in the wall


look in my eyes and tell me you hate me


and i’ll spit at your feet and slam the door


push me over and clench your fist


and i’ll pick up a plate and throw it at you


tell me again you think i’m crazy


i don’t think i heard you the first time


in case you may have forgotten


i think you’re a selfish cunt


i’ll walk away now and i won’t look back


as long as you search for me


you can’t take back the things you’ve said


but you can tell them to me again next week


you can say you’ve forgiven the things i’ve done


but don’t ever forget them


we’ll throw our hands in the air one more time


we both know this dance by heart


i’ll sit in silence and you’ll say you’re sorry


you’ll cry in regret and i’ll tell you i love you


eventually we’ll stop fighting


then we’ll have sex and go to bed
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