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 Canto One

 


 


HE’S JESUS
BROWN BEFORE HE LEAVES,

HIS HOME OF
WALRUS WILL SOON VANISH,

HE’LL BE
SWAGHEAD WHILE HE GRIEVES,

WHEN HE’S ALONE
ON SPURIOUS SEAS.

 


 


This planned
escape will stall my life;

For I’ve no
purpose,

No commitments
to claim,

I’m unsure
whether I really belong;

It will be
better then, that I journey,

Away from
family,

And away from
borrowed mates,

That I may
clear a few things up.

It’s because of
something I’ve lost,

A crux of
ordinariness,

Which I’ll be
losing again,

After this
journey’s made me a hero.

And while I’m
gone

I’ll do the
business,

And mull over
my carnivale condition,

Because I am
not who I think I am,

And that’s the
understanding.

 


Let journeys
begin in night’s cold themes,

In lovely
autumn, before it’s passing.

Let it begin in
the local graveyard,

For the
unwelcoming dead to dispute

The truth of
their sad intruder.

There’s no real
greeting,

Not armed,
decorated, nor clean,

My sad eyes are
aimed too high, too low,

I’ve no
principles, and so far

I’m feeling
sorry for myself.

The dead stir
beneath my Blundstones:

‘Look at our
broken bones, no marrow’,

They say;

‘The worms have
got to know us

And have
rewritten our epitaphs,

While eternity
envelops us.

Why is he here,
this reinvented con?

L‘allegro
masquerading as doom?’

I’ll sneak past
the poet’s cafe

And past the
post office,

And away from a
purging pub.

I’m to follow a
shooting star

And the Aurora
night will be mine again.

Soon I’ll hear
the loner’s ballad

Floating from a
rocky crag.

Enough is never
enough, it sings.

Dark waters
flush, and flush again,

There’s a
goodnight rhythm to it,

Like no other
circadian cycle.

 


And a
contiguous sea

Is soon to
seduce me, Jesus Brown,

From my Walrus
home,

An island state
town

Beneath Terra
Australis,

Walrus’s
motherland.

 


I’m from a
nation of endless sunshine,

Blight with
flies, dicky desert beats,

Where blends
the dry and conurban.

For under shade
at bbq’s

There gathers
communards of friends,

In drinker’s
shorts

And skimpy
numbers.

They who mingle
over holidays,

And Saturdays
at the races.

No greater a
nation for prosperity

In two o o
nine!

And in times of
drought and fire

No greater a
nation for mateship.

Longest by
shore,

Ultima
Thule,

Founded
barren,

Dei gratia,

Dreamed of by
wandrin’ custodians.

Once came
transportation and Him,

Sodomy and
European fanning;

Cities grew
from cubist planning,

And squatters
were never evicted.

No land is
developer’s land;

Dry, with a
curved spine

Deeply imbedded
to its east.

Ownership is by
colonial deed,

And few now
walk and reveal that land

In spoken word
and dance.

White
evangelists got the romance,

And mixed ochre
with blessed wafer;

Converts were
mustered, never to return,

Their ancient
roots left fallow,

And sewn into
sterile prayers.

 


What I Jesus
dream of, isn’t there;

The outsider in
me I cannot share.

I must look
inside myself

Find the tall
poppy, and kill it,

And journey as
in mythic tales,

Change my
scenery

And be a
hero,

But leave real
heroes far behind:

Carers,
parents, the volunteers,

Those who
suffer, yet carry on

In bricks and
mortar,

Who are never
far from tragedy.

These heroes
gathered to mourn,

Who clasp
strangers tight,

And confront
life’s savage might

With hymns and
praise.

A nation story
of helpful mates

From out the
suburbs,

Of walls neat,
dins of happy little’uns,

Crimson cheeks
and family trees,

And values that
rarely change,

And each day
repeats.

Like any home
grown foreigner

I’m neither
settled, nor certain,

A sexless
rollicker, and the misfit fits,

And feeling
lost because of it.

And soon I’ll
be homeless.

Nation bonding
when it’s sweet

Saddens me,

For bonding is
what I crave.

I’ve no
imagination for happiness,

Just pidgin
thought

Born from
discontent,

And no grace
for correctness.

I have this
second hand personality

From walking in
dead men’s shoes.

I’ll not leap
from surf to betting rings,

Nor make cars
from empty tinnies;

A pack of
clothes, white bread OK,

And I’ll be
going.

Other dark
nourishments

Await the likes
of me,

In caves, on
sandy spits

Where other
malcontents meet.

 


The secret
cavities within the sky

Fill and empty,
in ocean time.

The starless
night will end in mourning

After I’ve
sailed on mists into dawn,

And my self
doubt

Should be cast
sea-floor bound.

I near the
gentle moonlit sea,

Beckoning me
with unmet pleasures.

And there is no
shame

For
left-handers and their menagerie,

For kettle
boilers and letter writers,

Folk and peer
folk who like to talk,

Anarchists who
like weak tea,

Holy persons
who are little more

Than
existential,

And me Jesus
Brown escaping.

 


And half
self-pitied,

And
half-deranged,

As I journey
across my island,

I’ve altered my
name

From Jesus
Brown to Swaghead.

I’d rather be a
poet,

And mimic my
secret heroes

Like John….
Cooper….Clarke,

And John
Keats.

Swaghead, a
name akin to Ulysses,

Iron-tipped and
ironic.

When
melancholic poets revive

And rise like
witty phoenixes

As disciples of
Madame Graffiti,

I’ll be amongst
them.

Her wisdom writ
on railway walls

Are dissenting
words and mildly dyslexic.

She is muse to
the under-thought,

That is never
squiggled in tag.

I’ve dreamt of
her charming

Wit-drenched
words,

On concrete, on
white paling fences.

 


I Swaghead, the
benumbed

Who walks a
moonlit night

Like a
distracted hermit

Amidst a grey
wilderness.

And my shame is
stimulated,

For now I am
not far

From the place
of a colonial atrocity:

‘That it wasn’t
me,

Wot done that
atrocity’.

It’s just that
I foresaw it!

Ashamed
historians

Have tried to
atone

By founding
their guilt

In
bibliographies,

And by finding
peace

In their
critical mind’s wreckage,

And writing of
broken lives

For bereaved
descendants.

My thoughts are
subversive,

And through
redemption

I’m wrenched
out of them.

 


I Swaghead,

From my
reinvention to my decay

Is complicit in
my restlessness,

Lambasting my
soul;

Its
insignia

Pinned as a
picayune.

My misery
appears mundane,

As everyday as
a footy scrap,

Bleeding mouth,
and ear canal.

All because I’m
alone,

A ragged
waster,

A skittish
crone,

Stealing away
in deepest night

Under cover of
descending mists,

Which spread
and scowl.

And I hunger
for darkness,

As though the
calm sea nearby

Offers nothing
but reclamation.

I brood

And I am
frightened.

I’m like a
wreck’s ruined skin,

Its scales

The rust of all
things.

My bedroom once
rocked,

When I parodied
myself

In my private
karaoke

I’d sing

Until my throat
went dry

Stimulating my
thirst,

And then I’d
sob, to heal it.

I’m rotten and
wretched,

Open 24/7 to my
disturbances.

 


I’m on a
familiar beach, flat and plain.

I know each
grain, its manufacture,

Its lineage and
geomorphic strains,

For I’ve played
here all my life.

Here’s this
local beach, it has a name,

It is found on
topographical maps,

And spied from
satellites

Anchored
high.

I’ll meet with
the low latitudes,

Crossed by
strange longitudes,

And after
storms, I’ll lose myself,

And offer my
inhabitancy

To the sea’s
long depths.

The lambent
moon above

Is a street
lamp bowed on slattern waves.

I’ll work out,
and set things straight,

I’ll mould an
image, be a form,

Become a figure
for myself to like.

I’m easy
dressed in plain slacks,

For distress is
better met in casuals.

Sail in thrall,
upon a sea at large,

And I am brave,
ironically tested,

With nothing
but

My diffidence
at hand.

From little
things little things come!

And I’m as
fresh as the sea’s best skin

And I recall my
strong name in beat.

I project it,
and repeat it slowly,

Swag head,
Swaaag hed, Swaghead

…Swaghead

Adding a
syllable, tone enhanced,

I’m prostrate
before the Madonna Moon.

This mountain
sea, I’ll iron out,

My eyes, my
hands will do the job,

And I’ve had
enough of limbic strains.

All I need is a
big break;

So I can travel
ways unexpected.

 


My skiff leaves
its scaly moor

And I pull away
from a rutted coast.

And I draw from
the coven’s frame

A warm pair of
Huon pine oars.

I hear soft
waves, gently beaching

Sounding like
repeated, heartfelt praise.

 


 


 Canto Two

 


 


HE CAN’T RISE
OUT HIS BODY PIT,

HE LIKES
REMINISCE ABOUT HIS LIFE,

THE SEA’LL SORT
HIM, IN A WEE BIT,

HIS WALTZING
MIND THINKS IT’S FREE.

 


 


I’m welcomed by
a poltergeist sea,

Its mists
brewed from out the Strait,

Its sagacity
has powers to alter moods,

Wind
initiations strafe solo sailing.

Imaginations
puréed by vapours,

Non extant, non
sequitur

On this day
known as Good.

A fearful day
when crosses are kissed,

And blood is
spilt.

As intimate
as

Any ordinary
death.

Celebrated in
chocolate mood,

That stirs

The Christian
creed

From apathetic
belief.

For on the
third day

The
disillusioned Christ fled.

His trinity
ascended,

His flesh,
blood and water.

His grey
garment

Covered in
blood freckled moss.

And the old
Christ

Chaperoned by
moleskinned Cherubs,

Went to
Heaven,

A bathos spirit
smelling of guano.

 


Inspired by the
sea’s patterns

I begin to
reflect

On my life
experiences,

And on a
disappointed past.

The lost
chances,

The lost
loves,

The pained
confessing.

The weeping
walls

That surrounded
churches

Is where weeds
wouldn’t grow.

The sombre
drama of confessions

Barely
withstood cold indifference,

The exchanges
were inviolable.

 


New swells slap
a furrowed bough;

I’ll bluff sea
motions, with a stare,

Consider each
bump a new success.

They speak of
shaky ground,

Confirm that
heroes have a will,

And urge close
inspections of past damage.

Let unstable
floating work on minds,

And let new
threats come

With a good old
rock dashing.

The air’s crisp
like toast,

Hurting hard
thinking.

Introspections
rage,

Until I’m stood
over by melancholy,

As be the sea’s
tactics.

 


Once, a sweeter
taste had come.

I was cradled
in momma’s arms,

But soured by
dad’s rejections,

The ultimate
conspiracy – love

That gripped,
when cast away.

“You are not
who you think you are!”

Bark Walrus
Bogans, to THEIR mums.

And say rebel
martyrs to their judge,

And say the
unloved to their parents,

And says a
donut to its hole.

This boy’s
escaped that disgrace,

And smirking
like a comedian

Gave my dad the
dirty bird.

And says the
ho-hum to the buzz,

There’s truth
behind the wildest lies.

And says a
mannequin to its toupee,

And says a dung
heap to its mountain,

“You are not
who you think you are!”

The passing
swells talk the talk.

Sniggerers they
likely are!

Fermenting my
epileptic thoughts.

The swells know
all about untamed wit,

Deadly on this
fractal sea,

Turning spasms
into hysterical fits.

Perhaps if
reborn, I’ll investigate

Possibilities
for something better,

To live “goody”
before the end.

Begin an
interest until qualified,

Work as a
plumber, live as a poet,

And defend each
role, at least!

Nurture the
passion and keenly follow,

And ignore
advice spoken hollow.

I’ll find the
muse Shaw Neilson had

And sing up
colours from his depths.

Build rainbows
on rainbows to the moon,

“You are not
who you think you are!”

 


As the young
Jesus Brown,

I found I had
to fend for myself.

First, steal
milk from mother’s breast,

Next, steal
used fags from Dadda,

Then steal away
from churchy meets,

Then wander
street malls late at night,

All awhile
imagining an expansive life.

Day dream a
little,

Then climb the
peaks of Gondwanaland,

Then examine
stones of glyphic Egypt,

Seek mysteries
in long, low caverns,

Dive undersea
to coral graves.

Dare to dream
as though inspired,

And be the
beacon for a ‘morrow,

Maybe play it
safe, in a single’s bar,

“You are not
who you think you are!”

Yelled my mates
from cow-horned utes.

The Sheilas
liked me better:

My shoes were
black, my red hair curly,

A slender body
golden tanned.

Family history
is somewhat vague,

Schooling
defended illiteracy,

So I joined the
line for factory work.

Though my brain
is planet sized

I need not
follow The Maggie Pies,

Nor be a
bashing Bogan’s cur,

On bent roads,
or beside them.

Not much appeal
in dealing drugs,

Nor be a
pudding for the dole.

They say that
Walrus is a hole,

Within,
without: Does it matter?

There are
others, like Parramatta,

Broadie, and
Sylvania Waters,

Who cares about
golden roots?

I could live
with my cricket club,

Or my school’s
Alma Mater,

My relatives
have never moved,

“You are not
who you think you are!”

 


On times after
rosary was said

On bended
knee

Just before
dinner,

Dadda always
goosestepped

To the head of
our vinyled dinner table.

There were days
when

Backyard
sandpits were dirty and nice,

Chooks were
laying scrambled eggs.

Better to play
dead inside a fence,

Than play the
dead cat on the road.

Smells of home
life spread in the mall,

Streets were
paved with junkie mash,

Truckies
blithely held up traffic,

It was quicker
to walk than to overdrive.

Snooker halls
were a toughies’ meet,

A place to
forget insignificance.

Long cues
struck with kryptonite,

Red balls fly
artistic angles,

Sharp anglers
know what they are.

Backs arched
over snooker tables,

Eyes, arms,
legs catapult

As the white
ball hits one coloured,

Straight into
its foster home,

Fetched, and
put back on its spot,

“You are not
who you think you are!”

 


At a morning
calm, a first warming

As the sun’s
rays excite my sternum,

The weather’s
persistence is welcomed

With a bow and
a servant’s gesture.

This is where I
belong,

Riding this
grey seas lumps,

And not
growling bitumen

That rakes
across hearth and valley,

That suffers
traffic militancy.

I was lonely in
those grid constellations,

Throbbing duco
and hefty brakes,

Except when I’d
spy curvy hillocks

That leant over
urban palates

Toward the
pleats of wilderness.

Grey spare
rock, midst native grasses,

Sedans are
kings of unseated arses,

The crowns of
industrious legs,

That leave
walking to its pleasure.

 


On this soup
seagulls seek their roost.

I and they eye
the floating scraps,

In slow motion,
on a sonorous sea.

 


 


 Canto Three

 


 


ONCE HE EMPTIED
OUT HIS SCORN,

AND RAN FROM
HIS PARENT’S CHOICES,

IT WAS A TIME
FOR HIM TO MOURN,

HE’D BEEN
HUMILIATED, LIKE A DUNCE.

 


 


Soon whipping
winds had come,

But they wish
no harm.

They merely
remind me

Of those leaner
times.

 


To dissent is
therapeutic.

Disturbed by my
parents blind faith

I was due then,
for purgatory.

And I thought
I’d found it,

At the last
Station of the Cross

Tolled by a
Trinity of Ghosts,

Debating with
menstruating spirits

Over God’s
doubtful gender.

The argument
spilled into wastelands,

And into
waste-dump streets,

The street
gangs never trusted me.

 


Oh how young
rebels get little

From the good
news!

Scripture
reading looks a duffer!

It could do
with a post-modern fluffer,

Sexed up with
rambunctious verse.

The last
manipulator, a Judas,

Had long left
me.

None pull any
strings now,

And none
challenge The Diceman.

The odds of

Finding
spiritual perfection in others,

Are longer than
cannibal Pierce

Ever becoming a
national hero.

 


When youth
grappled with ignorance,

And I fell
behind

During the
years of pimples and pus.

My small town
was unaware

Of what I
thought of it,

And what
creatures

Should rule
it.

Elders and
housewives should;

And other
oppressed creatures

Diminished by
their circumstance.

The
townsfolk

Never bothered
to dispute

When I walked
angrily at them.

Nor did they
feel threatened

By my secret
fears

For their
fading future.

Self-analysis
worked on self esteem

In solo
séances,

Held as I
walked

The quiet back
streets,

Deep into past
winters.

I associated
words

And made up
nonsense

Like a troubled
mental patient.

Always a
bizarre loner mincing

I was keen to
muster

Unqualified
voices

To speak on my
behalf.

My spume is
what psychoanalysts crave,

Spume in
pubs,

Spume at
McDonald’s.

My mildly
intellectual mates embraced

Me as an
outsider.

And in a good
mood I’m pert and pleasing,

Filled with Oz
rock lore

I’d speak
kindly of rock legends

Like seasoned
Bon and louchesome Hutch,

Who snuffed
their breath on the stage.

If I’m
disillusioned now, it’s profound:

Only dogs keep
their promises,

For to masters
they are bound!

Such was the
anxiety,

That goes and
comes around.

 


The sea
controls imaginations.

The weather has
metaphorical roles to play.

Suddenly two
evening seagulls appear

On my skiff’s
bow,

Jostling
like

A pair of
drunken swaggies.

And they fight
each other

With pogo
arms

And jelly
fists.

These swaggies
had potential,

And they cared
a lot.

Dark brothers
who lived in light

And in a world
of happiness,

Carefree and
ready for life.

These aching
stars

Once happy
flesh,

That explode in
frustration

And fly

Above Cape
Grim’s pure whistling breath,

On this
still-aired evening.

 


A blow to the
back of the senses,

And these
spirits of black comedy

Have fled for
some disturbed other.

A parody of new
age males

I’m no success
to speak of,

And the grail
of achievement is elusive.

The art of
lifestyle advertises well,

And I’ve not
bought it.

I’ve tried
entertainment

And its sweet
rewards.

Even sought the
advice

Of an aging
Elvis pretender,

Who I joined on
stage

When Elvis came
to town.

 


Clarity
ripens,

But quality

My grail,

Still fades
away.

 


Into another
morning

And my time at
sea enters days.

And from my
skinny chest

Hang weight and
chain.

A closing
fist

Surrounds my
heart.

A growing
panic

Is the dark
minstrel’s fare.

As discomfort
with solitude grows,

I’m like a
swami

With irritable
bowel syndrome.

I exits day
like a trapdoor spider,

And eat like a
swallowing frog,

Detoxing with
my iPad.

Binge thinking
completes

The final
indignity,

Wetting my
deck.

As for elusive
courage,

It was forged
Walrus way

By making a
pact with petrol heads,

Their holus
bolus angst

That came out
in chest thumping.

They lived like
me

In Muscle
St.

An odd
bunch

Me and
them,

Purging
Walrus

Of its savage
conformity.

 


At home or
now

When silence
overwhelms, I seek relief

By throwing
myself

Into the
unknown, that is knowable,

By unknowing
the known, that is unknowable,

With knowing
the unknown through the knowable.

The friction is
serendipitous,

And chaos takes
centre stage

Directing
sightless myopia,

And I’m forced
by winds and breezes

Into stranger
directions.

 


In recurring
day dreams

Doubts
flirt

Like when I’m
sitting alone

At Walruses’
riverbank,

Spying fish
spawning, and walking backwards.

They’d been
doing it for awhile,

To the
dismay

Of Scalacumulus
the Fish God.

Had he not
prayed for the deformed fish?

In dreams I’d
lean over

To try to find
the source of the river

And its strange
mutations,

To understand
the odd way it flows.

From fantasy to
myth to fact,

The sources of
the river’s life cycle

Is lost to
progress

And lost in
pollutants.

Its solution is
left to pop songs

Sung by Lulu,
the song goddess.

 


And I, Son of
Scalacumulus, fish creator,

Arise and dive
in.

And like all
good fish,

Walk the
stream’s beds

Into long
darkness,

Taking unlikely
chances

Beneath wide
open constellations,

Exploring the
river’s source.

Power derives
from clean water,

Through
invocations of algae,

Through
mediations on fish stares,

Through gills
sucking air.

I’ve kicked out
the polluters

And sat with
their children,

And through
scripture

My lore and
knowledge will pass

From ancient
trees and mountains high

To the ears of
welcome disciples.

All will hear
my plain wisdom

And visionary
scribes will write it up,

On leaves, on
bark, in dots and dashes;

Its veracity
will challenge sceptics.

And yet, the
more things change,

The feeling
remains the same.

And time splits
theologians

Then fools
‘em,

And my
prophetic words evolve poorly.

Scalacumulus my
father,

Had left too
many questions

That must
remain answerless.

Survival is the
challenge

For prophets
like me, the son,

Whose ideas are
mortally wounded

By deranged
fantasies.

Prophets instil
precautions

Through
ambiguities,

When the
knowable unknown

Is too tempting
for their enemies.

 


Fear breeds
superstitions,

In words
spruiked through hearsay,

And I withdraw
into myself.

My genius for
day dreaming

Derails desires
for change.

I’ll die, as
revenge for errors,

Committed under
a lowering lid

Of a sedated
orb, that cheers

For me
Swaghead, in my soma,

And so very
trippy!

The setting
sun’s red rays

Peep through
bony clouds,

Manipulating my
machinery

After another
day at sea.

 


 


 Canto Four

 


 


WHEN THE BOY
MATURED HE FROZE,

THE FUTURE HE
SAW WAS PUT TO TRIAL,

EXPECTING
NOTHING BUT ADULT WOES,

HIS SMILES WERE
TRANSPARENT THEN.

 


 


And the sea
journey continues,

Walrus and my
mother’s womb

Are spiritually
closer.

Something
occurred back there,

It was Original
Sin.

Fleetingly
faint

Like an
embryo’s burp.

 


Certain
genealogies of sloth began

With holy men
grazed grasses,

Hairy skinned
with unruly arses.

Nappies created
hip-heaven men!

 

From them all
wisdom depends,

Bluff is to
reason, what fear is to doubt,

Boredom and the
way it is handled.

Tell lies long
enough

And the fiction
is believed.

Deeper is the
sin, diviner is the grace,

And like the
brainwashed

I’ve yelled for
certainty in rules.

 


I Swaghead was
then born

In thirteen
minutes, and thirty nine seconds,

In the year
nineteen-eighty-three,

In a Walrus
Town astonished

By births from
monogamy.

Ecstatic faith
was renounced

For my birth’s
sake,

And my parent’s
natural indifference

Might give me a
chance

To ride toward
happiness

On the back of
fantasy love.

And they named
me Jesus,

To defend me
against the ordinary.

The miracle
birth banished

An attendant
fog outside;

It had lifted
when I screamed.

And the showing
sun took its peep

At my angelic
face,

And smiled,
with its light upon me.

My mother’s
midwife told me this,

My first
love

When I was just
thirteen.

 


And born was
I

With a plastic
fork protruding,

The prongs
symbols of indecision,

The four
quartets of a life ahead:

Eat, learn,
reproduce and die.

My will is
free,

If only
indecision would step aside!

 


Damp now sleeps
in my stricken chest

That grew after
I was born,

Challenging
adult health.

On these cold
nights

I double my
skivvies

And long
johns.

Health limits
creep;

In old age, in
disabilities,

And toward
death,

Held at bay by
athletic elders.

My good
health

Is but wishful
thinking.

 


Walrus’s far
coast lifts and drops,

Haughty in the
sea fog.

White polar
stars rise and fall

And fools
photographers,

And travellers
alike.

 


I Swaghead, am
nervous,

For my
calling

To fulfil my
parents destiny

And delayed by
this journey,

Will not be
ended.

To nurture and
to feed

The urgent
mouths,

Who will arrive
from

My seed,

That I will
send off

A dozen times
or so.

To then chart
the bairns’

Their uncertain
courses

With advice,
money and fair warnings,

Like mum and
dad have done.

The bairns will
be educated to the full,

And fly steel
winged into adulthood.

My parents are
wrinkling

From love and
care,

Duty bound, and
duty done.

They labour for
my cause,

And pleased

They have used
their brains just enough.

And sure their
palates lack gourmand,

TV chefs never
tutored them.

And sure they
like soapy dramas

That retells
Testament foibles.

And in their
journey of conformity

They’ve kept
society on a hum.

They’ll be
rewarded with caravanning north,

And life
membership of the Club.

Obesity hasn’t
mattered;

And true, dad
goes a bit mental

Around our
anniversaries,

When he speeds
past violet blue

Into sorry
black.

Pressures take
their usual toll,

Forcing his
larrikin humour

Into nether
spaces;

He was once a
man awfully droll.

He hasn’t been
alright like Jack,

But he’s
sorting himself out

With mum’s
loyalty and patience.

And soon, in
their vibrant winter

Firm of foot,
amidst paspalums,

They’ll enjoy a
pensioner’s sojourn

In cluster
housing, near the coast.

Weedless
gardening will suit mum,

And the tanked
up water.

Shopping will
be by the Net,

And aged care
will knock three times

Before they
enter.

They are the
aging revolution,

Silver
romantics, waltzing Matilda,

Breathing
exercises and Tai Chi.

Dad will reread
his John Le Carre,

With no harsh
words, nor the swearing.

And he’ll
answer the speaking toilet

With “I’m very
well thank you”.

 


In my night’s
discomforts

My baseless
sleeping bag crimps

Like an
overweight moth in cocoon,

And my chest
cavity thickens with phlegm.

And underneath
an itchy scalp

Fear is my
worst creation.

Just leave
anxiety until the sunrise

And see what
happens,

For nothing
guarantees the weather.

 


And sure enough
this sleeper awakes

To a tempest
brew, farther west.

I smell its sea
breath,

And feel its
chill and squall

As I drift
toward its naked gyre.

 


 


 Canto Five

 


 


THINK NOT OF
HIM AS MENTALLY ILL,

HE’S AN
ACREDITED SERIAL FAKER,

THOUGH HE’S
NIBBLED ON A BITTER PILL,

HE’S NO
WHINGER, HE’S NO FINK.

 


 


I fear the
storm will be cruel.

And befitting
my lowly rank,

I muster
bravery

By calling

With the
faintest whisper

My imaginary
guardian Woo,

To stand beside
me when it breaks.

An effigy of my
frail self appears;

A lolly stick
figure

Bound with
glue

Will help me
stand against this menace.

This storm
should get a life

And leave
loners to their troubles,

Like me in my
plimsoll bubble.

Woo’s magic
provokes my laughter,

A comic jelly,
when inspired.

Woo, do your
ancients the honour

Of guiding to
safety

A brazen
simpleton, who calls himself

Swaghead!

 


The blackening
curtain’s closing in,

Its morbid
winds howl for blood.

The fish have
scattered,

As do gulls and
canny dolphins.

It’s just
little me

Who’ll face
this garish brute,

In my tiny
tinny skiff.

And lo, the
rains and winds

In this Bass
Strait soup

Begin their
casting about.

They’ll look
for ways to toss us

Far over
heaven’s backside.

The black is
spreading,

The splattered
sky goes wild

And I’m clamped
to the mast.

My ears I dam
with cotton wool

From the
storm’s murderous cries.

My plexus, my
thighs I tense,

To face
tortuous winds

And their
thousand lashes.

In a
whirlpool’s crush

Stampeding
waves

Slap at me when
they pass.

And the winds
scream

At me; they
will tear me apart.

And my skiff
rises and falls

In the waves’
hands

Passing, with
the storm’s eye,

Stroking my
body, caressing my face,

And trying to
cast dear Woo aside.

My skin is
rather lemon tough,

And my will is
as punishing

As the waves
that mock me.

And I fight
with raw fear,

And with
general peace,

And with weary
hope,

And the time
feels like a dose

Of imbedded flu
and crippling pain.

And the winds
and waves batter on

Until suddenly
they weaken;

The skiff has
kept its balance

And flops at
the storm’s back door.

The tempest has
passed on by

To leave an
alarming silence,

As does the
clearing sky.

And after
untying myself

I survey the
outcome.

The sighing sky
blue sea

Is flat save
for white foam.

The sea green
sky

Is
cloudless,

The air is
beetling thin,

And a thousand
gulls

Arise from the
sea spray

And follow the
trailing winds.

 


I’ve made it
without a prayer,

The storm
hadn’t been that bad.

And I’m
thankful for Mistress Luck,

And for cherub
Woo’s sterling help.

Fortune favours
the stupid,

As it is
written on

My sopping
forehead.

Sea capers like
this

Add silliness
to instability.

And the
comedies

And mental
yanks

That plays with
thinking,

Stimulate
difficult questions.

 


And having
survived

I sit down and
slowly eat,

Speaking kindly
to myself,

Hoping one or
two good words

Might escape
over the seas,

Into the
streets and neighbourhoods,

Then across
deserts and mountains,

Into caves
where gossip began.

Other people
could then tell me

I’m not
everything to everyone.

They play their
part, I play mine,

And yet how
conscience nags!

Be not selfish,
sinner boy,

Show your class
in other ways

As hungry
Lazarus did,

Who rose
again,

And found his
death certificate!

 


Once upon a
time TV parables

Has taught me
about the good life.

And when I
lunched at Macca’s

I always
reverently ate,

And chewed
slowly,

Quietly
slurping my drink.

This when I
struggled

To remember the
less fortunate,

As Stukeley
once told me I should.

 


I think of this
old man now.

A hermit out
back Walrus way

Whose hair is
translucent white,

Whose face is
lined but kindly,

Whose eyes
shine marine bright.

And to his dry
stone cave,

Myself and the
local children came.

And we heard
his fantastic tales,

Of monster
parents turning good.

He told of
magic-wand-waving fairies

Wearing Blunnie
boots

Who could
dispel children’s fears.

Stukeley’s
words come back to me now.

‘And good
children you could be bad

If you act up
and argue,

Arousing your
parent’s distress.

You must learn
to be preoccupied

With the little
things you might do.

Your great
ideas will mature

Along with you,
and out you go,

Far from
Walrus,

Far from our
island,

Maybe as far as
Berlin.

Have you ever
heard of Berlin?

A great city in
Europe’s belly,

Which got upset
a couple of times,

Making a mess
all over the place.

The cleaners
conquered and divided

And baked the
city into a pie,

And afterwards
sliced it in two,

One East, one
West,

And between the
pieces

A great wall
had been erected.

For twenty odd
years it stood imposing,

Keeping the
slices at a distance

Until one slice
ran out of filling.

When you
mature

You might
understand,

The same slices
had different crowns.

The divisive
fabric when put up

Kept those who
felt deprived

From those who
had prosperity.

Which slice saw
it which way?

Even though the
Berlin wall fell,

We all share
the same problems

With the
separated, and the not.

The commonweal
is always equal,

In the purblind
eyes of its masters.

It is they who
will provide

Food for your
empty tables,

Clothing for
your sweaty backs,

Shelter and a
lifelong job.

And for East
Berliner masters

It was better
to try something

And fail,

Than be trying
nothing at all!’

 


And here is me
Swaghead

Sea
drifting,

Just scum
confetti on a long sea.

Weak, like that
scattered storm,

Yet still am I
strong enough to survive.

This journey is
an epic, is it not?

A great
getaway, to find myself?

Like Stukeley
the hermit,

I’m hiding to
expose myself.

Born to die;
the romantic cliché,

I knows I’ll
die; nature’s touché.

How to live and
manage my flaws?

Yet self praise
refers me not,

Could I be
easier to get along with?

I’ve dreams to
keep at my bedside,

Cushioned by
any synth-pop song.

How should I
cultivate burdens?

With hope?

Or leave it to
significant others?

 


Go to rest you
worry bead

Says a voice
inside my brain.

Rest your
troubled tousled head,

Unfurl your
swag, your tramping bed,

See what the
morrow brings,

See what lumps
will hit your skiff.

And whilst I
take a shift of sleep

The worried
moon has gently

Drawn me to an
island,

And without a
sound

I’m grounded on
a sandy spit.

And upon waking
I see

A throbbing
neon sign.

It says

Ha Ha Satan’s B
& B.

NO
VACANCIES

And it flashes
over this antipodean beach,

On which I lie,
flat aback.

I hear waves
roll into me.

Wondrous sounds
of the siren sea

Envelop me, and
it soon sends

My worries
away

And across the
big pond yonder,

For me to sleep
again.

 


The sea breezes
listen

While Swaghead
lies in uteri under them.

His bodily
systems shut down,

And his
memories mutter.

He’ll do some
crying, laugh a little,

He’ll let
ecstasy fall over him,

While the
breezes conduct this peace,

Guided by a
watchful moon.

And I Ha Ha
Satan, await

Until Swaghead
REM sleeps,

And then I’ll
pounce.

 


 


 Canto Six

 


 


TRY HE MUST TO
SAY HIS PIECE,

NOW THE DEVIL’S
GOT HIS ATTENTION,

THOUGH HE’S
DUMB LIKE AN INNOCENT,

HIS OLD SINS
ARE ADVANCING NIGH.

 


 


‘Who are you,
given unto me?

Certainly not
your material side!

So here you
are, on Ha Ha Satan’s flat,

Looking a
little worse for wear.

Wait, I’ll slip
into something comfortable.’

And beslacked I
sit,

Shirt
unbuttoned.

Blond tuffs of
hair are

Designed upon
my machismo chest.

And in this
latest reincarnation

A gold chain
adorns my fleshy neck

And my oily
hairpiece is well groomed.

Around my ruddy
face, the sores,

Some scabrous,
some are weeping;

My face is
reminiscent of the fabled moon.

My pupils are
bright blue, their palate pink,

My fleshy
mouth, an aubergine split,

And over it, a
pencil thin moustache.

My crimson
body, is a clammy cadaver

That swells and
shrinks.

My
demeanour

And cruel gaze
are unsettling.

I look sick,
and the stifling air

Overwhelms
stupefied Swaghead,

Whom I now give
a serve.

 


‘I am as unwell
as I ever was,

Since my good
self’s elevation

By those
weaklings out there

Demonising
me;

Me!

As if I have
leather wings and filthy nails!

I limp; I am a
serpent, a toxic mist,

Yet look at me,
I resemble you!

I’m created
despised and crippled,

But I am
unbroken

And still I
have my days.’

I swell again,
and my shirt near bursts.

It’s all about
love’s madness

This
diatribe,

And the
satisfaction

I get from
it,

And lucky
Swaghead here

Is hearing
it.

‘I like myself,
for I am equal

To the benign
menstruator

Up there
posturing.’

I point a
psoriac fist upwards.

‘That bearded,
omni demon.

Fawners,
sycophants, why do they pray?

What do they
see in that Ouija phantom?

A happy life
for the immortal soul?

Still they
blame me when faith founders.

They who
exegete ambiguities;

Ah the neurosis
of it all!

And I’ve NEVER
made them do it!

Oh, but I do
like contention.

Goodies and
baddies who war.

What is faith
without its scapegoats?

And really, I’m
made for this role.

I can get down
dirty, all legit like.

And I’ve got my
aficionados,

Ever heard of
Iron Maiden?

The Stones gave
me sympathy.

I’m a little
precious, I admit.

So are you, for
you like talking.’

Dumb Swaghead
is bound to gawp.

His tongue is
looped around itself,

And his heart’s
apounding

Like ten oaken
sticks drumming.

He feels me
engaging him

As though I’m
really talking to him!

‘I live in
troubled minds,

I am darkness
that swells the brain,

Cleft between
skull and membrane,

Through which
all seasons travel

And where dark
minds unravel.

If not for me,
no incarceration,

If not for me,
no retribution,

If not for me,
no redemption.

Ignited
passions search for me,

And the
anger;

Hell’s
sulphuric rage,

How it
overcomes normal beings,

And they become
vexatious beasts.

Such vile
creatures,

I myself am
afraid

For the praying
victim,

On its
knees

Begging for
mercy.

You up
there!

Yes you, mighty
Hombre!

Stop this
crime, stop it now!

As you see I
swell and sweat.

Ah too
late!

The horrible
deed is done.

And my swelling
recedes, for a time.

Occasionally, I
am never needed.

Heroes emerge,
and good luck,

I get to take a
millisecond off!

I am friend to
every soul.

And one word
defines our relationship,

My good
name

That’s always
spoken

In friendly
company,

In infant’s
cots,

In creeds
fundamentalists eat

For breakfast,
lunch and dinner.

I like that
word, it tastes like sinner.’

I deliver my
diatribe with a lisp,

And smile over
my inbred thoughts.

I could destroy
Swaghead

With a lash

Of my fish-hook
tongue.

But there’s
something about him

And nodding, I
demur,

And keep my
weapon out of range.

Perhaps I’ve
found

Swaghead’s
confidence,

And the
further

Into this
conversation we go,

Swaghead’s
intrigue will grow,

And together we
will open up.

 


‘I was sick of
heaven’s uniformity,

Its blissful
purpose

And the
blinding white.

White, white,
everywhere white!

The clouds, the
linen, the daily mizzle,

Angels’ waste
is always white,

But mine’s a
brownish mixture.

And I admit, I
became rebellious,

I am the
hellfather to black humour.

I wonder from
where hatred comes,

But come it
does, real and mad.’

 


‘Hombre the
omnipresent? It lives

Here in my
heaving chest.

It questions
not, letting things be,

And where else
can a redeemer live?

We share common
shelters,

Hombre and
me,

And as it now
happens

This blob off
Walrus,

A place I’m
fond of, a place of mirth’

I see Swaghead
daren’t divert his eyes,

In fact
Swaghead seems hypnotised

By my sweet
pre-pubescent voice,

Not unlike that
dead Pop Prince.

I can coo like
the ocean’s swell.

I’ve heard
Swaghead speak similar,

Fearful of his
domineering dad.

And though he’s
afraid, I see he’s fascinated,

By my malad
charm.

‘You are not
the first to see yourself

As likely you
really are;

Your mind
filled with contradictions,

With guilt and
self-deceptions.

You can see
them in my eyes

Projected by
you, from your ego.

You and I are
one

As I am with my
kind;

There is no
original sin.

Rather it’s me,
a secret gene

That is embryo
imbedded.

Our destinies
are simultaneous,

As you’ve
experienced

In your primary
school days.

The early
signs

Of my
mischievous presence

Start with
bullying.

Hombre hangs
around there for sure,

And we finish
the other’s work.

I sense your
quivering discomfort.

I like that in
my serious spawns,

For you have no
idea what you’re doing.

Hombre knows,
maybe not

For when it
speaks through the padres

Its voices
blend with mine,

Messing padres
up on sins.

And boy do they
stumble!

Superior are
these curly padres

Standing before
their brittle flock,

Safe they are
from a judge’s gavel,

Matey matey
like a row of Saviles,

And then one of
them snoops.

Oops!

And he lifts a
little girl’s frock,

A little lamb
hidden in the flock.

No need to go
into extra detail,

I’m not one for
explicit material.

I like
hypocrites, they burn better.

Slow fires work
well on oily skins.

I like the way
hypocrisy sickens

The public and
diabolos like me.

Brothers they
are, faultless not.

Oh they’ll pray
and then deny,

And run for
parish cover,

Before their
stench goes public.

Federations of
flies buzz around

These
professors of the ‘oly ‘ible,

(I fail to
utter this phrase in toto)

Swarms and
swarms pest them,

For they love
the hypocrite’s dung.

True, not all
‘oly men behave this way;

They should
though,

For my fires
are always hungry.

I am satisfied,
there’s plenty of return,

In fact, a
tasty piece is soon to come.

He died in a
state of holy grace,

Who got at boys
through padrehood.

Out of Roma, a
place forbidden,

He’ll lie
prostrate on an offal slab.

I’ll have his
innards sent out west,

His gonads
posted up north,

Tongue’ll go
south, his heart east.

And all this
grief I’ll duly spread

For bishop
maladapts

And their
Hombre to get to work,

And try and
patch things up,

By asking for
complete forgiveness.

Bad padres who
plot revenge,

Ignore my
whispers

At their
pornographic peril!

Worlds of Good
and Evil collide

When men and
Hombre co-depend,

Each more
sacred than the other,

When hearts are
dipped in power.

Here’s the
collateral damage,

The broken
children’s bodies

Gazed upon by
their parents,

In my baleful
presence.

All the
righteous are in a rage,

Their
conscience is no marker,

And blood and
deceit premixed

Make an
appalling soil.

If there’s
blame, then blame me,

But the price
to pay is homage.

I epitomise
evil; yet I am no crooner!

I dive into the
devilish unconscious;

Associations
and slips flow freely

And break into
abstract words

And I
reassemble them,

For ordinary
humans to understand.

I was simpler
in ignorant times.

I was art at
its greatest!

Dore’s winged
demon, a stunner,

Not Eve’s
betrayer, but Ein Conner,

Magnificently
flawed and fragile!

I’ve no love
for psychology,

I prefer
believers retell their stories

About my demise
as Archangel No.1.

How I rose
above the sun

To fall then,
to the darkest of depths.

Though my
illicit soul was confined

In absolute
loneliness,

It is by the
grace of serendipity

That I remain
undead!

And I,
unclean,

Though
diminished

Still find I am
quite acceptable to me.

And new
experiences beckon me

To go on with
my hellova life,

Far removed
from mental illness.

My will is
free, thanks to gothic belief!

I’m always
desirable to the superstitious

As I hover in
their minds,

Garrisoned by
delicious unknowns,

Sought for and
embraced unconditionally.

First in a babe
with minor knowledge

Until old age
snatches vitality away.

When dead, I
leave corpses to their own,

When dead,
flesh is of no use to me.

The senses
gone, whither temptation?

What is it
about character weaknesses

That sustains
moral diseases?

Poor aimless
souls

Floating around
this murky earthensphere.’

Don’t I have
with words? Me, this manitou,

Speaking of my
darkness.

And I like
flattery too, and this is good.

 


Though Swaghead
is no threat

He’s unsure if
he’ll leave unscathed,

If I decide to
allow it.

True, I have
inspired

Great artwork
and literature,

And discordant
manners,

An archangel to
them all!

Let the bad
scum float the surface

After the final
deluge,

And I will be
their final judge.

The hypocrites
and liars

Will be treated
harshest,

And Heaven will
expunge them.

Swaghead nods
to himself.

Is there a
prize for him?

He hopes a
debating friend

Will question
his new demeanour.

 


‘And you’d be
right there, matey!

My domain’s the
established rust,

And it grows
daily.

It’s coming
around your corners

Looking for
modern malcontents,

Like those
you’ve left behind.

I like non
believers,

For when
there’s mass panic

And
anarchy,

I get to enjoy
the accusations,

Even atheists
put the blame on me!

Bring it
on!

Bring on Ha Ha
Satan’s cussing!

I’m as patient
as

My immortal
being depends.

I will continue
to find

Enquiring
minds

In search of
me.

I’m designed to
comfort

And manage bad
habits.

I take them
unto myself,

So you
dreamers

Can fulfil your
death wishes.

All born to die
shall know it,

Not universally
told, but devilinely.

For love that’s
rarely divine

Lulls away when
troubles brew.

I’m right here
to assist,

When despair is
overwhelmed

By the bad
stuff.

I am no
demon:

If you twist
me

You’ll get
hombre’s side.

It may surprise
you, but I am fair;

I do not need
absolutes,

Nor need I
preach for targets.

I am satisfied
with diversity,

And the pious
do not threaten me,

Nor do
criminals when they fault.

Clever me who
knows

That all who
live and die

Are luckily my
disciples!

Hombre or
Satan, toss a coin,

Worship is as
worship does!

I prefer non
believers, either way,

Brave bodies
doing well,

Unconsciously
under my spell,

And I allow
flexibility,

For I wish not
to stub individuality.

Look at you,
Swaghead proud,

A mirror to
me,

And looking
ever so casual.

You, the rebel
son of Hombre,

Will always
doubt yourself.

And hickory,
dickory, dock

Swaghead
rewinds his clock.’

 


 


 Canto Seven

 


 


HA HA SATAN
WASN’T SO CRUEL,

THIS LONE
DRIFTER, ALL WIND BLOWN,

WON’T BE FORGED
INTO HIS TOOL,

NOR BE
HOMELESS, NOR BE GA GA.

 


 


I’ve returned
to an amiable sea.

Its gentle
bumps massage my keel.

It was a dream,
wasn’t it?

Me and Ha Ha
Satan.

Its woly boly
voice had echoed

From its
polysyllabic shore,

To a space deep
inside my skull.

 


Strange
feelings enter my chest,

And weakened,
I’ll lie down to rest.

This ocean
could defer new disasters,
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