HOME   by MARC MARUSIC

On cycle rides

I pass by homes

I’d love to call my own.

Could have lived 

in one for years now.

Instead I end up,

when day of riding’s done,

in my stuffy shell

I cannot prise myself from,

except on trips away,

and in my dreams.

Yet somehow I’ve still

been living in these other homes.

And in some sense could this

be just as real for them

as if they’d had

my fleshly presence?

And will my stale abode

keep its hold on me

long after I have gone?

CELLS   by  MARC MARUSIC

Locked up in a tiny cell,

no voices speak to you,

only at you

- wardens’ orders, 

preachers’ sermons,

convincing you you’ll go to hell.

But you’re there already

- Van Diemens.

You may soon forget

if you’re Arthur or Martha.

Ceaseless since these times,

somewhere on this Earth,

such cells have held

unfortunates 

of many stripes,

at whim of powers of the day.

Now in Oz we outsource this

to Guantanamo.

At least no preacher there

haranging you to see the light;

no need – harsh fluorescence ever on,

unlike in bygone times,

when you’d glimpse the changing

of the night and day,

and have a hint about the weather.

Now you cop no flogging,

though that’s only coz they want

to leave no traces

of their tortures

-on the outside;

they’ve found new ways

to keep these on the inside

- your memories of water

may terrify you

whenever you are near it,

and the voices

of your keepers

might forever swim

inside your brain cells. 

PORTLAND CEMENT     

Dig up sunken concrete;

but what about our dreams

and hopes and visions

so long upset,

not cement to be?

We build our lives 

on shifting sands,

live in castles in the air

and sink beneath the surface;

into unwieldy slabs we firm,

cracks so soon appear,

foundations falter.

Yet if olden concrete

can be uplifted,

surely we can feel so too,

aggregate more wholesome,

new ports to land in.

MOVING HOUSE   by   MARC MARUSIC

Weatherboarded house,

a pioneer

on this inner city street,

loading on to trailer,

off to somewhere near Taree.

Big Smoke’s banishing such homes,

their fate far worse than this one –

back to place that birthed its boards

from cedars that have vanished there.

FORGOTTEN BY TIME, BUT TIME’S NOW CATCHING UP   by MARC MARUSIC

Golden glow of trees,

autunm afternoon,

lazy grassy stretches,

bedded, potted succulents,

hedges, vegie plants,

flowers, climbers, shrubs,

setting low rise flats

away from busy road,

deck chairs dot the decks

that stretch along each floor -

a south coast motel?

No, we’re just a walk 

of thirty minutes

from Sydney Central,

a place that recent time

has added little to,

except for growth of green

and patina of age.

Visiting the past –

a disappearing one,

a block’s just been knocked down,

a gum or two survive,

but how much green 

will be allowed

among the new erections?

Will paving madness

and build on every inch

again hold sway?

Will this ‘south coast’ 

part of Sydney

meet its Waterloo?




