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HUNGUS: ULO BOLOS 

i. 

Together like half-melted crayons, the many-headed, 

-handed, -eyeballed and -tongued former

Beauty Queen swings from the stretched earlobes  

of some millennials still in denial about their emo era.  

She flutters eyelashes that are so thoughtlessly curved  

they could play their hand too soon and throw down all the jacks. 

Jaaaack the sky out of water and jack any fins from their  

birds – the moana is a rolling mirror and will definitely fuck 

one up if pushed too far. Leaning against the tagged wavy  

roller door of her local dairy, the BQ shuffles the deck of tarot cards 

she sometimes uses to place bets. Her heads seem floatable,  

like a cluster of mangrove seeds looking for a place to root.  

When a group of friends walk past her, dragging a pot plant  

on a braided leash behind them, she stomps down on the cord  

and the soil spills onto concrete. ‘Oi!’ The one holding the cord 

is yanked back but gulps at the sight of her. ‘Unlucky,’ he says, 

and runs off with the rest of the group, the half-spilled pot plant  

heaved behind. The Beauty Queen nods her heads and calls out, ‘Enough  

with the pokies, bub,’ brushing the soil into a corner of the concrete before  

a cheeky wind chuckles it away into the rest of the great, big, hearty, laugh. 
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ii. 

Sitting between make and unmake, like a lump of candle,  

she fia multiverse that shit. Across many faces is her face. Split 

across timelines is the her of many hers; she obsesses over  

indefinites shaping definition, obsesses over static setting  

stars into a road map that won’t warp. For every wrong turn 

she burns another crayon from the box, and the closer she is  

to stepping out of it, the more time filths her up like walking 

barefoot on unmopped floors. She can wear socks  

but it’s not very grounding and she can’t not wear them because 

time will suck her toes. Yeeeeah, she loves it, but she’s  

not always tryna step on a bit of dampness, eh. Is it damp  

like leaving a wet blanket in a hot car or is it damp  

like bringing down the mood? Maybe that’s what bothers  

her most: the repressed potentiality repressing so hard  

she can’t even read the room. She’s too used to being made a 

minute of, too used to making minutes of herself, it’s a little  

too involved. Why does gazing at a stained-glass person   

mean they must also translate their melt for us? Like, she doesn’t 

want to be so pressed about it but . . . her Frankenstein tongues  

are not quite past the bit where the doctor cries ‘It’s alive!!!’  
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iii. 

It gets a little lonely, but that’s why she’s got a few Beanie Babies 

buried in her melt. When she shakes her heads in disapproval,  

they try to leave their burrows, popping out to greet whatever 

gets unloaded next. They’re seat-belted in with tape, too.  

After a gig, the BQ walks a McD’s drive-thru and flashes her Beanies  

at the intercom when it advises her she has to be driving. She was brought up 

on loopholes and wonders if the Gates of Hell have finally rebranded,  

guarded by someone on a scratchy speaker asking her to repeat  

what she wants and place an order for the wrong thing anyway.  

She knows they use cheap equipment to keep costs down but surely 

the underworld can afford better? Or has it been too depressed 

by a pickaxe? She. Gets. It. She’s so over people sticking shit in her, 

yelling ‘Mine’ loud enough for her skins to crack. Can’t they clock  

a good skincare routine? When she gets to the window, behind  

the person about to take her money, a manager throws water in the oil;  

the person next to them blames the person next to them for getting spat at. 

At least in the drive-thru the BQ can give her Beanie Babies small LED lamps 

so she will glow like an uninhibited lighter held up to the sky at a stadium  

concert, all the other lighters around her like stars. Somewhere in the smoke, 

the beanies unstitch their eyes, yelling, ‘What about the nuggets?’  
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iv. 

She was also born a bots, but forgot the active parts: fists cracking down 

like gavels, volcanically unaware attitudes, mouthy winds pissing 

off jaded trees. Her heads rock in steady rhythm like Newton’s  

pendulum which she doesn’t fully understand except it isn’t the thing  

that’ll drop her. Sometimes she swings her heads back and forth  

to save herself the trouble of being caught then let go again. Sometimes, 

she waits to be hit coz she’s too used to needing something to react to.  

The trick with this Mantis-eat-Mantis world is to eat the apple before  

you can ‘splain it. She’s sick of all these heads bloating in the water,  

waiting to be found. So sick of monstering herself to the gods of mis 

-placed seeds. The fa‘a-apple is to halve the circle to find the star.

The fa’a-apple is just another figment of the fruit bowl, eh. All these

mouldy apples vs sad bananas vs shrivelled oranges know the moral 

of the rotting: there is a body that grows bodies then it grows more 

and some fruits rot into better bodies than others and they are either 

the produce in rows, swinging back and forth, or the giant hand that pulls 

one side up and then lets go, the force pushing through them a certain kind 

of grief. That’s what’s moving them all, right? A repulsive . . . likeness? 

At night, she braids all her heads so they don’t tangle in her sleep  

and when she wakes up, her heads are wild, scrapping with fruit flies.  
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SEXUAL CANNIBALISM 

A dead praying mantis that’s drowned in the sink  

and the belly’s paler than being fished in the dark, 

not Māui with the great hook—just the longest  

range, skimming his hei matau past the counter 

where the knife lines from chopped fatumoa  

are dark pink, the sharpest chicken shits always 

making for the tastiest hearts. They’re chewy  

but wannabe crunchy, like cartilage, the aorta 

ghostly once it’s been cleaned. Ia, the blade 

is to the bone is to the bugged out  

eyeing up more luck for themselves 

too. Who’s the Mantis though? Who? 
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HOUSEKEEPING 

Since the sun brags the void of capital muscle,  

we must over-crisp, then peel, too, for that rich  

summer tan. We walk with light wallets flapping  

in the overnight pickling, where picked bones  

and shopping trolleys full of stuffed rubbish bags  

are parked in the footpath middle.  

Down the road an ant-addled Ayla is roaring 

at two young people with a pram. 

They shuffle on, and the toddler roars back,  

clap-laughing, rolling away from Ayla’s playful growls.  

The birds aren’t blinking yet but the cars already are.  

Headlights slash a woman folding blankets  

onto cardboard while her partner sweeps dust 

from their patch of path. We don’t have any coins 

for the cup but we’re not fully overdraft yet 

so we buy a pie, pass it over, still warm-handed. 

On the other side of the street, in front of a busy café,  

three men are yanking a bag from another fallen man. 

The man is kicking and shoving them back. They drag him 

across the footpath, in front of two lively suits watching  

and flexing the lines of their lips that slowly bother 

their coffees.  
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SIMBA DISCUSSES THE STARS 

We scab the neighbours’ puffer jackets off their  

washing line and jump into a blue beat-up Honda 

named Doc.  

Sitting in the yard gathering weeds, Doc  

cringes when we roll his windows down 

and hang our arms out like dogs.  

We howl up at the navy shirt sky. 

It promises that even when it goes on without us, 

the night still unbuttons.  

The younger sister next door cautions like a ghost 

but we wave her over to join before anyone else hears. 

She climbs the fence, cackling, puffer tucked under her arm. 

We turn the ignition. The ground rummages 

then smooths. We drum our hearts on the dashboard 

with spoons.  

Doc coughs into clouds but kinda seems lifted,  

his cracked paint shining like a spotted ladybug. 

We tap his sides and he sputters us higher.  

We breathe into the jackets too big for us 

and spit feathers into the dirt 

and daisies.  

We’re trying to reach the sun, pull it backwards 

to charge us through clouds like we’ve driven  

over a speed boost in Crash Team Racing.  

Doc hocks up tarred smoke. We grip anything we can, 

tightly, hurtling towards earth 

with wind in our ears.  
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We’re searching for a divine face in the sky 

that’s still familiar, but it goes on and on.  

Crashing through time, we land in the middle of Nan’s garden,  

by gardenias white as raw, peeled taro, a feijoa tree about to fruit, 

and vege scraps from the kitchen thrown back to the soil.  

It’s a little embarrassing to still think that hell is beneath us. 

Pretty sure all gods get lost on the fat of the hand, even if that hand’s  

too butter-fingers to hold on, too busy scabbing stars to build more  

immortals. Only realising too late, this is what it means to live forever: 

to press our thumbs where Papa’s imprint 

is still set in the steering wheel;  

to sit with his body, wiping his brow as Nan fusses 

over his crisp midnight shirt, waiting with him 

to be planted.  


