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… youth’s voice refreshed … 
 

 
 
six weeks nineteen sixty six 
 
I know she didn’t like me. She 
deliberately forgot to give me a biscuit 
at little lunch. And she  
always thought me naughty. I told 
her I hated her. She 
tried hard to refrain from spanking me. 
 
Altogether too much for a four year old to handle. 
 
It ended on a Friday. As usual 
I didn’t want to go. Mum 
persuaded by dangling 
Rin Tin Tin in blue and  
gold binding under my nose. A bit  
clichéd but it worked. 
 
I showed it to her, proud, eager. ‘Very  
nice, dear,’ the comment, ‘but 
we haven’t time to read 
it today.’ That was it. I ran 
after Mum. She  
followed pregnant  
 
apologetic. But  
it didn’t sway Mum. ‘You 
can cross Anne’s name off the roll. She 
shan’t be coming back.’ She 
shrugged her shoulders, walked  
away relieved. And went to  
 
Holland, we heard, for a holiday. 
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fro and to 
 
light up a tooheys, pour 
me a malboro 
minutes turn to seconds seconds  
turn to 
me – I’m the chef 
the apostle of your belly 
ask me for a roast 
and I’ll supply a well-burnt 
jelly ☺ 
 

 
 
the lighthouse keeper’s lament 
 
a glacial membrane surrounds the force 
it beams out hope to lost souls 
not always in the East 
but nevertheless a star 
to guide the wanderer home 
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he strode back into its domain 
just to check the place over 
the memories were fond 
but the reprimand stern 
cowering beneath immaculate whitewash 
he was told it disapproved of trespassers 
for it’s work now is self-contained 
it has no new right hand 
no longer necessary when an electricity board 
becomes your controlling master 
 
come now sir 
sorrow is uncalled for 
feel pride in this example of progress 
but the dole queue is a lonelier place 
knowing the shining’s still complete 
without him 
 
 

 
 
Rotary Wives 
 
Jangling at their sides 
Like well-oiled charm bracelets 
Some silver in the liaison 
Makes them shine on occasion 
Mercurial like moths 
At times 
That dance just outside the candle flame 
Never really capturing central fame 
Like dazzled beetles they fly 
Full-pelt into conversation 
Sometimes and full-flung lie there dazed 
At some mistake they’ve made 
Forgetting they’re only attachments 
 
 
 
  


