
what time it is in auckland  

 

it’s busy in the plaza and there’s something 

            i’ve forgotten      should’ve put it on a list  

            i know      it might be someone’s birthday     is  

            the missus cooking fish tonight      no      that’s  

not it    she’s living in new zealand now      i 

            wonder if she’s eating well      she never  

            did have much to fill      its true i never  

            brought much home      and what’s that sicko gawking   

at         perhaps my arms are flapping      am   

            i chattering too loudly      that’s not his  

            concern      it’s just between myself and me 

            surely he can’t read my lips      in any  

case     i bet he’s not off all his medication       

            not cold turkey anyway      i’ve lost  

            my train of thought now      wish i was still  

            out the bush where no-one gives a roo poo  

if your buttons aren’t all in the proper holes   

            where was i      wonder what the time is out  

            there      wish i’d made a shopping list but lists  

            can stress me out      i get so flustered when  

i see how much i have to buy      i’m off  

            my medication now      it costs too much  

            to ring new zealand      maybe i’ll come back  

            tomorrow      guess the bush can wait until 

i’ve sorted out what time it is in auckland   


