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2  FLIPSIDE

Leaving town to go into crown
Leaving crown to go back to town

Go back to my house knowing I have drugs and alcohol

Walking in my bedroom and shutting the door

                   Picking which drug to do fir
st                Oh  shit! Mum’s knocking

   
   

     
        Billy

    
         I think I shall have an outbust



Cyborg – TerminaTor

no jokes i wish i was a terminator
With blood and skin on the outside
and metal in the inside
but why?

Terminators don’t ever feel down
Terminators never feel pain
Terminators always lift the game
They never feel shame
To me, they are always up there on the wall 
of fame,
if you mess with them they will tip your 
blood down the drain

They reach their goals
To them there is no such thing as lost souls

They never worry about dying
They are always trying

They are put on earth for something
It could be everything they aren’t bluffing

billy

i am in a dirty alley whacking up 
hammer,
Two hours later i’m in the fucking 
slammer,
With jail birds looking at me like a 
glamour,
Hanging out like a dog,
Call my mum she starts crying,
and i start lying, i didn’t do it,
but they got you on camera.

I start reflecting on my life,
it would be easy to grab a knife,
But I need to stand up and fight in life,
What am i doing and where am i 
going,
All I know is my mind is flowing,
i’m going to make sure drugs and 
crime is slowing,
i want my skin to start glowing. 

ross
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        Billy

    
         I think I shall have an outbust



DeaD Beach

The louD mouTh Drunks,
The sanD feels heavier,
seagulls squawking, Trying To sTeal my chips,
polluTion, The ruBBish, fiTs, DeaD fish,
Dark clouDs.
The people seem fake.
They Don’T know anyThing aBouT life,
The sounD of laughTer like a mockery.
JusT wanna curl up anD Die
wash away
cry
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I move along the wire….
Slowly slowly, painfully,
With caution.
I’m petrified,
Horrified,
Blinded with fear.
Blisters on my hands 
from trying to hold on so 
tight.
I feel no pain, only inside.
Pressure inside
Busting inside
Starting to slide
Slide down.
Thinking in a cloud of 
darkness.
Can I leave my scars 
behind?
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Sofitel
A superficial place,

The lemmings have 10 foot poles,
Walking like a robot,

Not wanting to grow old,
No reward for our goals,

Just frowns and fake hellos,
Working to score,
Scoring to work,

Sweating like a monster,
Glassy eyed, scared and dying,

People in riches,
Look at us like death,

A servant and peasant,
Their waiter, a pest!

The end is near,
The night’s closing down,

A taste for the clean up,
Buzzing around,

Everyone’s leaving,
I’m beginning to frown,
The darkness has come,

I go home to nothing again,
I hate my work, drug and life,

When will it end?

Chris H
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I  would  make  everyone  read  The  Outsiders  and  Where’s  Wally. They  would  have  to  look  at  The  K
iss and watch    the trees  and  look  at  my  stencils  all  day. Dance  to Kylie and
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grave with pride up on the mountain with no crossroad or path straight there forward or back 
under sky’s the limit 

to a destination of your liking

The flats are nowhere like home.

M
y footprints have been?
L

argely on a treadm
ill-

O
ver and over 

like a conveyer belt
of the beaten track

to w
alk

on the thistles, to take the sam
e track, to tread 
the sam

e thistles
Som

etim
es I feel like a

pioneer uncovering secret trails, other tim
es I 

feel like a puppet paw
n being

herded by society being
told how

 and w
here to w

alk

B
ut they’re going to

Soft grass, Salt w
ater, Squeaky sand.

 G
entle lands of prehistoric

anim
als intent on w

alking
the road of a pioneer to find

untouched landscapes.
W

here shoes aren’t required
A

nd the years of w
orn calluses start to m

end 
and heal,

 the breeze betw
een m

y toes soothes m
e

M
y songline is m

y ow
n story

I cam
e out of the w

om
b w

ith no instructions
A

nd until now
 used drugs as m

y blueprint
Since I’ve found a new

 print 
m

y am
bition is to becom

e m
e

Fractures, beauty and all

Jim
m

y
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My songline is my new story

        I don’t feel I know yet
 

              I feel lost

                   I feel pain

                       I just don’t know

My footprints have been……………. (where)

       Laying there thinking where have I been
      
             Laying there thinking how did I get here

                    Wondering where did I go wrong

     Why me why me

        
But they're going to…………………… (where)

       A whole new life
 
             A whole new change

                   A whole new me

                        Where am I going
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M
y footprints have been...

I have never been better, alw
ays w

orse
R
idiculed for nothing; for being a girl

D
oing things to fit in, to becom

e one of them
I lashed out at everyone because of m

y sex
Com

m
unication ended w

hen sex begins
M

y soul blackened w
hen the drugs started to w

in
I becam

e an object of their fantasy, m
y nightm

are
Prow

ling the eerie streets at night
W

aiting for them
; to get m

e high
Feeling em

pty and lost, m
y body is now

 yours
Been dum

ped from
 a car, harassed and robbed

W
hat happened to m

y identity?
All those around m

e, I am
 your toy

M
y needs don’t m

atter, I ow
e you, I am

 yours
Feeling broken, but still need that interaction
To destroy m

e a little m
ore

I feel nothing, I am
 nothing, I am

 yours
N

ot know
ing how

 to change m
y w

orld
I get in deeper, deeper, darker, lonely 
This has been m

y box
A sexual nightm

are
W

here is m
y dignity?

W
here and w

hat is m
y identity?

But they’re going to…
 w

here?
It’s hard to break
Treating yourself like a saint
Looking at life as if your life is at stake!
I feel lonely, exposed, raw
All m

y m
irrored behaviors are now

 old and sore
The box I w

as in felt so norm
al, it’s w

eird
I thought everyone w

as so ram
pant and free

I thought I w
as free, but it w

as a lie
I brushed everything off, but it still sticks to m

e 
deep
M

y life as a night creature, now
 it feels sore

I have connected w
ith w

hat I have done
Just trying to fit in
Please break this cycle I’m

 in

Chris H

My footprints have been nowhere
But they’re going somewhere

My life can be dangerous and full of strife. It’s all like one big knife. Sometimes I run on the blunt side. And they can go on the 
sharp side

But why haven’t they gone on the flat side? - Billy
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