		Papatuanuku 

Kai moana for tea, eh lad?
Wind rages round the world with purpose
Re-organising the furniture.
Ranganui cries,
Onto the smooth black of Paptuanuku
Where you stand, boy-feet bare,
Salt-tang on your tongue,
Spittle-spray on your lashes,
Like the great fishergod Maui himself.

Age will put an end to this joy.
There will be a reckoning for reckless
When responsibility descends wearing uniforms,
Suits and ties.

You are sand that runs where it wishes;
But glass that is solid and shaped,
Created through heat and pressure,
Is useful. 

Responsibility ruins spontaneity.

Enjoy precious innocence, boy.
Revel in the delights of the unnecessary
As time sits watching,
Counting down the days
Till a man stands, fragile as glass
And whispers to the world
“I liked it better when I was sand.”
















N.B.
Papatuanuku – The Earth Mother
Kai moana – Seafood
Ranganui – The Sky Father


