














I am an invisible man. Not because I can’t be seen, but because I will never be 
seen. There is no one left to see me. My world is dead, barren, entirely devoid of 
life. It is a peaceful world, there is no war, no famine, no conflict or needs to spur 
it. All pathogens are dead, all animals are dead, all plants are dead. The world is 
dead. But the clouds don’t care, they will continue to occupy the skyline, remind-
ing the earths sole inhabitant that there is always a silver lining. For me that silver 
lining is the clouds. Clouds and waves are the closest I get to seeing life these 
days. 

I am also an invincible man. I cannot die, I didn’t die when the rest of human-
ity was killed, and I have proven unable to die despite my best efforts. I’ve now 
accepted this as fact. Sometimes, I look up past the clouds, to the stars above and 
let my imagination run free. I may have accepted never seeing another human, 
but humans are social creatures and I remained one, I would very much like to be 
less alone. This world may be dead, but i like to imagine amongst the stars there 
may be more worlds, there had to be. In an infinite universe there had to be an-
other planet with life, somewhere. This infinite universe would, of course take an 
infinite amount of time to fully traverse, but I am a man with an infinite amount 
of time. 

I wish i was a man with more volition, someone with the sheer willpower to look 
upon those same stars and fashion a means of actually reaching them. 

I have time to spare, i read in my abundant free time; I read stories about drag-
ons, aliens, love and despair. The books about despair, the tragedies, were all that 
really seemed to connect with me, all I could relate to. 

I am a lonely man. Sitting in my shack crafted from thatch, vines, and tears upon 
a rotting chair from the old world, I sit reading a great tragedy. A book so full of 
despair that I have to brush tears from my face to continue reading. 

I am a sad man. I cry constantly, weeping because I will never see another living 
thing. Weeping because I will be here forever. Weeping because I lack the will-
power to change any of this. 

And then I hear a sound, a sound i hadn’t heard in decades, a sound that instantly 
quenches my tears and spurs me into action, running towards it. I heard a howl, 
and knew, I was not alone. 

Now, I am a determined Man, i heard a howl, mans best friend was out there, and 
i was determined to meet my best friend, my only friend. I followed the howl, 



sprinting with everything I had in the only direction that mattered, I sprinted 
through a forest of dead trees like i had never sprinted before. I ran like I had 
something to live for. 

I ran for hours, growing to doubt what I had heard. But then i found it, lying 
amongst dead thistles was a dog. An honest to god dog. I stared at it, it stared 
back. I ran to it and it ran to meet me, i leapt into an embrace with the dog, then 
sat down next to it. It fell asleep in my arms, and i slept against its soft, warm fur. 

I was wrong about the world being dead. I was wrong about all the animals being 
dead. I was wrong about being invisible, I was seen. 

I am no longer a sad man, because the dog was with me. I am not lonely any-
more, because now I have a friend. 

I am never again going to be a bored man with time to spare, because my new 
companion is a constant source of joy and whimsy. 

I am an invincible man, and i have an invincible dog. 

The world is not dead, because my dog and I remain. 

Now, there is hope. 

The clouds ceased being a silver lining, as i never looked up anymore. I decid-
ed only to look forwards. I named the dog Luna, my new silver lining. I have 
become so very determined, determined to explore and find more. I know there 
are more people out there and now that i have a companion, I have the willpower 
to find them. 

So i read, not about dragons, love, aliens or despair, but about science. I’m smart 
enough, and I have access to every work housed within the worlds empty li-
braries. Soon enough, I collate enough information, advance my understanding 
enough to figure out a way to leave this world. 

The product of this hard work is a ship capable of escaping this rock, escaping 
and exploring past the clouds, past these stars. My ship can go wherever I want, I 
have the time. 

Now, I am an explorer. An explorer with a dog.







O naarm, 
art thou so sick? 
So much trauma scented 
in the air of your history, 
So much suffering across centuries 
in this dark and noble space 
 
Do you feel lost in purpose, 
dejected by civilisation, 
your identity and history stolen, 
by the progress of colonisation, 
Me too sweet naarm, 
Me too. 
 
I breathe in 
This australian oxygen 
Laced with carbon and asbestos 
I turn poison into prose 
Trauma into protest 
Old factories into new sancturies 
What am I supposed to do? 
What am I supposed to do? 
 
You hug your rats like a mother bear 
While cancers drive through your veins 
You spill tears into the mountains 
Watching us all go fucking insane 
 

The Sick City



Your hunting grounds are burned 
Your history overturned 
Pink jewel of stolen lands 
Hosting a million noise bands 
Screaming scars out to the stars 
That never exist in your memoir 
You’re falling apart 
You’re suffocating your children 
What are you supposed to do? 
What are you supposed to do? 
 
Your rats can reclaim you 
Your mould can rewild you 
The ammonia is strong 
But we still cherish you 
We take your streets 
We plan our fight 
We claim your lost houses 
And draw a circle of light 
 
Sickness heals sickness 
The lowest fuels the highest 
Your jagged streets and empty holes 
Your broken walls heal broken souls 
I promise you’ll see the stars again 
Poor sweet naarm, your history has no end
















