
 

 
 

Fast Fibres 
Poetry 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Edited by Piet Nieuwland and Martin Porter 

  



 

 
 

 
 

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved , no 

part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a 

retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic, 

mechanical photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior permission 

of both the copyright owner and the publishers of this book 

 

 

ISBN 978-0-473-29187-7 

 



 

 
 

Contents 

Riemke Ensing ....................................................................................................... 5 
Kaipara .............................................................................................................................. 5 

Arthur Fairley.......................................................................................................... 6 
About the Author ............................................................................................................ 6 
Land of our Fathers ......................................................................................................... 7 
Auld Land Syne ................................................................................................................ 8 
Sorry, ................................................................................................................................. 9 
I meant to tell you. ........................................................................................................... 9 
Cold Case. ......................................................................................................................... 9 

Vaughan Gunson ................................................................................................... 10 
Odysseus at home .......................................................................................................... 10 
No contest ...................................................................................................................... 11 

Jac Jenkins ............................................................................................................. 12 
Awakening ...................................................................................................................... 12 
A light pantoum ............................................................................................................. 13 
Un- ................................................................................................................................... 14 
Immortal Make ............................................................................................................... 15 

Jack McKerchar ..................................................................................................... 16 
North Beach ................................................................................................................... 16 
Touching Tangaroa with My Toes ............................................................................... 17 

Piet Nieuwland ...................................................................................................... 18 
Down the Glide ............................................................................................................. 18 
in this nervous age ......................................................................................................... 19 

Martin Porter ........................................................................................................ 20 
Arthur driving his wife home from a shopping trip .................................................. 20 
My lover is a rainstorm .................................................................................................. 22 

Aaron Robertson ................................................................................................... 23 
Prelude ............................................................................................................................ 24 
The Luminaries .............................................................................................................. 25 
Spring Quartet ................................................................................................................ 26 

  



 

 
 

 



 

5 
 

Riemke Ensing 

Kaipara 
        

There’s this great sweeping 

loneliness. Feathers and bone 

and windswept desolation. The sea 

restless, always on the move but ageless 

in journeys and metaphor. Birds also  

the manuhiri, creatures of arrival  

waiting on the rock for ritual and call.    

 

In the score of broken surf 

swept in on miracles  

through all the passion of survival,   

a raft of violet shells 

 

‘Janthina Janthina’ 

 

oracle 

in praise of sanctuary. 
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Arthur Fairley 

About the Author 
 

He was yet 

another famous poet 

who had read 

everything. By the 

age of 10 he 

boasted to have 

read every book in the 

Dargaville Public Library. 

Possibly true. 

It only stocked 5. 
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Land of our Fathers 
 

Shadows move like similes 

everyone pronounced sky as it should be 

pronounced 

 

the country is full of a child’s questions 

eyes of dark molasses 

the drift of woodsmoke from hearthless fire 

all wanted to help, 

 

by the end of Thursday 

the weather by far is too hard on itself; 

we begin to notice 

 

how we forget the pronouns 

particularly those that hide behind a comma, 

how 

 

already 

we chop chunks out of a sky 

so recently, so exquisitely, re-strung. 
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Auld Land Syne 
 

This year is for everyone. 

Not every year is. 

Sometimes a year is for the few 

like people who want to wear tartan scarves, 

sometimes it is for the many 

all those who enjoy oxygen, 

sometimes the year forgets 

who it is actually meant to be for. 

This year is for everyone. 

So let your heart be happy. 

We do not grow old: 

the music is getting younger 
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Sorry, 

I meant to tell you. 
 

I am as innocent as an empty chalice. 

I am as innocent as the germinating seedling. 

I am as innocent as eyes without trace. 

As innocent as honey, innocent as possibility, 

indeed, I am as innocent as, beyond reasonable doubt. 
 

 

 

 

Cold Case. 
 

Ditches don’t talk. 
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Vaughan Gunson 

Odysseus at home 
 

Opened the door at midnight, it was summer. 

Walked out naked onto the deck, 

the wood beneath my feet almost soft. 

 

Stood in the orange-glow of the street light, 

silent houses across the road facing, 

the blue-black sky curtaining down 

behind their peaked roofs. 

 

Cars and trucks on State Highway One: 

a constant echoing roar, interrupted 

by the bark of a dog on Clark Street 

which sets off other dogs, noise-spots 

that map the town around me. 

 

The air is warm, nothing bothers. 

I stand there, scanning the stars, 

which have no names, not here, not now. 

 

At just the right time, when consciousness 

of a moment has registered and passed, 

you call out: 

                           “What are you doing?” 
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No contest 
 

We eye each other on the beach: 

a stand-off at fifty paces (or 

some twenty years): Perk n’ Proud 

aaaaaaaversus Slightly Saggy. 

I fall back, your round. 

 

We catch each other’s eye again 

as I stagger bent and small, 

carrying four towels, three surfboards, 

aaaaaaatwo buckets and one ball. 

Your legs stand further apart 

like a tripod, surveying the crowd. 

 

We dare to eye each other’s girl. 

One wears a bikini, the other 

a very practical beach top. 

You think you’ve done me again, 

but I know I’m in the game. 

 

Leaving, we look each other’s way, 

as you lower yourself, shirt off, 

into the seat of your car 

and I wearily climb up into mine; 

both proud, a glint of respect. 

 

I smile, thinking of you again, 

after making love, better 

than it was twenty years ago. 

There’s no pride, no envy, 

just maybe the hard firm control 

aaaaaaaof wisdom growing. 



 

12 
 

Jac Jenkins 

Awakening                       
 

His hand unfurls from sleep; curls to knead the curve of her back, 

coaxing her awake, fingers sketch his scent on the map 

of her body. Hands meet for a second at the heelpiece of the clock. 

For a second she tastes the bitterness of time as slumber 

reshapes to skin and fingertips. His tongue tastes the nape 

of her neck. She won't remember 

the scattered sequins, dreamsome on Sunshine Lake 

lost in the waking, but the same 

spattering of light stipples his cheek 

like freckles of diamond, and her speckled eyes colour 

themselves greener as her pupils dilate. She can't recall his name 

for a second of dislocation. Her 

skin quivers under his fingertips as they sketch over 

the arch of her back and he is drawn onto her. 
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A light pantoum     
 

At one o'clock in the morning I think of light. 

There is a phosphorescent eye  that opens 

and shuts. The lid is a red-dark shadow. 

A mountain widens its mouth, yawning. 

  

There is a phosphorescent eye that opens 

its circle to the unrisen sun in a black sky. 

A mountain widens its mouth, yawning; 

fiery spittle sizzles in the shadows. 

  

The circle is a risen sun in the black sky. 

The sun puckers its lips and whistles; 

Its fiery spittle sizzles in the shadows. 

Night licks its paws, stretches, yawns. 

  

The sun puckers its lips and whistles 

a bird-call. There is no response. 

Night licks its paws, stretches, yawns, 

opens one eye to the murk of moonshine. 

  

A bird calls. There is no response 

at one o'clock in the morning. I think of light, 

open one eye to the murk of moonshine, 

and shut the lid on red-dark shadows. 
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Un-       
  

Up the dust floats;  

motes unsettling 

from the mantel,  

aerifying. 

  

In the corner the spider  

unweaves her web;  

the silk unspun,  

drawn within. 

  

Scrawled red wax 

on the walls lifts; 

unscribbles 

her short story. 

  

Her teddybear's nose  

unkisses itself;  

each unkiss a tiny stitch  

resewn. 

  

She burrows deep 

into my womb,  

umbilicising herself,  

quiescing. 

  

The dust settles.  

The spider spins. 
  



 

15 
 

Immortal Make      
 

I have promised you a storm; 

still the water 

is unthunderous. I would paint 

you like this - in rippled ink, thin 

strokes wavering 

on vellum. You wave, 

ankle-deep in the coming storm, 

skin thinly 

sheened with water- 

colour; pearl-painted. 

  

I would paint 

the unweariable waves 

on the low-water 

plains, just before the storm- 

clouds grey the air with thin 

thunder and you are vapour-thin; 

brine-painted. 

  

There is a storm 

under my skin. I wave 

from the water's 

edge. The water 

is heavy in this thin 

air that breathes in waves. 

Still I wait with ink and paint- 

brush. I have promised you a storm. 
 

 

 

 

First published in Reactor: Poetry and Art, an exhibition at the Geoff Wilson Gallery, NorthTec, 

Whangarei, August 2013 
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Jack McKerchar 

North Beach 
 

trieste  

you are unknown as the ghosts that haunt you 

I stumbled upon you 

the anguish of Kaufman, the call of Kerouac, the ghost of Ginsberg 

defining the spirit  

stories of protest and social commentary 

wars of Korea and Vietnam  to Iraq and Iran  

chasing oil  

fighting for the buck 

the problem in your saddened land 

the people abandoned on the street 

your spirit is the saviour of the stinking richness and greater poverty 

you remain with me 

I came to you unknowing  

your spirit has captured me 
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Touching Tangaroa with My Toes 
 

will I scream away giggling with child-like fear 

or continue to walk slowly 

until fear coursing through my body 

I retreat to safe sands 

Presbyterian stocisim may make me 

walk until fully submerged in your grip 

drowning in my own stubbornness 

maybe a leap of faith into the tide 

exhilaration 

creating the freedom to be myself 

being free 
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Piet Nieuwland 

Down the Glide 
 

Down the glide from the gullies head where the clay is bricked and 

hard, the air rolls over the ridge, into an enclave, a hidden fissure of 

taraire tawa karaka and nikau, a cave amongst the arterial flows, each 

house a cell, the gardens terraced and overgrown, ragged blocks and 

strips of green, a metamorphosis of white butterflies, dandelions and 

swallows, ginger plants tobacco weeds and privets.  

 

Later the wind turns, heaves itself back, while gulls following 

transmission and telephone lines, shuttle from mudflat to shelly beach, 

sand bank to mangrove creek, fossicking the alert gleam in their eyes 

over the ramble and clatter, the cubic, the tetrahedral urban lithology.  

 

The moon reclining, an iris hangs from its galactic cathedral fuzzed with 

mist in silhouette, migrant tuis glide through the coronal lampshade, 

their stiletto beaks pulling smooth through the glow thick with malt and 

honey, glossed by tints of clematis acacia horeke blossom pink and 

flowers petals sculptured and coloured by resonating extensions and 

release, probing and feedback, forward and return, combinations 

sparking from mists of pollen and spores flowing in plumes, falling in 

quiet air, lifted and cast across horizons, beyond these islands these 

shores. 

 

The harbour Whangapae // waiting for the inside of paua // the fertile 

organ, shallow feeding grounds of tamure porae moki and flounder, 

sifting and stalking through the epidermal fringe of mangrove, the 

border of luxuriant detritus grey popping and bubbling with the crawl 

and waddle of crustaceans and molluscs, all warm, the trophic mattress 

stretches and breathes, the heat opening mitotic pathways, continuums 

of spirals and networks vibrating. 



 

19 
 

in this nervous age 
 

in this nervous age 

asteroids are shipwrecked on darkness 

the moon is an ear to the rose of winds 

your eyelids open with wings 

 

shattered horizons unleash singing flags 

wounded corals bleed sunsets 

paper nautilus frequent coasts of milky ways 

latitudes sprout vegetal octopii 

 

surf pushes like fern fronds 

volcanoes give birth to bony pyramids 

pigeons calculate epochs of fruit 

your eyes are satellite glances 

 

trains pass full of flowers and guava 

sadness colonises paths hanging from the sky 

antipodean turtles carry mouths of swollen kisses 

Abel Tasman chases kites of albatrosses 

 

ancient horses ride the aurora australis 

gossips of superstrings nest in clouds 

butterflies chant equinoxes of hydrangas  

your hair is quilted with secrets of night 

 

a necklace of tears swallow your breasts 

you are a cool white lily slipping into embrace 

soft silver on the loquat piwakawaka 

a sylph on axes of polar sapphires 
 

 

First published Mattoid, Deakin University, Geelong, Summer 1993 
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Martin Porter 

Arthur driving his wife home from a shopping trip 
 

The face is unmistakable. Headscarf, 

lacy trimmings on the shoulder strap 

may give away the era, but lets be clear 

 

it is the cupids bow, the cheekbones, 

spreading into a Y, 

the straight ridge of the nose 

arched darkly pencilled eyebrows, 

spreading into a Y, 

mascara’ed eyes balancing the open mouth 

caught as if in osculation 

and the only-slightly-visible 

creases across the brow 

that makes her unmistakable, 

 

a lady, still young, yet not so young 

enjoying a time of happiness in her life of strain 

her blond hair held in place by that scarf 

but with one lock neatly whipping out of place 

as the windscreen rips the air to shreds 

past sunshades on the sporty car 

driven by her husband, 

 

Bespectacled and tousle-haired 

Fag in his mouth in a so-cool style, 

Obviously the modern intellectual, 

(Bespectacled), 

Driving his trophy car 

Ten years too young for him, 

Driving his trophy wife… 
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No that is too cruel. 

They are happily in love. Roslyn 

lies in the future, 

with the arguments on set, 

the make-believe 

the fall-apart 

the birthday songs 

the dying… 
 

 

 

 

First published Jersey Arts Trust Poetry Anthology 2004 
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My lover is a rainstorm 
 

My lover is a thunderstorm  

Grey ripples flickering 

Tiny landscapes of stone 

Upright, steadfast 

 

And as I watch 

My lover paints calligraphy 

An illuminated landscape shrunken 

waves of jointed, colourless bamboo 

watery characters in 

upright folds 

with all the meaning of 

 

The vacuum 

Of the landscape words. 

 

And I say Help me 

I am outside, cold and wet 

 

Drenched in chill fascination, 

Rattling hollow spaces between drops 

Distilling the dews of bronchial chambers. 

 

Like the pine 

I grasp the cliff 

Dripping. 

 

The morning sun 

Drives my lover spectral 

from my bed 

fleeing colour 

rising in 
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Waves breaking over the hills 

Silver sky, silver water 

Silver blues and greys 

Silver greys, off-whites and almost black 

 

Nothingness 

as firm as the landscape it holds 

 

And I say Help me, I am 

bewildered, chilled 

to the heart. 

 

I know my lover from 

Snatched glimpses through the grasses, 

 

Snatched glimpses through the mist. 

 

 
 

First published Wavelengths, New Poetry in the Channel Islands, Holland House Editions, 2011 
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Aaron Robertson 

Prelude 
 

I 

The koru unfurls, 

loosening a careful hold 

and the sequence starts anew: 

bumblebees clamber on stamen,  

pistil; branch split by shoot 

as red leaf breaks from 

green, unconscious of days 

fog-filled at noon. 

    

II 

Out past the pillars, 

we must name the waves 

and patterns that bind them; 

helmsman to surf is 

gannet-led, longship 

by light when maps cannot doubt 

a knowing ear to wind, 

prow pulled to sun. 
 

 

Previously published in Poetry NZ 46, March 2013 
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The Luminaries 
 

And soon we were in sight and earshot of ships, 

gangplanks thumping with cargoes coming 

and going, the bellowing of beasts slung up 

to a scow, wagons groaning, the gleaming 

front of a whitewashed hotel, then wooden 

houses stood straight from the mill, 

hammers nailing, packhorses laden 

with pannier and swag. But brightest of all 

were peacocks preening, proud as you like, 

on luxuriant grass. Boldly displaying 

wing plume and tail, and failing to see 

how such spectacle clashed with settlers at work; 

all bustle and noise obscured from their spying 

by a long picket fence flanking the quay. 
 

 

Previously published in Takahē 80, December 2013 
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Spring Quartet 
 

I fall to the floor, catch my breath; 

we've arrived at the inevitable. 

Black ties hastily made, the blood 

fresh on our pact, or so it seems, 

now beckoned by dreadful stairs to stage. 

 

I see myself in the mourning crowd, 

battered and churned. Hands grab 

for face, for hair, bloody my nose; 

a violin slips from my grasp, is lost, 

dissolves in unbearable noise. 

 

I play the same tune, over 

and over, tired fingers refusing 

to bleed. In the evening we phrase 

the way folk songs are sung, we push 

through the heart and sound louder. 

 

I drink to the King safe in his coffin, 

to the irony that forced us here. 

Still they keep coming, bleeding, 

bruised; a mass that squeezes tighter 

and tighter, their weight an unstoppable flow. 
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