
  
    
      They Don't Change,

      They Just Get Old

    


    
      People in the gutter are few,


      there’s you and me and him,

      and her,


      and they never come along,


      but we all know who we are,

      and how


      we felt our way, to become our parts,


      groping behind us, to find the right place,

      and home,


      where the past countries us with settlements,


      towns us with streets, til gutted with hunger

      and hope,


      we glory on the road, all smiling,


      moving along,falling in stepand

    


    
      that’s when


      there’s a snap of the crisp cool apple


      and the sweet tang stabs my tongue.

    


    
      “Hello you.”


      “Hello.”


      “ ’been a while.”


      She grins from here to years ahead,


      a nod,


      and we’re a’making more.
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      Offset

    


    
      Three parents stand

      apart,


      each watching their memories of

      the train park’s

      desteamed dragon of steel,


      each remembering to watch their

      children play can-do-anything

      together on more insurable plastic carriages.

    


    
      They edge determination and count

      the comfort of ugg boots,

      a pocket full of pens,


      cursing

      bullet points,

      and the boredom of conveyancing.

    


    
      Idealism, cyncism and real estate


      cycle us from truth to death,


      at all times.
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        Leak

      


      
        The water sought level


        argues a spring


        into a hard place,


        and busied, the gap streaks


        boney deposits, failing


        to make good the small


        freedoms of the day.

      


      
        Economic ceremonies end


        on a community's means


        to deal with busts.


        They celebrate in


        the any colour gray.
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        Flagstones

      


      
        A neighbour's party spills onto the footpath,


        I hear shouting and go out front.

      


      
        A tweedy marxist and a shiny libertarian


        are both worried in their heart of hearts


        about the robber at the door,


        they point at each other


        and shout,


        “You?”


        in sync,


        “You thief!”

      


      
        “Jinx,” I mutter walking between them


        into a warm January night,


        “Double jinx.”

      


      
        Arthur Street was layed, with stones cut and dressed


        by blameworthy hands, all the way to the quarry,


        only the shoulders remain,


        between bitumen and concrete that history weaves, sews,


        like modern nudes beckoning the more decently dressed.

      


      
        I squat on the sandstone and look back,


        the two faces move in


        to protect my home.
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        Sometimes Failure is not Enough

      


      
        Here I sit, starry-eyed,

        alive.

      


      
        They think I am waiting


        for the world to visit,

        but none do.

      


      
        I fail their expectations,


        and to the impatient

        all failure looks the same.

      


      
        I'm waiting to correct them,


        but they they never come close enough


        to hear me shout at the rising moon.
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        Rush

      


      
        A tongue of fluid tastes delicious leaves,


        savours them, steals them


        a way without a care,


        like, you know, how


        a cyclist attains enlightenment on


        colliding with a bus.
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        Dimensions

      


      
        Nothing is as far away as to where


        I’m bound

        to fall into peace, to flow into ease,


        no edge there to kerb


        my three dear friends


        from smiling long and hard.

      


      
        Time is the closest thing and that’s why


        there by the moss, a wilderness.
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        Rebound

      


      
        The overflow of a few minutes work congeals

        while the lichen watches.

      


      
        The path is it’s own memory of wear,

        the lichen laughs.


        Few walk, fewer meet by the way,

        the lichen never fruits.

      


      
        The lichen is two things.
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        Carefully Fixed Nursery Rhymes

      


      
        A confusion of progress and career,


        demonstrates we can never be me,

        and she,


        said somebody else,

        I'm sure, I—


        I was once her, wanting to be me,


        and used personal growth

        to remain the same.

      


      
        Time, you see, gets in the way.

      

    


    [image: filled pole hole]

  


  
    
      
        The White Lady Wears a Green Dress

      


      
        A dry gutter runs full of waiting,


        leafy stars crack the moss into autumn.

      


      
        I walk by, watching him sit on the kerb

        and give


        the green sweet syrup to the gutter

        until the bottle is halfempty,


        room enough


        to take

        in the full litre of meths.
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        Tables and Clouds

      


      
        Standing on the kerbside


        like a grandfather,

        my grandfather waits


        quietly

        and I watch him look down.

      


      
        A sad sandstone kerb tiers above a frozen talus,


        flowing truth into time.

      


      
        I'm there, just there,


        while those between us are still

        inside,


        I do not wish for this to end.
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        Longing

      


      
        For weeks the gutters run,

        allowing moss to roll out moist rugs,


        a comfort for weeds

        and me.

      


      
        It is not enough.

      


      
        Poets fail when politicians smile.
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    Photographs originally taken on 35mm colour film in the mid-1990s, mostly around West Hobart, Tasmania.
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