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Pacific Love Letters 
(… from a southern oceans child with dreams of the sacred …) 

 

 
 
you (1980) 
 
you can make me laugh 
you can make me cry 
you want me to love you 
even for a while 
 
you can make me want you 
you don’t need to plead 
you don’t have to try 
because you always succeed 
 
you let me wander 
but you induce me to stay 
you want me to choose 
but you alone point the way 
 
and you never let me forget 
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confession (1981) 
 
I wrote you a poem 
handed you 
its words. Separated 
from the act of love 
that once cemented 
pen and paper – 
fruitful labour – 
until it left this hand, 
was clutched by your own. 
Exquisite, the 
agony to watch 
it dissected 
misconnected 
rejected then 
accepted. 
My critic, you 
alone hold 
the key that unlocks 
this mountain of 
words. Like 
the Fab lady 
overwhelmed  
by lemons, I am 
by thought, you 
by ink that has clung 
to an idea for 
thirty lines, no more, 
then left, 
as death, 
momentum lost. 
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the life and its death (1982) 
 
The river I am weeps  
to think of the stones 
that will mar my way. The sharp ones  
there to cut this heart from its bed,  
to see me foam with frustration 
that what I want is not  
as inevitable as I wish. 
 
I must pass their test first. 
 
And then there is silt that filters  
my passage, the murky  
muddiness which turns me round  
on a different path each  
time as conformity limits each  
dream’s success. Yet  
there is hope.  
 
I think of the delta I’ll reach in archaism.  
 
When stones no longer bump  
and bruise, sting and scratch a 
now-scathed and swollen body. 
When they’re smooth and aged as I. 
When it shan’t worry me 
still about loves lost  
and battles not won.  
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But then memory returns. 
 
With the bitterness of salinity 
it comes to kill the life I’ve given.  
As the sea I love so  
clutches me as his own. Like  
the crushed hermit crab,  
torn kelp, a bluebottle stabbed 
with the mercilessness of a young child’s  
 
pleasure, I too the river succumb.  
 
The innocence of youth  
meeting the ignorance of age,  
bars and sandbanks, 
swash and his buckling 
backwash. It is for his pleasure  
alone, and was the whole time.  
Laughter slaps my weary legs. 
 
Dissolution complete. What test? 
 
 
 
 
 


