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Australian Morning-Song

This morning, for the first time in a long
time,

woke and lay listening to the morning-song,

not during the quiet echoes of its closing refrain,

rather, at its beginning, as the first bird sang,

joined by a myriad voices, a mighty ‘allelujah song.

There was no lilting, musical harp notes of thrush
song,

no gentle, controlled harmony of dulcet worshiping

this was the crash of cymbals on the flow of a drum-roll,

loud in the quiet, soft on hard, sad sighs held in laughter,

eager, energized, individual voices blending in the one song.

A song, not of a puerile and meek acceptance of
life's lot,

but a shout of defiance, a rise to the challenge of the day,

not so much a, ‘’Thank you, Lord.’, as a ‘Thank the Lord!’

Not a mild gratitude for blessings as yet unbestowed,

but a laughing, exultant, expectant call to, ‘Bring it on!’

On a background of twittering and chirping of smaller
birds,

ring out deeper bass tones, high and eerie countermeasures,

sweet magpie song that storm-bird answers with a haunted
call,

Pee-wee, lorikeet, honeyeater, dove, cockatoo, finch,
currawong,

each vying for her place in the scheme of this morning song.

Wave on wave of voices, rising and falling, filling
my ear,

beating time with a wild, free-spirited call; deeply
spiritual,

blending brown earth, dusty bush, unfathomable blue heaven.

An uneasy start to the day for those timorous souls
unattuned,

to the joyous cacophony that is an Australian morning-song.
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Summer
Street

Staccato notes rise lazily in the leaden air,

falling unheard on ears deafened with life,

the hub-dub of myriad voices lift and crash,

waves on a lonely shore.

Movement surrounds, abounds, confounds,

so many people going nowhere so quickly,

others stroll lost in their selfish oblivion,

searching for a destination.

Trumpet notes trip and slide unnoted,

over heads stuffed full of self absorption,

its sound surfs the sultry air waves,

echoing thermal thunder.

A green-gray blanket folded at horizon edge,

gathering the power of the overworked ozone,

biding its time, it saves itself for the race,

the crack of a starting pistol.

Movement stops, as surprised faces look up,

the wind rushes in, up, over and under,

heaven’s heavy drapes shut out sunshine and sky,

men sent running from nature.
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Lively
Lorikeets

Bright red berries of the umbrella tree,

entice the lorikeets in for a frenzied feast,

flashes of brilliant rainbow colour,

switching on and off, midst the green.

They shriek in joy at nature's bounty,

quarrelling noisily over the juicy goodness,

heckling each other with raucous laughter,

They fill the drowsy afternoon with life.

As I lay on the garden lounger, pen in hand,

I am relieved and reassured in turn,

that this life is well worth living,

the lories lend me their ‘joie de vivre’
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The
Cockatoos

Five black cockatoos swirling overhead,

calling in harsh, dusty, dry voices,

discussing options, defining their choices,

landing for a rest on the old tin shed.

‘Let's go this way. No the other. Let's stay’,

lifting black as night bodies in the breeze,

to circle away and land in nearby trees,

blood- red flashes on fanned tails spray.

Five black cockatoos are supposed to bring rain,

So the old superstition goes, and so I pray.

Skies that are so blue, scrubbed back to gray,

But, if they bring only themselves… I already gain.


[image: tmp_893abd73034deafb1ed518f71ade86fe_7H6beZ_html_m7fe6a291.jpg]



Until Death Us
Do...

I, Bridgette Clancy, an independent woman,

Proprietor of me own ‘otel,

owing nothing to no-one,

successful on me own;

hereby declare me dying wish…

to be buried on top of my one true love.

I stand at the window, clutching to me breast.

the crumpled paper of the telegram,

I rescued from the hearth

where, in agony, it was thrown.

My sister’s sobs still echo

in these haunted hall's once so full of life.

I know I should go,

try to comfort the new widow,

but Sissy is young and resilient,

able to scream and rage against fate;

to empty aloud her overflowing heart.

Her wailing will ease the burden.

No such luxury is given to me.

Never, can I show the depth of my pain;

never would the world understand,

how pure and unsullied was the love I had

for my sister's handsome husband,

or the unspoken tie that bound us.

We didn't meet until the wedding day,

a marriage arranged by our dying father,

Sissy to be given away as she was young

and healthy, good breeding stock.

Meself already on the shelf,

at the grand old age of twenty three.

Sissy beautiful in flowing white,

I in attendance, struck dumb,

grey eyes, mesmerized by green,

voices heard through a fug,

exchanging lifelong vows:

bitter the heart ruled by common sense.

Forced by cruel circumstance

to live under the one roof;

hearts tied together in denial

had to be content with proximity.

Never knowing, daring to know, closeness;

so we lived together, separately.

Now this wretched paper

callously tells of his, 'heroic death'

bringing an end to my world.

Not for me the easy panacea of tears.

I cannot, cannot, go on.

How can one live without a heart?

My blind stare lights on a bottle,

placed close by, deliberately,

my shaking hand reaches out,

touching cold, smooth glass.

Surely, this is how it was meant to be.

We will be together, at last.
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 Lucky Me

Curled up tight and warm,

in my bed,

blanket over my head,

I relish the sound of the storm,

buckets of life-giving rain pelting tin roof.

I thank God,

cozy as a pea in a pod,

against the winter chill, I'm proof.

I just start to doze,

when I see,

shame washes over me,

an image in my mind arose,

of a starving African mother and child,

in a humpy,

they are sheltering, too, I see

from a storm, furious and wild.

The child sleeps fitfully,

mother weeps,

overhead shelter leaks,

the baby mewls, nuzzles weakly,

hopelessly is pressed to an empty breast,

milk can’t come,

from his emaciated Mum,

he sleeps, exhausted from his quest.

I wake to blue sky,

and sunshine,

grateful for what is mine,

determined to give, then I sigh,

I know money won’t solve the problem

so complex,

this question does the world vex…

What is the best way to help them?
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Plain
Lament

Stark, stout white limbs lifted

She cries to the skies

“Open your heart

Bless us with your holy water.

I know my time is past

But save my children is all I ask.

For generations we have dwelt on this land

Provided protection and food

For those under our care

We have been inundated then dehydrated

As the seasons have dictated.

We have lived in the cycle

Blossomed, born fruit

Lived and died

Adapted and proliferated

But now something is amiss.

Why do you refuse your kindness?

My children grow slowly

Are thin and spindly

Easily struck down by disease.

Please show some mercy.

What have we done to cause your distain?

We have lived for too long now without rain.

The bleached bones of Mother, Father, Sister, Brother

Litter the ground

Fodder for the raging Fire.

From being our helpful servant

He has become a rampant wonton tyrant.

His ire is terrible to behold

He decimates our numbers with insensate fury.

Greedily he gobbles all in his path

Leaving those of us who survive

To struggle ever harder to fill the larder.

Why have you deserted us?

What have we done wrong

That you turn your back on us?

What has changed?

Why does the very air heave and sigh?

Relentless Wind wanders restlessly

Howls inconsolably or ceases

Sullenly withdrawing his welcome caress

Leaving us enervated, bereft.

The change has come recently

Slowly at first then

With an insidiously increasing rapidity.

How can we live with so little time to adapt?

I am prepared to die but

Why should my children suffer?

I have passed on my genetic knowledge

But fear it is too little too late.”

As she falls, shattered

The first drops splatter her broken corpse .

Will it be enough to matter?

Will the damage be repaired?

Has anyone heard… or cared?
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Ode to a
Fence

Please don’t take offence

at the fence.

It’s a piece of nonsense,

for you a nuisance.

In my defence,

it’s at Council insistence.

Apparently no-one has common-sense,

and if they fall it’s my negligence.

I can’t afford the expense,

or to lose my licence.

The inspector has spoken, hence…

The bloody fence!
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 Rest and Recuperation

The succulent smell of roasting chicken,

Wafts aloft from the kitchen to my bedroom,

It entices me from the secure warmth,

A very late start on a chill winter’s day.

Mum baking and Dad reading the newspaper,

The low murmur of the cricket on T.V.,

Old dog lifts her weary head in greeting,

Refusing to move her aching bones.

I kiss Dad’s bald head, hug Mum’s familiar form,

Bite into a biscuit, welcoming and warm,

Curl into the well-worn embrace of the armchair.

No insistent questions, no deep psychology,

Just a patient acceptance of my need.

I’m home to rest and recuperate, then leave.



Tiny finger,

Soft cheek,

Breath of an angel.
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Country
Livin’

I moved to the country from the city,

I wanted a better life, you see.

I heard people are friendlier there,

You can walk the streets with nary a care.

But, guess what!?!

They’re not!

Oh, they smile, nod and say, “g’day’

But then, they’re on their way.

I used to live in a big, city suburb,

To walk alone would be absurd.

Here people chat in the street,

They have a smile for all they meet.

But when I go home,

I go alone.

In the ‘burb my neighbour was my friend,

On each other we could depend.

I have four children under ten.

They think I’m after their men.

I’ve bought a little miner’s cottage,

I can barely meet the mortgage,

The kids love it.

Go shove it!

I’m a mother alone, on the dole,

No-one visits me, not a soul.

I’ve joined clubs and other groups,

But my flagging spirit droops.

There’s a certain hierarchy, you understand,

You must own your own bit of land.

Fawn at the feet

Of the elite.

I long for my old street, even the danger,

Even the cold hard stare of a stranger.

Here it is five years down the line,

I can hardly believe this lament is mine.

My wide group of friends is great,

And I’ve learned to appreciate,

They’re shy,

That’s why,

These strong, independent women

They always wanted to be my friend.
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In the
‘Burbs

We lived in the ‘burbs of Brisbane city.

I was just going into my teen years.

You were a wild young thing, hard and gritty,

Int’rested in fast cars and drinking beer.

Big, strong and handsome, leader of the crew

of bully-boys who ruled our tiny world.

When you chose to look at me, then I knew,

the grip of passion round my young heart curled.

You always smelled slightly of car grease, oil,

Even when you scrubbed to go to the flicks,

You put your arm ‘round me; I was your girl,

I got dagger-eyes from all the other chicks.

You wanted more than I thought I should give,

Now, more than just suburbs apart do we live.

Ah, those first loves...
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 Ode to Melbourne Cup Day

Late August, the nation stirs,

September, I hear a whisper,

October the pundits purr

month’s end, they're puttin’ in the burr.

It’s to hell with Halloween,

with its ghosts and goblins that scream,

we have important things to dream,

like… hat's... Which one, red black or cream?

First Tuesday of November,

it's a date, we all remember,

it doesn't matter your gender,

or whether you are a member.

Dresses of satin and lace,

Drinkin’ n’ bettin’ with yer mates,

talkin’ nonsense about pace,

yair, it's time for the big race.

Stare at the TV and freeze,

Even the Aussies overseas,

some prayin’ on bended knees,

you might miss it if you sneeze.

One minute it's , “And they're off!”,

next, they’re holdin’ The Cup aloft,

gallons of Champers is quaffed,

losin’ tickets in the air waft.

The winnin’ jockey we toast,

wild excitement from coast to coast,

boastin’ ‘bout who won the most.

Sigh! Back to my post...’til next year.
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 Monsoon

The sweet, seductive scent of jasmine hangs in the
dank night air,

it fills my nose and mouth, soaks through my skin it seems,

the stagnant, torpid heat is heavy with God's unshed tears,

no breeze stirs the bushes, no wind wafts aloft, all is
stillness.

I move as slowly as the sloth in the far rainforest
trees,

almost drowning on the humidity, thick and dense,

every pore is open wide, gasping and choking, waiting,

every languid movement causes rivers of perspiration.

Out on the far horizon, at the edge of the ocean and
sky,

the light of a small explosion, dull, distant thunder





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg





tmp_893abd73034deafb1ed518f71ade86fe_7H6beZ_html_m7fe6a291.jpg





