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Born in the UK of American parents, Laura learnt to climb stairs on the 
ocean liner to the States. From Minneapolis to Laramie to Chicago to New 
York, she moved frequently as a child and has never stayed in one home for 
more than ten years.

While raising two sons, she taught composition, literature and poetry at 
several colleges as well as offering creative writing courses privately which 
she continues to enjoy today.

Her YA novel, The Sacred Moon Tree, Bradbury Press, NY, 1986, was 
nominated for the Washington Irving Children’s Book Award. Laura’s 
poetry has appeared in literary magazines and anthologies in the US, New 
Zealand, Italy and Australia.

In 1996, she immigrated to the Byron Shire where she initiated the 
Dangerously Poetic reading series. This evolved into a community press 
(www.dangerouslypoetic.com) which has published nine books. Her 
collection, Breathworks, was launched at the Byron Writers Festival in 
2002 by Dorothy Porter and again at the 2002 Sydney Poetry Festival by 
Ron Pretty.

She won the 2009 FAW John Shaw Nielson Award and the 2006 CJ Dennis 
“Open Poetry” Literary Award. She was chosen by the Poets’ Union for the 
2003 Poets on Wheels Tour, which she counts as a poetry highlight. Her 
poems have twice been broadcast on Radio National’s Poetica.

Since arriving in the Byron shire, Laura has moved four times— savouring 
the rainforest, the hinterlands and the beach. She loves yoga, singing in 
choir and ecstatic dancing. In future, she plans to travel, reading poetry, 
writing and offering workshops where ever she goes.
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Jacaranda on Mt. Archer

Be kind, for everyone you meet is fighting a great battle. – Plato

Leaning up against this gnarled tree, 
bark shredded 
and dangling like loose skin,

my gaze is held by pale feathery leaves.
Wind-snapped twigs and wilted purple blossoms 
lie strewn across the lawn.

Three-pronged, jagged
with amputated limbs,
this trunk twists heavenward. 

Beneath my feet, brittle roots
with unseen tendrils prick and sift
hard mountain soil.

My spine meets solid wood, 
brushed in radiance even as it dulls 
under the grey lichen.

Silent witness to the play
of butterflies, the few remaining blooms 
yield nectar to the honeyeaters, 

unabashed at spring’s exuberance,
mirroring the long, slow crumbling,
the inevitable tumble back to earth.
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Yellow

Like Howdy Doody and the Musketeers, 
her childhood is in black and white.
Chicago coal dust sprinkled like pepper
across snowy lawns, grey slush 
and the school, five story brick in a sea of blacktop.
Up the steps through the tall door,
she cringes at the first bell,
has to pee, but the tardy bell is next.

Squeal of her rubber boots
down cavernous halls,
scent of ammonia, chalk dust, and glue.
Seated at a desk bolted to the floor,
she’s five, a big girl now, trained 
to hold back, to hold in. 
Her palm lifts, circles and then wilts.
She’s scared of Miss Kofall’s face, 
caked with powder
black eyebrows pencilled high above the frown.

On the radiator sits the metal crate 
with 30 miniature milk bottles. 
She must drink it warm
through a paper straw that softens, 
pulpy under reluctant lips.

Hands folded, body wound tight
holding, holding,
counting 
loud ticks of the regulator clock.
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Lined up near the front doors, 
she bends her knees ready to sprint 
as the clang sets off an explosion 
of feet and elbows.
Teachers shout, but the stampede
doesn’t slow until they reach 
the first crossing guard at Eighty-fifth Street.

The endless trudge 
as one by one, the cluster of kids 
peel off into their own front yards.
In her mind, she sees their toilets and is asking, please,
but she’s holding so tight, no words can pass.

She pulls off her mitten and chews
the fat of her fist, praying to the liquid God,
with her mother’s kitchen lit up in the distance.

Too late.
All down the block, imagined eyes roll behind dark panes.
A little cloud escapes her chilled lips.
She stands absolutely still
as the hot sting seeps down one leg into her sock.
Hold it. Hold it.
Her legs refuse to obey. They spring apart
with a gush. And a brittle laugh,
her own voice, the only sound in the empty street.

She is wet and shivering, but stares, 
transfixed by the arc of colour,
the unexpected loveliness,
like a giant lemon lollipop
etched into black and white snow.
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Ungloved

Scooping through butter-soft skins, 
some hand-tooled in Italy, I lift the leather 
to my nose and sniff. 
Slip my fingers
into the tight cocoons you never flew from.

Already wearing them at five, 
grim-faced for the photograph, 
swathed in crinolines and lace, crochet-covered 
fists like netted wings pinned to your lap. 

Bone stays, feathered hats and fur collars beckoned. 
Your mother’s disapproval clung
with the choker around your neck.
 (An Irish parlour maid who’d married up. 
But shush, don’t breathe a word.)

Groomed for cotillions and garden parties,
you wore brushed cottons on summer afternoons,
a row of pearls at the wrist. For evening, 
ivory kid fluted above your elbows.
In winter, fawn, fur-lined for motoring. 

Two World Wars, four children and the Colonel, 
your husband, demanded dinner, nightly at six. 
You instructed the Cook, menus you’d never attempt.
Your embroidery adorned the throw pillows, 
but mending was for the seamstress
who worked in the little sewing room on the third floor.
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When you took my small palm into your leathered one
and led me to the Zoo, you grasped it gingerly 
as if our bones could crush on contact. 
Outings were to teach me manners. 
A lady’s hands must be discreet. 
Never point or wave about.
At dinner, yours had a secret duty,
to press the buzzer hidden under damask, 
commanding the maid to serve the next course.

Gaping at ghosts we couldn’t see, you sat mute 
in the nursing home, hands gripping each other raw 
until someone slipped you a plush stuffed dog to pat ,
which you did ceaselessly after that. 
The half smile on your lips suggested–(dare I say this?) Bliss.

The same smile when you dismissed 
the gardener for the afternoon. 
I was nine, spying through the hedge,
as you squatted in your nylons and tweed wool skirt.
How you paused and peeled off 
the second skin of your gardening gloves, 
wind fingering your silver hair.

Spellbound, you surveyed
the bald pink hills and valleys of your palm,
then plunged it 
into the damp, black soil.
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