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Speed, a Pastoral

by John Forbes
From book: Collected poems 1970-1998 [ Previous | Next ] Save this poem to your personal
selection where you can download

. them in a PDF or email them to a
it's fun to take speed friend.

& stay up all night ~
not writing those reams of poetry
just thinking about is bad for you
—instead your feelings Note: Some poems attract a small copyright

follow your career down the drain fee should you wish to download them.
& find they like it there Added by others to selections 1 times
among an anthology of fine ideas, bound together
by a chemical in your blood
that lets you stare the TV in its vacant face 3
& cheer, consuming yourself like a mortgage Flnd Other
& when Keats comes to dine, or Flaubert, PoemS
you can answer their purities
with your own less negative ones—for example
you know Dransfield's line, that once you become a junkie
you'll never want to be anything else?

well, I think he died too soon,
as if he thought drugs were an old-fashioned teacher
& he was the teacher's pet, who just put up his hand

& said quietly, ‘Sir, sir’
& heroin let him leave the room.
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You Benefit

by Gig Ryan
From book: Excavation [ Next]

They go and spend their crumbs playing pool,

wondering what they did wrong, the letter, the interview,
and live on bread, and not much.

They fuck during the day to fill it in

waiting for breath on the phone to say Monday.

Their references are perfect. They're qualified.

They borrow clothes and money to queue up,

to sit for the test, to ring, to write.

They try being 16.

They try being male.

They try being Australian, I mean, white.

‘When the cheque comes, half of it goes on rent.

‘When the cheque comes, some of it goes on debts.

You've got $2.50 a day to go like windsurfing. Why work?
‘When the cheque comes, you buy lamingtons, get drunk, shout taxis,
ring STD, borrow shoes, run out of toothpaste, eat chips,
learn American, win friends, think about politics.

You got nothing a day. Some holiday. Why work?

From book: Excavation
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If I Had A Gun

[ 1 Save this posm to your personsl
selection where you cen downlosd

them in & PDF or emil them to &

Td shoot the manwho pulled up slowly n his hotcar this morning

Td shoot the man who wiisted fromhis balony =

1 shot the man vith things dangling overhis creepy chest

i the park when I vas contemplatingthe universe

Td shoot the man who ca't ook me i the eye o s s s acrn g e
ho stares atmy boobs wiaen we'e tlking s oo

o ips me offinthe milcbarand smile s wet purple smile o e s

ho comments on myclothes. ' not  fucking painting b
hat needst b told whatilooks ke

who els me whereto put my hands, who wrenches me into posiion Find Other

ke  meccano-set, who drags sou round ke a war
Tdshoot the man who couldn* e vithout me Poems
Td shoot the man who thinks it's his turn to be pretty
ashing s skinpassvely ke something T've got
1o stepinto, the man vho says John's achemistry Phd
and an ace ericiate, Jane's gt ottenlegs
Who thinks I'm earing perfume forhim
‘who says Baby you can really drive like it's so complicated,
‘male, bisfucking highvay, who says ah butyou e ke that
and pats o o the head, who kisss you at the prty because
everybody doss , who shoves i up ke nal.
T4 shootthe man who cant ook after himself
who comes to me for visdom
‘who's ity it s mates bout hesy things
thatwouldn't inteestyou, who keeps it time
1o be human and tels e, emale, b idiculous
‘private thoughts. Who sits up in his moderate bed

55 4as that good ke mems
‘who hangs ontoyou sloppy and thickas acarpet
Tdshoot the man ast night who said Sl honey
donttlook o glum vith money svearing fom b jacket
and a -course meal b prods azy
ho tll me ks problems his gilfriend,
his i, i daughter, s sister, s o
because women villisten o that st of rabbish
Women are full o compassion and havesof sogey hearts
sou can throw up in 2nd no-onell noice
‘and they won't complain. I'd shoot the man
‘ho thinks he canlook ik an excavation-site
but o can't, who hinks whatyou lok lke'sfor i
‘to appraise, to sit back, to talk his intelligent way.
Ive got eyes in my fcking head. who thinks fhe's smart
hell get it n. 1d shootthe man vho said
ndrew's dedicated and works hard, Jula'srutlessly ambitious
who says 1 ntrodiuce you o the ones who kno
withther nertalcaboliceyes
that] get by, sad, savage, and civilised
Jou can ke theres alaw againstit
T4 shootthe man who goes stupid
s puny abstract hov-could-Ltefuse-she-needed-me
{aking her taty headin his neutral erms Lke a pope
Td shoot the man who pulled up at the lights
who rolled hisfce articlate 2 an asyum
and revved the engine,who sas you're paranoid
vith bis educated bornto-t clm
who's standing there wested as arifle
and explinsthe world o . Td shootthe man who says
Relaxhoney come and Kiss my valium- meuth b
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