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TIME FOR TEA   by MARC MARUSIC

Bushells blue label tea

still stenciled on the outside wall

long past cease of sale here;

reminder that this wasn’t

always a house,

recalling times when every corner

on these terraced inner city hills

sold this black leafed drug,

and every house these shops served

made their cuppas from it daily.

Alas the gentry’s 

recent renovations

blasted off this past note,

new coat in heritage approved tone

covers over history.

Well, boutique blends now brewed here;

but what about the workers

and recalling what they used to drink

before we jiggled, dangled,

or took to coffee.

ROMAN LEGACY     by MARC MARUSIC

I cup my hands with water

gushing from beneath the earth; 

cool, refreshing,

as I walk in scalding heat

in southern France and Italy.

“what have the Romans 

ever done for us?’

I wish they’d also been to Oz!

whose scapes where I grew up

look like the land I’m lost in now.

I could have written,

“like the land I find myself in now” -

but you cannot find yourself

until you lose yourself.

Yet I sense some parts of me

long have been amid here.

Have I come to Europe

to meet these traces?

If this water

recollects these,

do I taste them now?

Water forms

seventy percent 

of my body -

this must imbue me

with a sense of flow;

fancies, feelings

flooding to my surface,

flavouring my fossicking,

footsteps of flaneur,

au fait with far more

than my life so far suggests.

Seventh day in Europe -

first ever visit here.

The Lonely Planet

I look through every day,

yet it hardly touches on

the Europe that presents itself in me.

“You wouldn’t read about it” -

but if I keep on writing this,

making this a finished poem,

you then just might.

Should I not compose this

in Italian or French?

If my grasp were good I would.

My poetic license

states preference 

for shortish words

of Anglo-Saxon source

over ones from Latin

with many syllables.

But that can surely be relaxed

for a story such as this -

Anglo-Saxon resonates

with the way

my ancestors 

in Tyrol spoke.

But if they roamed around these parts

my words of Latin origin

would echo theirs.

I hold roots too 

in lands of Southern Slavs,

where my travels 

soon will take me;

Caesars used to rule there,

so I’m looking forward

to their liquid legacy.

But is that really why

this water flows?

I ponder once I’m back in Oz.

Could it be from engineering

far more recent,

less romantic?

Well, no matter what the story

you’re better off in Tuscany

than pseudo-Tuscan Sydney,

where in streets and parks

taps and bubblers

have vanished like the Romans’ plumbing.

To tide me over

till again I walk about

in their former terra

I’ll plumb my memories of water

and those who left their trace in me. 

NIGHT AND LIGHT    by MARC MARUSIC

We switched our lights off

for an hour.

Sydney – dressed in black town

tried to match itself,

dinners candlelit,

gazing at a sky

displaying stars more brightly,

instead of seeking them

in gossip mags and on the tube.

The city’s light still plumed 

in bushland far away, 

obscuring their connection

with the night –

eternal friend,

reminder 

of our endless universe,

picture we are part of,

which besotting images,

beamed by media,

occlude us from.

ACADEMIC SPACE    by  MARC MARUSIC

Razing to the ground 

appeared to be its fate,

like so many from its times.

Its shell was spared;

but when you’re inside

it could be a different building,

clean, bright, orderly,

banishing the patina 

of fifty years of scholarship,

despite so many academics

and their papers, books

remaining here.

Façade McCallum – 

I’m glad that she’s still standing.

But her insides

appealed so much to me.

And now they’ve gone

from a place that time forgot

to one whose sense of past

has vanished. 

ANGLIA


by  MARC MARUSIC

Sixties Anglia

perched up in the air

in Newtown workshop.

Flights of fancy

as I envision

harried teenage wizard

behind the wheel

travelling high above the clouds

to a land he feels at home in.

I hope the car will feel so too

just as much as 

in this retro-loving suburb 

where many fellow

forty-somethings

still hang on.

