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I’m supposed to write 
“furiously” for two hours.

I’m supposed to tell you about what 
I see and hear.

I just had a lovely 
interaction with a young man

who was going past. 
He caught my eye, and respectfully 
smiled and nodded at me.
He has a ponytail and such a 
pleasant face! 
He is the opposite of resting bitch 
face.
I have a resting bitch face.
I quite like my resting bitch face. 
Sometime I wear Kathryn’s Karen 
Walker sunglasses, which are huge, 
and let the resting bitch face 
shine. 
I walk taller when I’m wearing 
those glasses.
The best compliment I have received 
this year was from a seven year old 
who told me I look “groovy”. I was 
wearing those glasses when she said 
that.

A girl in Red Band gumboots 
just went past and I think of

my own gumboots.
I have two pairs.
One pair is pink. They are quite 
short, and have weird handle, hole 
things on the side to pull them 
on. Which means they’re not really 
any use in a puddle deeper than my 
ankles.
They are also not actually pink 
anymore. I have worn them so much, 
for so long and in mud.

The kissy boys are right in 
front of me.

I’m not sure how to spell the sound 
they make. 
Is it “mmmoitch”? 
They keep looking at me in 
the mirror. Which is a little 
disconcerting.

Now there is a knitted muffin 
in front of me. 

Or maybe it’s crochet? I’m not 
sure.
I don’t really like knitting. 
Because I’m not very good at it.
In the past week I got back into 
cross-stitch. 
I’m enjoying it very much.

A dude in blue shorts just 
got super close to the kissy

boys to see what they were up to. 
He smiled. 
He spotted me smiling at him 
smiling and smiled at me. 
He gestured to them. His gesture 
said, “look at that, it’s kinda 
nice, and a bit silly and funny, 
and I’m a little confused by it but 
I like it.”

My second pair of gumboots are 
much more practical. 

They are black and come up to my 
knees. 
They are actually men’s boots. 
Because you pay more for women’s 
boots, and women’s boots are very 
tight around the calf.

I just heard the tattoo 
machine start up. It gave

me a strange feeling. 
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I can hear it still. 

Now it’s stopped. 
He has another X on him now. 

I can’t be the only one to think of 
an X as a kiss, right? 
His hands are covered in kisses.
I feel raw, still, about last 
night. 
Marking someone. Putting a mark on 
someone that will last forever.
I have marked him for life.
He wanted me to mark him.
He said “harder.”
I had to use more force.
He said “push harder.”
I marked him. I pushed the needle 
into his body and marked him. 
An ugly black mark.
He asked me. He was very specific 
about it. He wanted me to do it.
Once I had made the first mark on 
him I didn’t want to do the rest. 
But I felt I had to. I’m the type 
of person who follows through. Once 
I say I’m going to do something. I 
will do it.
So I marked him a second time. I 
crossed the line I had made.
And then I cried.

I wanted my kiss to be 
delicate. 

But it was thick. 
Crude. 
I had never even seen a tattoo 
machine in real life, let alone 
held one.
I was clumsy.
I was a child with a crayon.
I cried. 
And he said it was ok to cry.
He said I didn’t need to rush off. 
I could wait. And cry. And leave 
when I was ready.

The sky is grey. But it’s not 
raining. Yet.

I can see Emilie.
Last Saturday I watched her

perform in a burlesque show. It was 
inspiring. 
Her joyful post about being part of 
the Bare Breasted project was taken 
down by facebook. 
I really don’t get the nipple 
thing. 
Why is it a thing? Why are female 
nipples not allowed? I really don’t 
understand! 
Can someone please explain this to 
me?

I can feel rain in the air. 
I did the Live Press two

years ago. It rained then. 
It’s definitely going to rain again 
this time.

I can hear a baby.
Hello baby!

I can see its little baby toes, 
wriggling at the end of its chubby 
baby feet, at the end of its chubby 
baby legs. 

People stop to look at me. 
I feel I am a disappointment

to them. 
They don’t know what I’m doing, why 
I’m here. 
So I smile at them.

Tattoo machine. 
Buzz… Buzzzzzzzz

Emilie is in the container 
but I can see her through

the door. She is combing her hair 
with her fingers. No doubt the 
wind made her hair knotty. That’s 
why mine is up in a bun. She is 
topless. Her pants are an excellent 
colour. I can’t remember what the 
tattoo on her back is of.
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The wind is very loud. It’s a 
whistle and a roar.

How many dogs? 
Maybe 12?

Maybe more.
Sit.
Good dogs.
Many kinds of dogs.
All the dogs sat in the rectangle.
I thought they were part of 
the arcade. But they are not, 
apparently. 
They could be. 
They were very good dogs and they 
sat inside the rectangle like they 
knew the rules.

There are not many people 
about. 

A man on a bike just whizzed past. 
A woman is holding her skirt down, 
she doesn’t want it to blow up in 
the wind.

Emilie just spotted me! 
She waved. I waved back. 

She looks very happy. 
She is standing in the door of 
the container and waving hello to 
passers-by. 
People don’t know how to respond. 
What is it that we can’t handle? Is 
it really the nipple? We all know 
what nipples look like. 

Ding ding ding ding ding!
Pink bike, pink helmet, pink

skirt, pink socks, pink basket.
She is following the pink line.
Joyfully. 
Ding ding ding ding ding!

I’m smiling at a group of 
people and they are all

smiling back.
I have been told, many many times, 
that I have a lovely smile. I think 
that’s because it’s so different 
from my usual face. 

It’s suddenly a lot colder 
and I think it’s finally

raining.
“How rude, weather!” says a bare 
breasted woman.

A small house. 
How do you feel when you are

inside it?
“I feel like a giant.”

Raining.
Officially raining.

I’m a bit worried about the wind 
blowing the rain into the Body Box.

Rain.

Seagull.
Sparrow.

Bicycle.

The dogs are back!
There are maybe 15 dogs. 

It’s hard to count them.
Another thing that is hard to count 
is lambs.
Another thing that is hard to count 
is chickens before they’ve hatched.
Another thing that is hard to count 
is the stars.
Another thing that is hard to count 
is my freckles.

There is a leak in the Body 
Box. 

It’s ok, Ahry is onto it. 

There are at least three 
leaks in the Body Box.

I have moved to the back of the 
box. This makes for not such a 
wide view of the arcade, which is a 
shame. 
Colin and Cohen have arrived. 
I feel safe here. I’m away from the 
drips and away from the front of 
the container. 
Colin says he’s off to find a
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bucket, or a few buckets, for the 
drips.
Cohen and Colin leave. Ahry leaves.
Ahry comes back.
She has some towels. 
That’s great because the drips were 
getting splashy.
 

A fisherman went by on a 
bike. He was wearing a yellow

raincoat. (You know that classic 
yellow raincoat? Like the one Hera 
Lindsay Bird is wearing on the 
cover of her poetry book.) I know 
that he is a fisherman because he 
had a fishing rod.

The leak just ramped up! From 
dripping to really flowing. 

Ahry says she wants to go home. 
She’s from Auckland. She moved 
here to study. She was doing a 
performing arts degree in Auckland, 
but her school closed down so she 
came down here to finish it. She 
lives with her brother in Porirua. 
There is a free bus service, for 
students, from Porirua. Ahry is a 
dancer and an actor. She tells me 
that her little sister, who still 
lives in Auckland, is a great 
singer. 
The leak is really bad now. 
Ahry is not happy, she just  
radio-ed Colin. 

Cohen showed up. 
Ahry says “I said Colin, 

not Cohen.” 
Colin is here too now. 
With two buckets. 
He’s got a concerned face. 
Is that his always face? 

Colin has a ladder now. 
It seems the leaks are all

pooling to a couple of spots. 
Colin is redirecting the water and 
Ahry is catching it in a bucket. 
Colin looks very worried. 

Colin has a sweet knife. 
It’s an M-tech. A military

knife.
“Is that yours?” asks Ahry.
“Yeh,”
“That’s pretty cool.”
“Easier to fit in my pocket than a 
multi-tool.”

Colin used to drive vans full 
of fruit.

“What kind of fruit?” 
“All the fruit. Whatever people 
ordered.”

Colin says he’s going to get 
on the roof.

Colin is on the roof. 
I know because he made a big,

scary noise. 
It gave me a fright, and Ahry 
laughed at me.

Colin says, “unless it stops 
raining the Body Box won’t be

able to be used later.” 
He’s going to have to talk to Sam. 
Ahry is doing a shuffling towel 
dance as she tries to dry the 
floor.

I can hear a woman speaking. 
It’s coming from speakers. 

I think it’s coming from the Bare 
Breasted project. I can’t make out 
what she is saying.

Sam is here. 
And Colin and Cohen and Ahry. 

Sam says, “let’s go around here and 
talk, so we’re not interrupting 
Frankie and her writing.”

Now I am alone. 
And my time is up.
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