
	

     fff    
 
Fast Fibres Poetry 4 
 
     from Northland  





 

 
 

 

 fff. 
 

                     Fast Fibres Poetry 4 
 

         Edited by Piet Nieuwland  

           & Olivia Macassey 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 
 
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. 
 
Cover image Natascha Rodenburg 
 
Printed by Jeff Oliver Print 
 
ISSN 2382-1507 (Print) 
ISSN 2382-1515 (Online) 
 
Published by Fast Fibres Poetry  
Whangarei Aotearoa/New Zealand 
 
www.fastfibres.wordpress.com 
 
fastfibres@live.com 
 

 
 



 

 
 

Contents 
 

Sarah Angus - Memory                                                                     1 

Shelly Arlidge - Archaeology                                                            3 

Robert Burt - Haiban on Ahipara                                                    4 

Fiona Cole - Wiggle Room                                                               5 

Fleur Coleman - Feijoa Reel                                                            6 

Robert Davis - Alien Stuff-Up                                                          7 

Lola Elvy - Stories II                                                                           8 

Arthur Fairley - Eavan Boland                                                         9 

Malcolm Ford - A Certain Bird                                                      10 

David Gill - Relocations                                                                  11 

Jenny Gow - Punters                                                                       13 

Vaughan Gunson - Picture of a Saint in the Shower                 14 

Syreeta Hewson - The Evocative Dance of Light                       15 

Saba Issa - My Poetry Soldier                                                        16 

Christel Jeffs - Two Sides                                                               17 

Jac Jenkins - letter to the girl with purple hair                          18 

Mike Jenkins - Alz 19 

Graham Johnson - Ruapekapeka Pa 20 

Vishakham Joseph - Baby Doctors 21 

Duncan Kekewich - I Grind My Teeth 22 

Audrey Lappin - Brynderwyn sun scrape 23 



 

 
 

Renee Liang - Basin 24 

Olivia Macassey - Burnt Umber 25 

Max McMillan - Our World 26 

Sen McGlinn - Te Rerenga Wairua 27 

Jack McKerchar - day’s end 28 

Gregory McNeill - The blue quilt 29 

Piet Nieuwland - Padparadscha 30 

Margaret Northey - Without 31 

Charlie Parker - Loud thoughts 32 

Martin Porter - Sea Solstice 33 

Aaron Robertson - Mare Cognitum 34 

Natascha Rodenburg - Silhouettes, Shadows and Outlines 
Bringing Insights of History, nr 2 35 

Brydie Southhall - Daisies 36 

Leena Taylor - Shell Shop 37 

Vivian Thonger - Remedy 38 

Taimania Toia - Release 39 

Mercedes Webb-Pullman - I want a chip butty 40 

Aroha Welsh - In the whare of Aroha 41 

Adrian Whale - Any Given Sunday in Tutukaka Bay 43 

Kathleen Wynn - Fever 45 

Biographical Statements 46 

 
  



 

 
 

  



 

 
 

 



 

1 
 

Sarah Angus  

Memory     
 
I saw your face 
in my dream last night, 
a half forgotten memory 
with enough back story 
to ignite fresh emotion. 
 
I had left the past 
in the sea of forgetfulness, 
yet somehow fragments 
bumped against the shoreline, 
unwanted flotsam and jetsam 
of my former life. 
 
The currents are fickle 
in their timing 
to resurface unwanted thoughts. 
They have floated unseen 
for so long. 
 
I had thought them 
absorbed by the ocean. 
 
Yet they still retain their form 
clearly enough for me to recognize them, 
and immediately wish I hadn't. 
 
A fresh path of memory track 
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laid unwittingly, 
another choice to lay aside. 
 
It is not so much 
a haunting of the past, 
as a flash of a familiar face in the crowd 
that causes you to double take. 
 
It is not them 
and never will be. 
They have long gone, 
but their memory remains. 
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Shelly Arlidge  

Archaeology     
 
There’s shouting in the streets 
Odysseus pushes on through blizzards 
seagulls and pigeons shit on statues 
fouling the once glorious bronze. 
Wizards and witches stroll  
with wands and contraband  
hidden in their robes 
keeping company with the gods 
out walking their dogs 
plastic poo bags in their pockets. 
They come across crowds 
pushing and jostling for room 
at controlled intersections 
they pass orcs, goblins, fairies and elves 
encounter robots, androids and avatars 
the dogs bark and strain at their leashes 
and Ulysses is lashed to the mast.  
Penelope endlessly entertains and Helen  
is reunited with her husband. 
Her memory of Paris grows dim  
but the shine is still there 
buried deep beneath the excrement. 
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Robert Burt 

Haiban on Ahipara   
 
Standing on a beach. It is late afternoon. The sea is quiet. The 
sea is resting. It has been busy all day. Now it is resting. Every 
thing is winding down. Couples move past talking in whispers. 
A dog lies quietly near me. It looks at me longingly. The sun is 
low in the sky. So low it is nearly gone. Soon it will be gone.  
Clouds will shroud its exit. Now they mask its brightness. It is a 
dull red. I can look directly at it. A man looking into the sun. 
  
                               Crimson clouds gather 
                               the sun sinks – 
                               night is close behind. 
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Fiona Cole 

Wiggle Room    
 
Visits to grandma and grandpa’s house 
Lessons in patience administered in large spoonfuls 
For wide-eyed little girls with crooked pigtails 
Held captive by good manners and the promise of cake 
Forced to sit up straight and wait as minutes stretch, oh agonising 
Through peering inspections from rheumy eyes, 
Enquiries of school, spelling bees, swimming lessons 
Remember to only answer the questions that end with ‘hmmm?’ 
All the others leave to mother 
Chintz cushion covers and crisp ironed Sunday best 
Beckon sticky fingers to make contact 
There is no wiggle room under such scrutiny 
Sit… tick… tick… still… tick… tick… tick… 
The reward is hard won and carrot flavoured 
With lemony cream cheese frosting 
Crumb-muffled thank you’s 
Mark manners made less graceful 
By impatience and bulging cheeks 
Freedom delivered in six single syllable words: 
“Off you go now and play.” 
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Fleur Coleman  

Fejoa Reel 
 
Tangy, crisp, sharp, bite, tart 
Smell distinctly uplifting 
 
Cut out the worms 
Slice back the skin 
 
Scoop, slash, dice and chop 
Pulped, vulnerable, browning fast 
 
Empty supermarket bag, thanks Bill, 
Sink of discarded rejects gurgled away 
 
Add flour, baking powder, soda, milk 
Internet recipe, better be good 
 
Bow to thee humble fejoa of no uniform size 
monster freak to wobbly runt, fruity excellence, nature’s package 
Winter’s here the feasting’s begun 
Brush off the dirt, clean off the mud, shoo the birds 
Get you some! 
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Robert Davis  

Alien Stuff-Up 
 
Sometimes, we saw the image of Trump in a  
slice of bread, in a sheepskin rug, or in a drifting cumulus,  
 
but at a liminal place in space there lurked a snoopy ship,  
the creatures aboard colourless, odourless, and covetous of our 
wondrous  
shades and smells; the rubious, the rank, the cerulean-
rebarbative, 
 
the smoky-farmyard - all the sweet perfumes - the pastels and the 
painterly-pungent to be  
sucked away, carried off to a distant insipid planet. Oops there 
goes the red of the Pohutukawa  
blossom, there the emerald bay is turning grey. 
 
On Wall Street, shares in deodorisers plunge and on the alien 
craft there is a 
lurid orgy of maquillage -the giggling engine-room crew paint 
themselves plum and reek  
of rosewater, the hyper-drive has tartan phasers. ‘There,’ cries the 
Captain, pointing at a 
 
screen. ‘There in the White House is an exquisite hue of hair - 
beam it up.’ But the  
beams revolt, the suction-doover bursts, the colours and aromas 
drizzle back to Earth and now it’s  
all Jackson-Pollock and everything stinks of tar-sand. 
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Lola Elvy  

Stories II 
 
Midnight sets in 
like liquid 
water pouring over 
stone 
 
the lark gushes laughter 
at the scent of blood 
and you close your eyes 
I take your hand 
 
hear its wingbeats 
one, two, three 
the gusts send the world askew 
like trees in thunderstorms 
 
references to older days 
harden in your mind 
legends of how this earth began 
used to spin words like ribbon in your hands 
 
I'm lying here at night 
whispering in your ear 
secrets I borrowed from somewhere 
new 
 
a touch of lavender, a hint 
of spring 
ties that shine like seasons' change 
tell me a story, tell me 
 
how this earth began  
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Arthur Fairley  

Eavan Boland 
 
I wonder how long 
you have stood there like that inside the black and white 
photograph holding your breath, 
 
confident the shutter will shut again 
so that you can take another breath 
in another photo, 
 
I can see how careful you are 
all detail in place the crushed fragrance 
of the day absolute 
 
your well-groomed half open mouth 
your counsellor eyes, the Irish word charm 
hanging stylishly around your neck, 
 
there is talk of the Dublin Mountains 
the paradoxical seas, cliffs, a river mouth, 
nuts, fruit, speckled-salmon and game, 
 
of Diarmuid and Grainne 
their place of disarray, all of the last gifts 
of peace. 
 
Why is it 
when we think of the past 
it is the small things that count?   
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Malcolm Ford 

A Certain Bird 
 
There is a certain bird, 
I don't know which, 
That sings me back to 
Boyhood days, 
Back to the farm. 
 
How many generations back 
In sixty years, for birds 
I know not: 
But not a note has changed. 
 
My Maestro God! 
How beautiful in trees 
To tune a bird to 
Perfect pitch 
And classic melodies, 
And never miss a note 
In sixty years. 
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David Gill  

Relocations 
 
the wind 
whispers 
gently on my face 
around the new house 
as I sweep and sweep at the totara leaves 
damp and clumping on the driveway 
 
sun pokes through 
the canopy above 
dappled shadows 
amidst the dank 
Northland  
cold 
 
my body, my skin  
contrasts this sensation  
with the dry nor'wester 
of the Canterbury years 
 
before the wind swept up 
the seismic dust 
 
& coated our throats and streets and windows 
with a grey aftermath 
 
I overcame it all 
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but now wander listless  
in a foreign town 
 
looking for the voices 
of those who are passed 
 
 
of those who are past  
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Jenny Gow 

Punters 
  
Line ‘m up 
rim the glasses 
slice the lemons 
the bride’s unruly 
  
Tequila for the ladies 
straight up 
straight down 
line ‘m up 
  
Burlies in high vis 
steel caps thudding 
ice coldies sweating  
glasses clinking  
  
Satin and sequins 
slides up the bar stool 
sips ruby in crystal 
nails tapping  
  
Dudes in scars and suits 
triple brews 
look the other way 
the deal’s going down 
  
Line ’m up  
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Vaughan Gunson  

Picture of a Saint in the Shower 
 
A thin fluorescent God shining through plastic: 
           a floating disc 
on the ceiling, extra white, shrouded in mist—could be 
           anyone’s halo, if you wanted 
to see it like that, like an artist of the Renaissance 
           might, 
who had a prophetic impulse to paint a saint 
           in the shower, with all 
the symbolism of light, water and nakedness easily at hand; 
           a well-positioned cloth 
of course, and no disturbing dark hairs on the chest, 
           shoulders, or upper thigh 
—and I’m sure you could do something ingenious with 
           perspective 
that drew a relationship between the man, the ceiling light, 
           the cloth 
and the plug hole below, where all those dark hairs 
           have gone, brushed away 
in a picture of composure, purity and peace 
           —half believed.   
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Syreeta Hewson  

The Evocative Dance of Light  
 
The evocative dance of light 
 
Those hidden mystery spaces 
 
The alluring, tantalizing depths of subtle vibrations, and heady 
quivering ecstasies to be found there. 
 
The space that leads into nothing ness 
 
and into everything all at once. 
 
An explosion of supernova heights 
 
Expansion through surrender to bliss 
 
hot 
molten 
flamed desire 
 
That neither goes out, or is ever truly satiated 
 
But sits on the edge of exquisite longing. 
 
Like a candle that burns for eternity, wrapped in the hands of a 
velvet night. 
 
Erotic and beckoning with endless delights 
Flames licking and flickering on wanting , waiting, flesh. 
 
Taut strung and shivering,  with open uninhibited small pleasure 
ridings of wet desire and longing. 
 
Drawing you in, to the hidden spaces  
 
of eternal ecstasy.   
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Saba Issa  

My Poetry Soldier 
 
My poetry soldier is a white chess pawn..a reminder 
 
My poetry soldiers are two illiterate women grinding wheat for 
the morning's bread. They compose darmi* on the fly for real or 
imaginary men to hear from behind high walls that other men 
built..my grandmothers 
 
My poetry soldier is a great aunt whose PhD thesis was barred by 
civil war and a dean who thought 40 was too old  to still be 
learning...my teacher 
 
My poetry soldier is an uncle who didn't know stand-up comedy 
was a thing so he made us his characters, his stage... and 
everything rhymed. 
 
My poetry soldier is an Auckland rapper, a Brisbane mythical 
creature fighter, a Jewish Japanese American girl.  My poetry 
soldier is a white chess piece with a green velvet bottom..it 
reminds me to stand at the terrifying line, to hold hands with 
others that do, to make words into dreams, statements, stories 
and laughter, to balance on trembling knees and trip on un-
sculpted words, to be...perhaps...someday..maybe even right 
now...someone else's poetry soldier 
 
*darmi is a form of folk poetry in Iraq, usually uses colloquial dialects  
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Christel Jeffs 

Two Sides 
 
Scuff my feet, get dusty. 
Sit on Queen’s Wharf and watch the sun 
Double its heat on blue gas. 
 
To the left, the city escalates and 
Windows make naked the buildings.  
In one is a man with a business suit 
 
Who stood at the crossroads with me. 
He sucked in smoke, blew into the air 
And stared at my journal with venom breath.   
 
He turned to consume his slick Apple gadget 
Then plugged his ears with music, listening to himself 
As he strode to the shrinking high-rise. 
 
But to the right, across the water, 
Houses grow like crusty oysters    
On mossy rocks still breathing,   
 
And reggae blooms organically from 
Between the pots of bait, two friends 
Rocking in time over their rods.   
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Jac Jenkins 

letter to the girl with purple hair 
 
I think it pisses God off if you walk by the color  
purple in a field somewhere and don't notice it. 
(From The Color Purple by Alice Walker). 
 
i didn't walk past the field 
without noticing you god 
must be happy 
  
the field was grassless it was 
a footpath but god wasn't 
quibbling when i paused 
  
caught in the noticing she 
tangled your hair in 
a fast spinning  
  
star like pleione only  
here in our own  
low sky halfway 
  
between red and blue  
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Mike Jenkins 

Alz 
 

Dreaded disease of the mind 

I was at work yesterday 

today I'm a child 

Just last week I married the girl 

my life in her love 

her love in my world 

Next month... 

I'll appeal  
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Graham Johnson 

Ruapekapeka Pa 
 
The wind sighs 
Through the ghost palisades 
The breath of mauri ora 
Through teeth long gone to rot. 
Hoki mai, titiro mai, the song goes 
Brothers, unite - unite to save the land. 
Tamariki haere mai 
A call to arms - to save the land 
From rape and greed and waste. 
Men and women - haere mai 
The time is nearly gone 
To save our children's heritage 
Haere mai, titiro mai, whakarongo mai 
Come join me now and fight to save the land 
The wind is calling 
Through the ghost palisades.   
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Vishakham Joseph   
 
Baby Doctors 
 
One of my goals for the week, 
Was to feed a baby in SCBU 
(Specialty Care Baby Unit). 
Medical student goals, 
Amidst the throng of daily ward rounds and tasks to be done, 
There was yet time for more than regular duties.  
 
I felt like an alien tugging on a lemon-yellow protective coat, 
Pastel blue gloves to conceal my fingers.  
For this child was ESBL,  
A medical label conferring resistance to powerful antibiotics,  
And we wished not to transfer this state to other patients. 
 
This baby was the size of a loaf of bread, 
Premature, not ready to come out, but he emerged into the 
(ruthless) world anyway. 
Flushed red cheeks,  
Blue slits of eyes that fixated on me, 
I wondered what patterns of thought swirled through his mind, 
Do not underestimate the primordial soup of infant thoughts.  
 
“Have you had kids before?” One of the nurses asked me. . 
I laughed and vehemently denied this.  
A milk bottle, I eased into the child’s mouth,  
And he sucked at it mechanically, chug-chug-chug, 
Releasing a rhythm like a train on the tracks, 
But this rhythm begot the nourishment for life.   
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Duncan Kekewich  

I Grind My Teeth  
 
You went without me, without a word, without a glance – 
without a thought 
The anger, hate, fear, resentment,   denial 
The despair, isolation and guilt – you spat them in my face 
Not today! Not today!....Not…Today!! 
 
I am left in the dismal, damp, cold, misty place 
It drags sourness into your bones 
The dark, the dank, the festering 
I shed my skin for you, left it all behind 
 
They dance in Bali with bows and swords 
The temptation of smiles and promises 
The promises demanded, with words unsaid, 
That both knew to be lies 
But they keep the shadows at bay 
 
The glowering enmity of your diseased mind, your tortured soul 
It destroyed our future – so you took away the present 
What should have been beautiful and deep, you turned into a 
dark, foul abyss where love was renditioned 
 
There was nothing more that could be done – but still you 
demanded it – but gave…nothing! 
I turned to you, I turned for you, - but you turned away. 
The lies to me, the lies to others, the lies to yourself 
The wish, the desire, the need – to destroy 
We danced in the kitchen, we knew the words,  
but you never sang.   
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Audrey Lappin  

Brynderwyn sun scrape 
 
Travelling home 
End of brilliant day 
Coming up and over the rise 
God’s majesty spread out before us 
 
Dark rise of Brynderwyns spread out before us 
Thrusting up out of the plain 
Draped in horizontal scarves  
Of pink, vermillion and purple 
 
Fading into aqua across the peaks 
Up into the clouds 
Reflecting pink into pastel 
Across the expanse of open sky   
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Renee Liang 

Basin 
 
two cupped hands 
of land 
hold tenderly 
its nest of boats 
 
water watches  
the sky 
breathe in and out 
bleed away 
 
we circle the shore 
human ants 
in search of fitness    
 gossip   or pokemon 
fall silent as day drains 
watch the lights play  
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Olivia Macassey  

Burnt Umber 
 
When your letter arrived I was reading about a 
man who had to burn all his writing in the  
stove the night they came for him I think of you  
exploring in the peat bog roped to your love  
the two of you up to your ankles and then mid  
thigh there were those days I saw smoke as we  
crossed the plain the colour of burnt umber  
like the earth on fire I had forgotten the arrests  
the beatings your letter from the smouldering  
landscape I had also submerged they say the  
whole area used to be underwater and will  
picture the two of you soaked but exhilarated  
you crossed it the ashes in the grate the bitter  
grain in him now charred fragments of before  
saw those dark rents in the ground your hand  
gripping her hand your letter I wish I could  
write his pages out of the flames swarms of  
field crickets with their rich shining bodies and  
slip the blood back into his veins against the  
wall the night they came –  
     before the flood  
and the soil still alight the bright yellow ochre  
of cattle or sun he had nothing left and there is  
nothing left with him but how the birds fly up  
in handfuls of scorched black from the old lines,  
and now I begin to write back.  
 
First published in PNZ, 2015  
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Max McMillan  

Our World 

The sky is blue the grass is green,  
the sea is something in between 
The tree is tall, the shrub is short,  
and they may be of any sort 
The fish will swim the birds will fly  
one way down deep and one sky high 
Perhaps one fish will make a wish 
that he could be a flying fish 
The cow will stand and watch the sheep,  
the sheep won’t even give a peep 
The horse will neigh the dog will bark,  
the cat chase birds just for a lark 
The sun will shine and make our day  
then rain turns things the other way 
Let’s live in peace, not make a fuss,  
this world is here for all of us  
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Sen McGlinn  

Te Rerenga Wairua  
 
At the most north cape we press together 
we whom the nerveless alive call dead. 
 
We are fidgets, querulous: “what delay?”  
Old Mother, Pohutukawa, waits dumb  
to the fate that gathers so many children 
to her knees and tattered skirts. 
 
The crowding dead press in behind us, 
dogs howl as far south as Auckland. 
“It is Hawaiiki” someone says, 
“Aiee, Hawaiiki has sunk, or drifted away.” 
 
The spirit guides cast wide upon the waters, 
these impatient dead strain hope, 
“Is there no new land?” 
 
The stars move now in unfamiliar signs, 
the navigator’s breast contracts 
to the size of a small white stone, 
and in the stone, a name.  
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Jack McKerchar  

day’s end 
 
sitting talking to herself - herself - unaware of anyone but herself 
- as her mind sees a sea of people watching - listening as she talks 
unblinking focus on an audience transfixed by words she spills 
from her mouth authored by a brain lost to her reality  
self-deception she does not recognize - those people applaud as 
her words conclude 
she blinks - is surprised how rapidly the chairs have emptied  
closing her eyes she turns - blinks - there they are waiting 
for her to leave with them for supper  
 
sitting thinking to himself – himself - aware of everything 
no words come to join the words from family sitting with him 
eyelids blink - eyes scan  
legs and arms immobile - voice box silent saliva dribbling 
brain thinking of conversations to commence 
contribute and complete - family interactions and involvement 
then take himself off to his private place to scratch his bum 
waiting for a scratch   
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Gregory McNeill  

The blue quilt  
 
After much deliberation in the bed-and-bathroom store  
we chose the blue quilt with diamond stitching  
 
You said it would be light on fevered nights, of cicada and ruru  
calling each other across the rays of the moon 
 
But on this crisp morning with hints of steam on your breath  
we are folding one corner to the other, in half, and half again 
 
To stack with all the refugees of summer 
Mosquito nets, deck-chairs and barbecue 
 
In its place a duvet crosses the expanse of bed, the heavy coverlet  
smooth where you no longer lie and watch the seasons go 
 
You said that all these years, were enough to know  
what it was, I do not show   
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Piet Nieuwland 

Padparadscha 
 
Equinoctial moon sap shadows in transition 
Sing hymns to the coasts 
The sky unfolds a yearning, aching,  
Tropospheric orange pink lotus 
In frenzies of hyperglycaemic house buying  
That flow with black slips and Chateau Margaux 
Megawatt smiles of blonde feathered angels  
Take the breath from my mouth, transpirations  
Of carnations are shaken by the American night 
Forgetting the Marikana platinum massacre, and the beach,  
The place where we come to, go from 
The place of returning and departure 
Being in love for ten eternal minutes 
In a public exchange 
What we leave and what we take 
Who we replace, who comes next 
And who we forget 
In the visceral paradise of hearts  
Leaving without a door 
A room without walls 
Night long on estuary shore  
Our eyes undressed  
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Margaret Northey  

Without 
 
‘The empty nest’ 
such a hollow statement 
conjuring up images of abandonment, 
labyrinths of carefully laid sticks and twigs 
insulating against the outside world. 
Scraps of feathers, grass, whatever comes to hand 
thrown in for good measure. 
The well at the heart of the nest 
symbolic that all is as it should be, 
a place to thrive, dream, be loved, 
Protected within. 
 
But empty nests fall. 
Lying 
like detritus. 
Forgotten. 
Empty shells of what once was 
bringing an aching sense of loss.   
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Charlie Parker 

Loud thoughts 
 
Stirring sleepily 
In the early hours of the morning 
Mind moving speedily; 
Belly full of stale beer 
With white caps, 
Of Pinot Gris. 
 
Tongue tasting 
Of an old fruit salad 
sitting outside 
on a hot day. 
Beach umbrella 
Bleached by the sun, 
Split down the spine. 
 
Oil lubricated 
Flick of the switch 
Time gone blank. 
Loud thoughts.   
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Martin Porter  

Sea Solstice 
 
This is a complex sky, 
difficult even for winter morning, 
end of breakwater a block of white, 
red-green terminal navigation lamp, 
brown vraic ripped rootless by a storm, 
 
sky chopping scarlet, crimson, ochre, green, 
sea swathed in malachite and wash, 
sky blue. The waves, dark. The foam, light. 
The light, dark. Boats have been dragged to land, 
the mud left vacant. Gulls have taken fright, 
 
snow grey knots ebbed and flown, 
sanderlings come, gone, each dash 
a trident track washing away. 
On this dawn the season sands 
turn upside down.  
 
First published in Envoi 174 October 2016  
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Aaron Robertson  

Mare Cognitum 
 
Out there, out of reach 
that body sits, recalcitrant; 
a stranger to your shore that hesitates 
before it turns, searching a way 
worn smooth with the travelling 
to those who wait for its favour to fall. 
 
For when it comes, it comes unannounced, 
in a myriad of currents to wash 
through your grasp. However scarce the source 
or brief the grounding, its passage is read 
in the detritus it leaves behind; 
that part that will always be yours. 
 
Every surge implies an end, 
a road cut clean for departure. 
And in that long receding lies 
a nature that never wholly belongs, 
such oscillation its only constant, 
its heart an inscrutable deep.   
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Natascha Rodenburg  

Silhouettes, Shadows and Outlines Bringing Insights of 
History, nr 2 
 

unbleached cotton impregnated 

silhouettes caught 

outlines fixed 

shadows highlighted 

looking through layers 

moving through dimensions 

past 

present 

future 

memories, now, the untold still to be told  
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Brydie Southhall 

Daisies 
 

Did you see the daisies 

popped up smiling at the world? 

Even when walked on 

they manage to return 

full smiling. 

 

  



 

37 
 

Leena Taylor  

Shell Shop 
 
Abandoned homes abounded on Tokerau today. 
Moon-powered ripples rolled below starry sky 
Repetitive surging back and forth 
Tossed them empty like so many beer cans 
But more beautiful. 
Invertebrate exoskeletons, 
Mollusc, exuviae, brachiopod, gastropod. 
Rich labels. 
I would be wealthy if they were still currency.   
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Vivian Thonger 

Remedy 
 
I have seen you neglect your old home 
dark shoots tangled 
your soft roots' lost growth 
 
fruiting arms breaking 
watched your riddled wound decay 
 
you should smother this 
sparse and spindly conqueror 
now while I am weakening  
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Taimania Toia 

Release 
 
Fresh air 
Calm waters 
 
Stroke after stroke 
Enveloped in the sea 
 
Limbs outstretched 
Floating by 
 
Not a care 
A rush of release 
 
Freedom becomes her 
Elements and all 
 
Summer against her skin 
The warmth within  
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Mercedes Webb-Pullman  

I want a chip butty ... 
 
...  on sliced white bread, with butter 
to melt and squish warm into the hot  
soft flesh of potatoes, when their crisp  
outside layer is breached.  
Lots of salt and a squirt  
of tomato sauce, just as the Beatles  
taught me. Chip butties connected me 
to the world: Rolling Stones, Carnaby Street, 
Mary Quant, Biba, Top of the Pops,  
pirates in Luxemburgh, Radio Hauraki  
just beginning to beam the revolution 
into Aotearoa’s hungry heartland.   
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Aroha Welsh  

In the whare of Aroha 
 
Star seeds spill splendidly like splattered sparkles across a smooth 
black satin sheet sky 
Night covers her like a warm friendly cloak 
Still, she stands willing herself 
To rise higher and higher 
Like flames in a fire 
Arms lift, finger tips reach to stir sparkling  
Star speckled waters above 
She longs to swim among the familiar friendly fish whose scales 
glisten bright her favourite fabulous un-forgotten stars in the 
night 
He’s coming soon this she knows from her winter fingers to her 
autumn toes 
She wants to ready herself capture his heart 
Steady herself - giddy with love 
The last sigh of her autumn breath reaches 
A teardrop above - a dispersed water particle from a fallen cloud, 
she feels him before she sees him 
He’s caught her breath on his lips and he's stirred 
Hina has smiled in the house of Marama - there will be a 
wedding soon, a gathering, a great feast 
Gods and Goddesses gather, growing, glowing, knowing the 
biggest event of the year is approaching 
He scans through the depths of sky to trace her, chase her, 
yearning to embrace her..... 
He glances her upon the earth standing still 
Lifting her fingers to stir the star speckling waters......like a flame 
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in the fire she rises higher and higher. 
He reaches for her pulls her up and into his splendid star seeded 
black satin sheets warming her like a cloak 
Black her hair flows, love grows 
He knows he will love her beyond the end of time 
Eyes meet, lips greet......hearts speak 
"Are you ready my love?" 
Yes Puanga.......I am ready.   
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Adrian Whale  

Any Given Sunday in Tutukaka Bay  
(11/09/16) 
 
My uncle came out to the beach last Sunday; 
He danced in the sunshine pools  
with his Labradoodles, 
while we saved homeless starfish,  
one-by-one-by-one. 
 
They had been ripped from the rocks 
by the surge of a spring tide 
sweeping up from Auckland,  
denuding the landscape 
of all that was familiar. 
 
We rested like small-town heroes,  
drying on our picnic mats 
perched on top of the bank, 
eating chocolate cake topped  
with sour cranberries. 
 
Evidently satisfied, uncle picked up  
his things, his dogs and his dogs things; 
He said he had to leave early, 
to beat the rush of all those drivers, 
driving back to the city, alone. 
 
So he missed seeing the sting-rays, 
wings skimming the surface, 
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stirring up the waters of the inner harbour,  
like the four Angels of Bethesda, 
bringing healing to the fortunate ones.  
 
Their presence made me less eager  
to launch headfirst into the refreshing water,  
I preferred instead to sit in silence, 
Pondering the unleashed potential  
of the sting in the tail of Maui’s fish.   
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Kathleen Wynn 

Fever  
 
There is an explosion in this darkness 
wave after wave after wave 
 in this infinity of blackness 
these colours 
this excess of energy  
red chrysanthemums 
blue strobes 
yellow rays 
orange, purple, silver, green 
wavelengths of light 
stars ignited by a time-delay fuse 
and at the very apex of their upward flight 
the charge exhausted.   
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Biographical Statements 
 
Sarah Angus Born in Somerset, England I have now lived in Kerikeri 
for 19 years, and I feel deeply at home in Northland. It has been a 
blessed place to bring up three sons with my husband Stuart. 
 
Shelley Arlidge is currently working as a gardener, in Kororāreka – 
Russell where her family have lived for generations. She’s hoping her 
next, and possibly final, career move will be into writing. 
 
Rob Burt moved to Northland in the last two years. Originally I’m 
from Whanganui where my love of mountains and rivers and the 
Ocean began.  
 
Fiona Cole was raised in Hawkes Bay. At age 20, after reconnecting 
with her birth mother who was living in the Far North, Fiona began a 
tentative relationship with the region. This flourished when she moved 
to Whangarei.   
 
Fleur Coleman is a children's librarian by day, wannabe poet by night 
and owes much of her current inspiration to a talented group of poets 
from Whangarei.  
 
Robert Davis grew up in Whangarei. While living in Germany for 
years, he frequently dreamed at night in vivid colour of Northland's 
beaches. 
 
Lola Elvy dabbles in poetry, music, songs, and other forms of creative 
fiction and nonfiction. She co-runs the online children's and young 
adults' journal fingerscommatoes.wordpress.com. She is fifteen years old, and 
currently in Tanzania, aboard her sailboat, Momo. 
 
Arthur Fairley is a shareholder/director of Pure Pac Poetry Ltd a duly 
incorporated company having its registered office in Whangarei “if it’s 
not pure, it’s not poetry.” 
 
 



 

47 
 

Malcolm Ford Over the past 30yrs I have contributed poems and 
articles to religious ('Christian) and other magazines. I am also an artist 
working in quasi-mechanical sculptures. I have been well exhibited 
throughout NZ. 
 
David Gill has written poetry since he was 16, at which age he first 
visited and fell in love with Northland. Twenty five years later, in 2015, 
he moved here from Christchurch. 
 
Jennifer Gow is a pearls and gumboots kind of 'girl', She is deeply 
proud that she has family roots firmly embedded in the rich Northland 
soil.  
 
Vaughan Gunson lives and gardens in Hikurangi. He writes poetry 
and a regular column for the Northern Advocate. He's working on a 
mammoth book of philosophy and history that will likely never be 
completed. 
 
Syreeta Hewson is an artist and writer living in Northland, who draws 
from a deep love of exploring the multifaceted realms of the human 
experience, and an affinity with the natural world. 
 
Saba Issa is a kiwi Iraqi who now calls Northland home. She comes 
from a family that uses poetry as a daily form of expression. She got 
given a white pawn chess piece as a present on her first ever slam 
competition.  
 
Christel Jeffs The power of the written word is what first inspired 
Christel to put pen to paper, and it continues to do so. Through 
writing she shares the three greatest joys of her life: family, faith and 
the gift of creativity. 
 
Jac Jenkins is currently learning how to live a metropolitan life in 
Wellington and has by necessity found music in the noise of the 
motorway that provides a continuous drone through her tenth-floor 
window.  
 



 

48 
 

Mike Jenkins is a third generation Northland farmer and small scale 
professional brewer. His writings merge between a love for poetry and 
music. None of his works have previously been released. 
 
Graham Johnson is now learning the joys of home and garden in the 
Kaipara. After many years of mental distress he is now in a position to 
help others in their recovery journey and uses his poetry to facilitate 
that.  
 
Vishakham Joseph grew up in India, Christchurch and Whangarei, 
where her family reside. She is currently based at Whangarei Hospital, 
as a fifth year medical student and holds a BA from the University of 
Auckland.  
 
Duncan Kekewich lives in Whangarei and started writing poetry to 
aid in his successful recovery from PTSD after a traumatic head injury. 
 
Audrey Lappin was born on the shore, kept moving north, lives in 
Northland and loves the north!!! 
 
Renee Liang is a poet, playwright, paediatrician, medical researcher 
and fiction writer.  Renee is currently working as a locum paediatrician 
at Whangarei Hospital. 
 
Olivia Macassey is a poet who lives in Whangarei. Her work has 
appeared in various New Zealand publications, and she currently edits 
brief. 
 
Max MacMillan Fay and I are a year older, 86/87 still happy, still well 
Looking to the future, what happens, who can tell. 
 
Sen McGlinn was born in Christchurch in 1956. He has spent much 
of his working life abroad, but now shares a home in Kawakawa with 
the artist Sonja van Kerkhoff. 
 
Jack McKerchar retired south after 23 years in Northland. Still living 
with Tangaroa who continues to be my significant other – muse – 
influence – solace. 
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Gregory McNeill is a Northland poet who has returned to the 
Whangarei area after 50 years away. Love, loss and living in a rural 
setting are the strong themes in his writing. He is currently working on 
a first book of his poetry.   
 
Piet Nieuwland is co-editor of Fast Fibres and has poetry published 
in a wide variety of journals in NZ, Australia and USA. He reviews 
poetry for Landfall Online Review and lives near Whangarei. 
 
Margaret Northey is a mother of three beautiful daughters, and a 
‘Poppy’ to four gorgeous grandsons. Love literature in its various 
forms. I currently teach English in a secondary school. 
 
Charlie Parker I'm in my fortieth year, flying solo, dealing with left 
frontal lobe brain damage, from an accident I had 29 years ago. I do 
try. 
 
Martin Porter lives in Whangarei, where he experiments with poetry 
and micro-prose. He has work published in New Zealand, USA, UK 
and Jersey, and is active in writing groups in New Zealand and Jersey. 
 
Aaron Robertson is a writer and musician living in Hikurangi. His 
poems have previously appeared in Poetry NZ, Takahē, Otoliths, and 
Snorkel. 
 
Natascha J.A. Rodenburg (b.1968) is a Dutch/New Zealand artist of 
Dutch, German and Slovenian descendant. Building a bridge between 
New Zealand and the Netherlands. Setting an intent. Catching the 
essence. 
 
Bridie Southall Most of my poetry comes from observing nature in all 
her beauty and power as I walk my spiritual journey. I also enjoy 
writing Haiku though not necessarily in its correct format. 
 
Leena Taylor is a Northlander through inclination; teacher through 
inspiration; writer through aspiration.  
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Vivian Thonger is a Kerikeri poet, writer and performer, honing work 
every month at the Old Stone Butter Factory's Dirty Word evenings in 
Whangarei. She is also a percussionist. 
 
Taimania Toia is a graphic designer slash sometimes poet from Tai 
Tokerau who is of Ngāpuhi descent and Patuharakeke, Ngai Tawake, 
Te Mahurehure hapū..  
 
Mercedes Webb-Pullman was born in Kaitaia where her father had 
an aerial top-dressing business, and later worked for Knights the 
Jewellers. She had no choice in the leaving and works her way back, 
slowly. 
 
Aroha Welsh I am Aroha. Full name – Francine Aroha Welsh.  
Ngāpuhi and Ngati Whatua descent.  Have written all my life. Called 
home to the North 2015. Currently  living in the Hokianga. 
 
Adrian Whale wears a number of hats as he creates a life with his 
family in Whangarei as chaplain at NorthTec and Chairperson of Tai 
Tokerau Emergency Housing.  
 
Kathleen Wynn is a transcriptionist, biographer and sometimes poet 
who loves living in beautiful Maungatapere. 
 






