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Jeremy Roberts was born the year Elvis went into the army (°59). He
fondly remembers Waiheke Island school holidays, TT?2 ice blocks

& the thrill of owning a transistor radio. Early black & white TV
psychic-programming included Disney, Lost in Space, Hogan's Heroes,

& Dr Who. He enjoyed cycling & playing cricket — learning about

fear, human reflexes & the laws of physics. A reluctant attendee at
Auckland’s most famous boys school, he skipped senior prize-giving to
drink beer. Throughout the 1970s he hid in movie theatres — adoring
Eastwood, Bronson, Brando, Peckinpah, Scorsese & Coppola. Teenage
reading included 7intin, Biggles, Ian Fleming’s books, 7he Auckland Star,
Rolling Stone, Playboy & Time. He completed a BA at the University of
Auckland, discovering Ferlinghetti & the Beats, Blake, Keats, Coleridge
& Sylvia Plath. He devoured regulation psychic-survival soul food

from Classic Rock & Punk. The earliest poetry performers he saw were
Kendrick Smithyman & Sam Hunt’s sidekick, Gary McCormick. With
a broken heart he discovered what it meant to be poetic & wild on the
streets — creating trails of smashed glass with his friend, Mark. There was
a string of era-defining jobs: dishwasher, velvet-suit salesman, Parnell
boutique “manager”, & waiter in Canada. A pilgrimage to Jim Morrison’s
grave in Paris & Rimbaud’s in Charleville led to being stone-broke in
Soho, London. Back in Kiwiland, he was an oyster-farmer/caravan-
dweller in Russell then a van-driver for the MOT. In 1985 he married &
studied the art of making neon — meeting his “American Friend”, neon
magician Ben Livingston, leading to forays into Texas. Later, he managed
a hotel in Sydney’s seedy Kings Cross, and made children’s puzzles. He
became the father of Eden in 1995, & then trained as a teacher. He
eventually became an MC at Auckland’s Poerry Live & performed with
soundscape master Rasam & others. In 2013 he arrived in Jakarta &
formed The Bajaj Boys with Derek Fraser, amid adventures in Java &
Bali. He subsequently formed Bom Molotov & then Molotov with local
musicians. He was married in Bekasi to Asiah, in July, 2015.
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CARDS ON THE TABLE

1s a stalrcase more
useful than a ladder?

1s turquoise prettier
than blue?

1s a knife more decisive
than an axe?

a cloudy sky has
a different meaning
from a clear one.

such as? You might ask.
well, it’s your life —
& you must decide.



BREATHING TRICK

the siege engine will carry us thru, like all those before.
it was built in God’s own auto shop / breaks the speed of
light.

where we're going, fear is surely a mere hat —
blown from a head;
human philosophy a shit argument.

anger? only a worm under a hot blue sky —

while these auras of inevitability will soon be glowing
like Hiroshima!

when that last coffee is finished, we’ll leave the others
slumped with burden, or happy as hell —
still gasping.

the sparrows are coming with us because every
cliché is about to die.

beauty will break apart completely;
inquiry will not exist.

we are going thru the wall of time.



PERMANENTLY TEMPORARY

for Jay

1t seems to me now —
looking back,

how temporary everything
really was.

I watched a flake of concrete
fall off a verdigris-laden wall,
& flutter to the ground.

it was now part of
the ground — no longer
part of the wall.

what is there to fear?
not being able to hold on?

it is our destiny
to eventuaﬂy tumble from each apogee,
to slip off the ledge

& crash
however softly, through the branches
of the very trees

we grew!
landing
where
we
must.
it’s okay.

this is merely
how the game 1s played.



THE FREAKS OF VENICE

the roar of the jets
1s the roar of the ocean —

& that’s all you need to know about
God’s plan.

the freaks of Venice Beach

meant to write that down & sell it
in day glow paint —

but they're too busy, being freaks

chewing the scenery — with the status of
movie-stars, who never sold out,
spewing confessional sound bites

which bounce off cruising black & whites

& slide all over the body of tattooed Marilyn —
who leans against walls, everywhere

in assured, iconic empathy.

ah — their screams:
drunk, stoned
or straight as an arrow

they snuggle neatly around that lizard tongue
which still licks Ocean Front Walk

clean of irony.

Here, You Know Where You Are
& What You Know

as you wander around
feasting on coffee & cinnamon rolls;
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digging:

that Chuck Norris only ever has two speeds —
walk & kill;

how forty bucks can get you a ‘legal marijuana’
certificate;

observations of kinetic malfunction
at Muscle Beach — are free;

& the beachfront apartment sign that says
1 can make it to the fence in 1.5 veconds — Can you?
is not a joke.

it's while you're checking out t-shirts of the dead &
spectacularly over-rewarded

you realise fame just might sink into the sea

here at Venice —

leaving fundamental humanity.

but we'll still have the freaks —
who always have their shit together —
even when they haven't.

even though their humanity is
a pure karmatic truth of often haunting

pictures —

psycho-derelict shadows, sparkling filth
& shifting registrations
etched deeply into the lens...

they understand that



Everything in Your Life Led
to Where You Are Now

& when they're tired? they just lie down

a little bit harder than most

on the concrete pillows of a system they are deeply
rooted in.

the freaks of Venice:
life-splattered players & jittery receptors
playing out their moment, by the waves

beneath that year-round Los Angeles sun
as if it was some divine beach ball — set on fire

& kicked into the sky —

& because they know
the Pacific Ocean has already
swallowed them all.



AT THE TACO EXPRESS

at the Taco Express down on Lamar
Che Guevara stares from a wall —

watching a couple struggle
with a crossword puzzle.

the woman — I've seen an hour before,
browsing in a sex shop.

the man she’s with is focused on something
not in the room.

above the bar is a yellow plastic sun with a clock face,

hands stopped — probably for years

& we're fine with that, because in the beer-sign light
you can read the paper & drink a $3.50 Margarita

on a Monday morning —

tapping out a little dance with your fingers on the table top,
quietly pondering normal stuff:

how damn near the same all our lives are;
the hairy notion of bonding with something in the ether;

whether it’s time for a personal revolution —
if you could actually pull it off.



CLEAR THINKING THRU A CAFE WINDOW

the way thought bubbles float away on Kitchener St
is part of the order of the world:

everything booked in; ready to leave.
the trick — to let it a// go.

even that Pompeii heart.
sometimes, the deeper you go, the bullet you are.

but it’s ok — pulling the trigger,
or taking the hit;

waiting for the rubbish collection —
your body an alien theme-park ride of strange delights...

working out all the shit, as the punctured ego
heals —

slowly getting a handle on a better here & now,
chilling your ass in cafés like this one:

drinking an ocean of extra-strong coffee
& riding the angle of that caffeine gradient...
ticking off, thru the window:

how well the strike of the clock
& bounces of breasts work together;

as do tattoos on hoboes;

& that pneumatic pigeon gait — perfectly in time with
“Highway to Hell”...



& quietly pondering again —

Euphemia’s interesting question beside the stacked-up
dishwasher in the restaurant kitchen,

thirty years before:

“Do you think life is too easy?”
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