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Like a bird on a wire

like a drunk in a midnight choir

I have tried in my way to be free.
Leonard Cohen



Glossary of Kurnai Tribe of Gippsland
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Kurnai
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Kou-ark
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Tarlo Wyak
Mrart
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Introduction

"love songs' is Amelia Angove's second slim volume of poetry. .
Like her previous work she continues to use the local
Aboriginal place and wildlife names in many of her poems
and the setting is still the mountains and coast of east
Gippsland. She has departed from the use of traditional
form in this book although many of the poems remain
within the romantic mould. As with Bungeleen and other
bush songs the book is superbly illustrated by Howard
Reddish. One reviewer spoke " of the excellent photography
by Howard Reddish which provides a perfect backdrop for
the book ". Howard combines his hobbies of brewing,
wine-making and photography with his employment as a
school cleaner. He lives in Cassilis. Amelia Angove is a
pseudonym and the poet prefers to remain anonymous.



Mt.Feathertop

for marg

bury me/ spread my dust upon the
mountain that dominates our ranges
where we were born/ where we met,
loved and died? my eager love is

with me still/ love thee i do/ love
man i do/ love earth for we are sisters
and brothers/ love earth for our
destiny is one.




Feathertop and Mt.Nugong

I am proud to be a peasant;
of the earth, for the earth.

Feathertop, that peak of rugged beauty,
innocent, sharp and truthful,
my first love; in a way I love you still.

Nugong, my new love; wide, expansive,
changing free; dominating my life
till I have conquered thee.

I wandered the hills; my heritage.

I gazed along the valley of my life.

Nugong, changing colour in the setting sun
laughed at my insignificant predicaments.

I puffed and blew hot air in my struggles,

sweat streamed from my brow: I finally

sat and watched Nugong disappear in darkness.
Oh sister mountain, my new love,

I know you will be there again, tomorrow.

I am free now, but for the tortured soul,
called man, who bleeds my heart.
One day I will write a song of love.






love poems, the tao and mt.nugong

i

the wind bends the grasses and bracken
on blowhard; slowly, but restlessly,

i pace through the realms of my desire.

2.

reality is the warming northwind,

the hazy days of fading summer,

the slithering sounds of willow trees.

all that exists now, all that was ever done;
the whole ether of existence is bound

by our words and deeds,

by all the songs we've sung.

3.

today i am drawn, tomorrow's hopes
are a distant flicker of light;

but vacuums do not exist in nature
as the currawongs swoop down

from the mountain.
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4.

amidst desire and distress

i seek the sexual god-head.
undisturbed, the straw-necked ibis
browses by the mountain stream.

5:

and so the gentle hand that touches,
the never ending fantasies and fire
of the heart, stay with me still.
nothing brings more grief and pain
than your tears, nothing is more
beautiful than your mind.

6.

now the winds of winter sweep
from the mountain, the neighbour's
dog yelps repetitively. it is a
melancholy morning and i

wonder if you kept those thin
strands of my precious hair.
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74

the darkness of winter is descending
with afternoon sunshowers,

and penetrating icy wind;

i am glad i showed you our mountain.

8.

so the gods have split us in time and space,
in the deepest complexities of human living;
as i subconsciously plot our next meeting
the southern robin pecks at its own image
on my window.

9.

i have read the tao,

though i do nothing, g0 nowhere,
you must know of my love.

10.

the tao cannot help me.

i exist in that fragile world

of freedom, imagination and desire
on the edge of stability and sanity,
across the hillside the sheep raise

clouds of dust in their haste

to satisfy the desires of dry insides
from the cool mountain stream.
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11

ah, my friend, come back to the tao.
the love, the pain, the anguish

we have seen it all, many times, before.

12.

the winter winds aggravate my restlessness -
the emptiness of sunday appalls;

according to the tao it does not matter

if we ever meet again.

13.

i have the tao to help me

but it is a poor crutch;

only when i remember the millions
who have come before me,

when i reflect on the millions

who surround me now,

can i step outside myself.

Only when i contemplate

the crumbling bones of dead ancestors
can i laugh at, and enjoy,

the uncertainties of being in love.
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14.

i am full of woman's caring, intimacy

and sharing. i laughed silently at

your lie that you have nothing to give.

i laughed quietly to myself again as the wind
slowly stirred the leaves of the kurrajong.

15

the tao has no room for self-pity,

no room for possessions or jealousy,

no room for passion or desire -

only for caring and tenderness.

seek the tao within as ernestly as you

seek it in those with whom you blend as one.

16.

you told me that we must part

and i strode into the hills to dry my tears.
i looked up at the long ridges of nugong
stark, in their shades of light and darkness;
though i have no man

the mountain is still there.

though passion bleeds me dry

the mountain is unchanging.

i have been trying for so long

to write a song of love.
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17.
my old grandmother taught me as a child _
to read the weather from the skies.

in the early hours of morning as i
mingled with the man of my life

i dreamed of you. and my bleeding soul
was accompanied by the blood-red dawn.

18.

you are present in my being,

you are beautiful and expansive,
my heart, my soul and sustenance,
the very essence of my existence,
of love and freedom,

you dominate my horizons,

you crowd my working days

and dreaming nights; delightedly

i sing of man and the mountain.

19.

my husband and lover is leaving.
and is a single poem or a thousand
worth the tears?

15
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20.

it is easy to forget words of greatness,
for no man or woman can be owned,
and to grasp for a lover's soul to have
and keep is an illusion; like the

mad prospector chasing rainbows.

21.

it is raining in the darkness.

it is raining in the heart.

it is raining on the mountain;

the mountain knows the rains will pass.

22.

the rains have passes and the
sodden ground exudes moisture,
the little river runs hard, swollen
and dirty; i wonder if you are like
that veil of mist slowly lifting
from the mountain.

23.

soak up the bounty of low winter's sun.

the darkness of cloud encrusted mountain,
and the wind rustling the leaves and

seed pods of the kurrajong, brings
thoughts of occasional lovers.
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24.

it is snowing on nunniong

and chilling winter's rains, cold
makes joints and crooked limbs ache.
it is hard to stay warm writing letters
to lovers that may not exist.

25.

now more tears, more pain,

more soul searching and destroying;
and the black duck calls

on our mountain stream.

26.

i search in vain for ways
to flee from the pain;
nobody these days

dies of a broken heart.
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27

i am the reluctant traveller

even for a few short hours.

i would rather stay here

in the valley of my life

and write songs of joy and love.
but it is so easy to let the ego

and its tinge of bitterness

hold the centre against the tao.

a body racked with desire

cannot be a vessel of love.

a fear of rejection by a lover
means the non-attainment of
the whole; a journey to the north may
clear the vision and still the soul.

28.

and what is the synthesis of love, wisdom
and beauty? you, the tao and the mountain
have lit the divine light that burns within.

29.

though i tried i cannot forget yesterday
and your eyes tell me the same;

to disown the past is a fruitless task
like trying to deny beauty.
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30.

only the players have changed
and the winds cry out for

the windmill i hope to build;
like the tao i shall persevere

in my search for a song of love.

31.

the love songs have finished.

i suffer my ego in despair -

it is too late to sing a song of love.
let us have a new song - a toast

to our last wedding anniversary.

32.

in tears the torment of living

has enmeshed us. and now

as our last anniversary approaches
i love you more than ever.
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33.

i await my first love.

now that i have nothing

he means to me everything.
now that i have cast you aside
you are all that i desire.

34.

the abyss between single beds

is greater than to the peak

of nugong. in despair i contemplate
another self-pitying poem.

35.

i search the depths of my heart
for an answer where there is
only anguish. And the bombs
blast the last bastions of

the underdog in Beirut.

36.

i continue my search alone

in the midst of the hub-bub;

the wind whistles over blowhard
and rattles my doors. the

quest proceeds for

the one poem in a thousand.
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