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Ranging from quick-� re questions for us to ponder to provocative longer 
works drawing on classical themes, this highly entertaining collection will 
surprise and inspire with its wit and honesty.

Lean, yet vivid, Jeremy Robert’s style can be sensuous, graphic or outspoken. He 
weaves in and out around Pop Culture icons such as James Dean & Andy Warhol, 
as well as making irreverent commentaries on Kiwi culture.
 

Whether ‘seeking answers’ in Auckland’s Western park, hanging out with 
crazies at LA’s Venice Beach, contemplating a cheap Margarita in a Texas bar, 
observing human tragedy on a Paris street, re� ecting in steamy Bali evening, 
or contemplating a piece of rubbish in London, Roberts articulates with truth 
and honesty during his journey of discovery.
 

Roberts does more than put his cards on the table – he lines up his targets and 
then hammers the poetic nails in. 

let’s just say it was the tilt of the Earth’s axis:
the universe showing off – beaming holograms
of undelivered sanctuary
& pleasure

making him fall backwards through symbolic rain
hoping she would catch him.

Jeremy Roberts' poems are prisms refracting spectrums of colour, deep, surprising truths, from the 
clear light of their subjects. Beautifully formed and musically pitch-perfect, they transport us to 
landscapes as diverse as Aotearoa, Vietnam and Paris, illuminating the complexities of human 
interactions, the three-dimensional depth of poetry and the profundity of famous and infamous 
performers along the way. To read Cards on the Table is to be reminded of how deep, how life-
a�  rming veracity is manifest in the signi� cant and everyday alike.
– Siobhan Harvey

Jeremy Roberts is a performance poet, a quick-change artist with words, a confessionalist 
never afraid to let it be personal, a guy who grabs the present moment and makes it sing. In 
the words of one of his best, he's 'permanently temporary'. He knows 'the Zen of the immediate 
moment'. Are you tempted to think he's just a freak and  a latter-day Beat? Wrong! � e surface 
is the surface, cosmopolitan, infused with Asian experience and Rimbaud and American pop 
culture and echoes of  mean urban streets. But scratch in these free-form e� usions and you � nd 
a strong and � ne outrage, a protest against a world in which 'the celebration of the buck is alive 
everywhere'.. Roberts is accessible. He's a rebuke to academic poetry which turns in on itself and 
never looks at the world  outside its window. He's fun and he's a damned good read.
– Dr Nicholas Reid



Jeremy Roberts was born the year Elvis went into the army (’59). He 
fondly remembers Waiheke Island school holidays, TT2 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 Tintin, Biggles, Ian Fleming’s books, The 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 Poetry 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.

Interactive Press

Cards on the Table

Interactive Press
Literature Series 





Cards on the Table

Jeremy Roberts

Interactive Press



iv

Interactive Press
an imprint of IP (Interactive Publications Pty Ltd)
Treetop Studio • 9 Kuhler Court
Carindale, Queensland, Australia 4152
sales@ipoz.biz
ipoz.biz/IP/IP.htm

First published by IP in 2015
© Jeremy Roberts, 2015

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright 
reserved above, 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 written permission of the copyright 
owner and the publisher of this book.

Printed in 12 pt Cochin on 14 pt Avenir Book.

National Library of Australia
Cataloguing-in-Publication entry:

Creator:          	 Roberts, Jeremy N., author. 
Title:            	 Cards on the table / Jeremy Roberts. 
ISBN:             	 9781925231120 (eBook)) 
Subjects:         	 Poetry--21st century. 
	 New Zealand poetry--21st century. 
Dewey Number: NZ821.4



v

to Eden



vi

Acknowledgements

Book design: David P. Reiter

Cover image: Ben Livingston, “Forever Stamp”

Author photo: Brian DiPierdomenico

Grateful acknowledgement is made to the editors & publishers 
of magazines & journals where some of this work previously 
appeared: Side Stream, Live Lines, Poetry NZ, JAAM, Free Venice 
Beachhead (California) Takahe Magazine, NZ Listener, Snorkel, 
Potroast, NZ Poetry Society’s “a fine line”, “the years hold hands” 
anthology, Frankfurt Bookfair 2012: An Aotearoa Affair, Blackmail 
Press, Phantom Billstickers, Jakarta Expat (Indonesia), Poetry 24, 
Debris, Landfall.

A big gracias must be given to many friends & colleagues who 
have given support & inspiration – the Auckland Poetry Live 
‘family’ – especially Penny Somervaille, Rachael Naomi, Tim 
Heath, Makyla Curtis, Michelle Bolton, Miriam Larsen-Barr, & 
Kiri Piahana-Wong; event organisers – especially Ila Selwyn, Gus 
Simonovic, Siobhan Harvey, Michelle Leggott, Anita Arlov, Ron 
Riddell, Nigel Gavin, Michelle Elvy; others who come to mind 
– Cathie Dunsford, Terry Sturm, Nicholas Reid, Owen Bullock, 
Michael Morrisey, Lizzy Gardner, Mark Leaning, Nick Wade, 
Jay Burrows, Linde Walker, Jane Gardner, James Alcock-Roberts, 
Kevin Stewart, Darren Shrek, Rocky Terita, Angie Tidy, & other 
NZIS staff. 

A debt of gratitude also to the musicians who have played with me 
to date & enhanced my poetry: Rasam Moghimi, Derek Fraser, 
Dan Kaplan, Ardiansyah Erwin, Bambang Ferdian, Michael 
Walsh, Aaron Longville, Nigel Gavin, Paul Williams, Chris 
Andrews, Red Lamp Auckestra, & Eden Spence. 



vii

Contents

Cards on the Table	 1
Breathing Trick	 2
Permanently Temporary	 3
The Freaks of Venice	 4
At the Taco Express	 7
Clear Thinking thru a Café Window	 8
Tuatara Bites Intruder & Laughs! 
   Or Why is Our National Symbol a Flightless Bird?	 10
Invitations from Unknown Places	 12
The Tree Outside My Window	 13
Life, for Dummies	 14
Bomb the Poetry Factories	 15
A Balcony in Indonesia	 16
Reasons (The Vortex of Violence)	 17
Prototype	 19
Abandoned Building Site Notes	 20
She Never Knew	 21
Reflex	 23
The Mirror	 24
Winter Moment	 25
Toplexil Sleep Medication Kicks In	 26
The Guard	 28
Protest However You Want, but Do Not Go  
   onto the Streets & Squares	 29
Is all Rain the Same?	 31
Surf Nazis	 32
Way to Go	 33
Beautiful Rubbish	 34
Comforting Phrases	 36
Bold Moves Against Conventional Perspective	 37



viii

Clowns	 39
Café List	 40
The Punk M.O.	 42
In Hanoi Before	 43
Canvas	 44
I’ve Already Had Forever	 45
Cherry Brandy & the Leap of Faith	 47
Connection	 48
Cyanide Love	 49
Destinations	 51
Marc Bolan Sang	 53
Do the Math	 54
Driving with Terry	 55
Easter Poem	 58
Push It	 59
Waiting to See Iggy & The Stooges	 60
The Drownproof Men	 61
Going South	 64
How I Learned to Love Margaritas	 65
I Went to a Party with a Plate of Olives 
   on Saturday Night & Nobody Was There	 66
Back in the Day	 68
Decisions at the Mata Air Festival, Salitiga	 69
Instruction Piece	 71
Irish Bar in Takapuna	 72
Postcard – Waitangi Day at the NZ Embassy	 73
What Ixtab – the Mayan Goddess of Suicide –  
   Whispered to Me	 75
It was the Day	 77
It would be a Strange Funeral	 79
The Movie Business	 80
Lost & Free on a Street in Jakarta	 81



ix

Love Buttons	 82
M&Ms	 83
Method	 85
Money $hot	 86
Motorway Poem	 87
My My Hey Hey	 88
Philosophy	 90
Polishing the Concrete	 91
Woman in Prison	 92
Safety Deposit Box	 93
Seeking the Answers in Western Park	 94
Kemang Raya Walk	 97
The Art of Failure	 98
The Dark Cracks of Kemang	 100
The King	 101
The Metal Inside Our Heads	 102
The Missing Child 	 103
Tomorrow?	 104
Fogging	 105
Waiting for Diamonds to Cry	 106
Bali	 107
Whimsical Vegetables	 110
He’s Gotta See Us, He’s Gotta Stop	 112
1977	 114
Dying Planet Superheroes	 116
Working in Obscurity / Dying Outside Eternity	 117
Think It, but Don’t Say It	 119
Bad Dinner Parties	 120
Self-Interview	 121
Traitor	 122
The Bums Have Style	 123
Rainy Season Poem	 125



White Napkins	 126
Waiting for the News	 127
I Was Vibrating in the Neon Sandwich 
   of the American Landscape	 129
As Happy as Arion Singing to Periander,  
   As Sad as Orpheus Losing Eurydice	 133
Die Believing	 135
Description of a Home	 137
Drink Up	 138
Green Bluez	 139
Back to Borobudur	 140
Reflection on a Crush While Looking at that Photo of President 
Obama, Hilary Clinton, etc, in The Situation Room – Watching  
& Waiting for News of Operation Neptune Spear	 141
It’s a Good Day to Go Looking for Fresh Mango	 143
When I Was 12	 144
Cicciolina	 145

x



1

CARDS ON THE TABLE

is a staircase more
useful than a ladder?

is turquoise prettier
than blue?

is 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.
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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.
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PERMANENTLY TEMPORARY
for Jay

it 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 eventually 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 is played.
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THE FREAKS OF VENICE

the roar of the jets
is 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
I can make it to the fence in 1.5 seconds – 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
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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.
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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.
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CLEAR THINKING THRU A CAFÉ 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 all 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”…
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& 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?”



You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample 
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