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Please note: 
 
All poems in this collection are my own 
original work. Shoulder to Shoulder first 
appeared in Redraft’s Walking a Tightrope 
in Barefeet. The poems : Shoulder to 
Shoulder, Fairybread, Girl, a word, The 
Subjunctive\Konjunctiv 2 and Thinking  of 
Your Phonecalls were written in the  
creative writing class CREW 253 at 
Victoria University of Wellington. I thank all 
course members and course convener 
James Brown for their insight. The poem 
Let the Metal Beast Sulk has been 
nicknamed the ‘stairs poem’ by the Rising 
Voices Crew of 2011. I credit them with the 
growth of this poem and of me as a 
performance poet.    Readers should note 
that fairybread is buttered white bread 
covered in sprinkles and is a common food 
at New Zealand children’s parties. 
Wellington is the hilly, wind-swept capital 



 

 

of New Zealand.  This collection is 
dedicated to the memory of Marei.  
-HB 



 

 
The hastily scrawled note reads:  
(For Moema)  
 
 
So, I think I left my heart  
in your country 
 I’m not sure where exactly  
but anyway,  this is just to say I’d like it 
back,  please.  
soon would be good,   
preferable but  probably not possible,  I 
know  
I won’t make it back to pick it up  myself  so 
could you  
send it over?- and  maybe bubble wrap it?- 
just if  you come across it that is  
Like I said,  not too sure where I saw it last.  
I’ll pay postage. Be careful? It’s not insured. 
That stuff sorta freaks me out.  
X   
 



 

 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
TE KAINGA: HOME  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Girl, a word.    
 
Girl, I’m not in the middle of it,   
I’m not in the politics sitting stranded,   
My sense of space has never been expanded 
so unwillingly.  
  
From down here I can’t even say I followed the 
debate.  
 Seems to be how we operate,  
 that day to day  I just let  your sometimes 
words  slide my way.  
  
 
Girl  -  
 
There are many things I could fail to say 
eloquently.  
 
 
 Like Girl –  
 
You come from ‘one of those nights’,   
You are a moment that went right,   



 

You are an act of love.  
  
But you’d just tell me 
‘people fuck.’  
 
Today you are hiding in your coat pockets 
 and  
I  
am concerned about eloquence. 
] 
 



 

 

Fairy bread  
 
The week before I move out of home 
there’s a party.  My friend Tim makes fairy 
bread. He calls it a post-modern statement 
and laughs. Everyone else calls it nostalgic, 
or just fairy bread.  Crustless and  colourful,  
it looks  like playground politics.  
I am leaving my gold-star thinking packed 
into boxes in the garage.  
I plan to come home come triumphant 
about my first year out and, proudly 
vegetarian and watch meat carefully as it 
glares from the fridge.  
But now, in this room of self-proclaimed 
grown-ups,  these triangles go two by two, 
one for each hand.  



 

Shoulder to Shoulder  
 
Text asks: Your address at the madhouse 
please? xx :)  
 
In bed I can hear my neighbour brushing her 
teeth  through the  hostel walls  
or some nights the thrum of bass amputated 
from the music she listens to.  
 
The rowdy-parade out to town happens at 
10pm, an unsafe distance from my window, 
just like  fire-drill assemblies do.  
 
Still awake, I try to decide what it was I was 
served for dinner. And I think up  an hours 
slept-to- essay paragraph production ratio.   
*** 
 
At breakfast a friend knows how I take coffee 
and another skips out from the tangle of work-
relationship-life 
to say hello.  
This morning there is mail.  



 

 

Thinking of Your Phone-calls  
 
I 
You call me more often these days  
 just using telephone wires to bridge the  
distance 
but there are  words in our silence that 
timing says.      
 
II 
I am learning my own rules for living, craze 
by craze,   
I am earning my wind resistance.  
You call me more often these days. 
 
III 
 
I don’t announce the way my memory 
sways;  
between two Grandmothers , one here, one 
leaving with  breathing making all  the 
difference.  



 

but there are  words in our silence that 
timing says.     
 
IV 
 
You remind me to read poetry about 
chiffoniers, cats and waterways.   
I want your own words, loud and insistent. 
You call me more often the days.   
 
V 
 As we live out our lives your youth and my 
old age stay  
 parted existences.    
You call me more often the days.  
but there are  words in our silence that 
timing says.      
 



 

 

The Subjunctive\ Konjuntiv 2  
 
For Marei  
 
Once, I could pass a day without your 
name in my head.  
Unsure how it was so easy,  I am learning 
to do this again. 
 
Today I’m not thinking about you.  
Were anything to send me that way it 
wouldn’t be a grammar lesson.  
Not even with these German vowels.  
 
I am not thinking about you   
until we study the subjunctive:  
  
Wenn meine Oma nur hier wäre, würden 
sie doch wissen 
If only my Grandmother were here, she 
would know.  



 

a familiar street  
 
For Mackenzie  
 
Today, you say to yourself I am not a poet 
and we fall into our wandering rhythm.  
 
This gentle debate is all alternating steps    
carrying us  
to a landmark; a familiar street corner  
reminding me where I am.  
 
We walk grey undulations daily  
daily walk, daily grey 
they dip; these paved hills 
and prove that thought interferes 
everywhere.   
 
In the slo- 
ped moments  
between  
falling and flying  



 

 

we scuff our shoes.  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
TE RERENGA: THE FLIGHT  



 

 

To Whom It May Concern 
 
Dearest Stranger,  
 
When I woke this morning it was dark 
so I flicked a switch  
saw  a spark  
the naked bulb leaked lipid light  
I cleaned away dreams  
removed the night   
 
I dressed in a shirt that hadn’t been lived in 
checked my pockets for change  
wore my head round  the right way  
that kind of thing   
 
Breakfast was irritable  
but I was stern and brief  
metal spoon clanked on my teeth 
there was cereal and milk to spill   
 
And the day marched on  



 

one foot two  
till I 
 fell  
out of step  
and thought of you  
 
Thought I’d write and say  
that’s all that each day brings  
 but not for long… 
I’m growing wings 
 



 

 

Possible Burning Points of a Promise 
 
 One day, I tell you I want to be Icarus and 
not when I grow or before I go there is too 
much fire in this thought for it to keep that 
long, 
now is the only answer before the wind 
snatches it away 
I will make wings I tell you 
 but not from wax 
I am going to weave my aide-de-flight of 
promises 
I don't know the burning point of a promise, 
you say quietly 
I shrug, we don't know a lot of things I say 
by this I mean please watch me darling: 
it'll be (I'll be) beautiful 
 
Two times higher than I ever knew I could 
go 
It is so warm I forget what I know  
about velocity 



 

 
From up here there are three ways to look 
at falling: 
What if I cry? 
What if everybody cries? 
What if nobody cries? 
I don't know if it is the burning point of a 
promise 
or the weight of these perspectives that 
brings me down faster 
 
You hear me right away and somewhere I 
know this 
but I call you name as a comfort 
I drop it in sets of four 
( as though littering the ground with your 
name will break my fall) 



 

 

Let the Metal Beast Sulk  
 
You’ve been down 
maybe it’s just that you have to be close to 
the ground 
for  the world to speak;  
so the things you hear don’t punch you any 
lower 
because,  there’s bound to be mud and 
blood and worm-halves 
down there.  
  
 Ever since I set about ‘growing up’ there 
have been people 
teaching  me to rebel against this body 
and sometimes I do.  
but that’s only when I forget to ask why.  
Why, they worry about the architecture of 
my soul 
when they built the stairs in my world.  
  
Ever since I set about ‘growing up’ there 



 

have been people 
teaching me to rebel against this body 
and then you write to tell me 
I have wings.  
  
And some days,  
we ditch the chair behind a tree, 
let the metal beast sulk unseen. 
You on guard, I lower myself to all fours 
  
my arms – 
cave 
and though I sense you move 
there is no flurry of panicked, motherly 
limbs 
you wait to be asked.  
  
I fall to commando in the grass,  
arm, arm, drag legs 
deliciously  wet,  
arm, arm, drag,  
muddy shoes! 



 

 

a perfect novelty,  
arm, arm, drag legs, scuff shoes, scuff,  
and I ask 
Can we just stay here? Like forever? 
Yeah. Why not?  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
HE WAHI HOU: SOME PLACE NEW 



 

 

The Dictionary is to Learn German 
 
Russian- German- German-English  
We swap dictionaries and somehow 
 extract meaning 
he also speaks Romanian but hates their 
pop music 
he tells me don’t be…  verschaemt 
my wheelchair 
 he points. Just ask  
I help you.  
He has strong arms.  
 
He wants to be a doctor  but this is 
expensive  
for his parents so here he is.  
So she left him. For a boy with a car who 
stopped  
living with his parents already.  
He will not stay long  
not this city. He must find work.  
The dictionary is to learn German. 



 

 
He  does not like this word: 
problem  
it makes people think things are bad.  
The Italian explains:  
No, I very positive guy really  
I learn this word in school 
and now I have only this word  
that, that is the  problem.   
 
 



 

 

Zeitgeist  
 
They are pitted  against the Austrians and 
win   
I don’t play sport but  
I’m in Germany   
and I can’t help getting snagged  
by the Zeitgeist.  
 
Mostly I just shake my head at the TV  
mutter 
wish the world wasn’t 
 so apathetic.  
 
She is from South Africa and scolds:  
Girl, politics and sport don’t mix.   
That makes me laugh because  
my uncle  
was arrested in ’81 
 for protesting apartheid.  
 
I’m in Europe  



 

and as Sochi applauds itself 
 I remember my first kiss.  
 
I was in Wellington  
her mouth was soft   
we were in public. 
 
 



 

 

holding pattern 
 
 
 
I want to hold this space  
 
 
 
 
I want to make this a place you can be,   
I want to fold this love back into you;  
as a letter that you can keep in your desk 
draw  
to read and re-read until you believe what 
I’m saying,   
until you find that love letter to yourself you 
misplaced  
when you faced what has been done,   
what has come undone,  
and what you have to do.  
 
 I want to.  



 

 
I want to hold this space but 
 
life sometimes makes it harder to breathe   
than it  should be.  
 
Air leaks passed us  faster than I can catch  
as  panic fills your lungs  
and  my tongue 
and my tongue  
and my tongue  
 fails me.  
  
so I fold my fingers around yours  
and fold myself into your shoulder  
where I am surprised to fit 
and I wait  
 knowing that  
 holding space is sometimes  heavier than  
holding a body’s weight 
but both remind us where we are.   
 



 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 
 


