                      Pete’s  Poem.

Phone calls, phone calls, round the clock

Hello, Hello… Oh howdie Doc,

What’s up Banzai - we only just spoke 

You were headin’ to town for some ciggies and coke

Did you check PB…  what’s going on?

Oh, you dialled the wrong number and meant to call John.

Yeah, I had a small surf, the off-shore was nice,

What’s for dinner tonight? Ah, prawns and fried rice, 

Still working for Ginna building that wall?

OK Banzai… thanks a lot for the call…”

Now, the phone is silent… it just doesn’t ring 

We don’t meet for a brew on the deck – and then sing,

Have a brew… make that two, three, sometimes four

A couple more songs,  all pretty raw.

When he’d gone - dead butts in the blue ciggie tray,

Oh Peter…  seven durries demolished today.

With fag in mouth and trowel in hand,

Doc laid bricks all over this land.

While mixing mud, he’d grumble away,

Bitch about missing good waves today.

From Manly Pacific,  this young “rising star”

moved south, seeking barrelling tubes at the Bar.

“That’s it”, he’d yell, and throw down his trowel,

Reach for his board shorts and scungy old towel…

“Hey- stick these big bricks right up your clacka,

‘cause I’m goin’ surfin’… with Miff and  Macca.”

Was he somehow washing Vietnam away ?

Where angry artillery endangered each day.

“Look out for your mates…lay low, or you’ll die”

As those eggbeaters chopped at the mist in the sky.

He often grew anxious on ANZAC day,

Stare at his medals…. then put ‘em away,

While a wailing harp kept his demons at bay.

Keeping those demons away was a trouble

Just when he’d beat ‘em… they’d boil and bubble.

This war was ongoing, it gave him no rest

He struggled hard, always trying his best,

In good times, no worries, he’d have a sweet run

We could share a great joke, life was all about fun.

Those old drinking days… man, crazy and wild,

You could hardly call him an “innocent child”.

To show a girl that he really liked her

He’d give her a headlock, tighter and tighter,

Never could understand why those chicks didn’t laugh,

Old buddie… you never ever did things by half.

Now his life is over, the circle’s complete,

And we’re here to remember our great mate Pete.

From the golf course at Manly to Pambula’s shore

Through Balgowlah High and that horrible war,

He returned to “soul surfing”, with all his old mates,

A dinky-di Ozzie…  yes, one of the greats.

In this tough game of life, Pete was always so brave…

May he rest in peace - in a Rivermouth wave.

