
I am a mango worm 

 

I am a mango worm. 

Have you heard of me? 

You think I might taste sweet, 

Like my name suggests. 

You think that if you press your thumb hard on my back, 

I might squirt with sugar water. 

Please don't do that. 

Let my rings of plumpness move in 

And out of each other. 

If you bothered to listen, 

You might hear me laugh 

When you assume 

I only eat mangoes. 

But I prefer to nibble 

And suck 

On the skin of man. 

I bury myself within his folds, 

Slipping between his layers. 

I am his chronic itch. 

He will try to find the source. 

He'll feel a bump, a hole. 

My hole. 

The skin it moves with me. 

Without him I am afraid. 

He is my home, my sustenance. 

With me he thinks he is dying. 

The both of us feed off each other. 

His skin was made for me, 

My itch for him to scratch. 

And when the women in the white coats 

Pick me out, 

Segment by segment, 

I will not scream. 

I am a mango worm. 

He let me in. 

He can let me die. 



Dance of the Cordyceps 

 

Do you see the mushrooms?  

The steadfast stems with hats,   

Or bells, or plates with colours,   

Brown, wholesome, good for a stew,  

Sticky, red, with bubbles of cream.    

 

The hydnellum peckii’s sweet jam,  

Bursting, bloody. 

The xylaria polymorpha,   

Fingers reaching for the sun.    

 

Just be sure to take note,  

Of the lands old friend, the cordyceps.  

A web of similarly desperate colleagues,  

Sneaking across the jungle. 

 

Do you see the ant,  

It’s limbs dancing to a song that isn’t heard,  

Reaching for a sun that will not save?  

The ant is cordyceps. The cordyceps is ant.    

 

Embraced by the fungal parasite,  

The infected are isolated.  

The sacrifice is complete.  

From the thorax, a new antenna.    

 

Do you see the stem, the saprophyte,  

Pointing to the jungle canopy?    

 

This is not the splendour of the butterfly’s birth,  

This is the glory of a battle won. 



Mother's Day 

 

We’re starving, mother, but not for your stew,  

Or your roast chicken dinner or minced lamb ragù.  

We’re not even peckish for takeaway treats,  

Like battered fish, greasy chips, soft mushy peas.  

 

Because all that we want in our watering chops,  

Is a portion of you and your still-living crops,  

Of thick, yellow fat, tendon spaghetti,  

And smooth, sparkling skin, salted and sweaty.    

 

We’ve left the nest now, left your sac, so sticky.  

Your silk magnum opus, from a sacred ovary.  

Destroy your web! Prepare for your slumber.  

Embrace the sacrifice for our insatiable hunger!   

 

We balloon now, orange globules on our backs.  

We become you, the liquid fills your sacks.  

My mouth waters at pockets making acidic sap.  

I’m restless. Glassy legs run amok in your lap.    

 

Surrounding us are your lovers’ cadavers,  

Their meat still intact. They are tasteless harassers.  

Mother saw you daddy! You took her babies away,  

Before they could taste her bile, her noble decay.    

 

Daddy’s crawled away from your neglected home,  

It’s needless to flirt tremors for your pheromones.  

Even our aunties, holding no obligation,  

Offer their barren bodies. Surrogates in digestion.    

 

But don’t expect me to be thankful  

Until I am full.  

The art in your creation, your burden to bear,  

Is this vital, suicidal, maternal care.    

 

Only at the end, we consume your heart,  

A token gesture of thanks, for your valuable part.  

But truly, this organ is no symbol of devotion,  

And like the rest of you, it falls victim to destruction. 



Consuming Love (a song for the mantis in captivity) 

 

‘Alas! How creatures injure one another. Loss follows the pursuit of gain.’ – Zhuang Zhou 

 

I watch as you wait, in the tree, in the leaves, you sway to the wants of the breeze.  

Your forearms sit steady, ready to grasp me, and take from me, serum, with ease.  

Your translucent skin, so thin it could melt in the sun, is changing its tone.  

You are white, dappled with purples and pinks, to the orchid, you are its clone.    

 

Will you pray for me mantis? Will you wait in the bush?  

Please hold me in your barbed wire arms.  

You are starved of food. I am starved of your touch.  

Like the myths, I’ve succumbed to your charms.    

 

Though small, you are mighty, a mystic, worldwide, revered by the Ancients and tribes. 

Mantodea, prophet, God of the Khoisan, I will let you consume me with pride.  

Even man, with a craving for horns, tusks and fur, respects you and your martial art,  

To tend for their crops, unlike flies, and mosquitos, they have chosen to set you apart.    

 

Will you pray for me mantis? Will you wait in the bush?  

Please hold me in your barbed wire arms.  

You are starved of food. I am starved of your touch.  

Like the myths, I’ve succumbed to your charms.    

 

Being a male, with my bark-coloured skin, I know that you’ll ravage me well.  

The hooks on your limbs will impale my sides as the carnal performance sets sail.  

Finally, when you’ve taken my juice, you’ll eat each of my body’s eight pieces.   

While inside you still, my head will be severed, in the hope that your egg count increases.    

 

Will you pray for me mantis? Will you wait in the bush?  

Please hold me in your barbed wire arms.  

You are starved of food. I am starved of your touch.  

Like the myths, I’ve succumbed to your charms.   


