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Performed at Exile Festival

Through a series of epic expeditions

The Polynesians were able to colonise

the remotest islands of the Pacific Ocean

The same spirit of discovery

has put man on the Moon

painted the Sistine Chapel

and led to the development of keyhole surgery

The desire to take risks

to push the boundaries

is fundamental to the human condition

and learning to do it begins with children at play
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All At Sea
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Performed at: Exile Festival, DIY Poets

He swayed like the Cutty Sark

all at sea

lashed to the mast

drunk without hope

Where was he in all this?

Where was his pain healed?

Where were his needs addressed?

The woman thing again

the spider and the fly

the cake and eat it stuff?

Had he not outgrown all this

had he not learnt to disregard

best mates with tits and bums?

––––––––
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He staggered across the sea of Southey Street

fumbled for his key

and scuttled on the rocks of one last drink

He had floundered too long

on the heaving sea

of her new freedom

it was time to take to the lifeboat

So with regret and longing

he slipped over the side

into the swell of an empty double bed

Only to wake in the morning

with a thick head

no wiser for his pondering

still smitten

and helpless as a fly
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The Man Outside
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Performed at: DIY Poets, Blackdrop, Full Circle

The man outside my house

is a long way from home

He showed me a picture on his phone once

There was a large table laden with dishes

bread

vegetables

fruit

and jugs of fresh

clean

spring water

beyond the table

on a dry paddock

chickens roamed

and waited for the arrival

of brothers and sisters

giggling children

and the chattering of family

that is everything

The man in the car outside my house

is a long way from home

I know

because he told me once

how his mother was the candle of the house

a light that was everything

that never went out

and how his father broke the bread

and listened to the news

that his sons and daughters brought

from all four corners

of his world

The man who sleeps in the car outside my house

is a long way from home

I know because he painted me an image

of how beautiful his country was

before the bombs fell

and he had to dig his son out of the rubble

before they started carrying guns 

and bullying on the streets

before people disappeared

and they raped

He left with his wife and children

when the guns pointed at his head

and they strung him up for days

in a dark place

They washed up on this shore

where his marriage broke on the rocks

of thoughts that will not stop

of gun points

and anger

and fear

The man in the car outside my house

lies awake

on a borrowed inflatable mattress

drinking begged for coffee

waiting for the slow cogs of helpfulness

in this distant land

to turn

straining the internet

for news

of brothers and sisters

and whether father still breaks bread

and if a candle still burns

in his long away home
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To Martin
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Performed at DIY Poets

The last wave

has broken on this shore

carving the sand

into a mirror of itself

as this tide ebbed

uncalled for

The shape of it

rises to crescendo

then falls away

as the wave did

through trough and peak

to tell a story

of water

and of the moon

before the sea seeped

through grains

too weak to hold it

leaving a rippled beach

exposed

like fingerprints of time

for beachcombers to dwell on

and lament the slipping away

of ages
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Shipwrecked
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Performed at: DIY Poets, Exile Festival

What has left us here

shipwrecked and becalmed

across this easy duvet sound

adjacent

to the wet patch

breathing heavy and deep

flushed

with effort

and afterglow?

We could count the storms

share laments of cruel seas

that steered our course

through reef and rock

to this lagoon

without chart or bearing

But it matters not

where we didn’t make landfall

for I cannot conceive

of a kingdom better

nor a land more akin to paradise
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