HAMMING IT DOWN IN HAM STREET

Amidst the throb of mighty power

I sit and wait, until the hour

When damaged skins and bones too

Come to us to be made new.

The green of the grass

The heat of the sun

How long will it last?

How much more fun?

Walking around the stalls,

You wonder what is that part?

As I write, the radio calls;

It’s just a check, though it gave me a start.

My head is hot,

Like a cylinder head;

We hope to do a lot

Before we leave this field.

It’s afternoon,

I’m beginning to swoon;

Thanks Sis for my hat

Doane know what I’d do without that.

Just been for a pee,

Portaloos, I love ‘em;

Plastic everywhere, but it’s free,

Unisex – no F or M.

The chirp of the cricket goes unheard

Drowned out by a revver with a grey beard;

Yet there is a certain quality in the sound

Of motorbikes vrooming along and around.

Those who can’t ride anymore, drive

In sedate estates

With their hair in a ponytail, tied;

Now they’re all ‘Easy Riders’.
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