


Much of these mind maps are murky dream canvas 
Pain red emotions, masks of fear 
Childhood gauntlet of losf phorographs 
Conversations of parents- "He nearly died" 

The day I stopped a tram near old Kalinga 
by falling down a flight of stairs alone, 

The night I swallowed paint and had to be 
rushed to the Royal Queensiand Carualty 

The sicknesses andsurprises of schoolday wild 
finding a snake in the bush at Wavell Heights, 

Secondary School a Christian Brothers Nightmare 
alone with one friend who took the tirne to care, 

Physics with Gyger, phosphorous in rain 
Learning lessons by strap, again and again. 
Latin a punislzment for adolescent brain 
Playground for prefects - bullies untamed 

On retrospect, the whole exercise insane. 

Nobody  survives their  chi ldhood 
Words c a n  on ly  tell y o u  

s o m e  o f  t h e  screaming ter ror  t imes  
Harpies a n d  horrors  r ipping sensitive mind  

t o  victim masochism, accepting blind 
Religion, s choo l  politics, d r eam obedience 

till university a n d  phi losophy 
cleared cobwebs  f rom m y  memories  

a n d  I c o u l d  clearly see  
the  tyr rany of pover ty  
t he  blindness o f  au tho r i ty  
t h e  ho r ro r  o f  necessities 

which d ic ta ted  realities 

Succesis the keynote, honesty rare, 
Hard to believe unless you live up there 

Nightlife is controlled by Fat Gut Police Force 
who understand dissidents -suppress them, of course 

Corruption's paranoia just below the surface 
of snliling sunshine, tourists welcome, surf beaches 

They erode daily beneath s l~adow sky scrapers 
Prices stock market higher for retired Melbourne dowagers 

The old tusks think this elephant graveyard is fine 
to  bask and to  die beneath tropical sunshine 

They fit into Old MacDonald Farmer Fascism 
which exploits workers in order to  make fortunes 

Unions are corrupt; everything's in order. 

Sotnc hide uroutrtt Gytirpie rvirli marketr untl art 
.Yot/rc , 111rertot1 Tablel~trds, i~it~gic nlusirrooii~s. A'uriot~a/ 

Purks 
Sorile Krlrurlckot~d Cuirfrs it1 some jrrrrglc cottinfrores 
Surw C'etlur buy henentli police helicopter II IOOYI 

SOII IP  e.vi.~t it1 ~ I I C  pubs, drut~k in prrlriic service 
Sotnc exis[ in schools, teaching arid leurtting 
Some survive on farms, inland coastal fringe 
Sotne grow their green weeds or] the tlinterlund 
Most know ;he reality of Queenslmd today 
- You get only what you con afford to pay 
Parasites live off tourisr ecotloti~ies 
learuing that only the rich 

can afford to be free. 

Memory erases traces of old Kanakas 
Aborigines given cheap port for dole dollars 
The young on surf beaches given hard times 

by blue collar 
Tensions between the old and the new 
confront daily, often in fui! view, 

You will see gold rape violence in alcoliolic cars 
streaking in gasoline alleyway bars 

Gold Coast corruption, materialisill gone mad 
Spraying bikinied bodies with oil of Suntan 
I3otlies lie on t l ~ c  beach while b~rg la r s  prowl arourid 

Iligli risc tllc crinie ratc, Ncw Zenlanders blamed. 

University a sanctuary 
from Queensland Catholic family 

A drunken father, Avon mother, 
Tupperware parties in the garage 

made sure I became Working Class. 

I was a victiln-child HOW seekir~g more 
Refiigeed from eroded Queensland shore 

t o  plurnnzet cold a stone to Alelbourrze's winter 
t o  sz~jyer in the sileizce of' these jiozerz tears. 

Schools preach obedience, religion is Cod 
Sunday for greyhounds, trots, races and pubs 

Quiet as a church this state of the mind 
exists like Toowoomba - town frozen in time 

Flowers in gardens with houses on stilts 
clothes on Hills hoist flapping in the breeze 

A dog barks, but silence is warm as the heat 
Everybody knows everybody ekes business in these sunburtrt streets, 

There S scandals and gossip and village chitchat 
There's sermons on Sundays then straight to the beach 
There's police patrolled highway on loud motorbikes 

The locals all know who can do what they like. 

But now I sun myself in smiles 
I speak of what I find to  be worthwhile 
I stand on streets, not policeman paranoid, 
When I feel angry, I have a right to  be annoyed 

Queensland's just a hangover of hypocrisies 
Nobody obeys the will of the majority 

Dark ghost dances for Aborigines Democracy 
means watch-house for the night, Boggo Road following 

Syphilus and drugs and suppression of feelings 
mean drunks repress their emotional dimensions 

They never say what they feei to  be true 
but tell you to  shutup and be silent too. 

The Uni a tombstone of marble brick hearts 
The hopes hanging in degree course in Arts, 

When commitment calls, few take their parts 
The drama is life, 

rnost play for laughs. 

Sandcaslles of money on Noosa and Co 
A bridge not wanted down on Shadbroke 
Tourists pass through Queendand "Go S l ~ w "  

It's not what you are, it's who you know 

Brisbane a brown town, white freeway car city 
A paradox of architecture, highrise office buildings 

Money talks if you can a s h  registers singing 
Dollars make sense if you can count coins ringing 

The Coast a haven for the young at heart 
Surfimg and screwing and smoking worlds apart 
PIeasure city promotes epicurean "forget" 

Distraction allows destruction o f  the environment. 

Then settle down beneath Queensland's sun cancer 
Slow down. you're not gomg a~iywl~ere  

You can die in the state which bo'ists of its sunsillne 
but lives in dark shadows for rnost of the time 



C h e s s  a d d i c t s ,  t h e y  p l a y  p e o p l e  as a cigarette 
L i g h t  them up,  s u c k ,  e x h a l e  ( c h o k i n g  b r e a t h )  
The  immensurab le  d i s t a n c e  between l o s t  l o v e r s  
T h i s  s i l e n c e  set t les  l i k e  a c l o u d  
P r o p e r t i e s  are t o y s  f o r  f a m i l y  c o u r t s  
a n d  t h e  l o v e r s , . . .  

W i s t f u l n e s s  r e p l a c e s  d e s i r e ' s  bed ,  set t les  t h e  s h e e t s  
a n d  s a y s  "Well g e t  a n  w i t h  it" 
L o v e r s  faces h a l l u c i n a t e  i n t o  HER face 
And i t ' s  no  good. . . .  

Days are r a d i o s  w i t h  c h a i n s  
N i g h t s  l o u d  c o l o u r  t e l e v i s i o n s  
You c a n ' t  c h a n g e  t h e  c h a n n e l .  
S v e n  i f '  you c o u l d . .  . . 
S h e  is on a n  i s l a n d  
L i l i e s  amid h i a c y n t h  
You c a n n o t  c o n t a c t  h e r  
S h e  is dreaming... .  

STREET 

P O E T R Y  

P i l l o w s  are y o u r  p e n t r i d g e  
Bed y o u r  c o n f e s s i o n  box 
You s h a k e  and  wake and  s h i v e r  
S w e a t i n g  h o t  

T u r n s t i l e s  o f  moments 
Dump and  c h a n g e  t h e i r  c l o t h e s  
You who were t o g e t h e r  
Alone .  



Heart s i n g s  o f  c o n s e c r a t e d  c i r c u m s t a n c e  
The  w i l l i n g  v i c t i m  s t a g g e r s  up t o  d a n c e  
Hung on h e r  k i s s ,  h e ' s  h y p n o t i s e d ,  e n t r a n c e d  
H i s  d r u g  is s k i n  p r i c k e d  s o l o  s o n g  ' romance '  

S h e  w i l l  n o t  m e n t i o n  l o v e ,  s h e  knows t h e  r u l e s  
w h a t  l eas t  you m e n t i o n ,  mos t  a t t r ac t s  more f o o l s  
H e ' s  warm t o  h o t ,  s h e ' s  d i s t L n c t l y  c o o l  
L i e s  s o u n d  more p l e a s a n t  when someone s a y s  t h e y ' r e  t r u t  

The  two s t a n d  o f f  l i k e  g l a d i a t o r  combat  
Weapon words  are worn l i k e  a s a u n a  s u n t a n  
g l i s t e n i n g  as sweat, w i t h  no u m b r e l l a  
A r a i n  o f  i n s e c u r e  b r i c k  wall  demands 

Now c l o s e  i n  f o r  t h e  k i l l ,  i t ' s  k i s s i n g  t i m e  
Someone is i n v o l v e d ,  t h e  o t h e r  r e d e f i n e s  
To s l i p  t h e  r o s y  d a g g e r  i n t o  n e e d ' s  b l i n d  e y e s  
t h e n  w i t h d r a w ,  t o  l e a v e  t h i s  g a r d e n  c r y i n g  

L o i s t u r e  l o v e  t o  w h e t  t h i s  p c r c h e d  t h r o a t ' s  s o n g  
t o  b r e a k  t h e  d r o u g h t  which  time d r a g g e d  on t o o  l o n g  
t o  u n l o c k  g a t e s  whose o n l y  v o i c e  a r u s t y  s o n g  
t o  h e a r  h u r r a h s  o f  c h o r u s  s i n g i n g  ' a l l  as  o n e '  

Kaybe n e e d  w i l l  n e v e r  m a g n e t i s e  
L o v e ' s  c u r e  is  a p o i s o n  f o r  t h e  b l i n d .  

S T R E E T  

P O E T R Y  

PH. 489 6 9 7 2  

s y o n d  t h e  g low o i  w h i t e  m o o n l i g h t  
s t a r s  m u t t e r  m u t i n y ,  h i d e  t h e i r  l i g h t  

C l o u d s  c o v e r  faces, some f a l l i n g  stars 
Blame t h e i r  d e m i s e  on t h e  s ta te  o f  t h e  n i g h t  s k y  

R i s i n g  s u n  is wise t o  w a r m  a l l  f o l l o w e r s  
f o r  moon re treats  a n d  d i m s  h e r  l a m p l i g h t  f l o w e r s  

Day g l o w s  b r i g h t  h e a t  f o r  a l l  t o  grow 
N i g h t ' s  f l o w e r s  h i d e ,  r e h e a r s i n g  d a r k e r  shows 

T w i l i g h t  is  t h e  b o r d e r l i n e ,  c h a n g i n g  o f  t h e  g u a r d  
f o r  h e r e  a g e  and  y o u t h ,  g r o w t h  and  d e c l i n e  

One waxes f u l l  w i t h  sweet r o u n d  l y r i c  s t r e n g t h  
One r o l l s  h e a t  a r o u n d  h e m i s p h e r e s  

Then  h o l e s  a p p e a r  i n  w h a t  seemed o n c e  b r i g h t  b l u e  
S p r i n k l e s  g1.i t t e r  a b o v e  r o s y  p u r p l e  h u e s  

L i g h t  had g o n e ,  a n d  d a r k  w i l l  claim its own 
T h i s  queen  o f  e y e s  a s c e n d s  h e r  n i g h t l y  t h r o n e  

Her s u b j e c t s  t w i n k l e  w i t h  e y e s  m o i s t  tears 
R a i n  w i p e s  t h e  c l o u d S  face, h i d e s  moon's fears 

When C l e a r ,  t h e  moon r e v e a l s  h e r  s i l v e r  c a r r i a g e  
A crown o f  stars t o  seal t h i s  n i g h t l y  m a r r i a g e  

F o r  s u n  and  moon are l o v e r s  d i d n ' t  you know 
They  s h a r e  t h e  l i g h t  t o  create e t e r n a l  shows 

I n  tandem t h e y  r e v e a l  t h e i r  wisdom, a l l  t h e y  know 
is t o  b e  w h a t  t h e y  a r e ,  happy t o  s i m p l y  glow.  



A o 1 u n t r : e r s  s i f t  c l o t h e s  l i k e  b u s h f i r e  v i c t i m s  
S i n g  hoge  i n  smiles and  s p e c t a c l e s  
Drop t h e  p r i c e s  f o r  good o l d  time p e n s i o n e r s  
Sweeo t h e  f l o o r  o f  heaven  f o r  t h e i r  c u s t o m e r s  

T h r r e  is a r i c h n e s s  h e r e  o f  p o v e r t i e s  
Cos tumes  f r o m  ~ a r l i e r  on down t h i s  c e n t u r y  

I 
I 

Y 
Double  b r z a s t e d  baggy t r o u s e r s  bend upon t h e  w i r e  h a n g e r s  L a 
G r e y  g h  sts o f  good men a 
Now s o l d  f o r  a p i t t a n c e  I m 

rl 
73 
-a 

T i d y  as tears,  t h e y  t a l k  o v e r  c u p s  o f  t e a  .rl 

1 s 
G u a r d i a n s  o f  r a c k s  o f  shadows o f  memories 

LO 
E a c h  s t o r y  s i n g s  i ts p a s t  as you walk  by C, P) 

Y G U  would t a k ~  t h e s e  o r p h a n s  home, had you t h e  money t o  buy 1 m E  c 3 
0 0 

A r c h a e o l o g y  d o e s  n o t  r e v e a l  t h e  trace o f  human hand I' 
0 n 
-0 d -u 

T h a t  sewed a n d  wove f o r  h o u r s  L cu r m z  o 
t h a t  c o s t u m e s  m i g h t  s t a n d  a n d  d a n c e  L E 

1 O L L  
T h i s  s h o p  is a time c a p s u l e ,  i t  p u t s  you i n  a t r a n c e  .rl C, O  

(I k  .ri 
You c a n  i m a g i n e  p r e v i n u s  owners  w e a r i n g  t h e s e  s h i r t s  a n d  p a n t s  . 0 II: 

1 b z m  
I 

- 

The  d u s t  upon a j a c k e t ,  t h e  s w e a t  upon a sleeve p :g  
'='*(I 

Images  s o  c lear ,  i t ' s  g e t t i n g  h a r d  t o  g r i e v e  P a ,  I ! " , d m  B r i g h t  b a b i e s  c l o t h e s ,  a n  o p t i m i s m  o f  d u c k s  a n d  r a b b i t s  s m i l i n g .  ,, 
A d o l e s c e n t  s c h o o l w e a r ,  young romance b e g u i l i n g  n k  k-rl a k k  I - u r n  
B u s i n e s s  s u i t s  s o  stiff yc-IU wonder how t h e y  c o u l d  f i t  i n  IY k e n !  

m U m a  / ' E l d e r l y  wide  w i s e  t r o u s e r s  w i t h  e x t e n d e d  waist l i n e  
B i r t h  a n d  d e e t h  are h e r e ,  j o y  a n d  l a u g h t e r  t o o  z o 
Poems v!rti;~ped i n  shadcws ,  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  f o r  you . - H  0 

> - z  III I c a -  
I- Q Z U  
W 3 6 2  

-I H 
THE DISTANCE I E we,, 

LL a H 

i n  time i s  now 
S 5 " "  .. .. 

>- > 
p o l i t e  b l i n k  

F o y e r  m e d i t a t i o n s ,  i n t e r v a l  o n m u  
G h o s t  p a i n t i n g  i n  o i l s  w 3 1 - z  
T h i s  d i s t a n c e  i s  l o n g  d i s t a n c e  

I 
a I - t m  

Time makes masks o f  faces 
You s n e e r  when you would smil-e 
A b i t t e r - s w e e t  l o n g  d i s t a n c e  I 

&is page  c o n t a i n s  s k e l e t o n s  
who d a n c e  b l a c k  p u p p e t s  

t r a i n e d  t o  wa lk  t i g h t r o p e s  
h o u s e t r a i n e d ,  d o m e s t i c  

T h e s e  l i o n s  are a p r i s m  
s h o o t i n g  a t  l i g h t ' s  b i r d s  

where  s u n  i s  a c u t l a s s  
n i g h t  o f  t h e  Moon 

T h e s e  r i b b o n s  are b e n d a g e s  
wrapped r o u n d  a Pyramid  

L e a n i n g  t o  t h e  L e f t  r ~ i n g  
you c a n  see Heaven  

T h e s e  s y l l a b l e s  are dumb s l aves  
They bank t h e  c a n o e  

t o  e x p l o r e  y o u r  h a i r  j u n g l e s  
y o u r  s l e e p i n g  r i v e r s  

T h e s e  s n a k e s  d i s t u r b  s i l e n c e s  
h i s s i n g  o n  s a n d  

Why r e p a i r  d e s e r t s ?  
H e a d ' s  r a i n y  d reams  

T h e s e  p a i n t i n g s  hang r a i n d r o p s  
crimes o f  t h e  h e a r t  

Words are now poems 
F e e l i n g s  A r t .  



e are on a sh ip 7 r  OAS BOOT 

~ i g h c t s  tw ink le  o f  vary ing d i spos i t i on  upon the shore 
V ic iss i tudes  of circumstance determine mora l i t y  

We are pumping and rowing, rowing and pumaing 
We st roke the sh ip 's  c a t  

The c r i e s  o f  refugees can be heard i n  the  water - 
we ignore them 

Various drunken s a i l o r s  seek t o  e n l i s t  a t  every p o r t  - 
we re fuse  them 

Regular ly  our sh ip  i s  plundered by p i r a t e s  - 
we e n l i s t  po l i ce  

Sometimes rainbows f l o a t  on the waters - 
- d e l i g h t f u l  feas ts  f o r  our eyes 

Sometimes b i r d s  o f  prey come .to squat i n  the crow's nest 
f o r  a whi le 

Sometimes scavengers come t o  see what they might 
c a r r y  o f f  

The wind i s  sometimes f u r i o u s  a t  our progress 
Sometimes we are so s t i l l  we do no t  t h i n k  we are moving 

a t  a l l  
Sometimes we worry about the d i r e c t i o n  and accuracy 

o f  our nav igat ion 
Sometimes we simply do no t  wish t o  a r r i v e  a t  any 

des t i na t i on  
This  sh ip  has many compartrnents/we have on ly  seen some 

o f  the passengers 
Buster Keaton i s  on board, and E r r o l  Flynn, 

and many others 
They watch movies o f  the passenger l i s t  on video 

We are no t  T i t an i c ,  nor Bismark, nor Poseidon Adventure 
fie can shoot rap ids  as w e l l  as skim on lakes 
Sometimes we are ass is ted by smi l ing  crewmates 
Sometimes we s i t  on deckchairs and l u x u r i a t e  

Our sh ip i s  always c r u i s i n g  the P a c i f i c  
We leave many smal l  boats i n  our wake 

Sometimes we hear MAYDAY on the r a d i o  
We send up f l a r e s  and answer d i s t ress  c a l l s  

Sometimes we yacht and s k i f f  and f r o l i c  i n  the waves 
Sometimes l i k e  Murray R ive r  paddle boat steamer 

we plough away 
Our sh ip  has the f i n e s t  crew o f  any f l e e t  
Though some would say our purpose i s  obsolete 

Think about our sh ip  next t ime you see us on the s t r e e t  
Because wi thout  you our voyage w i l l  never be complete. 

BEYOND YOU 

This i s  a world o f  poem and song 
a chorus fo r  those who would s ing  along 

No-one i s  ever q u i t e  alone 
They s ing  o f  rainbows, those who worship sun 

Day f a l l s  t o  innocence and heert ls d e l i g h t  
Kusic does pra ise the s t a r s  o f  da rk l i ng  s i g h t  

Watch as the scat tered b i r d  wings take f l i g h t  
They hear the change as day c l i c k s  i n t o  n i g h t  

This i s  a s t o r y  o l d  as t imbermi l l s  
Trees o f  wisdom, ancient h i s t o r i e s  

You scra tch  down leaves i n  autumn r a i n  
then watch as even fo res ts  must change 

There i s  so much t o  see and f e e l  and say 
This  world i s  a r t ,  watch the g a l l e r y  

Today the pa in t i ng  changes t o  a f i l m  
VJe .are a l l  actors,  mumbling our l i n e s  

L i s t e n  as time s tea l s  breath from l i f e  and l ove  
Watch as smoke r i s e s  from the f i r e  hear t  

Wait f o r  change as f i r e  comes from spark 
Know your song w i l l  f l y ,  once you take p e r t  

This i s  a world o f  poem and song 
A chorus f o r  those who would s ing  along 

No-one w i l l  ever l i v e  qu i te  alone 
Then s ing  o f  rainbows, you who worship sun. 

TUESDAY: CAFE JAL',L;IN, Cnr. Richerdson m Arms trong S t s  . Middle Park 
Thursday: RAGLAN, 34 E r r o l  S t r e e t  

Nor th Melbourne 
Saturday: L i v i n g  Room, 62 Bridge Road 

Richmond. 



Your s k i n  r e m i n d s  me 
w h e t  w e  l o s t  by n o t  t a l k i n g  
T e a r s  a r e  no b r i d g e  
Touch  e v e p o r a t e s  
Your e y e s  a s s i g n  me 
a t a r g e t  a  t i c k e t  
a c a r r i a g e  i n  a s i d i n g  
r u s t i n g  unremembered 
Your words  a c c u s e  me 
f o r  l o v e  u n d e r  f l a g s  
Armies  o f  e m o t i o n s  
i n  d e s e r t s  d o u b l e  b e d s  
Your s i l e n c e  is l i p  s t o n e  
No p e r s u a s i o n  
No s a l e s p e r s o n  
d a r e  f o o t  i n  d o o r  
Your s t i l l n e s s  is w i l l o w  
r e e d  i n  t h e  r i v e r  
B r e a t h i n g  clear a i r  
e s c a p e  f r o m  t h e  s h a l l o w s  
Your p r e s e n c e  i s  magnets  
waves o f  moon wciter 
f o r  c l o u d s  t o  s t a r t  c r y i n g  
u r b r e l l a  c o n v e n t i o n s  
Your tears a r e  now s i l v e r  
Your smile a r i v e r  
Your l a u g h t e r  a mounta in  
Your ~ O V E  a  c o t t a g e  
I walk  o n  y o u r  brown e a r t h  
remember t h o s e  f i r e s  
c l e a n  s h e e t s  a n d  s k i n s  
g i g g l i n g  c h i l d r e n  
Fog  mixed w i t h  smoke 
o b s c u r e s  t h e s e  m i r a g e s  
I '  m d r u n k  a n d  I '  m d reaming  
s a i l i n g ,  d rowning  
Our l i r e  was a movie 
c u l o u r e d  a s  r i b b o n s  
r a i n d r o p s  i n  w a t e r  
it s l i p p e d  t h r o u g h  my hands .  



O'if \Iserr rtot real, this story would be ftlnny 
I'olc are \\,elcorne in Queensland for the colour of  your money 

Tllirlg-s \t9orl ' t  cllarzge this rural economy 
\\9o111d rzot fzlrwtiorl reliant on the real and the free 

Some people strip searched, allegedly for drugs 
Some Aborigines beaten up by plain clothes thugs 
Some busted for no reason and planted with dope 

Small wonder young cynical have given up hope 
Straight is the fashion, disco the scene 
Cloudland was a vision - now demolished dreams 
Fhf on the campus sings stereo screams 

White children all deny what it is that they see. 

Few protest, knowing nothing will change 
The best they can hope for is that they will stay 

To  survive in the Deep North is a victory for some 
The worst evil t o  be is a new-arrived Victorian 

Resentment of people who come from the South 
The first words that utter from a Queenslander's mouth 

"You Victorian?" Like Peter you deny 
Your own voice betrays you so why bother to  try? 

Speak slowly and talk of the weather and such 
Praise Bjelke-Peterson and his Brown Shirt Policeforce 
Curse Japs and Victorians, and Hippies and Reds 
Curse the hone  that lost, Aussie Rules and bad bets 
Say that Queensland is tops and always will be 

No matter that unemployment is growth industry 
Religion will blot out  all that is real 

Suppress all you are thinking, repress all that you feel, 

So drink a beer to the state of the nation 
Advanced in skin cancer, VD, unemployment, inflation 

Queensland is the place to  go to die 
Grab yourself a piece of pineapple - Pie in  the sky! 

PERFORI;;ANCE i3UETRY, ~ I U S I C ,  DANCE 
Tuesday :  C a f e  Jarnmin C n r .  R i c h a r d s o n  C Armst rong  S t r e e t s ,  

h4IDDI-E PARK 
Thursday :  R a g l a n  C a f e  34 E r r o l  S t . ,  NORTH kELBOURNE 
S a t u r d a y :  L i v i n g  Room 62 B r i d g e  Rd., RICHhiOND 


