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This one is for Leanne,

who helps turn my dreams into realities



​I can hardly wait to show you

 

july is finally gone and I am breathing

in the air of august 

a taste of weather 

that teases promise of days 

when the sun is warm again

and the shivers worn since may

can be packed away for another season

 

I can hardly wait to take you 

to the places where my spirit lies 

along singing waters and scrubby creeks 

the green and granite-bouldered hills 

that never stop calling 

and won’t let me deny them

 

I want to show you where I grew 

and what I saw when I was small 

if something still remains of those things

so clearly drawn as pictures in my mind 

of a small boy and his curious dog 

with a long way to travel from breakfast 

to the distant darkness of evening 

on so many shining days 

 

will you walk with me on a balmy afternoon 

in the mayday hills and the woolshed valley 

along the silver creek and past apple orchards 

to the places where rabbits went to ground 

at the sound of approaching adventurers 

crossing old scars left by miners seeking gold dust 

where I also found small treasures once 

 

take my hand in the main street 

of this town hewn from honey granite 

I will tell you what once stood here and there 

and you might help me rediscover what I knew 

when I was in the springtime of my life 

before an autumn season comes 

to settle on my shoulders 

 

I can hardly wait to show you
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​oma rocks the cradle

 

while mama works 

oma rocks the cradle

lulling the child 

into slumber 

 

the rhythm 

soothes and settles 

 

peace in the house 

 

the afternoon passes

calm 

 

~

 

in the early hours 

fretful waking 

 

dragging darkness 

 

broken sleep 

 

a weary journeying 

to work 

in the thinness 

of morning 

 

why will the child 

not sleep 

every blessed night 

what is wrong with him

 

~

 

while mama works

oma 

rocks the cradle 




​working for a generation

 

a small boy is at play 

 

an older man 

sits close by 

on a chair 

in contemplation 

of what has been done 

what progress made 

 

considering the challenge 

for tomorrow 

 

a tree has been felled 

and a photograph taken 

to prove the victory 

 

when the clean-up 

is done 

a garden will be dug 

fruit trees planted 

 

the man and his grown son 

have laboured 

and the days to come 

will be the same 

but

when finished 

this work will stand 

through generations 

 

the boy is crying 

calling to be picked up 

and held 

 

an encouraging word 

and the lad rises 

wandering closer 

still sobbing 

lying down again 

this time at the old man's feet 

 

his opa picks him up 

and holds him 

sitting in the chair 

at the end 

of the day 

until the tears have stopped 




​poppy cakes

 

flowers of scarlet

grew in the garden 

 

after the bloom

she would take the pod 

into the mystery of her kitchen 

to perform ritual magic 

 

the cakes of my grandmother 

were moist with overflowing flavour 

deep crust filled with rich dark seed 

 

an exquisite pleasure

and a small boy’s 

special and favourite treat 

 

but that was before the law 

brought a message

about the revised rules

of baking

 

no scarlet flowers grow 

in the garden now 

and I eat very little cake 




​frenki boy

 

mama called me

frenki boy 

when I was a child 

sometimes she said it

frenki yoy! 

to make a point

about trouble I’d be in

if I didn’t stop

what I was doing

 

yoy meni yoy frenki!!

I used to get a lot of that 

though

for the life of me 

I couldn’t tell what yoy

I might have committed

 

it was a legacy 

maybe

left to a small boy

from this other troubled guy

I used to hear about a bit 

 

he was called

isus boga!

or something like that

and the women would make 

a sign of the cross

with their hands

when they said it

 

but

in the evening

sometimes 

mama would kiss me

and I’d become just

frenki moy

 

times like that 

the day would end

okay


cover.jpeg
FRANK PREM






