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Storm in a Polystyrene Teacup (update)
Woodford Folk Festival dec 2007

Woodford. Ahh Woodford. Everybody in this corner of Australia loves it without question!

It is the folksy glastonbury of sub tropical cool-onialism where the well heeled Woodstock Hippies of the Sunshine Coast meet the cold ghost of cowboy conservativism. 

The festival stalwarts are a brollymix of weekend

party people, byron babes & sunshine starlets, dumbstruck artists in paradise, the unsung heroes of Australian alternative/experimental music leavened uneasily by the uncertain applause of the profoundly culturally bewildered.

Sadly for we futurist literati, the local poetry punters all look like the dumbed down demon spawn of the klu klux klan wearing jo bjelke petersen t-shirts. For these frosted redfaced queer-bashing bombastics, all art is for the farty lest it be ruled by “you beaut aussie sporting instincts”.

Ever the bane of my existence, these pumpkin scones insist that all art be reduced to a bovine simplicity to appeal to the outback rellies with their red neckacheifs & pot bellies. Ahhh Queensland.

Set in an idyllic inland mountain valley north of Brisbane, Woodford Festival has become its own vintage village over the years. It sits sleepily empty all year round awaiting the post xmas onslaught when thousands move in for a week to welcome the turn of the new year.

And here was I as roadie for my girlfriend Stef who, as a major performer & organiser of Brisbane performance poetry, had been recommended by stalwart poetry luminary, David Hallett.

Together we would attend the POET'S BREAKFAST each day at 8AM.....right!...and what kind of poets are these that breakfast in alignment with wage slaves & chooks?

Stef's moments of glory would be twofold. A workshop on performance poetry and a 5PM gig in the Fuck & Duck bar. 

Curiously, although I was only her roadie, I had been granted a 15minute reading the following day in the same bar while she was doing her workshop elsewhere.

Oh well, we were only really there for the camping....

So welcome to modern Australian Poetry my friends where the cutting edge is what you cut your finger on when you open a packet of glad wrap. 

Welcome and come warned that the happy hippy hype might be a typo born of stoned hopes from the upside of hypertension.

Cuz that is what got me there.

I have played festivals in Europe and America since the first Glastonbury festival in 1971 and somehow, festivals just don't rock my world like they once did. My last Glastonbury in 2003 felt like a refugee camp from the set of Mad Max 2.

Also, I am congenitally a deeply unhappy camper and as we all know, this is un-australian! Such an unhealthy altidude may soon be punishable by law. 

Well despite ALL this, I actually bought a tent, packed as if for a tsunami and acted positive for the amusement of the fates in the psychological front row.

We arrived at the gate in the late afternoon to face a confusing array of roped off avenues, esoteric regulations, colour codes & flustered schoolies.

Australia as well as being responsible for the invention of the er... rotary clothesline is the fifth most regulated country in the world.

Treat us like children and that is what we become.

Or... primary schoolteachers if we are really smart.

While I was navigating the negativity of one such victim of the system at the main entrance front desk, my mate... sorry boss, Stef, who was trapped in a queue for a parallel regulatory requirement was random witness to a couple of kids beside her passing the time.

“See that old guy there!” says one pointing at me.

“He played with Soft Machine and Gong and played with Jimmi Hendrix. And you know what? He's got a 20 year old girlfriend!”

They grinned broadly and high fived.

“Yeah man he's my mentor.”

Stef fought back hysterical laughter AND the burning desire to say: “I'm 25 actually....”

Back up at the front desk, innocent of my one minute of fame, the nubile nazi I was dealing with was refusing me a car pass to the camping area. After all I was only a poet's roadie.

Ho hum.

The tent I had been sold was clearly designed by a chinese milk product scientist. Or perhaps an australian dentist. Either way there were frightening gaps in the chemistry as well as the presentation.

But after an energetic grapple with wind-bulging nylon, I must thank the gods of reinforced plastic for my auld pal Tone who calmly slotted two barely visible protrusions into their relevent buttholes. Glory to the people's republican I muttered.

We survived the first night unwetted but were woken at the unseemly hour of 5.30 by the obsessive banging of conveniently located toilet doors & the  spontaneous combustion of a gigantic turd-world generator.

Be positive! I reminded meself.

The POET'S BREAKFAST starts at 8am!

The fuck & twaddle as I believe it was called, was the name of the location and having scoured the site map

we found it just in time to be there at 8.

DAY ONE. POET'S BREAKFRUITS

A table of friends & familiar faces from the Byron & Nimbin poetry scene made us welcome.

So there we sat with the Nimbinji spirits as the pride of the National Party's poetry flaunted its floral prints, freckles & presbytarian principles. The presenter was probably a primary school teacher. He mumbled peoples names, rambled on like yer average neighbor and told acheingly unfunny jokes. But of course he was a nice chap, a primary school teacher and therefore a born leader of men, or er boys or.... so that made it all ok.

As the reading unfolded it slowly dawned on me that the poetry I was hearing from those i did not know was...er....primary school poetry. The kind that puts our kids off poetry for thirty years.

So I went for some breakfast. The people serving were....maybe I am wrong but...primary scool volunteers?? So of course I was immediately chewed out for standing in the wrong queue but in any case there was only baked beans on toast and undrinkable tea.

A nice country primary school breakfast.

The er poet on the microphone was a nice middle class gardening woman with shiny riding boots and a firmly fixed supercilious smile. She still looked just a little put out by the demise of John Howard the deposed great white supremacist & redolent racist but she was going to do her bush poem that she was sure would win her a poetry poodle prize.

I ordered several bottles of the coca cola franchised water and reached for the rescue remedy brandy.

This was becoming a long hard outback breakfast and the rowdy rebel meter in my gut was beginning to peak.

I was ready to do THE AVERAGE AUSTRALIAN, the prospect of which clearly worried David Hallett.

So out of deference to his clearly superior grasp of the local environment I lapsed into baked bean addled trance.

Stef chose my poem for me: 

WHEN YOU KISS ME LIKE THAT.

Just as well really.

It only had three very tender fucks in it.

Now I think the word FUCK is one of the most versatile, powerful, meaningful, sensitive, delicate, adaptable, multi-dimensional and musically useful words in the english language! It is one MAGICK word! Wise men from the east have written whole sermons in glory of its hilarious user friendliness.

Yet there are still some hungry jerk gobblin bogan zombies who only use it as an axe. Or a roadside bomb. Fuckin kill! Killfuck!! These are the REAL terrorists.Fuckin terrorists. 

But do these people end up in Abu Grabe or Guantanamo Bay....or.... Christmas Island? 

NO! 

They just get jobs there as screws.

There is no justice my friends there is just fuck-stice.

Returning to the POETS BREAKFARTS, I can tell you that my poem with the three tenderly and softly spoken fucks was actually well received.

Several ex presbytarian ministers who are now primary school teachers (retired) came up to me with beady enthusiasm wanting copies.

I wondered if they wanted me to kiss them.

Their nice obedient wives seemed uneasy & looked at me with weary suspicion. Ahhh. Life on this green and pleasant land. Oh sorry. Brown and unpleasant sand...

Stef's reading soon followed and she wowed (confused?) them with the high speed super illiteration of her piece BITTER BETTY.

“That was very clever dear but a bit too complicated for me!” said a pair of jodhpurs.  

Stef sneezed powerfully and courageously held her tongue.

DAY TWO: THE POET'S BREAKFAST.

I think I'm getting it sussed. Today I rose at 7.59am and arrived fashionably late. But then I realised that I had to have a human breakfast or I would become a zombie. So I sidetracked towards smoothie town & fruit salad with chai and arrived yet later in a fine feathered mood.

Today the compere was our friend and understandably somewhat guarded podmaster, David Hallett.

Now David is the only person/freek in the history of Nimbin to actually show up like clockwork to organise, set up, run and compere regular readings in the north coast of NSW year after year. So he is an expert at the art of style and gender sequencing to create maximum contrast and maintain constant public interest. 

So this reading flowed flawlessly and carried the assemblage with it on a poetic journey fit for any palate. This time all of our readings went with the flow & we all gracefully accepted the polite applause. Five stars for professionalism. HOORAY!

But Stef had met up with the woman she was sharing the running of the workshop with. This was a woman who believed there were only two types of poetry. Bush Poetry and ....Slam Poetry. And this was because poetry wasn't good poetry unless it had audience approval.

Right then....

Stef was understandably depressed. She was after all Brisbane's punk equivalent to David Hallett. Tireless Brisbane poetry gig organiser, international film maker, multi media poet, punk singer, theatre director, film critic....and she had to work with a catatonic cowgirl AND a primary school teacher (retired).

DAY TWO. STEF'S GLORIOUS GIG.

Hot as hell we mopped our brows under floppy trees until late afternoon when we found our venue. A dusty shallow tent with a table and a scattering of   chairs and the inevitable bossy pumpkin scone lady poet making sure everybody obeyed the rules and regulations. A scattering of mildly interested passers by, some refugees from the poets breakfast and <we who care> made up the audience.

David Hallett led the charge with his usual topical sophistication and compositional genius followed by Stef who was simmering gently behind her glorious dress sense and canadian brogue.

Her last poem, a passionate demolition of the concept of competitive poetry went entirely over the head of her fellow workshop facillitator and she eventually made a three point landing on the desert of her despair.

Together we trudged back up to our two star tent to contemplate the morrow.

Thank the Goddess for Marijuananana!

DAY THREE. THE POETS BREAKFAST.

This day I was very late. The MC was the dreaded jodhpurs woman and she had slotted in the most rambling, meaningless bunch of xmas card rhymsters and george bush poets and herded we altered natives into the last limited timeslots.

Gina Lakosta was ommitted as were several other luminaries of our clan while we listened to endless dim witted stories about why the poem i am going to read in a minute was actually written if you know what i mean ha ha ha.

It was a relief to get out of there.

The day was yet longer and hotter because i had stayed up late hangin with my muso pals and even caught some fun aussie hip hop in the late night.

Late morning I visited the SLAM POETRY venue where tis rumoured that the ghostboy appears suddenly above the ouja rastafari board and here I saw what passes for SLAM.

Well, it could have been on channel seven TV billed as poetry idol. The loud spruiker revving up the cattle to a solid moo. And onstage, the dreaded jodhpurs were present deigning coyly to attempt a bit of “rap”.

Naughty naughty. The audience obediently clapped along with her but she had no notion of pulse and fell embarrassingly off the beat.

“Oh well. I can be forgiven because I'm sixty two.” she demurred.

“Alas!” I replied. “This is cultural suicide my dear.”

Anywise it all ended happily and everyone had a nice big emotional release. In the fullness of time, the ripe competitive zeal that drives our famed Nimbin slamdunk superhero Archie won the day for the seriously professional err modernisers and justice was restored by the supernatural intervention of the very loud voice.

Much later, somewhat the verse for where, I abandoned Stef to her Workshop which was somewhere over there, and repaired to to the hot and barren superwaste which was the Fuck & Tackle Bar aka the venue for my big poetry gig.

On this day our audience began with Elliet Mackrell

from Kangaroo Moon, two lovely pommie gongfreaks who come bearing photos of me playing <back in the day>, an eighteen year old budding guitarist with two (possibly misguidedly) starstruck teenage girlfriends, enthusiastic for my autograph, the parents of a friend, three slightly bewildered onlookers and a dog.

I seemed to be communicating with the jodhpurs for the first time. After all... we were in this together. It was “Desert Island Disks!

She said: “You go on first. How about a 15 minute set?”

Right sez my head so I began with “Poets of the Mountains”.

In reality we were facing the sonic headwind of two different bands coming at us from different directions across a pond. 

I tuned my tonsils to psychic megaphone mode and began.

This first poem was a five minute piece without a single fuck but the jodhpurs kept materializing on the  rather shapely legs of the bad witch in the Wizard of Oz. She would swoop at me menacingly,  hissing “No rude words- there are children present!”

I scan for children. The youthful guitarist is a child? Take an asprin deary!

From nowhere, a tiny magnificently crazy elder poet named Shirley Friend threw herself at me like a fox terrier on perrier shouting: “Thats all for now! Thank you very much Daevid!” She grabbed at the mike but I was riding on the wind and flying.

“You want to read...?”  I asked her just in case she did.

She had another grab at the mystical penis power of the microphone. “You've been reading too long. You have to stop now!” 

“Alas,” I replied, “this is cultural censorship I fear.”

So I span from her clutches, hawked my honker and continued with: 

WHEN YOU KISS ME LIKE THAT.

At  the end of this one they were both at my throat.

“You have to stop. You're using rude words!”

“Rude words? You call that using rude words?

THIS is rude words!”

My next poem will be:

The FUCK poem!”

FUCK dogs

FUCK cats

FUCK birds 

FUCK fish 

FUCK trees

FUCK the beach

FUCK your nature strip

FUCK your homes and gardens

FUCK your 4 wheel drive

FUCK your sports ute

FUCK your BMW 

FUCK your vintage rolls

FUCK your Vincent black lightning

FUCK your 38 ford v8 chopper 

FUCK your laws and orders

FUCK your jails and mental institutions

FUCK your terrorist paranoia

FUCK your rich fat inflated new age self-lovin’ paraphernalia

FUCK self-avoiding finger-pointing 

victim thrust

FUCK yr dirty looks

FUCK your dirty minds

FUCK your finger lickin bubblin-under suppressed paedophilia

FUCK the stupid flag

FUCK nostalgia

FUCK Australia

FUCK your bank accounts

FUCK credit extensions

FUCK your hypertension

FUCK your gold card wine rack

FUCK you right up the crack between your stupefied day job 

and your late night porno movie wank

FUCK your mortgage

FUCK your semi-legal drugs

FUCK meth ice crack smack

FUCK your feel good pills

FUCK your crucifixion bloodlust

FUCK yr endless paranoia about drug busts

FUCK yr clothing that just about covers up your monstrous self-loathing

FUCK yr beliefs

FUCK your god

FUCK trust

FUCK lust

FUCK madness 

FUCK sadness

FUCK the rich and

FUCK the poor

FUCK your illness

FUCK your secret lies

FUCK compassion

FUCK your mission

FUCK aggression

FUCK your permission to fill in what’s missin with 50 fucking fucks

FUCK circumcision

FUCK seduction 

FUCK rape

FUCK sodomy 

Fuck FUCK

FUCK old people

FUCK kids

FUCK racism

FUCK political correctives

FUCK shock jocks with tiny fuckin cocks

FUCK life

FUCK your wife

FUCK the world

FUCK your girl

FUCK you yeah FUCK you yeah FUCK you

FUCK poetry

FUCK this venue

FUCK Byron Bay

FUCK the councillors 

FUCK the mayor

FUCK pussy whipped employees everywhere

FUCK everything not included here

FUCK this poem

FUCK never saying FUCK

Fuck EVERYTHING I say 

And if you don’t agree

Well….. 

FUCK ME

About half way through the fuck poem they cut off my microphone.

I dropped the microphone affectionately to the floor and upped my vocal power to the max while advancing on my small but perfectly formed audience to retain audibility. They were obviously enjoying themselves in acute contrast to the outraged country ladies behind me who were now unwittingly discussing live over the PA whether to call the security or the police. Instinctively I ploughed my wickid furrow, right to the end of the fuck poem which was joyfully received to enthusiastic applause....especially from the dog.

My 15 minutes of glory was now up....but....

Well it seemed like a good idea at the time so I followed the fuck poem with......

The SORRY poem.

(for pity’s sake)

I’m Sorry…

Whatever I did,

I’m  REALLY sorry.

And…

I’ll NEVER do it again!

I’m sorry because I’m me

I’m sorry because I’m here

I’m sorry because you’re here/ you’re there

I’m sorry I’m old…

I’m sorry I’m jung

I’m sorry I’m not a freud

I’m REALLY sorry i LOVE sex.

I’m really sorry I’m not a terrorist! (tourist)

I’m really sorry that once you’re over sixty

& single…. 

you automatically become 

a dirty old man.

An old punk gropin for the jam,

Punch drunk with 

spunk stained bank cards & 

the worst mortal morals of any man.

A sleezy gawping on exceptional stalks,

A pork stick pretending to think

AND 

a probable 

paedo-astro-philo-soph-is-tick-ate mate

…..but

I DON’T THINK SO!

Me? Were I one pixilating photo-synthesis of disgusting lust then

i be less than a 

crapulating craw-toad gangelion slobbering on a 

white crow! 

A stalleon smello spasm…..

sorry

Anyway

I’m SO sorry you think

That I’M dirty

I’m SO sorry you think that

I myself personally am 

a dirty old man!

The thought actually never occurred to ME 

that I was old 

but it must have come from somewhere hey (?).

The thought never occurred to me that I was 

DIRTY, 

to whit

i am SO sorry 

YOU just blew a silent yet deadly fart

& are STILL looking at 

ME 

accusingly.

I fart in your general direction then…..

(turns back, bends over & farts at audience)

I’m SO sorry I am seventy and have a raging hardon for your wife

I am SO sorry that after three score & ten years I still like to score three times in a ten hour day & so wot anyway.

I am SO sorry I love lying naked 

on public beaches or….if under duress… 

looking luscious in a g-string 

polka dot   bikini bottom.

I’m SO sorry you can’t GET OFF ON my wrinkles, sags, barnacles & crinkles & don’t even notice my twinkle. 

HEY! Examine a whale!

Handsome brutes!! 

Winsome cutes!!

DREAM WAITER!

bring me my bill for the barnacles!

I am SO sorry Holy Holy Hollywood is too scared to make movies with 

sextegenarian sex scenes & 

why don’t hollywood actors 

ever have visible hard-ons eh? 

PONKLE!!

I am so sorry I NEVER say no to a 25 Y.O. gal who offers a night in black satin silk sheets while shouting poetry by Karl Marx & listening to Shostakovitch & Sage Francis simultaneously… 

both at full volume. 

Numerologically peaking….

To whit:

I am SO sorry my girlfriend is 45 years younger than me & 

I’m so sorry you find this shocking my god where have you been all your life? 

Forget prozac!

Forget the Christian Brothers!

Take a cold shower!

Rescue Remedy!

Triple vodka!

Russian roulette?

I am SO sorry 

I am NOT sitting in a corner 

dozing off 

while dribbling fatuous truisms about 

my beautiful grandkids 

while 

peeing gently in my 

POPPY nappy……YET!

I’m SO sorry I got to 70, 

STILL HAVENT GROWN UP 

& don’t believe I am 

as wise as my 14 yo son

YET

I’m SO sorry I don’t fit into a nice comfy social identikit box 

so you can 

talk-down to me, 

patronise me, 

and pack me away like a 

poor old bewildered 

past participle parsnip 

on tranquilizers 

muttering feebly about 

the good old days

I am SO sorry that at my age 

I REALLY ENJOY appearing 

ON STAGE in a 

1920s flapper style 

transparent red sequin dancing dress! 

I’m SO sorry you think I am a 

PERVERT 

because I cant resist 

TITTY-ELATING WORDS

Or because

I get stoned on 

literate alien alliteration! 

to whit:

Polly’s paranormal pussy pickled Peter’s perilously peppered proboscis in a purple pesticide paprika prophylactic paella, while presenting presumed preternatural pudendum as a psychotically prudish preventative prune purgatory.

FUCKIN WO’EVER!

Sorry,

Look, I’m REALLY SORRY 

And I KNOW I am seventy but 

I have a preposterous protuberance 

for your hussyband’s poppydong, darling! 

FEAR NOT CUMRADES I’M HIP POCKET!

Oh LAWD I am SO sorry for the 

victimized legions of born again

ZOMBIE BURGER GOBBLERS!

Queuing up at Hungry JERK! (off)

So sorry for those who still believe that Mister Howard was NOT a White Christian Racist Supremacist!

& 

I’m

So SORRY

Those who fear retribution for their SINS!

For e.g:

Those bogan yogi drones on whore-moans, 

thumbing through 

plastic surgery promotions, 

ogling sex in the city style 

cellulose-free celebrities 

& feeding like rubrik ravens pon 

their mirrorball marketing morals 

& secret self loathing 

I’m sorry I’m not a disaster addict 

watching fear & loathing on ch 7, ch 9, ch 10 watching fux news manic depressive 

market analysts slowly

auto-deconstructing….

I’m so sorry IF 

you never said sorry.

So sorry IF

You couldn’t say thanks.

So sorry IF we are not up to the challenge of optimism. (yet)

Sorry IF we don’t possess the audacity to have HOPE for our children! (yet)

I am  sorry we are SO scared 

of everything we don’t understand.

Sorry IF we’re scared of the DARK!

I’m sorry you decided to be stupid

When you’re actually secretly smart.

In truth…..

for all we worried citizens

righteous uptight citizens

for all we silly citizens

and all of virtue’s denizens

for all we sorry citizens

For whom the ticking clock

Sings the blues…..

I’m So sorry…So sorry…

Soooo sorry……

for 

yoooooo!

(& me too)

So with those soulful moments of truth, lies and muffled orgasmic cries in the literary darkness of Woodford Fuck Festival, I moved gently in the direction of the nearest alternative bar, wondering what surreal fate had befallen Stef in her poetry workshop over there somewhere.

