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 About Pebbles to Poems

 


Pebbles to Poems is a collection of extracts
from six collections of poetry put into print and digital formats,
between November 2018 and July 2020.

 


The first three collections – Small Town Kid,
Devil In The Wind, and The New Asylum – are either
broadly autobiographical or true-life experiential. Together, they
comprise a series of memoirs.

 


These collections capture reflections of growing up
in rural and semi-isolated Australia during the 1960s and 70s,
living through and hearing the voices of victims and survivors of
the terrible wildfires of 2009, known in Australia as Black
Saturday, and my experiences of psychiatry, from growing up in a
mental asylum town as a child, to student nursing in the
institution and on to a career as a psychiatric nurse in the public
mental health system

 


These three poetry collections comprise a unique
experience of poetry as the vehicle for conveying lived
experiences, telling all a reader needs to know, while allowing the
imagination to carry the reading away into the readers own
experiences and imagination.

 


The second half of Pebbles to Poems revisits
A Love Poetry Trilogy, comprised of three stand-alone
collections – Walk Away Silver Heart, A Kiss for the
Worthy, and Rescue and Redemption.

 


The premise of A Love Poetry Trilogy was to
take three poems from a century or more ago, written by three
wonderful poets of their time (Amy Lowell – Madonna of the Evening
Flowers, Walt Whitman – Leaves of Grass, and T.S. Eliot – The Love
Song of J. Alfred Prufrock) and to utilize each line or phrase as
the basis or inspiration for a new piece of work.

 


A joyous project that resulted in three very
different explorations of love – love for another, love of the
world and an individuals place within it, and a search for love
through unexpected places.

 


I hope you enjoy these poems, and urge you to go on
and buy a copy of the originals for your own bookshelves and
bedside tables. Links to each collection are provided,
throughout.

 


FP


Small Town Kid
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 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


 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
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