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Introduction

 In January 2004 when I headed
off to Australia I had for the first and only time in my Life a
plan. I’d got a contact to find work and I’d hoped to get
sponsored and move out there permanently. However, having arrived I
quickly knocked that idea on the head and decided I just wanted to
see as much of the place as I could. I still thought of finding a
sponsor, but... later.

 


So I worked a
bit and travelled a lot, and on the way I began write quite
prolifically. In this collection are the first two of my Australian
anthologies, Greenhorns & Bundaberg which make up
about the first three months of what turned out to be, sadly, only
one year Down Under.

 


Enjoy

Love &
Laughter

xx

 


 


GREENHORNS

 Introduction

As the name
implies, although my Life has been one of almost constant travel
from the age of six, this was my first time backpacking and I made
all the usual mistakes – thinking my money would go further than it
did for one and also stuffing my bag far too full! Everyone
does it – you’re going to be away for a long time, yes, but you
somehow forget that wherever you go in the world, there are shops
there too...

 


I went with a
friend and his girlfriend and because it had been arranged about
four months before, by the time we finally left it was with a sense
of optimism and excitement – I for one was almost bursting!

 


This sense of
adventure & enthusiasm comes through in all the poems in
Greenhorns, from the first three written in Osaka airport en
route, to the last just before we flipped a coin to see where we
would go to work, our money almost gone.

 


 


Poem List


	
In transit



	
A fruitless pastime



	
The truth is out there
– sometimes



	
What d’you expect from
a veggie



	
Cuckoo



	
The next big thing



	
SSI



	
Backpacking



	
A change in style



	
The Antipodes



	
Action stations for all
nations



	
The Hawksbury River
Monster



	
Those damned elusive
lunatics



	
Maud



	
The jolly milkman



	
Lunatics revisited



	
My dear Korean
sweetheart



	
Questionnaire by
Dictaphone



	
Crocodile fears



	
Postcards should not be
used for gloating



	
Tribute to John
Lennon



	
Wind up radio



	
Aristocratic young
explorer



	
Glasshouse Mountains –
the short version



	
Room 101





***

 


 


IN TRANSIT

Airport
lounge

I’m on the scrounge

Have you got 200 Yen?

For all I have’s

A single coin

And I’m thirsty again

 


I’m stiff and
sore

As never before

I’m cramped, I’m tired, I’m achy

My nose is itchy, brewing spots

And all my skin’s gone flaky

 


But does it
damp my spirits?

No!

And I’ll tell you why because –

Pretty soon, sometime round noon

We’ll be touching down in Oz!

***

 


 


A FRUITLESS
PASTIME

A great big
fish’s come out to play

By the ripples on the lake

But when I should have let line out

He slipped the hook! What a mistake!

 


If I’d have
bagged him he’d have fed

Our little group plus Reggie

But God alone knows why I’m bothering

‘Cos I’m a bloody veggie

***

 


 


THE TRUTH IS
OUT THERE – SOMETIMES

I thought I saw
a heron’s neck

Or was it a dog’s tail wagging?

Sometimes I’m aware of things

And no, I’m not just bragging

 


A building’s
Host

Strange spooks and ghosts

It’s mainly Dogs that I see the most

But don’t stop my calls or hold the post

‘Cos this time it was just a kiddie’s leg – he was playing on the
floor you see, and his image was distorted in the glass

***

 


 


WHAT DO YOU
EXPECT FROM A VEGGIE?

(Written as an
alternative piece of graffiti on a toilet door in Maroochydore)

Sitting after
my three courses

It’s very hard to think

How something
so delicious

Could turn into such a stink

***

 


 


CUCKOO

Finally I’ve
come travelling, looking for a fresh perspective
The
years keep rolling onwards, it’s been three now maybe four

I’ve got to put a stop to all this sinking and stagnating

Not getting any younger, but I’m fresher than before

 


I’m pretty sure
I’m over you

It’s fairly safe to say

I don’t think about you often now

Sometimes not for several days

 


Making love
with you was always beautiful

The problems only started when we started having sex

Somehow we went from something bordering on Spiritual~

To hot and quick collisions, to flesh on flesh

 


The thing with
being seventeen is everything is wonderful

I really should have realised that your love could never last

Maybe in my heart of hearts I knew it wasn’t permanent

I just didn’t think it that it could fade so fast

 


Making love
with you was always beautiful

The problems only started when we started having sex

Our togetherness and everything we’d had was gone forever

Just two strangers, individuals, just flesh on flesh

***

 


 


THE NEXT BIG
THING

Girl you are
the only one

The best thing in my life

Baby won’t you wear my ring

And come and be my wife

 


I’ll shower you
with affection

My love will never die

I’ll never break your heart sweet darling

Never make you cry

 


So long as you
don’t mind too much

Each time I have to go away

Because I’m in a Boy Band – oh

And by the way I’m gay

***

 


 


SCUBA SCHOOL
INTERNATIONAL

Diving diving
diving

Well isn’t it a lark?

Playing footsie with a sea snake

Or tickling a shark

 


You’re taught
to take your mask off

While keeping neutral buoyancy

By a man who underwater

Is as happy as can be

 


The only thing,
a tiny glitch

Which causes me despair

Is the speed in which my greedy lungs

Keep guzzling up my air!

 


Whoops - nearly
out, better get to the surface

***

 


 


BACKPACKING

Travelling by
long distance bus

I find somewhat relaxing

Watching as the miles slip by

Is certainly not taxing

 


And while I
wouldn’t call it

A backpacker’s paradise

As far as transportation goes

It’s really rather nice

 


‘Cos the truth
about backpacking is

It’s actually a drag

The lifestyle itself ain’t that bad

It’s just the bloody bag!

 


So heavy! Why
did I bring all this stuff?

***

 


 


A CHANGE IN
STYLE

I feel like
dressing left today

Where normally I dress right

I enjoy the feel of a fresh pair of pants

All crisp and clean and tight

And I smirk as I think

Of seeing my girlfriend

Later on tonight

‘Cos when she puts her hand

Where she thinks it’ll be

She’s going to get a fright!

 


Especially
given that I work in a knife factory

***

 


 


THE
ANTIPODES

Sugar cane, the
Bottle tree

The Gum tree and the Fig

Eucalypts are ghostly white

And Banyans grow real big

Koalas and opossums

Wombats, Kangaroos

Red Backs are highly venomous

And they creep inside your shoes

 


Dugongs,
Dolphins, Dingoes

So many kinds of snake

And the little Duckbilled Platypus

Really, for goodness sake!

Herons, Magpies, Kookaburras

Barramundis swim with grace

 


And they all
live in Australia -what a funny place

***

 


 


ACTION STATIONS
FOR ALL NATIONS

“Use your water
wiser,” and

“Don’t be a money miser,” is

A little appetiser

For the environmental cause

 


And I’d be a
hypocrite, if

I didn’t do my bit, so

I’ve bought a clean up kit

For tidying up our shores

 


It seems a
chasm’s yawning

We’re not listening to the warnings

Mass extinction, Global warming

Always starting brand new wars

 


But while I
could stand here and berate

Ask: have we passed our sell-by date?

Can we continue at this rate

Or have we left it far too late?

Our planet is in such a state

Have we already sealed our fate?

All this does is generate

Melancholy, fear and hate

Highlighting all our flaws

 


And while we’re
all partly to blame

Let’s not hang our heads in shame

Remember that we’re all the same

So let’s change this situation!

***

 


 


THE HAWKSBURY
RIVER MONSTER

The Hawksbury
River monster lurks

Within the Hawksbury River

And if you see the waters stir

It’ll make your whole spine shiver

 


All the tales
you’ve heard are true

And worse without a doubt

‘Cos once you’re in his clutches

There is simply no way out

 


At least three
hundred feet in length

With a large and bulbous nose

His four short legs are powerful

With claws upon his toes

 


Of the ships
he’s wrecked there’s been no trace

No survivors have been seen

Just sometimes a mangled skeleton

Sucked completely clean

 


His scales are
iridescent blue

Hairs, warts and spines more than a few

Atrocious breath and razor teeth

All are hidden underneath

 


So if you want
to cross the bridge

I’d suggest you think again

Because somewhere in those murky depths

Is the Hawksbury River Monster’s den

 


And if he
attacks

We won’t see you again!

***

 


 


THOSE DAMNED
ELUSIVE LUNATICS

There was a man
called Albert Fridge

Put a ring through his brow ridge

Then there was young Jimmy Swayles

Who liked to walk on rusted nails

Both knew a copper, Constable Frane

Chucked himself out of a plane

Each of them was quite insane

Thought life one enormous game

I’d section all of them again

If only I could catch them

***

 


 


MAUD

Maud

Was bored

She often was this time of year

So of a night time, cool and clear

She’d throw bottles off the pier

After she had emptied them

 


Maud

Assured

Me that her mind was working fine

Though clearly it wasn’t half the time

In the end trod on a mine

Blew her all over the place -

I thought they’d stopped making them...

***

 


 


THE JOLLY
MILKMAN

On my milk
float I’m at ease

Those crates of milk, yoghurt and cheese

As if I’m on the seven Seas!

The freedom that I feel

 


Four of the
morning clock I’m up

Clanking bottles of silver top

But most people get it from the shop

So please hear my appeal:

 


Tesco,
Sainsburys, Safeway, Waitrose

Morrisons, Somerfield, One Stop, Spar

Pack it in!

You’re doing me out of a job, you bastards!

***

 


 


LUNATICS
REVISITED

Did I mention
Lambert Slicks?

Spent his time staring at bricks

Or the Count, Otto van Dump?

Swore he’d married a bicycle pump

 


But the worst
of them all was Malcolm Miff

He used to work as a locksmith –

And he keeps going round letting all the other out!

He’s a right flipping pain!

***

 


 


MY DEAR KOREAN
SWEETHEART

You sit there
drinking coffee

From morning time till night

To stir my spoon inside your cup

Would bring me such delight!

 


You could hold
it in both hands

And feel it thick and hot

It should be sweet enough, but add

A touch of chocolate if it’s not

 


Oh, let me be
your sugar baby!

Let me be your cream

Whichever way you want to take it

That’s the way I mean

 


People talk of
making music

We could be a symphony

And it’d certainly bring new meaning

To the phrase:
“We’re taking tea!”

***

 


 


QUESTIONNAIRE
BY DICTAPHONE

Red or green or
brown or blue?

I’d choose green, which one would you?
A giant or a
midget?

A cesspool or a flea pit?

Shopping mall or market?

Each decision tells a tale

 


If you could go
only North or South?

To have a nose or have a mouth?

Orange juice or lemonade?

In the Sun or in the shade?

Pasta shells or crispy noodles?

Etch-a-sketch or Magnadoodle?

Cheesecake or profiterole?

Secret squirrel, Morocco Mole?

 


The list could
go for hours and hours

Orchids or more scented flowers?

And in the end we could compile

A psychological profile –

 


But, err...
let’s not do that, eh?

***

 


 


CROCODILE
FEARS

A Crocodile, a
Magarrmach,

A Saltie or a Gator

Whatever it is you choose to call it

Hell, I’ll see you later!

 


In rivers,
billabongs and creeks

They’re fast as lightning strikes

And rollerblades won’t save you

Nor will tandems or quad bikes

 


Who gives a
stuff that they can’t chew?

If it comes down to me or you

I’ll tell you straight what I will do

Run, you idiot, run!

 


Unless Steve
Irwin chose to come

Then I’d watch him have his fun

He’s a nutter that guy

But cool!

***

 


 


POSTCARDS
SHOULD NOT BE USED FOR GLOATING

The thing with
post cards is, unless

You write so small no one can see

There’s not room to say too much

Just a stamp from another country

 


“Snowing at
home? Oh what a shame!

It’s so hot here, hard not to burn!”

But the joke’s turned round on you

‘Cos it’ll only arrive once you return

***

 


 


TRIBUTE TO JOHN
LENNON

(TO THE TUNE
OF JOHN LENNON’s IMAGINE)

Imagine being
gunned down

Over twenty years ago

What would you be up to today?

I guess no one will ever know

Imagine all the dreamers

Staying fast asleep...

 


Imagine wars
and famines

They’re all around to see

Why is oil so all important?

Beats the hell out of me

Imagine all the dreamers

Burned out and retired...

 


CHORUS

You may have
said you were a dreamer

But you weren’t the only one

It’s just that most of us have forgotten

Your message, now that you have gone

 


Imagine
politicians

The banks and Third World debt

If there’s a Heaven on Earth

We haven’t found it yet

Imagine all the dreamers

Laying down to die...

 


CHORUS

 


Imagine those
remaining

Clinging to ideals

Not being railroaded

Still crying our appeals

Imagine all our voices

Silent in the wind...

 


You may have
said you were a dreamer

John you’re not the only one

I hope some day the dreamers wake up

Only then will the world be as one




CHORUS

***

 


 


WIND UP
RADIO

I’ll buy a
clockwork radio
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