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There won’t be a newspaper
to announce the end of the world.
The writer’s last click clocked out at 11:59.
dust and grit settling between the keys,
which will take days to clean out.

The printing press slammed to a halt at 12:36.
The writers cried but the workers screamed.
It took far too long to realise,
the lives which are valuable here
are the first to run.

And so the keyboards go uncleaned,
the letter press unaligned.
There’ll be some tweets and calls,
but once the internet burns,
the recording ends.
Here rises the new age
of fungi and fireflies.
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introduction
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“Our planet is a lonely speck in the great enveloping cosmic dark.
In our obscurity – in all this vastness – there is no hint that help 
will come from elsewhere to save us from ourselves.

The Earth is the only world known, so far, to harbour life. There 
is nowhere else, at least in the near future, to which our species 
could migrate.

Visit, yes. Settle, not yet. Like it or not, for the moment, the Earth 
is where we make our stand. It has been said that astronomy is 
a humbling and character-building experience. There is perhaps 
no better demonstration of the folly of human conceits than this 
distant image of our tiny world.

To me, it underscores our responsibility to deal more kindly with 
one another and to preserve and cherish the pale blue dot, the 
only home we’ve ever known.”

- Carl Sagan, 1994.



15

It’s easier to imagine the end of our 
world, 

the end of everything we’ve ever 
known, 

met, loved, and made 

will end in a big crash. 

The final comeuppance. 
The great tides screaming the end is 
nigh. 

But it is also easier to imagine a simple 
way out of this sticky, bubbling, toxic 
bog we walked ourselves into is death, 
suffering and quick. You’ve been wait-
ing for this moment for all your life. 

You knew it was coming, 
you kissed your kids heads 
and resigned yourself to your fate. 
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Oh no! 

It’s not that easy!
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When dreaming of the future, 

we dream of complete 

and 

utter freedom, 

a techno-utopia. 

This is what some would call retro-futurism. What made that 
futurism so retro was capitalism because 
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a techno-utopia is a communist utopia.
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“The acquisition of wealth is 
no longer the driving force 
in our lives. 
We work to better ourselves 
and the rest of humanity”

Jean-Luc Picard
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To better humanity, will require the greatest strength of all. 

Leaving behind everything we’ve ever 

known, strived and worked for. 

Capital. 
Not the Earth.
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The cult of capital 
has willed us to believe that riding the Earth out into the Sun is the 

last, only, and final option. 

Maybe it is, maybe we’re far too in invested in 
money as motivation. 
Maybe humans are inherently greedy and evil, 
but
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resigning is easy.



23

“It’s as though we’re in a great, big, 
dark tunnel and there’s all these ob-
stacles and pitfalls and things which 
seem impossible to surmount or to 
cross,” Goodall continued. “But right 
at the end of that tunnel is a little pin-
prick of light. And that’s the hope that 
we are working to reach.”

Jane Goodall
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It’ll be slow, costly, and deeply unbiblical. 
The cancellation button on the future was 
slowly pressed, 
we’re pawns in a plan already set in motion. 

All the billionaires are leaving to colonise Mars 
after 

they destroyed 
the last places 
they colonised. 

We’re stuck between feeling hopeless and 
doubting if I’m just made to feel this way, so 
we 

don’t disrupt The Great Plan.
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...we can only hope,                            right?
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chapter one: 
the child
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We are the 
collective consciousness 
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We are the damned.

We are the dead, 
and living,

The far-gone spirit.
And long forgotten,

The old 
and new

Our minds are 
the muddied waters,

The shaky ground,
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In a constant state of apocalypse. 
In a constant state of apocalypse. 

In a constant state of apocalypse. 
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In a constant state of apocalypse. 
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How can you, holder of memory, 
be sure this is not implanted in 
your tiny, impressionable, child 
brain? You can’t leave room for 
doubt. It’s not always a dream. 
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We doubt those that live in the 
dream and parallel realities 

in which the Earth was in fact 
nuked, destroyed, eaten, or 

ravaged, 

view their worlds as the fake 
one.
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We all have a few “first” memories; 

the Twin Towers falling while you sit in a highchair, 

being held by your great-grandfather for the first time, 

watching Buffy the Vampire Slayer as you sit in your mother’s 
lap as she catches up for the first time after your birth, 

and impatiently waiting for your mother to make a princess 
dress and trying it on for the first time. 
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However, it’s not until you realised the perspective 
you remembered these memories in when you realise 

these were constructed from stories or physical pho-
tos you mentally animated.



35

We find ourselves haunted by this fake child-
hood and its fake memories, 
we feel haunted by the destructive context 
which encases, 
traps them. 
The child inside. 
The void of the present and future; 
stuck in this hauntology. 
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We are haunted because 
we mourn our childdom.
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Joy Division echoed down the hallway and the depressive tonality marked 
the end, opening a void for all to be sucked into, who could know it was a 
warning sign.
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Rest in Peace, The Child.
Long Live, The Child.
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Rest in Peace, The Child.
Long Live, The Child.
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thee
a poem
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Thee child,
Second only to the Madonna.
A cause for celebration,
A grace by the Gods.
Our concept of what it means to be a child 
is new,
We’re still “getting it right”.
No wonder there are little stories of a mis-
chievous 7-year-old Jesus,
Or a brooding teenage God.
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No one cares about the child. 
They’re ungrateful, lazy, ruining everything, not kissing the feet of their elders, not 
fixing the problems that were thrusted onto them, too depressed, too suicidal, too 
anxious, not working enough, working too much, failures. 
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The absolute 
truth is no 
one asked 
to be born 
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and no one deserves to die.
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chapter two: 
haunted childhood
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“Fear not, I am the first and the last, and the living one. I died, 
and behold I am alive forevermore, and I have the keys of Death 
and Hades.”
Revelation 1:17-18
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i. 2001

Remember
Remember 
Me
Remember 
the air
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The smoke,

The TVs

The chatter

What was the matter?
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I want you to think, 
remember your first memory.
How blurry is it now?

What perspective is it in; First or third?
Are you sure you still hear the birds?

Or did this birth from a story your 
mum told you again, and again?

What is a memory,
but something you constructed yourself

Out of feeling excluded or to avoid
The rage that you forgot 

a paid for experience.
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“Never forget.”

What if it’s all too much, what if I want to?
I can’t carry your memorial in my brain, 

a graveyard in the cerebral cortex. 
I shoved it in the vortex in my mind.

Do you still justify your rage
in the new age

of modern colonialism.
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Existing in the 
spaces and silence 

between the aim 
and shaky reason 

why.
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ii. 2002-2004

Invade,

Protect,

Conquer,
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Dominate,
Supress,

Show 
who’s 
boss.
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You can’t solve scar 
tissue with a knife.

Or bond over it.

The fuse is weak.



58

Its leaking every where
Like oil in the ocean.
It just can’t mix.

It’s cute to see the men return home,
Close your eyes – the atrocities don’t 

exist when the dog missed him.

The shots go unfired,
The civilians walk free,
The whistleblowers stay quiet
And the private goes home.
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Our childhood now exists in 
fragments,
the details become hazy, 
experiencing your childhood 
for the second time through 
scanned photos on your 
Mum’s Facebook page, 
and scour for validation of 
your fragments.
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the details become hazy, 
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iii. 2005-2008

The boots of toddlers
stomp in across the world,

once the money matrix
came crashing down

taking away their toys
in the process.



63

The boots of toddlers
stomp in across the world,

once the money matrix
came crashing down

taking away their toys
in the process.
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Dad got a new job,
He’s going door to door 
And he’s getting tired, 
and angry.
Somethings brewing in his soul
It’s the first time you saw a mood ring turn black

Mum still stays at home,
She’s at the countertop which needed to be 
Renovated eons ago, once the first door fell off.
They’re all hanging on by the last screw you can afford
You’re cutting out coupons again,
Its fun, but you won’t realise until much later
How much your family
Needed those five pounds off. 
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The radio blared,
The very British man reported again about
another one off, once in a lifetime
Tragedy.
Another earthquake, tsunami, or hurricane, which
Soon turn into their own seasons.
The death toll of hundreds of thousands
And injured three times over,
Roll into a blurry figure
Not enough to
Make the white man care.
Waiting only for the white woman’s weep.
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We’re still seeing in roses

                                            The moost happii 
                     times

are coming to an end.
The end of the world

is the end of what you knew.

                                                             A world is ending every day, 

It ended last night  just for them to be

swallowed on a school trip

by the Swiss-made black hole,
that never posed a threat,

but you forgot to tell the kids that.
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The weird feeling 
settles in...

iii. 2009-2011
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Once the consciousness forms and
the stacks on stacks of things to 
worry about in the world crush you,
Primed and ready for moody teenage years.

Our state licensed tinted glasses begin to
decay at the edges 
But Oz remains green where it counts
and the Great Wizard,
saviour of the great war
is making all the right choices 
on the checkerboard. Checking right at 
the national tragedy and left at the next school shooting.
He’s locking up all the whistles in the wind.
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To be a child in an age
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
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of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
of information saturation,
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They’re too busy afraid of avocados and lack of children
To realise the cancellation of the future for 
The very children they wish to keep alive.
We’re hurried out the door
To go solve the problem they created.
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BREAKING 
N E W S !
BREAKING 
N E W S !
It’s hurricane season
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The end of the world 
Is the end of what you knew.
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The end of your 
mother,
Father,
Sister,
Brother,
Child
Or other.
Your world doesn’t just change
if your eyes are iced over.
Its over.
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The bad moon is rising,
the black sun,
the great floods
an asteroid narrowly misses earth
falling stars,
nuclear disasters,
more humans die on their way to safety,
under tory blood-soaked hands.
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Its brewing, bloody, ebbing
Under the surface,
Piercing the veil of acceptance
Chat rooms turn into chatting publicly 
Forums form aggregations of toxicity
The dominos set up by the capitalists 
And alt right rising, they all fall
And create the very wormhole we
F e a r e d 
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chapter three: 
a moment of realisation,

2012
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2012 is where childhood ended. 
Gangnam Style and Corporate “Vi-
rality”. The death of Cyberspace and 
Influencers. Kony 2012 and info-
graphic activism.Vine and non-exist-
ent attention. The Higgs Boson that 
could have ended the world. The sup-
posed end of the world. The Rapture. 
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If one thing 
ended on 
December 21st, 
2012,
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It was generation Z. 
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The white clock,

mounted way up high,

the young soul trusts

the old, that the mad 

men on the news

are only

mad.



89

But the mad men 

bring the most 

useful information,

right?

They’re touched
 

by the oracles, 

vessels for 

the Gods.
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Tick, tick, 
tick, tick,
Tick, tick, 
tick, tick,
Tick, tick, 
tick, tick,
Tick, tick, 
tick, tick.
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boom.
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The dust rises and settles,
between the misbegotten dirt.
Its clogging up the great crack,
that’s ever growing across 
the smug faces
that just don’t care
about the sick and dying.
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It doesn’t mean it’s filled in.
You can’t go home, wrap up,

and tell your kids everything’s 
fine and done.
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Do you think that’s the same 
man you saw give the big 
speech as you came home 
from school all those years ago?
He’s not the saviour,
the world is changing
Or am I no longer a docile
accepting what is presented to me
seems like we were all fooled
that anyone with power

is anyone with 
good intent.
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chapter four: 
inheritance
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we wish it we better,



99

this is no foretold 
good place.
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coming of age 
in the age of nothingness,

the chairs
the tables
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lay empty for different 
reasons now.
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A birth of fire,
a childhood of rage,
an adulthood of nothing.

Keeping our distance, 
you realise – 

no one wants change.

It’s too scary, 

the confrontation.
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Why? 
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The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End 
Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh 
The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End 
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I Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh 
The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End 
Is Nigh End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The 
End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is 
Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh 
Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh The End Is Nigh

We were raised with the same air;
Anger, jetfuel, and 
white American rage.
The man on the TV said 
the world would end again,
another camps in the street
for months screaming

at every mother and child.

He proudly wears

The End Is Nigh, 
believing it in every fibre.
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The human experience is 
completely unique,

we all learn different lessons,
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allegedly.
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I’m told I know nothing about the world,
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THE ECONOMY,
THE INNER WORKINGS,
HOW MEN SHOULD BE 

THE LEADERS.
WHAT WE DO KNOW IS,

I didn’t make this.
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I inherited a bog.
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Toxic, 
bubbling, 
leaking,
oozing,

Rising and 
rising. 

There are a dozen 
missing bodies,

murder weapons 
and getaway cars.

It’s too green, 
chunky,
And opaque.

Too opaque to see.
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The bog hog tells me 3 rules if I wish to 
Be the gatekeeper or I get tossed in for stew.

1.	 Maintain the level
2.	 Keep it liveable 
3.	 Change nothing
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That’s impossible 
when the frogs and fish are goners already

and the bog is swelling and swelling.

It’s a kobayashi maru with no cheat code.

There’s no 
way out.
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chapter five: 
stuck between two 
pillars (in the ruins 

of babylon)
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“Mann tracht und got lacht”
“Man Plans and God Laughs”
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It starts and ends with a Garden.
We are the dirt of the new world,
It’s all compost,
The foundations of utopia
We rise in the stomachs of flies,
Here lies,
We in the weeds.



118

Your torment 
leads us here.
to this moment
A new dawn,
a new life.

Long live 
the garden,
at long last.

Nigh of the end,
the giver at their 

bend.
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Long live 
the garden,
at long last.

Nigh of the end,
the giver at their 

bend.
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I’ll tell you this just 
between us friends.

We don’t know where, we don’t know when.
Hope turned to hopelessness
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the fire ignited 
within 
by the 
dystopian novels 
they were fed 
as children 
slowly went 
out.
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Every generation thinks 

they’re the best,
they’re the coolest,
the most powerful,
the ones who 
changed the world.
Look where we are, the carelessness, the hatred, the end.
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What kind of great 
generation got us 
here and who, if 
any, generation will 
get us out of it?
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> The avocado snatchers,
 
> the child rebels, or 

> the Matrix foetuses?
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We’re stuck between two pillars 
in the ruins of Babylon, so close to 
utopia and yet so far. It’s on the tip 
of nearly everyone’s tongue. If we 
all want a utopia, what’s holding 
us back from making that happen?
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YOU,
me,
and the 1%.
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Mostly the 1%.
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No matter how you feel, 

you must 
fight. 
Get up and keep 
fighting. 
If we succumb, we silently sign our fate. 

They want you to feel that way, they’ll 
win if you 
lose.
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Rise
RISE
RISE!
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Rise before the trumpets, an-
gels, thrones, plagues, seals, 
lightning, blood, fire, vial of 
wrath, thundering, hail, lamps 
of fire, earthquakes, fantastic 
beasts of dragons, demon frogs, 
scorpion beasts, locusts, dire-
hue horses, gog from magog.
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Rise before the trumpets, an-
gels, thrones, plagues, seals, 
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conclusion:
the future
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“Tribulations and horror will usher in public 
and private bliss”
- Eugene Weber, Apocalypses: Prophecies, 
Cults, and Millennial Beliefs throughout the 
Ages, 1999
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I returned to the garden
overgrown from the years of 
separation and disconnect
from body and mind.

At site which held my
paddling pool and hoola hoops
I begged the void for 
a semblance of a future.

It seems now
the receiver was left unplugged.
Last chances sailed,
manifested in flames and 
misplaced blame
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Soon Generation Z will no longer be chil-
dren, the last will mature when the deadlines, 
for preventing the worst of climate change, will 
close. Looking to the future, we can only think 
of our own children. The unborn children. 
Generation Alpha. We worry not for the 
hyper parenting by media. Those damn 
iPad kids! But for their end because we’ll 
probably only see the start and middle.
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for preventing the worst of climate change, will 
close. Looking to the future, we can only think 
of our own children. The unborn children. 
Generation Alpha. We worry not for the 
hyper parenting by media. Those damn 
iPad kids! But for their end because we’ll 
probably only see the start and middle.
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The world won’t explode, 
but when the drawn-out suffering begins, 
you’ll wish it would.
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It doesn’t matter how hopeless you feel, 

 

you must do something
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chapter seven: 
writing
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Dear Unborn,

Today I read about how Generation Alpha – 
the babies of today, you – hold 15 times 
more microplastics in their babies than the 
average adult. We swallow a credit card over 
a year, but you’ll swallow 15.  15 isn’t a 
lot of anything but it’s enough to let you 
slip away and press into my womb to prevent 
your early arrival. 

I’ve wanted you my whole life. I’ve held 
plastic babies, wishing they were you since 
I was a babe too. I didn’t realise if you 
were to arrive, you would be plastic too.

I must mourn you. I cannot condemn you to 
the fire and great annihilation, you would 
be a product of selfishness and  I know this 
seems hard, but it ends with me. Your exist-
ence will just be more material and blood to 
bubble, burn and boil.

And if you do end up existing over all odds, 
I’m sorry. I tried to keep you in the lights. 
If there’s anything that can be guaranteed, 
you will be loved. I just hope its quick, 
or I was wrong. I hope I’m wrong.

See you soon, 
either side xxx
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