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morning sunshower -- 
inside, my love plays guitar 
in a blue raincoat 
 
 
© mr oCean 
 

 

 

 

another attempt  
the dashboard dog  
shakes its head 
 
 

© Andrew Phillips 

Theme of black 

Hot Brisbane summer 

Black chocolate melts 

Licking sticky fingers 

 

Black steaming asphalt  

Light turns green 

Bare feet burning 
 

© Gail I Libman 
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March 2014 Featured Artists 

 

Bill Moran  
(Good Ghost) Bill Moran was a proud member of the 2011-2013 Austin Poetry Slam 

national teams, as well as the 2012 & 2013 Austin Poetry Slam Champion and 2013 

Southern Fried Haiku Champion. He has has co-directed the Texas Grand Slam two 

years running, featured at venues and taught workshops nationwide, conducted 

long-term poetry programs at a local juvenile justice center, as well as released four 

books and a CD. He is currently the president of Mic Check, a non-profit poetry and 

spoken word organization based in Brazos County, Texas. He loves it with all his 

heart. Also, he is convinced he has the Gulf inside him. He appreciates your concern 

and well-wishes, but swears he is OK. Really. 

 

Trish Reid 

have been writing poetry much of my life only started to take it seriously 

a couple of years ago ; reading more poetry, reading poetics, taking courses,  

developing editing skills    sometimes wish i hadn’t left it so late (i turn 70  

this year) then remind myself there is nowhere to get to but here 

Clinton Toghill 

mr oCean (Cameron Wilson) 

and all who step up to the 

OPEN MICROPHONE 

including the March 2014 CALL BACK POET 

https://plus.google.com/u/1/100698916818778536073?prsrc=4


 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Gray Dog 
 
 
 
it’s empty inside 
so you go for a walk into the quiet night 
 
 
lying in an alley, a familiar gray dog 
carefully looks away from you 
 
 
a soft greeting and a lowered hand 
and it snarls half-heartedly 
 
 
when you stand your ground 
it lazily rises and trots away 
 
 
and you have to watch 
as it disappears into the blackness 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
previously published in BURLEY 
COPYRIGHT MATT HETHERINGTON 2013 
 
 
 



 

 

Bike Path      © Nicole Shepherd 
 

 
 
“Passing!” 

Lycra clad, 97% fat free buttocks 

Glide on by 

Making a molehill of what to me is a mountain. 

But downhill I too can zoom 

Lean into corners 

And scoff at drivers stuck in their jam 

Then the river greets you 

With its cheerful good morning smile 

Office workers stride in their comfortable shoes (to be changed later) 

I overtake the hired bike riders 

Whose tentative pedalling gives them a sideways sway 

Pass the man who sleeps with the million dollar views 

Blanket tucked tight, revealing a mop of tangled hair 

Around the next corner 

City cat wakes slap against concrete 

Salty mangrove scent rises in a wave of warm air 

And I breathe in the optimism 

Of a Brisbane River morning. 

  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Necessitas © George Gott 
 
The good 
 
is good. 
 
Always good. 
 
And you and I 
 
know that. 
 
But that…. 
 
Then modern 
 
necessities 
 
have taken away 
 
our ability 
 
to choose the good. 
 
We seem 
 
to go 
 
as far as we can 
 
in seeking evil. 
 
Evil is 
 
the devil’s choice. 
 
And we have 
 
allowed it  
 
to become our choice 
 
as well. 
 



 

 

Honeycomb geometry  © Debbie Lee 
 
I am here 
in a land  
of opportunity. 
 
I am free 
in a place  
of immunity. 
 
Safe & secure 
with palm & mango trees, 
splinter-free & welcoming. 
 
But even with shining sun 
& friendly doormats nestling, 
I notice the scorch & stain. 
 
I remain cautious, 
disdainful of panic, 
the heave of my heart. 
 
I cleave to constraints, 
the parched & profane, 
my dizzying domain. 
 
When I panic 
I seek your hand 
or chest to remind me 
 
who I am, 
where I belong, 
how long until I falter. 
 
I am yours,  
I feel linked, 
we are what matter. 
 
Indelible ink, 
P, portent for my Paul, 
sinks into once-scarred skin. 
 
How can a tattoo 
evolve & yet be viewed 
as a form of self-harm? 
 
Your calm heartbeat soothes  
my anxious tenseness & quells  
the molar-grinding jaw clench. 
 
You colour my seasons with 
each loving & living moment - 
you are the reason I blossom. 

 
I still love the rain, 
but it no longer inspires 
any disdain of romance. 
 
Like a summer day,  
when I feel you bright  
as the sun in my astigmatic eyes. 
 
Your sighs become an embrace; 
you are warm in my arms 
& my red fox fear abates. 
 
Although I can hear your  
inner fear that there  
are too few good men. 
 
All the pixie purring 
does not eliminate 
this red fox conundrum. 
 
When you hold me  
tight, as close as two 
people can entwine. 
 
I know who I am. 
I know you & 
it unravels me. 
 
The mystery unfurls, 
a beautiful symmetry, 
like honeycomb geometry. 
 
Playing with petals, 
no more, I do not need 
the pull, clutch or force. 
 
We abide, in tune, 
in time, you are mine 
& I am yours. 
 
In love, the world stills, 
there is calm amid chaos,  
as we laugh & learn truly. 
 
I love being  
here in a land  
of opportunity. 
 
I am toxin-free 
with the immunity  
of our homecoming. 

http://www.redbubble.com/people/msdebbie/writing/11296103-honeycomb-geometry


 

 

A Pitted Problem  ©Gabriella Marie Mather 
 

A pitted problem 
of pitch-bedecked roadways.  
Yellow-lined, no u-turns, use your blinkers.  
A loud and painful thunk  
causes cringes and then angry  
words expel from respectable people  

Goddamn, fuck these fucking potholes.  

A city with money could easily  
fix this, even a city with a small 
debt. But this city?  
The borders that hold  
Rochester Hills, Sterling Heights,  
Taylor, and Ann Arbor  
are broke as hell.  
Would this be ringing any bells?  

Goddamn, fuck these fucking potholes.  

Oh, I know! Let’s write  
an article! Let’s raise  
awareness! Because awareness  
fixes huge-ass holes in the  
road. And good intentions 
will solve the problem.  

Goddamn, fuck these fucking potholes. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

"Benediction  © Phillip A Ellis " 
 

 

With this sonnet I bless you, 
you who have been hurt by time, 
as I have been hurt by time, 
for, with the passing of years, 
and with reflection on life, 
it is time to put aside hurt and harm, 
it is time to say enough to this world, 
it is time to dedicate myself to life. 
 

 

Though we have hurt each other, 
I will not hate you, 
for my thoughts are with you 

wherever you may go, 
for this dream is brief enough, 
for I will not hate this close to breathlessness. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 

The Floodplains  © Andrew McGowan 
 
I climb through the ruin 
of plant, tree and besotted weed. 
 
Under slumped streetlamps perched upon 
the languid mouth of the land, 
I wandered in fugue. 
 
Collapsed houses are crushed statues 
of promise sunk across the floodplains 
 
Clay paved with the callous 
impressionism of the heel 
 
I conquer the valley in silence 
in the wet chapels of soil. 
 
Raw flesh of clay traces my passage across 
harsh ridges; the valley's honeycombed lung. 
 
Pink smashed into grey under sycamores, 
Bramble reclaims the shattered fences. 
 
Crows suffer in their darkness 
Magpies vanish from the trees 
And life looks like it will soon end 
    Then it begins. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Call-Back Poet of the Month 

February 2014 

 

Andrew McGowan 

 

Andrew McGowan is a Brisbane based poet. Born in Canada in 

1988, he migrated with his family to Australia in 2002, he is 

currently studying a Bachelor of Arts with an extended major in 

Writing and a minor in Russian at the University of Queensland. 

His words are largely inspired by the elemental and romantic, 

tenebrous and abstract, scientific and metaphysical. His work has 

been published in Speedpoets. 

 



 

 

 
 

This seeking bridge, unfinished 
Whose angles point to the earth in your rivets 
Soars to sky’s boundless reach 
  
Its founding moments persist, 
Deep in aqueous eddies below 
  
Its rust and unfinished wires 
Hum with strong memories 
And the gaps between its rails 
Are full of unspoken webs 
  
Beneath are pigeon droppings; 
       You cooing gently 
 
©  Roger Callen 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Low Tide                                                   © Jonathan Hadwen 

 

             for Seamus Heaney 

 

The river has dragged itself out and the banks 

have put on their long skirts of green-grey stone. 

The ferry churns, the water thicker  

now there’s less of it.  

 

                                  The sparrows don’t mind, 

the ones on the bow, so small, so quick – 

if you held one to your ear you wouldn't hear heartbeats 

or breaths, just a murmur 

and a whirr. 

 

                    The ramp from the pier is so steep  

the old ladies struggle. I pass them and begin to count 

my steps home. Under my feet 

something holds its breath. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When The War Is Over.                                   © Richard Levy 
  
When the war is over 
Will we remember how things were 
All the changes, all the cuts 
All the needs musts. 
  
When the war is over 
The times we had 
So long gone, 
Not so long ago. 
  
When the war is over 
Will we remember how things were 
All those changes that we made 
New directions 
That we turned. 
  
When the war is over. 



 

 

Content within.  © Bryce Wilson 

 

 

Abstract poetic rhetoric of 

juxtaposed ideas 

often fails to finish the job. 

 

When poets philosophise and cater 

to the snob 

yet fail to harmonise verse with 

meter and rhyme. 

 

Rhyme provides the structure of 

modesty 

in light of verse that's naturally free 

and flowing, 

that which contains the poetry 

within, 

like a gown that allows the thigh to 

be showing. 

 

There is however more to poetry 

than its dress size, 

as the content within, is a part of 

the art, 

for wisdom arises from the tranquil 

mind, 

and poetry from the turbulent 

heart.  

 

My mistress in verse is more than a 

metaphor, 

she's a magnanimous stimulus for 

poetry in heels,  

a DNA spiral of beauty and 

sarcasm, 

as her first glance to me was too 

quick to reveal, 

 

Why did she look at me like that? 

I didn't care,  

I know she's broken inside, 

it's why she let me come inside. 

She turned to her side, 

and I stay the night- 

I too was broken once, 

only once, 

that's why I stay you see, 

I'm on her side, 

The Broken versus The Unbroken, 

there must be more of us, than 

them- 

I could see it in her soul, 

the sum of her parts was greater 

than the holes.  

 

she knew me as a man in armour, 

with rigid movements,  

polished with a smile, a typical 

charmer, 

the humor- a social lubrication, 

a defense mechanism, 

to avoid investigation. 

 

But she slipped through the cracks. 

How? 

Ive got no idea, 

but there she stays, 

the memories of her,  

beneath my armour 

and writing my poems. 



 

 

Iguazu © Clare Towler 
 

Effortless and chaotic, 

searching. 

The kind of movement that catches the gaze of anyone who 
knows how to wait, 

and appreciate the ability 

of a flake of blue plastic 

to mimic a butterfly, 

and steal me into its illusion 

for just a moment.. 

A closed door leads me to a roof top 

deserted but for decorative refuse, 

I sit among empty bottles 

and cold charcoal, 

remnant of others´ past pleasures. 

Maybe here people are less inclined to hide their trash, 

like they are less inclined to hold back their warm spirit. 

I am almost as nimble, 

though not as nimble as  

the puddle of children who await the patronage 

of trinket-lovers. 

A toddler roughly nurses his baby brother up and down the street. 

I keep walking, 

to suspend the righteous diatribe 

between my useless touristic pitty 

and equally useless social work instinct. 

Some questions cannot be answered, 

or ignored. 

https://plus.google.com/u/1/102425888525475327741?prsrc=4


 

 

Hey Ben; how was Korea?    © Warwick Newnham 
 
 

You gotta pronounce Korea just right 
To get the right vibe like 

As if pronounced by 
An African American drill sergeant from 

The deepest south and just let 
It roll right off on  ya tongue; 

 
KOHHHHHH__REEEEEEE_____YAH! 

 
Yeah 

Now you getting’ it. 
 

Busan girls 
Faces as  lustred pearls and 
As fine and translucent as 

The porcelain plates that serve 
Kim-chi sides and 

“CASS”[Korean beer]: 
The sounds of excitement 

. 
Subterranean shopping and downstairs bars where 

Sheltered from the imprecationary 
Dialect of the northern barbarians 

Like civilians in defence 
And each with our own bar-maid who 

Is dying to practise her English. 
 

Like Foo, Keith Haring was here too 
And at some stage, 

Behind the toilet doors and 
Almost escapable 
Has drawn men 

Jacking off atom bombs 
At each-other. 

 
KOH-RE-AH 

 
DMZ and tunnels tours past reliquiae to 

Previous regimes attempts to re-up reunion 
And CNN daily and as tensions ratchet 

And as the rhetoric flies 
B2 bombers take dummy runs 
And wonder as to all the fuss. 

Huh, what did you expect? 
From the children of dictators 
Parked either side of the line. 

 
Korea 

Ko-Sum-Ni-Da 
[thankyou] 

Ma-Shiss-O-Oss-Ya 
[that was delicious] 



 

 

fish in ruffled dresses       © Jan Ball 
 
Inverted lake  
this morning, 
ice scales scallop  
the surface;  
surely, perfumed  
fish waltz  
in navy blue,  
ruffled dresses or 
satin-lapelled  
tuxedos below.   
 
 

guest soap                         © Jan Ball 
 
This soap we bought in Thailand  
as a souvenir has no sandalwood 
fragrance anymore, laying in the  
transparent bowl full of shells  
in the guest bathroom patiently,  
like the augurs, small conches and  
scallops, resigned to a dry life  
of abstinence it seems, until this  
morning when our houseguest   
prefers the feel of a square hard  
block in his hands to the plunger  
of anti-bacterial liquid I’ve also  
provided on the porcelain sink top,  
picks it up and rolls it around  
in his palm, sensitive, I presume,  
to the corners knocking at the creases  
and calluses of his hands while he’s  
washing them.   
 
 

  
Bio -  Jan Ball 
 
I started seriously writing poetry and submitting it for publication in 1998.  
Since then, I’ve had 153 poems accepted or published in the U.S., Canada and 
England.  Published poems have appeared in: Atlanta Review, Calyx, Connecticut 
Review, Nimrod, Nth Position (England, on-line), Rosebud and many other 
journals. Poems are forthcoming in: ABZ, The Great American Poetry Show, 
Literary Mama, No Exit, Pearl, Sandy River Review, TriBeCa, and U.S. 
Worksheets.  My poem, my face emerges from my face, was second runner-up in 
the Spring 2010 contest issue of So to Speak. In another contest, my poem, 
carwash, won the 2011 Betsy Colquitt Award for the best poem in a current 
issue of Descant, Fort Worth. My two chapbooks, Accompanying Spouse (2011) and 
Chapter of Faults (2014), have both been published by Finishing Line Press and 
are available on Amazon. I am a member of The Poetry Club of Chicago. Besides 
my poetry publications, I wrote a doctoral dissertation at the University of 
Rochester in 1996.  The title is: Age and Natural Order in Second Language 
Acquisition.   
 
I currently teach ESL at DePaul University in Chicago. I lived in Australia 
for fifteen years with my Australian husband. Our two children, Geoffrey and 
Quentin, were born in Brisbane. I am a twin to Jean Helmken and I was a 
Franciscan nun for seven years. When not writing poetry, teaching ESL, working 
with my personal trainer, going to book group or traveling, my husband and I 
like to cook for friends.  These background experiences infuse my poetry



 

 

 

 

 

clearing bamboo 
the poet's thumb 
bleeds             

  JW 

the spider's thread 
cuts the dawn    

  CL 

the father throws 
pieces of meat 
at the butcher bird  

  FP 

nothing but cheese 
on the plate         

  JH 

 

 

 

 

 

© 

CL Chris Lynch 

FP Fiona Privitera 

JH Jonathan Hadwen 

JW John Wainwright

extracts from 

Bardon renku  

22 March 2014 

 

 

 

 

 

back and forth 
across the budding garden              
FP 

  
the corpse flower 
opens for one day 
falling asleep      

  CL 

the dry river 
waits for the tide   

  JW 

getting old 
wondering 
when will this waiting end   

  JH 

 

 

 

 

 

 

allt the things I haven't read 
Calvino, the bookshop 
taunt me                 

 JH 

slam the covers shut 
listen for the wind   

  FP 

palm fronds 
touch the sky 
your absence     

  CL 

Chloe in Alice 
angela in Iceland    

  JW 

almost cold 
I cup the red wine 
with both hands   

  JH 

the black chook 
one leg raised   

  FP 

the snake 
enters your bedroom 
cool sheets          

  CL 

dog hair on the doonah 
innocent killer     
JW 
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