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FOREWORD

This is the true story of   a   life’s journey   from early years in the back streets of Belfast as an unestablished and very young Belfast Poet, 

to an  emerging  talent  as an Irish  Australian  singer & songwriter  .   

I   began to seriously write songs from 1986 up to the present day where I am still writing when inspiration strikes. 

At the end of the twentieth century I was encouraged by some fellow artists to write down my experiences so others may appreciate the

hard times I’ve been through .

I would like to present to you  “The Songwriter” and the series of

events  that  took  place  over  four  decades  .  

The story begins at the crossroads when violence erupted in my village of Ardoyne in Belfast and the decision my parents made in view to emigration.

The choice had been made to take a new path and make a new life 

in  Australia  .  

The crossroad was left behind and a new road borrowed .

Sure what did I know of the places where I was to go.

What waited I was soon to find.

I was a step away from hell.

Soon to become lost in a wilderness of lost souls.

The journey as a songwriter was about to begin where I would be tossed 

about from  place  to  place  followed  by  shadows  and  haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  space  and  time  . 

On dark paths I would have to wander in the light of days to come,

There would be long days of despair with glimpses of inspiration.

There would be years where I slept rough when nights where cold and the only company was frustrated loneliness. 

Each new day brought a battle with poverty, hunger and people who did not try to understand the calling on my life as a songwriter and poet.

What I was suffering   for meant a lot to me. My persistence to   achieve success was at first very important but in the end success didn’t really matter anymore .The fact that I had written over a thousand songs and survived the journey was reward in itself for me. 

I would like to share with you the experience as a songwriter along  the long  hard  road  .  

 I  did  not  bury  my  talent  in  the  ground  but   dug  it  out  from  the  corners  of  my  soul  and  built  a  passionate lifestyle  that  touched  others  who  I  met  . 

With song writing my new vocation I  decided  to  give  it my  best  shot  .  

I had not chosen  this life but  rather it  had  picked  me .

I had a few tools for the job .

Faith ,virtue, hope and love .

As  a  Christian   I  felt  called  to  serve  people  and   discovered early on 

That the priesthood was not for me . Even though I was not called to religious life without my strong faith I would never have known  how to exist  out there in a world where the wolf rules every domain .

Virtue  strives  under  oppression and I  subconsciously  grasped  an  understanding  of  hidden  secrets in  a  world  at times that I could  not  understand  .  Insight  at  times  answered my  questions as  Eureka  met 

Waterloo  and  confirmed  to me what  I  was  doing  as  a  songwriter .

I had hope even though I was not appreciated as a  songwriter and with this hope in my heart and  a  song in  my  heart I was going to change the opinions other people had of me and get used to their appreciation on 

my way through an experience life  would  never  have  allowed me to miss . 

The love I had was God within me who has never and will never let me down .

God brought me into a wilderness to find him and then returned me to life again where I  married  my wife Mary In Australia  in  1992 . Within  six  years  we were blessed  with  four  children  .

It  was  then at  the  end  of  the  century  I  began  to  write  this  book  .  

At  this  time  I  had  almost  1000  songs  most  of  them  where  registered  works  with  APRA  .  Requests  for  my  songs  where  being  requested from  music  distributors  , and  working  bands  in  Australia  .

I have recorded some demo CDs and have had airplay around Australia .  

Thank  God  I  survived  to  tell  the  story  of  The  Songwriter  .

THE  SONGWRITER

By

Paul Mc Cann

CHAPTER  1

JOURNEY  FROM  THE  CROSSROADS

I  was  born  in  1956  in  the  Jubilee  section  of  Belfast  City  Hospital .

I could not talk or think  and  arrived  into  the  world  with  the  umbilical  chord tightly  wrapped  around  my  neck  .  As  I  turned  blue  the  doctors

steady  hands  rescued  me  from  taking  an  early  exit  from  life  .

My mother tells me my arrival was quite distressing for all concerned .

Anyhow on10th March I came into the world and seven days later on St Patricks day I was baptised in Holy Cross Church in Ardoyne .

My  fathers  name  was  Samuel Joseph and  his  people  came from  Sailorstown  a place that sprung up around  the city  docks  . His father 

my grandad Frank had moved  out of there during  the  troubles  of  the  twenties . With a hand cart he made his way with his family along the cobblestone streets and on up the Antrim Road until he saw the new village 

of  Ardoyne or  Edenderry as it was known originally .

He put the front door key in to a home in 38 Jamaica Street and soon set up a happy home with his wife Sarah  . My grandmother Sarah was crippled in a wheel chair most of her life and it was left to my Aunts Mary and Rita to look after her . They did everything for my grandmother . It was hard but they  had a great love and never complained . 

Their new home in Jamaica street had a bath tub and that was a luxury for them . In their old house in Great Patrick Street all they had was an old steel  tub that was hung up on the wall and every Friday night it came down for 

The weekly bath . Everyone bathed on Friday night  . 

From its early beginnings Ardoyne had a big heart and took in people from all over the city .  It is a place that had to survive .

History tells us that Michael Andrews from County Down opened a business in Belfast and had secured a number of acres in the townland of Edenderry . 
It was here in Edenderry where Michael Andrews established a hand-loom factory and refurbished what few old homes were there and his business grew .He gradually added more workers homes until the attractive little village with its bell tower and clock , its pebbled square and its bell-man calling out the hours at night , its snow white homes, its school, its quoit pitch, and its little factory became one of the leading attractions for the people of Belfast City . 
All these were there and flourishing in the mid 1800’s . 

The townland of Edenderry although immortalised with the today’s small business people like The Edenderry Post Office ,and Edenderry National School . The name passed from the lips of the people and Ardoyne took its place . Up the road from Edenderry is Ligoniel . 

In days gone by Ligoniel and its hill of the white lime quarries provided the base for many of the road surfaces around Belfast . 

In those far off days of the 1850’s limestone from the White mountain was used for surfacing the Crumlin , Ligoniel , and Shankill roads . 
On these snowy white roads in the summer time the glare was blinding . 
The whiteness increased day by day by tons of white powder that poured through the white joints of the big bright red carts that were full of limestone coming down from the white mountain . 


Before I was born my small village in North Belfast had seen many changes over the centuries.  The name Ardoyne means basically John’s Hill . 
To this area Michael Andrews brought people work and homes and a well loved never to be forgotten name and one known all over the world ..
My  Mother and her parents  had  lived  in  Glenard which some people said was the upper class section of Ardoyne .  I don’t know how anyone could maker that assumption with the entire population of Ardoyne all struggling to make a living . 

My mothers Dad was called Richard Robinson .  My Mothers mother was called Mary Clare .  My grandfather was a good musician  and a popular man at  parties . He performed regularly at many venues in Ireland and England . Most people called him  Dick  . Sadly though my grandfather  died very young  . After  going  to  London  for work  he contracted  Pleurisy I’m told due to living in a damp and dirty bed and breakfast where he had taken up a short residence . It wasn’t that long after he returned to Belfast that he died  leaving my Grandmother Mary heartbroken . Then it wasn’t long after that when she herself died . 

With both her parents dead my  mother  who was just twelve years old  found  herself alone in the world . Tragedy struck with no mummy’s kisses and no daddy’s smiles all she got was the whispers and stares from the neighbours and relatives who wanted to send her into an orphanage .

But  from a very early age my mother stood on her on two feet and  told  them  all to get out of her house  . She took on a full time job in the mill and worked 

as hard as any of them in the dark and dirty  spinning  mills of Belfast .

There were not many good  times  for her and in all the time she was growing up alone not one offered her a helping hand . She worked  hard at the Rosebank mill in  Flax  Street . Nothing came easy . She loved to go Irish dancing whenever she got the chance and found a friend in Patsy McGowan.

Her life changed after a holiday  to the  Isle Of  Man when she met Sam

who also was on holidays . Sammy came from old Ardoyne and they met  again  at  the Ardoyne  social  dance . It wasn’t long and they both fell  in  

love . 

The rest is history Sammy and Mary my  parents  were married  20th June 1953 in  Holy  Cross  Catholic  Church  in Ardoyne . 

They  had  five  children  , Marian , Geraldine , Terry , Sarah , and  myself  , the  only  boy  .

I  grew  out  of  my  short  trouser  days  and started  Butler  Street  Primary  school . Following that I  went  on  to  St  Gabriels  Secondary  Boys  school  on  front  of  the  Crumlin  Road , St Gabriels was in  walking  distance  from  our home  in  Ardoyne  .  Before  school  each  day  I  had  a  regular  job  helping  to  deliver  milk  for  the  Belfast  Co-Op  .

After  the  last  bottle  of  milk  was  delivered  my  day  at  school  began  .  Most  days  I   had  no  time  to  change  clothes  so  I  went  to  school wearing  my  soaking wet , stinking  of  sour  milk well  loved  black  duffle  coat  .  Fair play to all my old school friends who in  all  the  years  I  went  to  school never ever  said  anything  about  the  smell .   

There  is  a  lot  to be said for friends who accept you as you are .

For  three  years I  worked  on  the  milk  run   with  Noel  Benson , 

who  drove  the  small  electric  Co-Op  milk  van  .  

I  earned  ten  shillings  a  week and saved that  money in a big biscuit tin  that I kept right and  handy  for as sure as Christmas would come birthdays would soon follow and I  always  made  sure that my  parents and sisters had a  gift .  

I   was  a   football  fanatic  and  played  every  day  after  school  in Duneden  Park   .  Usually  it  was  32  a  side  and   no  rules  applied . You just had to get the ball and kick it before anyone else . The goals was the space between the lamppost and the hedge at Mrs Gowdy’s and the other way was the place between the lamppost and Mrs Liddy’s falling down fence . There were some great games . We  played  through  the  long  twilight  hours and  into  the  last  faint  light  of  the  day . That was back when Peelers walked the street and often took our ball and wrote our names in his book  . 

I  grew  up  with  a  handful  of  great  football players and we became very  close  friends . Most  of  us with nick names ended  up  playing for our local  St  Gabriels  youth  club  team and we won  the  Down  and  Connor  Cup

in  1966  beating  St  Patricks  2-1   in  a  long  drawn  out  final   at  Celtic  Park  in  West  Belfast  .  

My non-football fanatic friends were like the secret unknown few who I visited quietly when no one else was around . I swapped comics and traded coins with them and we even shared ghost stories and jokes if time allowed .

But there was one thing nobody  in the entire world knew .   

I   had  a  secret   identity  and   a   personality   that I could and would never share with anyone until now .

I can still remember the night I became a poet .

It  happened  so suddenly  .

One  night  before  going  to  sleep I  felt  a  great  urge  to  write .  

Words  flooded  into my  mind  . It was as if Gods hand had turned on a 

tap of inspiration from in heaven that began to run through my head .

I  got  out  of  bed  and  grabbed  a  pen  and a notepad  and  started to write like a madman . I  couldn’t  believe  what  was  happening  before  my  eyes   .  I  was writing the  most  beautiful  prayers  and  poems  that you could 

never imagine  .

Born  was  the  poet  but  I  was  much too self conscious and so

reluctant  to  tell  anyone  about the transformation from nong to poet .

I now had a  secret  life where I wrote everyday and night  .   

I  was  very sensitive  about  this  new  gift  and so  always hid  my  poems  

And prayers in  my  bedroom  and under floorboards in the house .

My life was changing fast and I was experiencing other things no one would believe . One  night  as  I  slept  in  the  attic I  awoke  from  my  sleep and  felt  cold  and  aware  of  another   presence  there  in  the  room  .  

Outside  I could hear the  sound  of  cats crying on back yard walls .

I sat up  in bed and glanced over  at  my  bedroom  window  and  felt  my  hair  stand  up . In the corner of the room I saw the  figure  of  a  strange  woman  dresses in a long shroud . She was there a  few  feet  from  me .  

She was motionless and just stared at  me  .  

I  tried  to  scream  out  but  my  voice was  blocked .  

I was locked in  a  state  of  sheer  terror and  pulled  the  quilt   over  my  head and  just shook  with fright for a  while  . Eventually I  had  another  peep   to   see  if  the  lady  was  still  there  but  my  night  visitor  has  left  .  

The  next  morning  I   told   my  sisters  and  Mum  and  Dad   about  the  experience  of  the  night  before  .  It  was  hard  to  convince  my  parents  about  the  ghostly  intruder .They  said  it  was  just  a  bad  dream  and  there  was  nothing  to  fear  but  one things for sure I didn’t  want  to  sleep  in  the  attic  again  after  that   . All  my  sisters  seemed  to  believe  me  .  

Anyhow after a time away my parents convinced me to return to my attic bedroom . Well to my great relief I  was  never  troubled  again  by   the   apparition  nut it still was hard for me to feel at  peace  there  . 

As  time went  on  my  inspiration  flourished  and  my  writing  became  very  prolific   .  Throughout  the   entire house  in  Duneden Park I  scattered  my  poetry  .  Inside  the  gas  metre  box  and under  the  lino  , Inside  torn  mattresses and anywhere  I found an  empty  slot .

They  where  my  little  treasures and I was very  protective  of  them  .  

I  felt they were part  of  the  house like bricks  and  mortar .

Soon I found music and tuned in to the pop music on a pirate  radio  station  called Radio  Caroline . At  night  I listened to Radio  Luxembourg .

Music  flooded   my  life  with The  Beatles, The  Rolling  Stones  and 

new  songs from CCR , Gilbert  O’Sullivan , Edison  Lighthouse , Slade , T-Rex , and  Mungo  Jerry made a big impact on me .

I embraced life and it was good ,. I threw myself into its open arms 

Suddenly  something  shattered  the  foundations of the life we lived  and enjoyed in  Belfast  . It  was  1968  when  the first signs of trouble arrived unto  our  streets  in Ardoyne .  Daily  riots and running gunfights .  It wasn’t long before Ardoyne  became  a battlefield . The village pavements were littered with  bricks  and  broken  glass .  Nail bombs  and petrol bombs were thrown from innocent hands of children . The movement began  to strike a  blow  and the cause was right  to blow our  city asunder  .  The  bloodbath  of  Belfast had just begun . The poetry and prayers I wrote were washed  away in the madness and the  dreams I had as a  child were awoken by the daily nightmare  of death and destruction . The hopes my parents had for us 

Changed and the future was unsure .

Things  where  changing  rapidly .  

Life  on  the  streets  was daily death  at  the  door  .  

Each  new  dawn  brought  to  light  the  reality of  what  once  was  Belfast.     Our  youth  club  at  St  Gabriels  closed  due  to  the  troubles  .  

My protestant  friends  where  told   not   to  visit me  anymore  .   

Newspaper  photographers  and   journalists  had  placed  themselves  on  both  sides  of  the  fence  .    Graphic  footage  of  the  troubles in Northern Ireland now  was  on  T.V  Screens  all over the globe .

The  world  was  aware  we  had  a  serious  situation  developing  in  

Northern  Ireland  .  Days  and  nights  of  violence  continued with no end in sight . The entire province  was at war .  Snipers  placed  themselves  on  

rooftops  as  rioting  mobs  clashed  below  on  the  streets  .

It was as if  civil  war  had began .  Blood  had been spilt  on  the  streets

where  I had  built friendships  and  played  football . Coffins of people 

I went to school with were being carried into cemeteries that were running out of space . As the  dead  where  being buried  others were  already preparing  to  get  revenge  .  

The  prisons  and hospitals filled  quickly  and it  was  clear  that  the  forces  of  law  and  order  had  lost  control  of   the  situation .   

The  police  reservist  known  as  The  B-Specials ran  amuck through  Ardoyne  shooting  people  through their parlour windows as  they  sat

Watching  their  T.V. sets . The  Royal  Ulster  Constabulary turned a blind eye to the murders and  failed  to  intervene .  Hatred  was  brewing  towards  the security  forces  and in  the  Catholic  districts  all over the North  riots  began and guns came out on the street . 

I realised that  it  would  never  be the same again  . The  Northern  Ireland I knew and loved had left and I watched helpless as  my friends died  .

The town went mad  . Everything was burned or  looted . 

Buses  were hijacked  and as people tried to get out of the gunfire they

Forgot what they were doing . Panic struck and good people went bad .

The  little  terrace houses  all  over  Belfast  were being burned .

Some say  in  the  name  of religion  .

Catholics  where  thrown  out  from  their  homes  in  Protestant  districts  

and  fear drove protestants from their homes in the Catholic districts . 

New residents  called  the  squatters  began  to move  into  Ardoyne  .  

They  arrived  on  trucks  accompanied  by  everything  they  owned   .  

I remember the  day  my  cousin  Frankie   arrived with  his  wife  and  family .

Ardoyne was under attack . The protestants  of  Ardoyne  where  moving  out  and to ensure no catholic family would move into their house they  turned on the gas broke the pipes and torched them . Hundreds  of  houses  burned  and a thick cloud of black smoke  filled  the  sky  . The horror of the event   

was seen  all  around  Belfast  City  .  That day a young  lad I knew  who 

had helped  my  cousin  Frankie  move  in  to  Ardoyne  was  shot dead .

Leo Mc Guigan was his name and as  he  was  unloading  the  truck  with Frankie’s furniture on it a  sniper  on the rooftop shot  him  dead  .

At  the  court  case  they  tried  to  say  that  Leo  was  armed  and  was  shooting  at  the  security  forces  .  Frankie  had  to  give  evidence  at  the  court  .  Other  witnesses  also  were  called  to  give  evidence  and  helped  to  clear  Leos  name  .  No  one  was  ever  caught  or  arrested  for  his  killing  .  The  same  can  be  said  for  my  school  friends who lost their lives in the troubles . I  can  still  see  their  innocent  faces .

Its  hard  to  forget  people  like Do-Do  Armstrong  murdered and mutilated  by  a gang of protestant  thugs  in  Clifton  Street .  They  gave  him  a  horrible  death  .  Sean Mc Kee  or “ Big  Sid”  as  he  was  known  was  shot  dead  by  the  British  Army  .  After Sid was shot half of him was left hanging  from the back of a Saracen tank still alive . Eventually he was taken to a hospital but was dead on arrival . The report said he was  an  IRA  gunman  firing  at  the  British  Army  .

I  was  out  many  times  with  “Big  Sid” and  every  time  there  was  any  trouble   he  would  have  ran  off  straight  for  home  . Sid was a very nice fella and hadn’t got a bad bone in his body .

Some of my other friends who were murdered included Sean  Mc  Conville  who  was  going  steady  with  my  sister  Geraldine . 

He was  shot  dead  on  the  Crumlin  Road  by  a  Protestant  who  stopped  in  a  car  asking  him  for  directions  .  

Then  there  was  Paddy shot  by  a  Protestant  on  the  front  of  Crumlin  Road . Foxy as we called him was shot  by  the Security  forces  .

One by one every murder was accepted and swept under the carpet by the powers that be . 

The  residents of  Ardoyne  where  asked  to  attend  the  meeting  to  form  a  action committee  .  Every street in the district had to elect two members from their street as their appointed ambassador on the committee  .  

When I  was  elected  by  the  residents  of  Duneden  Park  to  represent  them  I put forward the  idea  to install  an outside  light  at every house .

As a symbolic gesture that was to shed some light  into  the  darkness

and  asked   the  committee  if  we could pass that motion to every  home  in  Ardoyne  . It was  put to the rest of the members that an  outside  light  

was to be fitted and left  on  at  night . The light was to show  a peaceful solidarity in  our  community and  thankfully the motion  was  carried.

It  didn’t  take  long  until  the streets around  where  glowing  .    

The  next  thing  before  the  committee  was  to  rebuild  every  house  that  had  been  burned  when  the  Protestant  tenants  moved  out .

The  committee  suggested  ways  to  tackle the job ahead .

Various  businesses  where  approached  and  asked  for  donations  to  help  rebuild  the  houses  .   Then  it  went  to  the  people  of  the  district .   

The  call  went  out  to  any  man , woman , or  child  who  could   dig  a  hole , slap  on  paint ,  put  up  a  scaffold , or  donate  any  of  their  time  to  this  project  to  contact  members  of  the  committee  .  The  response  was  amazing  . Volunteers  came  from  everywhere  to  help  .  

Builders, sparks  plumbers and  a  large  number  of  labourers  where  standing  in    line  .  It  was  quite  clear  that nothing  would  stop  the reconstruction of these homes .

A  sense  of  pride  was  established  now  in  the  district  as  new homes  where  built   with  love  and  generosity  over  the  ashes  of  hatred  and  discrimination  .

The  troubles  where  now  reaching   their  peak  as  local  politicians

where  asking  the  British  Government  to  sent  in  a  peace  keeping  force .

Gerry Fitt and  John  Hume  were men leading  the way and appealed to the British government to send over the  British  Army  . Eventually the call was heard and for the first time the professionals appeared  on  the  streets  of  Northern  Ireland  .   

Ironically  the  British  Army  had arrived  just after  all  the  women  and  children  had  been  moved  out  from  their  homes  in  Ardoyne .

Only the men were left  to  defend  their  homes  with  Hurly  bats  and  fists .

It is a fact that murder squads from Scotland had come over to Belfast  to join in the fight to wipe out the Catholics from Ardoyne . A further fuel to the fire was gangs of protestant  Mobs  that included the B-Specials  and  the RUC , that would  never surrender until there were no catholics left  in Ardoyne .

So on the evening when  the  British  Army arrived it was a blow to the belly of that beast and when the British army took  up  residence in the occupied  territories  of these thugs and villains around  the  province that  things  changed for the first time . It was quiet  for  a  week  or  two  .

It  was  party  time at  first  for  the  British  Army  as  the  people  waved  at  them  driving around the place in their  armoured  cars  and  tanks  .

The streets almost seemed safe  . Most  of  the  Catholic  people  where  glad  to  see  the  British  Army  at  first  .  They  welcomed  a  return  of  law  and  order  and  when  the  B-Specials  became  an  illegal  force  it  looked  for  a  while  like  the civil  rights  movement had won  . 

At last people spoke of an equality . No one in  minority  and no  longer would  catholics be  manipulated and trodden  underfoot . No longer would catholics be turned away . No one really expected this illusion and in reality it never happened . An uneasy  peace  lasted but a brief moment in time and 

A new situation  erupted  .  

The  IRA  began  their  offensive against  the  British  army .

The  night  internment  was  introduced  the  IRA   went  all  out  in   Ardoyne  . For  some  it  was  their  last  stand  .  Death  or  freedom  was  the  cry  as  the  gunbattle  never  let  up  .

 The  British  Army  kicked  in  front  doors  and  dragged  out  all the men and  boys  over  16  years  of  age . They where  put  into  interment  camps  and  prisons  without  a  fair  trail  .  Many families  where  left  without  a  Father and  husband ,  brother  or  son . Feeling so bitter crept into the hearts of all those who had welcomed the British Army and now they could no longer trust England  and  the  occupation  of  their army  .  The  troubles  escalated  with  daily  rioting , and  looting . Young  men  grew  up  and  took up the  gun  as   their  Fathers spent  their  days  in  prison  . Locked  behind  the  wire  of

Long  Kesh  and other interment  camps  an entire generation of men had to accept  the law that had put them in there   . On the outside a new  breed  of  freedom fighters emerged . Ruthless and relentless  in  their  cause  to push England out of Ireland .  There was car  bombs and kidnapping , killing and confusion with new  electronic  warfare  and double agents  employed on all sides of the divide . It was serious stuff and tit for tat assassinations began as names and secrets were being passed around the various paramilitary groups in  Northern  Ireland  . No one felt safe answering a knock on their door and when anyone left  their  front  door  each  day it was never sure  if you  would  return  .  A  rent  strike  had been in existence along with the gas meter strikes in the catholic districts .  Anti-social  behaviour had crept  into

Every corner of the city . Every community had to have its own police force  .  The  IRA kept things under control  with  knee cap jobs , tar and featherings and punishment  shootings  .     

In the social scene drink was the go . A new breed with a new culture emerged with a new  blend  of  music  and new songs were heard in  the  pubs all over Belfast . All around  the  little streets  barricades  and  grenades  fell  among  the  people  who  stood  and  watched  as  their  houses  burned  down  around  them  . Times that  followed  brought  a  gritty  substance  to the expression give us this day our daily bread . The church seats were not as popular as they once were and many hard questions were being asked .

Families began to hurt deeply and a  hunger for justice cried out loud .

God seemed absent there and grief filled every household in the district .

Hard  times  indeed .    

 Factories  where  burned  to  the  ground  as  were many small businesses and soon the intimidations began . It was dangerous to travel to jobs and

those who did  claim  their job found that it  went  on  to  claim  their life .

Somehow I found an escape hatch at 12  years  of age . I was given a

Second hand six string guitar from  Ronnie who  was  going  steady  with  my  eldest  sister at the time . I never knew much about music but soon began to  

pick up tunes from  the  radio . My mother heard me play with  a  piece  called “ A  Mouthful Of  Grass ” which  was  the  B  side  of a song called ,

 “All Right  Now “ by  Free . She was so impressed that she told my Dad 

and he bought me a  guitar  instructions  book  at Smithfield  Markets .

The book was entitled  “Play In  A  Day” and in  a  week  I  was  able  to  strum  three  chords , C F  and  G .

I often escaped to my attic and worked with chord progressions . 

When I  was  14  years  old  I  met  my  first  girlfriend   . Her name was Sheila  

She was a friend of  my  sister  Geraldine  .  

I  was  very  shy  at  first  but  it  didn’t  take  Sheila  long  to  bring  me  out  of  my  shell  .  We went  out  to  discos  together  and  became very good 

friends . 

The troubles were still going on and driving my mother into a nervous wreck . 

Finally she  asked  Dad  to  get  us  away  from   it  all  .  

In  desperation  Dad  put  in  an  application  form for  emigration  to  Australia .

It  all  happened  so  quickly  .  It  was  April  1972  and  we  had 

been  accepted  for  emigration  and  had  two  weeks  to

prepare  to  leave  Belfast  and  enter  Australia   and  a  new  life  . 

I  told  my  friends  and  Sheila  the  sad  news  . No  one  could

believe  it  .   It  was  devastating  for  me  at  16  to  leave  behind

everything  that  meant  anything  to  me  in  life  .

The  last  week  was  hectic  . I  was  lucky  to  get  away  in  the  end .

The  British  Army  had  come  to  our  door  and  wanted  to  

take  me  away  .  My  Mother  and  Father  told  them  we  would  be  leaving  for  Australia  within  the  week  .

The  Major  was  shocked  but  told  us  never  to  return  as  we  where  lucky  to  be  getting  out  of  Northern  Ireland  .

The  last  night  I  left  Sheila  home  I  was in  tears  as  we  stood  at  her  front  gate  .  I  turned  my  back  from  her  and  walked  away  .

As  I  walked  home  along  Etna  Drive  a  sniper  from  the 

End  of  the  Street  opened  up  with  a  semi-automatic  weapon .

I  hit  the  deck  and  could  feel  the  bullets  skimming  past  

my  ears . Some  women  came  to  their  door  and  shouted  

to  see  if  I  was  all  right  .  As  soon  as  the  gunman  stopped

to  reload  I  made  a  dash  for  the  nearest  garden  wall  and  dived  over  into  safety  .

As  morning  came  I  got  up  with  the  thought  that  this  day

would  be  my  very   last  day  in  my  home  .  It  struck  

like  a  dagger  in  the heart  .  As  all  of  us  had  a  last  look

around  the  sadness  grew  and  grew  .  When  the  Taxi  finally 

arrived  to  bring  us  to  the  docks  I  was  shattered  .  My  Dad

placed  seven  suitcases  into  the  boot  of  the  taxi    as  all  the

neighbours  stood  at  their  doors  waving  goodbye  .  The  tears

that  fell  from  my  eyes  made  it  hard  to  take  a  last  look  at

Black  Mountain  and  the  gentle  hue  of  the  sky  .  The  morning

sun  peered  over  the   rooftops  of  Ardoyne  but  there  was  no  warmth  in  its  kiss  .  I  felt  cold  and  grey  inside  .  As  I  looked  

at   Mum  and  Dad  I  could  see  their  heavy  hearts  disguised

very  well  by  a  nervous  smile  of  apprehension but  it  was  plain 

to  see  the  emptiness  written  all  over  their  faces  .  As  we  all  piled  into  the  taxi  it  was  a  bit  like  getting  into  a  grave  .  The  home

we  had  would  soon  be  dead  to  us ,  as  would  be  our  friends 

and  relations  .  We  slowly  headed  off  down  the  street  and  in  about  twenty  minutes  we  arrived  at  Belfast  Docks  where  the  mourning  had  just  began  .    As  the  ship  pulled  out  of  Belfast

Louth  I  took  one  good  long  hard  look  at  the  city  I  had  grown  up  in  and  loved  .  I  thought  to  myself  how  many  tears  have 

filled  this  cold  Irish  Sea .   Our  broken  hearts  where  carried 

away  and  in  the  morning  we  had  docked  in  England  .

We  all  stood  there  on  a  railway  station  like  seven  lost  sheep ,

bound  for  Heathrow  Airport  with  a  destination  Sydney , over 

ten  thousand  miles  away  on  the  other  side  of  the  world  .  

Two  days  passed  in  the  sky  on  a  747  Jumbo  Jet  . 

When  the  plane  touched  down  at  Mascot  Airport  in  Sydney

I  felt  as  if  I  had  walked  straight  into  the  twilight  zone .

Everything  was  strange  and   we   felt   for  the  first  time  complete  strangers  and  a  burden  on  all  those  officials  who  where  

checking  us  through  customs  .  As  we  spoke  to  some  of  the

airport  staff  it  seemed  that  they  had  difficulty  in  understanding

us ,  and  I  thought  how  smart  we  must  be ,  for  I  could  understand  every  word  they  said  .  Eventually  we  where  all put  on  a  bus   feeling  ever  so  humble  and  frightened   in  this  vast  new  country  .  

All  the  way  to  Westbridge  Hostel  we  spoke  in  a  friendly  way  to  the  driver  who  never  responded  . We   thought  to  ourselves  what  sort  of  a  country  are  we  in , but 

how  ironically  funny  it  was  when  we  discovered  the  bus  driver  was  deaf  . We  got  out  off  the  bus  and  walked  on  jelly  knees  

and  dragged  our  jetlagged  bodies  to  the  office  where  we  signed  in  and  picked  up  the  keys  to  our  flats  in  our  new  home .

We  where  directed  to  an  area  of  the  Hostel  called  Gordon , 

and   as  we  walked  off  from  the  administration  building 

we  all  felt   the  same  .  Very  homesick  and  in  a  mild  state  of  shock , but  above  everything   a  sense  of  freedom  and  peace

captured  us  .  No  sound  of  gunfire  ripped  through  our  heads ,

no  bombs  where  exploding , and  there  was  no  sign  of  trouble .

We  seemed  to  have  lost  our  way  to  Gordon  and  stopped  

a  few  passers  by  . What  a  shock  we  got   when  we  found  

everyone  we  spoke  to  couldn’t  speak  English  .  We  wondered  

if  we  had  come  to  the  right  country  .  After  a  while  walking  in

circles  we  finally  found  the  area  called  Gordon  and  looked  for

our  flat  numbers  .  We  where  exhausted  by  this  stage  and  

found  our  flats  to  be  all   upstairs  units  .

As  Mum  and  Dad  opened  up  flat  7  , my  sisters  oped  Flat  8 .

I  followed  Mum  and  Dad  and  we  dropped  our  suitcases  on  the  floor  .  We  where  welcomed  by   a  chilling  scream  from  Flat  8 ,

Dad  ran  out  from  the  flat  like  a  madman   with  Mum  and  

myself  closely  behind  him  .  When  we  got  there  we  stood  in

horror  looking  at  a  huge  black  hairy  spider  that  clung  to

the  white  concrete  wall  .  It  was  the  size  of  a  small

puppy  dog  .  Dad  grabbed  the  nearest  thing  he  could  find ,

which  happened  to  be  a  broom  in  the  bathroom   and  without

any  hesitation  he  whacked  the  spider  ,  like  almost  seven  times

he  whacked  it  without  making  any  impression  .  The  spider

seemed  only  stunned  as  it  finally  fell  from  the  wall  to  the  

floor  .  Dad  stood  on  top  of  it  and  we  all  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  .  We  had  never  before  seen  the  likes  of  this  monster ,

all  we  ever  had  in  Belfast  was  Daddy  Long  Legs  on  the  window  pane  but  this  was  something  else  .  Mum  went  back  across  to  unpack  as  Dad  and  I  stayed  with  the  girls  to   calm  them  .

Suddenly  Mum  began  to  scream  out  for  help , and  like  a

lion  after  a  kill  Dad  jumped  to  his  feet  and  raced  out  the  door  with  me  after  him  .  As  we  got  inside  the  unit  Mum  stood

pointing  to  the  living  room  and  there  on  the  wall  was

another  hairy  puppy  dog  spider , even  bigger  and  even  more

hairy  than  the  first  .  Even  the  hairs  had  hairs  .  It  just

clung  to  the  wall  motionless  and   very  much  alive  .  

On  the  sofa  was  the  Sydney  Morning  Herald  , Dad  had  bought 

at  the  airport  .  He   grabbed  it  and  began  to  thump  the  spider .  Blow  after  blow  came  down  until  the  hairy  scary  thing  fell

from  the  wall  and  lay  there  lifeless  upon  the  vinyl  floor  .

What  a  welcome  and  what  a  night  we  spend  in  our  flat  .

I  never  slept  at  all  and  could  only  think  of  Belfast  .

In  the  morning  Dad  was  so  upset  about  the  spiders  that

he  went  immediately  to  the  administration  block  to  make

a  complaint , but  to  his  surprise  the  officer  there  laughed  and  said  that  those  insects  where  placed  into  all  the  empty  flats

to  kill  the  cockroaches  .  When  Mum  heard  this  she  began  to 

hit  the  panic  button  .  She  wanted  to  return  home  right  away  

and  she   wasn’t  on  her  own  there  with  that  let  me  tell  you  .

I  had  just  remembered  I  had  left  all  my  poetry  back  in  Ardoyne  under  floorboards  and  behind  bookcases  in  our  house    in  Dunned  Park  .  I  blamed  it  on  the  hurry  to  get  out  of  Belfast  and  I  felt  a  big  part  of  me  was  still  there  , but  that  part  of 

me  was  gone , I  couldn’t  see  it  or  touch  it  .   I  felt  as  if

I  had  been  robbed  of  something  .  From  that  day  my  homesickness  increased  .  Seconds  passed  liked  hours ,

hours  passed  like  weeks  and  weeks  seemed  like  years .

This  new  country  began  to  feel  like  a  prison  .  I  had  been  

locked  away  from  a  life  I  loved ,  and  from  all  the   friends  I 

had   who  where  gone  and  God  knows  I  missed  them  dearly  .

Each  morning  we  stood  in  line  with  the  other  inmates  of  Westbridge  Hostel   waiting  for  breakfast  at  the  canteen   .

We  had  been  there  almost  two  months  and  in  that  time 

nobody  could  understood  us  . There  where  Greeks , Italians ,

Germans , and  other  new  Australians  but  not  one of  our

inmates   spoke  English  .  I  suppose  this  was  the  main  driving  force  that  made  me  put  pen  to  paper  again  .  In  my  new  

adopted  home  I  found  myself  beginning  to   write  in  a  different  completely  way  than  I  had  ever  done  before  .  I  felt  a  new

writer  emerge  from  the   depths  of   the  hurt   and  it  was

from  there  I  expressed   emotions  that  gouged  out   the  words

that  fell  somewhere  between  poetry  and  prose  .   Then   I  knew

if  ever  I  was  to  settle  that   my  writing   would   have  to   

transform  itself  and  also  settle  into  these   new  surroundings  .  

                                        CHAPTER  2

                            THE   TRANSFORMATION

 It  was  May  1972   when   I  started  my  first  job  in  Australia  as  

an  apprentice French  polisher  and  spray  painter .   I  worked  in  a  factory  with  Australians  at  RMS  Kingfisher  , a  shopfitter  in  Auburn  .  Nobody  could  understand  a  word  I  said  and   for  six  months  I  had  difficulty  understanding  Australian  slang  .  I  enjoyed  my  work  and  got  on  very  well  with  the  tradesmen  .   

One  day  in  the  factory  a  practical  joker  threw  a  tin  of  thinners  over  me , and  as  the  solvent  soaked  through  my  work  clothes  my  skin  started  to  burn  .  I  went  in  to  the  locker  room  to  change ,

and  a  match  was  struck , suddenly  I  burst  into  flames  .

I  managed  to  pull  off  my  shirt   but  because  of  my  working  boots

it  was  very  difficult  to  get  my  wrangler  jeans  off  in  a  hurry  .

I  ran  out  from  the  locker  room  to  the  factory  screaming  as  the  flames  leapt  from  both  my  legs  .  Someone  lifted  a  hot  water  urn

near  the  locker  room  and  threw  the  contents  over  me  .

In  shock  I  was  rushed  to  St  Josephs  Hospital  in  Auburn , 

and  treated  for  3rd  Degree  burns  to  both  legs  .   I  was  laid

up  in  bed  for  6  months  unable  to  walk  and  receiving  workers  compensation  each  week  .  I  lay  there  in  my  bed  with  a  steel  cage  over  my  legs  which  prevented  the  blankets  from  touching  my  legs  .  My  thoughts  where  all  of Belfast  and  the  friends  I

had  left  behind  .  My  bedroom  was  a   prison  being  and  I  was  tortured  every  second  by  a   great  homesickness  .  I  waited

for  the  letters  to  come  each  week  from  Belfast  .  Each  letter 

that  came   was  filled  with  sorrow  with  the  news  of    friends

who  had  been  either   shot  dead  or   arrested  and  interned  .  

Suddenly  we  met  another  family  from  Belfast  who  had  arrived  at  Villawood  Hostel  .  The  Liddy  family  came  from  the  Bone  which  was  very  close  to  Ardoyne  .  Finally  we  had  made  a  bond  with  someone  .  Mum  began  to  miss  home  and  she  cried  often  .

The  time  passed  slowly  as  my  legs  improved  .  Skin  grafts

where  needed  .  I  had  regular  visits  from  a  local  doctor  who  changed  the  bandages  and  painted   the  wounds  with   red  dye  .  My  meals  where  brought  from  the  canteen  at  the  hostel  .      

Mum   and  Dad   had   both   started  work ,  and  soon  after  did  two  of  my  sisters  ,  Marian  and  Geraldine  .  My   two  youngest   sisters  Terry  and  Sarah  started  school  at  Our  Lady  Of  The  Rosary  in  Fairfield  .    We  began  to  settle  into  a  new  way  of  life  .  It  was  

soon  time  for  us  to   leave  Villawood  Hostel  and  we  took  up  residence  in  our  first   rental  accommodation  in  Australia  .

We   moved  into  a  3  Bedroom house  in   Orchardleigh  Street  at  Guildford  .  After  almost  a  year  I  was  able  to  walk  again  and  returned  to  work  in  the  factory  .  I  tried  hard  to  adapt  a  new  lifestyle  but  at  16   I  felt  it  too  late  to  change  and  too  soon  to  adapt  , and  in  the  end  it  was  nearly   impossible  .  For  a   number  of  years  I  could  not  settle  .  I  still  missed  my  friends  and  found  it  hard  to  forget  Belfast  .    

I  had  a  negative  outlook  on  things  that   came  through  in  my  poetry   which  had  become  cold  and  critical  .  I  destroyed  much  of  what  I  wrote  .  I  was  unhappy  with  my  writing  and  burnt

hundreds  of  poems  in  the  incinerator  out  in  the  back  garden .

I  finished  my  apprenticeship  with  RMS  and   secured   another

apprenticeship  as  a  motor  mechanic  with  Volvo  .  I  still  felt

uneasy  about  things  and  couldn’t  settle  at  all  .   Everything  took  its  toll  and  I  had  a  nervous  breakdown  at  the  end  of  1975  . 

At  20  years  of  age  ,  lost  and  very  confused  .  I  returned  to  Belfast   .  It   was  1976  and  shortly  after  arriving  home  I  was

taken  in  an  ambulance  to  Purdysburn  Psychiatric  Hospital .

I  was  given  electric  shock treatment  and  sedated  very  heavily

for  six  months  .  After  a  year  I  returned back  to  Australia  .

My  family  never  knew  me  .  My  appearance  had  changed  .

I  had  put  on  weight  and  lost  some  hair  . I   had  become

withdrawn  and  extremely  sensitive  about  things  .  I  found  

writing  poetry  a   great  therapy  , and  after  a  few  years  ,       

something  began  to  happen  inside  me  .  I   realised  now  I  had  to  make  it  work  in  Australia  .  So  I  forced  my  way  into   factories  and  started  to   change  my  perspective  .   I  started  to  make  friends  

which  brought  me  out  from  the  closet  where  my  poetry  and  I

had  locked   out   life  .  I  brought  a  collection  of  my  poems  to  my  parents  .  I   expected   them  to  laugh  at  them  and  make  jokes

about  my   writing   .  But  to  my  surprise  they  never  did  .

I  was  encouraged  by  Dad  as  he  sat  down  and  read  my  work   . That  moment  was  very  special  for  me  ,  I  watched  Dad  as

he  went  through  my  writing  .  He  seemed   proud  of  my  work

and  told  Mum  I  had  something  .  I  was  delighted  to  hear  him  say  that  .  For  so  long  I  had  kept  secret  this  part  of  my  life

and  now  there  stood  the  poet  before  them  .    

That  evening  he  gave  me  a  heart  to  heart  about   my   life ,

and  my  writing .  He  brought  them  together  as  one  .

Dad   asked  me  to  write  a  book  on  my  experiences  with

my  nervous  breakdown  and  the  recovery  .  I  had  never  gave

any  thought  about  this  topic  before  and  it  seemed  more

than  a  challenge  .  I  started  to  write  poems  that  cut  open

a  wide  and   vivid  image   of  an  unbalanced  mind  .  The 

picture  was  disturbing   and  I  burnt  two  hundred  and  fifty  of 

these  new  poems  .  After  I  destroyed  the  work  I  felt  as  if  a  great

load  had  been  lifted  from  my  shoulders  .  Maybe  that  was  Dads  blessing  and  what  he  had   meant  for  me  .   Soon  afterwards

Dad  and  I  became  close  .  Sometimes  we  would  go  for  a  drink  at  Greystanes  Inn  or  over  to   Wentworthville  Leagues  Club  .

We  started  jogging  together  every  Dad  and  sometimes  we  would  have  a  swim  at  Parramatta  Pool  .   I  had  a  new  mate  and

we  went  everywhere  together  .  I  enjoyed  his  company  and  went  along  with  him  to  Rosehill  Races  and   Harold  Park  Trots  .

He  had  made  me  feel  ok  about  my  writing  and  that  was  the

answer  I  needed  to  hear  . 

As  a  poet  the  only  expense  I  had  ever  gone  to  was  with

poetry  .  It  never  occurred  to  me  that  I  could  use  go  a  step  further  and  write  a  song  .    I  could  play  a  few  chords  and  loved  music  and  although  the  poet   became  a   songwriter  ,  the  musician   in  me  had  become  very  self  conscious  of   the  level  of  skill  .               

I  took  on  guitar  lessons  with  a  man  called  Fred  who  had  placed  an  advertisement  in  the  newspaper  .  Every  Friday  I  went  to  his  flat   in  Auburn  for  an  hour  .  I  discovered  new  things  like  bar  chords  and  tempo  . I  practiced  at  home  between  lessons  and

discovered  a   new  style  of  my  own  .  It   was  an  early  learning

experience  with  the  guitar  and  one  that   I  enjoyed   .  After  about  six  months  Fred  was  moving  away  from  Auburn  and  told  me  he

could  not  teach  me  anymore  .  It  was  then  I  asked  Fred   for  his  help  to  buy  a  new  Guitar  .  Early  one  Saturday  morning  Fred  and  I  went  into  Sydney  .  We  parked  the  car  near  Eddy  Avenue  and  he  knew  the  exact  shop  to  go  .   I  picked  me  a  Navarra  Electric  Six  String  Guitar  and  a  small  amplifier  .  

I  went  to  show  off  my   new  instrument  to  Mum  and  Dad  , 

and  everyone  was  all  over  them  .

My  sisters  wanted  me  to  play  them  a  song  and  for  the  first

time  I  felt   as  if  a  little  stardom   shone  around  me  .

It  was  on   my  second  guitar ,  a   fender  acoustic , that  I  found 

my  way  with  music  .

I  had  plenty  to  say  and  sometimes  there  wasn’t  enough  time  in  a  day  to  write  to  down  the  thoughts  that   drifted  through  my  mind .  Although  my  experience  as  a  poet   and  songwriter   was   very  lonely , I   was  happy  to  exist  there  with  my  writing  . 

Since  arriving  in  Australia  my  writing  ability  had  grown  up 

through   blue  periods  and   a  mixed  set  of  circumstances    .

Over  the  years  I  had  gone  through  different  jobs  as  a  storeman ,

a  factory  worker ,  a  driveway  attendant , a  console  operator ,

 and  in  my  trade  as  a  French  polisher  and  spray  painter  . 

I   was  quite  often  inspired  during  my  work  hours  so  I  had

a  notepad  and  pen  always  with  me  .  People  who  saw  me  scribble  down  things  as  I  worked  where  curious  at  what  I  was  doing ,

and  when  I  showed  them  I  was  given  great  encouragement

to  give  my  writing  more  time  . 

One  evening  at  Greystanes  I  went   for  a  get  together  over  a  have  a  cup  of  tea  in  the  community  hall  .

An  Irish   nun  who  was  talking  with  some  of  the   community  came  and  said  hello  .  Sister  Honora  was  an  elderly  lady  , and

she  told  me  her  time  teaching  had  finished  .  When  I  said  I  was  a  writer ,  she   asked  if  I  would  let  her  read  some  of  my  work  .

I  felt  honoured  that  somebody  was  interested  in  my  poetry  and  so

the  next  day  I  brought  her  a  number  of  my  poems  .

After  reading  them  Sister  Honora  encouraged  me  to  show  my  poetry  around   .  I  thought  about  what  she  said  and  decided  to

give  it  a  go  .  I  rang  some   Sydney  radio  stations  and  read  my  poetry  on   air  .   I  contacted  the  NSW  Writers  Centre  at  Rozelle  , The  Poets  Union , The  Australian  Society  Of  Authors , Magazines , Newspapers ,   and  sent  letters  with  my  poetry  to  some  of  the  contacts  I  was  given  .  Radio  seemed  to  provide  an  excellent 

veichle  for  poetry  .  I  had  now  a  long  list  of  specialist  programs

that  specifically  dealt  with  poetry   .  One  of  the  better  shows

was  on  3LO  in  Melbourne  with  John  Reid  on  his  weekend  lifestyle  programme  on  the  . 

I   had  also  a  list  of  places  where  poets  could  read  their  work  to

live  audiences  , and  so  I  began  to  read  my  poetry  around  on  a  regular  weekly  basis  .  The  number  of  venues  kept  me  busy  as  a  

performing  poet  .  It  was  great  to  hear  applause  for  my  work ,

and   apart  from   poets   in  the  audience  there  was  a  mixed  assortment  of  people  from  the   academics   and   radio  presenters , to  the  tourists  and journalists  .  Once  your  face  was  known ,

it  was  easy  to  talk  to  most  people  in  the  audience  . 

There  was  a  friendly  atmosphere  and  often  you  met   up  with

the  same  people  at  different  gigs  .At  some  of  the  Sydney   gigs  like  the  Annandale  Cafe , The  Don  Banks Museum  and  The  Writers  Centre , I  brought  along   my  fender  guitar  and  tried  out  some  of  my  songs  .  I  was  asked  to  appear  on  Australian  Made  Poetry  a  few  times  as  the  guest  of   Dulcie  Meddows  on  2NBC .

A  kind  of  domino  effect  developed  with  each  new  place  I  went .

I  made  new  contacts , and  discovered  new  venues  for  poetry  reading  and  other  radio  stations  who  put  poetry  to  air  .

Southern  FM  in  Victoria  began  to  broadcast my  work  and  

Catherine  Anderson  on  2BLU  invited  me  to  read  on  her  Poetry  Plus  programme  in  the  Blue  Mountains  .  There  where  also  

spots  at  the  national  folk  festivals  where  poets  were  welcome

to  read  poetry  in  the  marquees  and  wine  bars  .  It  was  a  great  

step  I  had  made  to  show  my  work  around ,  but  in  doing  all

travelling  there  was  not  much  spare  time  to  allow  the  creative  juices  to  flow  .  I  still  had  so  much  to  write  about  and  in

1983  I  made  the  decision  to  set  aside  more  time  to  work   and   

put  more  effort  into  songwriting  .

I  explained  to  Mum  and  Dad  that  I  needed  some  time  on  my  own  and  had  decided  to   leave  home  and  move  into  a  place  of  my  own  .  I  found  a  place  in  Pendle  Hill  where  I  spend  most  of  every  hour  of  every  day  writing  .  

This  went  on  for  months  . My  rooms  where  littered  with  scraps  of  paper  .  The  spirit  was  with  me  and  I  was  very  inspired.  After  six  months   I  had  quite  a  large  collection  of  original  works  .

I  had  no  wage  now  and  times  where  tough  .  I  sold  my  car  and  my  electric  guitar  .  I  was  just  surviving  after  paying  rent  and

the  usual  bills  .  I   also  went  busking   when  times  where  lean ,

and  when  times  where  leaner  still  I  borrowed  .  Being  poor

meant   I  had   to  struggle  much   more   and  go  without    most 

of  the  time   .        

 Sometimes  I  had  to  get  away  from  Pendle  Hill  .  I  loved  to  take  weekend  trips  to  Coffs  Harbour  .  It  was  a  great  spot  for  me  to  busk  my  songs  , and  with  the  money  people  gave  I  would  either  eat  well  or  go  hungry ,  and  book  in  to  the  Backpackers  Youth  Hostel  , or  if  people  where  generous  I  would  stay  at  one  of  the

better  hotels  .  From  Coffs  Harbour  to  Sawtell , and  Newcastle ,

I  brought  my  music , sometimes  I  would  meet  other  buskers

who  played  along  with  me  .

 I  had  abandoned  myself  in  the  world  with  my  songs  and  never  knew  where  I  would   go  next .  Busking  provided  an  excellent   venue  to  get  feedback  from  an  audience  .   I  loved  the  overnight  train  trips  back  to  Sydney  . 

 There  was  always  a   friendly  atmosphere  on  the  train  and   the  passengers  enjoyed  me  playing  them  a  few  tunes  along  the  way .   Each  time  I  arrived  back  home  in  Sydney , I  went  busking  in  George  St   and  Pitt  St  .  Outside  the  Hoyts  cinemas  was  my  favourite  place  for  busking  .  You  where  certain  of  a  steady  flow  of  people  passing  by  .  Another  favourite  place  I  went  busking  was   down  at  the  ramp   by  Parramatta  Railway  Station  .  

Each  time  I  returned  home  to   Pendle  Hill  I   was  isolated  again .

It  hit  me  how  much  I  needed  the  space  there  as  a songwriter  .

I  was  happy  there  alone  in  my  little  place  without  a  human  being  to  talk  to  or  influence  me  .  Remote  and  hidden  away  from  the  world  in  a  contemplative  lifestyle  with  nothing  but  a  little  light  for  company  .  I  had  no  TV  or  radio  because  I  felt  that

may  some  control  over  what  I  was  writing  .   All   my  melodies  where  alway  my  own , as  where  my  lyrics  .   It  was  important  for  me  to  be  an  original  songwriter  in  every  aspect  of  the  word .

My  life  revolved  around  poetic  thinking  .  I  walked  with  it ,  talked  with  it  ,  I  breathed  it  , and  even  smelt  it  on   my  clothes  .

Everywhere  I  went  I  carried  a  notebook  and  a  pen  .

I  was  carried  away  by  inspirations  and  recorded  everything

I  was  able  to   on  cassette  .  My  collection  of  short  stories , plays ,  poetry and  song   where  growing  .   

I  was  writing  from  experience  and  for  me  that  was  the  most  powerful  form  of  expression  .  I   travelled  around  the  country  and  met  people  in  their  hometowns   .  Before  I  sold  my  car  I  had  drove  to  South  Australia  , Queensland  .  I  enjoyed  driving  around  capturing  all  the  beautiful  landscapes  and  images  of  Australia .

I  was  unhappy  after  three  of  my  cars  had  been  stolen  .  

Two  of  them  were  not  insured  and  the  third  was  covered  for

market  value  .  I  often  thought  that  the  world  would  be  a  better  place  without  the  motor  car  .  I  suppose  its  the  dreamer  in  me ,

that  never  ceases  to  wonder  at  life  .

                                          CHAPTER  3

                     THE  POET  IN  A  MAD  MAD  WORLD

Surrounded  in  a  mist  of  poetry  I  found  my  way  through  a

dark  night  of  the  soul  .  Frustrated  by  poverty  even  the  poor  

had  pity  for  me  .  Somehow  there  was  a  sense  to  it  all ,

I  had  made  a  bed  of  roses  from  the  brambles  and  the  weeds .

Many  seeds  had  been  planted  in  my  garden  and  long  before  the  fruit  had  grown  , I  had  a  rich  harvest  from  the  labour  .

For  three  years  I  had  locked  myself  away  like  a  hermit  .

During  this  time  there  was  never  any  drought  .  Inspiration

flowed  and  I  had  started  to  see  my  own  direction  from  lyric  to  music .  From  there my  songs  began  to  be  a  companion  along  

a  hard  road  .  As  I  felt  happy  with  myself  and  my  work  I  came  out  of  the  cave  .  Three  years  living  as  a  hermit  did  have  an

effect  on  me  .  I   returned  to  live  with  Mum  and  Dad  and  

It  was  that  Easter  season  in  1986  that  my  sister  Terry  was  killed  in  her  car  at  Smithfield  .  She  was  26  years  of  age  . 

Terry’s  death  was  so   sudden  .   For  the  first  time  tragedy  brought   my  family  and  I  home  to  its   prison  of  guilt  and  fear  .

Never  again  would   life  be  the  same  .  Never  again  would  I  see  

the  face  of  someone  who  I  loved  .  Never  again  to   see  her

smile  .  Never  again  to   share  her  hopes  and  dreams  with  mine .

I  always  remember  Terry  like  a  rose  in  full  bloom  .  Never  would  I  see  her  fade  and  wither  away  .  She  will  always  be  as  I  last

remember  her  , young  and  full  of  life  .  Terry  had  been  plucked

from  my  garden  ,  God  had  taken  her  to  his  home  .  Those  who  where  left  behind  here  still  had  to  get  there  .  Terry’s  death  was  the  one  huge  loss  that  gave  me a  new   purpose  in  life  .   

Apart  from  all  those  who  knew  Terry  she  had  left  this  world  with  nothing  to  show  for  her  time  here  .  Terry  had  always  wanted  to  get  married  and  have   kids .  She  had  many  unfinished  projects  around  her  house  in  Bawley  Point  .  

The  reality  of  never  seeing  her  again  propelled  me  into  an  uncontrollable  writer  .   It  was  at  this  time  I  measured  out  my

creativity  not  by  the  page  but   by  the  kilo .

I  made  a  promise  to  myself  that  the  world  would  know  that  I  had   existed  .  I  was  someone  and  I  had  something  to  say  .   

I  wanted  to  make  sure  that  if  I  where  to  die  that  there  would  be  something   of  me  left  behind   that  made  a  mark  .

I  was  shattered  by  Terry’s  death  and  felt   devastated  and   hurt   .

I  moved  back  for  a  while  with  my  Mum  and  Dad , but  to  see

them  hurt  so  much  broke  my  heart  .  

My  life  was  turned  upside  down  .  I  wrote  with  no  rest , with  no  food  , and  became  the  slave  to  my  talent  .  My  parents  could  not  understand  what  I  was  doing  . We  were  all  going  through  our  own  personal  grief  .   I  threw  myself  head  first  into  writing  .  

There  was  so  much  I  wanted  to  get  out  from  the  very  depths  of  my  being  .  A   great  reservoir  within  me  had  opened  up  and  the  living  waters  of  my  existence  where  pouring  out  . Months  passed  as  I  sat  on  the  edge  of  a  mountain  with  poetry  swimming  around  in  my  mind  .  During  this  period  I  had  not  surfaced  once  .

I   was   jumping  in  and  out  of  my  imagination  like  a  lion  chasing  its  prey  .  I  had  devoured  up  my  time  and  through  the  feast  I

had  found  a  way  to  cope  with  my  anger .   I  was  so  busy  trying

to   handle  my  grief  that  I  was  unable  to  see  the  trauma  that 

Mum  and  Dad  where  going  through  .   We  where  all  shattered

by  Terry’s  death  and  could  do  nothing  to  help  eachother  .  

The  more  we  tried  to  help  , the  more  hurt   we  went  through  .     

It  was  clear  I  could  not  continue  this  lifestyle  under  my  parents  roof  .  It  was  too  much  for  me  and  too  much  for  them  .

I   explained   to  Mum  and  Dad  that  I  had   decided   to  move  out  again  .   It  was  a  difficult  time  for  us  all  .  

At   this  time  I  went  to  buy  another  car  .   I  picked  up  a  red

Holden  Panel  Van  with  a  V8  engine  and  big  wide  Mag  wheels .

I  threw  a  mattress  in  the  back  of  the  Van , along  with  my  songs

a  six  string .  With  only  a  few  clothes  and   personal  things  I

left  Sydney  on  a  spring  morning  of  1986  and  on  the  outskirts  of   a  mixed  up  world  I  drove  off  to  Coffs  Harbour  .

My  life  turned  into  a  nightmare  for  the  next  three  years  .  I  wandered  through  the  caves  of  despair  in  my  subconscious  

I  often  drove  down  the  south  coast  and  stayed  at  Terry’s  old  house  in  Bawley  Point  .  It   was  my  exit  from  life  in  Bawley  .

There  I  loved  to  walk  through  Koala  Forest  secluded  from  the  world  among  the  trees  in  the  sundappled  light  .  I  eased  my  way  through  the  forest   , as  thoughts   fell   upon  me  .  Like  a  jockey

I  dismounted  from  my  nightmare  and  stood  for  the  first  time

feeling  safe  and  comfortable  on  solid  ground  .   

I   was  round  the  bend  and  tried  hard  to  pull  up   my   galloping  mind   that  seemed  to  be  racing  against  time  . 

Some  days  I  found  there  where  not  enough  hours  to  run  with  my  thoughts  .  They  would  take  over  me  and  jump  barriers  .  

Now  it  was  time  for  me  to  take  control  of  the  reins  .  

I  had  to  escape  from  being  a  slave  to  the  talent  and  become  its  master   .  It   was  difficult  ,  but  I  had  to  somehow  get  back  to

life  and  reality  .  The  essence  of  my  existence  had  been  stirred  up

since  Terry’s  death  but   through  a  nightmare  of  guilt’s  and  fears   

I  had  found  harmony  with  the  world  around  me  .

I  started  to  look  at   things  around  me  in  a  different  way  and

noticed  there  where  so  many  things  in  life  that  where  passing  me  by  and  I  had  never  noticed  them  before  .  

I  climbed  the  ladder  up  Pigeon  House  Mountain , I  began  to  feed  the  Wallabies  down  at  Pretty  Beach  . There  where  deserted  beaches  with  waves  I  had  never  swam  through  .  There  where

bush  tracks  I  had  never  walked  along  .  I  discovered  Bawley  Point  and  it  became  for  me  a  haven  from  the  hell  I  was  going

through  .  Once  I  had  composed  myself  for  life  again  I  left

Bawley  Point  and   drove  to  some  of  the  far  regions  around

New  South  Wales  .  Still   caught  up  between  emotion  and  inspiration  , I  was  learning  to  master  the  talents  God  had  gave  me  .  Then   I  found  the  common  ground  I  was  looking  for  .

I  was  not  doing  this  for  fame  and  fortune , I  was   not  after  prestige , I  was  a  songwriter  without  the  glamour  .  For   years  I  had  never  thought  of  this  side  of  my  life  and  now  here  it  was  standing  before  calling  me  to  come  home  .  

I  answered  the  call  and  returned  back  as  best  as  I  could  . 

The  Panel  Van  was  a   great  buy  .  I  could  sleep  anywhere  I 

wanted  ,  and   I  chose  the  roads  on  which  to  travel  .          

Tired  and  frustrated I  returned  to  Sydney  in  1988  .

I  shared  a  rented   house  in  Pendle  Hill  with  a  German  couple .  

The  house   in  Burra  Street   was   divided  into  two  separate 

living  areas  .  My  place  was  fully  furnished  and  cut  off   from  their

part  of  the  house  . We  shared  the  laundry  and  clothes  line  .  

I  unpacked  my  belongings  into  my  bedroom  , and  then  contacted

the  family  .  That  evening  my  Mum  and  sister  came  to  visit  me  .

We  sat  and  spoke  quietly  eating  grapes  .  I  was  glad  to  see

them  and  it  was  clear  they  where  still  torn  apart  with  grief  .

I  went  busking  most  days  at  Parramatta  Railway  and  made  a

few  contacts  there   with  people  .  The  situation  back  at  the  half  a  house  was  getting  desperate  .

 It  was  clear  that   my  German  neighbours  didn’t  like  my  music  .  Frequently  in  the  evening  Hans  would  bang  the  wall  and  ask  me  to  keep  quiet  .  I   must  however  tell  you  the words  he  used  at  times   were  not  politely  put  to  me  .  One  evening  he  came  around  to  my  back  door  and   nearly  kicked  it  in  .  When  I  answered

the  rap  at  the  door   he   was  screaming  there  half  dressed  and  half  stressed  ,  screaming   that  he  couldn’t  sleep  .  It  was  noon .

Rather  than   throw  the  head  up  I  took  my  guitar  and  went

into  Parramatta  and   did  a  bit  of  busking .

After  I  had  cooled  down  I  went  for  a  late  lunch  in  City  Extra  . Thats  where  I  first   met  Johno  Young  .  As  I  sat  down  in  front  of  the  TV  .   I  was  scribbling  down  the  first  notes  of  a  melody  that  was  in  my  head  on  a  scrap  of  paper   .  Johno  came  and

took  the  seat   beside  me  and  looked  over  my  shoulder  .

Suddenly  he  began  to  talk  to  me  about  music  .  The  conversation

developed  into  an  opening  up  of  my  current  situation  .  

Where  I  was  at  seemed  to   reach  a  nerve  ending  with  Johno  . 

He  paid  for  my  lunch ,  then   he  offered  me  a  place  to  stay .

Johno  told  me  he  had  no  transport  so  I  drove   to  his  house  at

Blaxland  Road  in  Granville  .  On  the  way  I  put  a  cassette  of  some  of  my  songs  I  had  recorded  and  he   listened  intently  .

I  could  tell  he  was   really  listening  to  the  lyric  and  melody

hooks  and  when  he  told  he  was  very  impressed  with  the  work  ,

something  inside  me  had  come  to  the  surface  .  I  felt  proud

by  the  encouraging  words  of  my  songs  .  Johno  seemed  to  recognise  this  in  me  and   began   pushing  me  in  the  direction  of  performing  to  audiences   .  We  arrived  at  Johnos  place  and

walked  in  through  the  front  door  that  hung   by  a  weak  hinge   .  There  where  a  half  a  dozen  people  sitting  in  the  lounge  room  .  An  old  woman   and  five  girls  who  I  took  to  be  his  mother  and  sisters   .  I  sat  down  and  before  long  Johno  began  to  tell  his  stories  about  the  music  business  .  I  sat  and  listened  to  him  .

He  had  been  a  band  member  as  well  as  band  manager  .

The  personal  time  he  spent  with  The  Easybeats  brought   some  

intrigue  into  my  life  .  The  sofa  I  sat  on  he  said  was  sat  on  by

many  famous  Australian  musicians  .   As  it  got  dark  he  gave

me  the  lounge  to  sleep  on  .  

Morning  came  and  I  was  an  occupant  calling  for  breakfast

at  an  alien  breakfast  table  ,  with  some  people  I  had  never

known  before  in  my  life , but  strange  as  it  may  seem  I  feel  like  part  of  the  family   with  a  bowl  of  cereal  and  tea  and  toast  .  After  breakfast  Johno  brought  me  inside  a  small  room  beside  the  kitchen  .  It  was  a  recording  studio , the  walls   had  empty   egg  carton  boxes  stuck  to  them  and  a  red  light  bulb  dangled  from  the  ceiling , and  when  switched  on

created  a  very  dull  but  piercing  light  .  Once  inside  he  picked  up  an  electric  guitar  and  after  plugging  it  in  he  began  to  play  a  raunchy  raw  guitar  rift  .  It  lasted  about  twenty  seconds

before  he  threw  the  guitar  down  very  angrily  to  the  floor  .

He  held  out  two  shaking  hands  before  him  .  Then  he  told  me

about  the  accident  .   One  night  after  playing  a  gig  ,  Johno  and

the  band  all  got  into  the  car  .  Johno  was  driving  .   He  knew

he  was  drunk  when  he  took  the  wheel , but   still  drove  the  car .

Johnos  sister  was  also  in  the  car  .  Everyone  was  in  high  spirits

but  suddenly  Johno  lost  control  and  the  car  was  involved  in  a  bad  accident  .  He  has  never  forgive  himself  for  that  night  and  blames  himself  for  the  damage  he  caused  to  the  passengers in  the  car  .  Years  later  his  sister  is  unable  to  walk  properly and  the

thing  Johno  loved   most  in  life  which  was  playing  the  guitar

has  become  impossible  .  After  years  of  struggling  to  play  the

longest   he  can  play  is around  thirty  seconds  before  the  severe  pain  goes  shooting  through  his  arms  and  rendering  his  fingers  useless  .  It   was  a  crippling  blow  to  him , and  yet  he  continued  

say  he  deserved  it  .   He  told  me  he  had  never  touched  another  drink  since  the  accident  .  As  the  day  progressed  Johno  had  many

people  drop  in  .  Mostly  musicians  with  demos  who  wanted  Johno

to  have  a  listen  to  their  latest  recordings  .  He  seemed  to  be  a  

very  influential  person  in  the  area  .   As  the  week  went  on  I

felt  confinement  begin  to  affect  my  lifestyle  , I  had  to  get  away .

I  told  Johno  I  was  going  up  to  Coffs  Harbour  for  a  few  days ,

but  instead  of  making  an  escape  alone , I  had  a  new  partner

with  me  on  the  road  .  Johno   seemed  glad  to  get  out  of  Granville  for  a  while  .  We  hit  the  freeway  about  noon  and

stopped  at  Newcastle  for   a  bite  to  eat  .  Jimmy  Barnes  was  playing  in  a  pub   in  Hunter  Street  that  evening  and  Johno  suggested  that  we  go  to  the  gig  .  I  had  no  problem  with  that ,

so  we  booked  a  room  overnight  in  the  pub  .  That  evening  we

got  involved  in  a  dispute  with  the  bouncer  standing  outside  the

door  at  the  gig  .

 Johno  tried  to  explain  to  the  doorman  that  he  was  good  friends  with  Jimmy  and  all  the  band  .

He  refused  to  pay  at  the  door  and  explained  to  the  bouncer

he  had  never  paid  before  to  see  the  band  .  The  bouncer  never

saw  eye  to  eye  with  Johno  and  eventually  we  left   without

seeing  the  concert  .  When  morning  came  I  went  downstairs

to  pay  for  the  accommodation . It  was  still  early  and  the  cleaner

hadn’t  straightened  up  the  mess  from  the  night  before  .  I

put  on  a  song  on  the  juke  box  and  couldn’t  believe  my  luck ,

as  I  picked  up  a  fifty  dollar  note  from  the  floor  .  Finders ,

keepers  ,  was  the  going  thing   around   here , so  I  paid  the

bill  and  filled  the  car  with  petrol  .  We  where  back  on  the

road  before  nine  o’clock  and  arrived  in  Coffs  Harbour

for  lunch  .  I  had  got  to  know  Johno  in  the  last  week  ,

and  could  see  we  had  something  very  much  in  common  .

In  conversation  he  never  tried  to  outwit  , in  criticism  he

would  never  destroy , in  trouble  he  would  never  leave  you ,

and  in  need  he  was  a  friend  .   It  was  a  long  time  since

I  had  a  friend , and  I  was  not  easy  with   constant  company .

As  a  poet , and  a  songwriter  it  was  impossible  for  me  to

write  when  Johno  was  around .  I  felt  blocked  from  my  usual

freedom  of  expression  because  there  was  another  person  there

in  my  personal  creative  space  .  When  two  people  collaborate

with  songwriting  it  can  work  if  both  people  are  thinking  the  same and  are  switched  into  a  positive   interaction  with  a  compulsion

to  compose  and  influence  eachother  by  proper  feedback  . 

Johno  was  an  ex-musician  who  never  wrote  ,  so  I  could

not  find  anytime  for  creative  thinking  .  I  began  to  look

at  this  time  as  one  of  transition  .  When  we  returned  to  Granville

Johno  started  to  talk  about  getting  me  into  a  band , and  arranging  a  few  gigs  .  I  was  thinking  differently  about  where  I

 was  wanting  to  go  and  wasn’t  too  sure  about  Johnos  new  ideas  .  I  wanted  to  continue  to  write  as  I  had  always  been  doing  .

Performing  my  songs  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  list  at  this  time  .  It  was  around  this  time  I  had  to  make  a  break  from  Johno  because  I  felt  like  an  electric  switch  with  no  fuse ,

and  two  positive  wires  without  an  earth  ,  plugged  into  a  socket

that  was  already  overloaded  .   I  explained  to  Johno  that  I  

needed  some  space , but  he  was  upset  .  He  felt  disappointed

with  me  and  told  me  about  the  breaks  he  was  making  for  me 

and  continued  to  rub  in  the  guilt  trip  with  a  desperate  slap

on  the  face  .  He  went  on  about  after  everything  he  had  done  already  for  me , and  now  I  was  walking  out  on  him  .

It  became  difficult  to  part  company  with  Johno , and  I  suppose

that  was  really  the  reason  that   I  had  to  go  my  own  way  .

I  returned  to  the  half  house  in  Pendle  Hill  and  allowed  some  time  to  pass , giving  a  lot  of    thought  to  Johnos  suggestions ,

about  getting  a  band  together  .  Either  by  destiny  or  by  chance

I   met   some  musicians  in  Parramatta   when  I  was  busking 

who  also  had  an  idea  of  putting  a  band  together  .  One  of  these  

new  people  in  my  life  was  Mario  who  also  lived  in  Pendle  Hill .

Another  person  I  had  met  busking  was  Chris  Gallagher  who  lived  in  Parramatta  .  Another    person  I  made  friends  with  was  a

piano  player  from  Wentworthville  by  the  name  of  Graham .

I  had  met  up  with  all  these  people  in  a  month  and  I  thought

serious  about   us  all  getting  together  in  a  group  .  I  set  aside

an  evening  for  discussion   and  invited  everyone  to  the  half  a  house  .   That  evening  we  all  decided  to  give  it  a  go , and  began  to  rehearse  regularly  at  my  place  .  Out  of  the  blue  I  was  

approached  by  Chris  to  do  a  kind  of  a  Duet  with  him  for  a

Charity  function  .  I  agreed  and  one  summer  evening  outside

on  a  veranda  at  Granville , Chris  and  I  played   a  number  of  my  songs  in  a  gig  for  the  unemployed  youth   at   the  Civic  Centre 

in  Granville  .  The  evening  seemed  to  go  over  all  right  .  Most  of  the  audience  where  happy  enough  and  the  end  result  was  for  me  a  success  .  I   had  made  a  few  people  sit  up  and  listen  to  my

songs  and  was  given  some  great  feedback  from  people  in  the  audience  .  After  the  gig  Chris  and  I  went  for  a  coffee  and  spoke

about  our  backgrounds  .  Chris  Gallagher  had   a  lot  of  experience

with  the  music  business  and  until  recently  was  a  member  of  a  band  called  “Thin  Ice “  .   Chris  had  said  they  where  a  good  blues  band  and  I  asked  him  about  gigs  they  had  done  .

He  told  me   about  the  biggest  gig  they  had  ever  done  ,  playing

as  the  support  to  Mike  Oldfield  .  They  all  got  a  thousand  dollars

each  for  that  gig  but  after  that  gig   “ Thin  Ice “  broke  and  the

band split  up  .  Since  the  split  Chris  had  thinking  about  getting  another  band  together  .  That  evening  Chris  brought  me  around

and  introduced    me  to  some  people  he  knew  .  

From  there  Chris  and  I  became  good  and  began  to  write  songs

together . I  was  very  pleased  with  the  collaboration  and  there  where  some  promising  songs  as  the  end  result  .   As  the  weeks  went  on  the  band  rehearsals  where  growing  into  more  of  a  battleground  with  personality  clashes  and  friction  creeping  in  .

I  spoke  with  the  other  members  about  this  and  some  walked  away  .  Basically  the  problem  was  drugs , and  egos  , a  deadly

concoction  when  mixed  with  musicians  .

After  an  attempt  to  get  a  band  together  fell  apart  Chris  and

myself  began  to  do  a  lot  of  busking  around  the  city  .  We

played  well  together  and  drew  large  crowds  most  times  .

We  often  took  a  train  into  Town  Hall  station  during  the  day

and  made  our  way  to  George  Street  .  We  played  a  set  of  

my  own  songs  that  worked  well   in  well  with  the  passers  by  .

We  opened  with  “ The  Crossroads  Of  Love “ , “ Sweden “,

 “ Song  Of  The  Birds, “ and  “ Water”   .  Chris  had  always

said  to  me  that  he  liked  these  numbers  .  We  had  been

able  to  incorporate  some   lead  breaks  with  the  rhythm guitar  

and  I  was  able  to  add  some  blues  harp  to  compliment  the  

sound  .  Apart  from  busking  Chris  and  I  spend  a  lot  of

time  in  my  place  at  Pendle  Hill  writing  together  .

The  first  song  we  put  together  was  called  “ New  Music “  

After  that  we  worked  on   melody  lines  to  various   lyrics  I  had  been  writing  .  There  was  plenty  of  late  nights  and  cheap  coffee .

We  called  our  coffee  FAB  even  though  it  was   terrible .

We  where  both  positive  thinkers  and   where  plugged  into  the  same  wavelength  .  It  was  due  to  this  fact  that   we  never  blew  a  fuse  or   came  into  conflict  with  our  songwriting  .  Our  ideals  followed  a  similar  path  .  What  became  clear  with  each  new  song  that  we  wrote  was  that  friction  was  never there  . We  both  had  an  understanding  as  songwriters  what  we  wanted  to  say , and  in  that  situation   a   creative  presence  developed  where  it  was  comfortable  to  work  in .   I  felt  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  that   I  could  express  myself  as  a  poet  and  as  a  songwriter  without  having  to  be  isolated  .  It  was  a  new  experience  for  me  to  have  another

person  there  to  bounce  my  melodies  lyrics  of  .  As  a  songwriter

I  found   collaborating  with  the  right  person   is  invaluable  .    

I’ve  also  found  in  life  that  all  good  things  come  to  an  end .

Chris  began  to  push  towards   performing  and  I  wasn’t  thinking

that  way  .  It  was  there  that  we  sort  of  crossed  a  different  path   and  some  friction  crept  in  .  We  stopped  writing  songs  and  I

left  Pendle  Hill  and  moved  into  a  house  in  Blacktown  .  I

still  had  a  lot  of  things  to  say  and  the  inspiration  continued  to

come  every  day  .  One  night   a  knock  came  to  the  door  . It  was

very  late  .  Chris  was  standing  there  .  He  got  my  address  from  my  sister  .  He  wanted  to  talk  about  the  same  thing  .  Getting

some  gigs  and   making  some  money  .  I  was  getting  fed  up

and  angry  with  his  hard   attitude .  I  think  he  got   the  message after  a   while  and  he  could  see  he  was  flogging  a  dead  horse  with  this  idea  .  He  left  at  dawn  and  I  walked  with  him  to 

Blacktown  railway  station  .

All  that  day  in  the  house  at  Western  Road  I  had  tried  to  express

how  I  felt  about  some  of  recent  experiences  I  had  gone  through  but  I   found  it  hard  to  identify  myself   with  what  I  wrote  .  

My  thoughts  were  mixed  up and  I  felt  trapped   in  a  mad  world  and  I  looked  for  the  escape  hatch  .  I  needed  a  break  and

decided  to  get   away  for  a  while   and  find  myself  through   writing  poetry  from  the  heart  .  I  packed  a  few  things  into  a  suitcase ,

put  my  guitar  under  my  arm  and   closed  the  door  behind  me .

I  drove  off   in  the  afternoon  and  booked  into  “Hope  Hostel”

in  Parramatta .  You  could  get  a  bed  for  five  dollars  there  and

nobody  bothered  you  .  I  spend  a  lot  of  time  walking  around  Parramatta  Park  and  found  the  space  I  needed  .  Then  I  hit

the  road  again  and  landed  at   The  Backpackers   youth  hostel  in  Coffs  Harbour  .  After  a  few  days  there  I  met   a  girl  from  London  who  was  on  holiday  in  Australia  .  Her  name  was  Linda 

and  we  seemed  to  get  along  very  well  .  She  asked  if  she  could  read  my  poetry  and  even  listened  to  my  songs  .  She  encouraged  

me  to  come  over  to  London   with  my  material  as  she  knew  a  lot  of  people  and  places  there  that  would  appreciate  my  work  . 

I   was   uplifted  by  her  attitude  but  couldn’t  make  a  decision

there  and  then  .  I  gave  Linda  my  phone  number  in  Sydney  and  she  gave  me  a  contact  where  she  could  be  reached  also  .

For  weeks  I  could  do  nothing  else  but  think  about  what  Linda  had  said , and  one  evening  I  rang  her  .  My  emotions  hung  like

a  worm  on  a  hook , as  a  voice  on  the  other  end  replied ,

“ Hello “

‘Hello  could  I  speak  with  Linda  please “  I  said  .

The  voice  on  the  other  end  seemed  far  away  and  kind  of  drugged  up  and  uttered ,

“ There  is  nobody  here  by  that  name “

“ Are  you  sure ? ”

“Who  are  you  ?”

“ My  name  is  Paul , Linda  gave  me  this  number  herself . ”

“ Why  don’t  you  have  some  respect ”

At  that  the  person  on  the  other  end  slammed  down  the  receiver  .

Thinking  I  had  rang  the  wrong  number  I  tried  again  .

“ Hello  could  I  speak  with  Linda  please .”

The  same  person  answered  the  phone  .

“ There  is  and  has  never  been  anyone  here  by  that  name .

  This  is  my  place , and  don’t  ring  me  again “

I  hung  up  the  phone  and  sat  for  some  time  staring  into  space .

About  an  hour  later  I  rang  again .  

This  time  a  woman  with  a  friendly  voice  answered  .

“ Hello ,  could  I  speak  with  Linda  please . ”

“ Oh  yes ,  Linda ,  sorry ,  Linda  moved  out ”

“ Could  you  tell  me  where  I  can  reach  her ?”

“ No , but  if  you  call   later  on , there  is  a  girl  here  who  might    

  know  where  she  is .”

“  Thank  you ”

After  the  conversation  I  had  a  weird  stressed  up  feeling  inside  .

I  wasn’t  able  to  make  any  sense  out  of  what  was  going  on  .

It  was  a  mystery  that  I  had  no  answer  for  .  I  felt  like  I  had

been  brought  up  the  garden  path  and  kicked  in  the  teeth  with

my  heart   left  in  a  noose  .  My  emotions  where  locked  up  in  a  cage  and  my  dreams  put  on  hold  .  Sitting  alone  in  a  white  room

with  brown  tobacco  stains  on  the  ceiling  I
put  my  head  down

on  the  sofa  .  I  jumped   up  when  the  phone  rang  .

I  picked  up  the  phone  .  It  was  Linda  .

She  started  to   apologise  for  what  I  had  been  through  .  Then

she  tried  to  explain  the  situation  .

“ I  had  to  move  out  from  where  I  was  staying  . It  was  crazy  .

  Everyone  was  out  of  their  head  on  drugs  .   Nobody  actually  

  knew  where  they  where  and  what  they  doing  .  I  couldn’t

  handle  it  anymore , I  had  to  get  away  .  It   was  dangerous

  and  I  know  even  now  some  people  are  after  me .  Thats  why

 I  gave  Jo  my  contact  .  She  rang  me  earlier  today  and  said

you  were  looking  for  me  . I’m  sorry  Paul  .  Could  we  meet 

 this  evening  .  I  have  to  talk  with  you  .  Next  week  I’m  leaving

 for  England  .”

Feeling  a  lot  better, I  answered  .

“ Sure .  Where  do  you  want  to  meet ?”

“ In  town  .  The  Hyde  Park  Plaza “

“ Ok  Linda . what  about  tonight  ?”

“ All  right .  I’m  at  work  at  the  moment  so  I’ll  as  soon  as  I  

  finish ,I’ll  get  cleaned  up  and  put  on  some  other  clothes  .

 I’ll  see  you  there  about   eight .”

“ Ok .  Bye  for  now “  

I  put  down  the  phone  and   looked  at  the  time  .  It  was  almost

time  for  me  to  get  into  gear  .  It  was  at  least  an  hour  and  a  half  in  the  car  from  Blacktown  , and   I  had  to  get  parked  and

find  Hyde  Park  Plaza  .  I  had  a  quick  shower  and  changed  .

I  made  my  way  to  Oxford  Street  and  luckily  found  an  empty

spot  for  the  Van  .  It  was  just  before  eight o’clock  when  I

 walked  in  the  doors  of  the  Hyde  Park  Plaza  .  I  was  

surprised  to  see  Linda  already  there   sitting  at  the  bar .

She  was  half  full  and  chatting  away  to  an  old  man  .

I  went  over  and  stood  beside  her  .  I  touched  her  shoulder  and

said , “ Hello .” 

 She  spun  around  and  grabbed  me  .  Then  she  took  me  by  the  hand  and  brought  me  around  to  meet  everyone  in  the  bar  .

“ Here  is  the  man  I’m  going  to  marry ”  She  said .

The  entire  bar  began  to  applaud  .  I  was  stunned  .

She   led  me  to  a  table  where  an  old  man  and  woman  sat  .

Then  she  began  to  tell  the  old  couple  how  her  Father  was  

going  to  pay  for  the  wedding  .  By  the  time  I  could  say  a  word

Linda  had  me  by  the  arm  and  out  the  front  door  .

We  walked  down  along  William  Street  .  Linda  continued  to

shout  at  the  people  passing  us  by  .  She  laughed  and  sang ,

and  before  long  she  stopped  and  said  .

“ You  can  stay  with  me  at  my  place  in  London  when  you  come .

  I  think  we  are  soul  mates  Paul  .  Please  say  you’ll  come  to

 London  .  There  are  a  lot  of  opportunities  for  your  songs  there “

I  told  her  I  had  been  thinking  seriously  about  going  but  I  really

needed  some  more  time  before  I  made  a  decision  .

I  began  to  question  her  about  her  situation , and  told  her  I

was  concerned  and  worried  .  I  asked  her  if  she  was  in  any  danger  and  who  was  after  her  .  Linda  avoided  answering  me  .

“ Come  and  I  show  you  where  I’m  staying  “  she  said  .

She   seemed  to  know  her  way about  Sydney  .  I  was  impressed

by  her  knowledge  of  the  back  streets  that  brought  us  to  the

front  door  of  a  small  two  storey  building  . She  took  out  a

key  from  her  bag  but  had  trouble  getting  it  into  the  lock  .

She  asked  me  to  help  her  and  I  did  .  When  the  door  opened  , 

it   was  just  about  hanging   to  a  single  hinge  .  The  trick  was  

to  slowly  lift  and  push  , until  there  was  enough  room  to  get  through  the  opening  . She  went  through  first  and  climbed  a  

staircase  reeking  of  dampness , and  creaking  with  rot  .

At  the  top  of  the  stairs  she  pointed  to  a  door  .  Then  she  put

her  shoulder  against  it  .  The  door  almost  fell  instead  of  opening

but  I  followed  her  into  a  room  .  On  the  floor  was  a  mattress    .

She  lay  down  and  started  to  talk  about  her  holiday  in  Australia .

As  she  spoke  I  kept  thinking  about  what  she  had  said  to  the

people  in  the  Hyde  Park  Plaza  .  Funny  enough  I  believed  her  .

Since  I  left  Belfast  at  sixteen , there  had  only  been  one  girl  in

my  life  and  now  all  of  a  sudden  here  was  Linda , like  a  bolt

of  lightening  straight  out  of  the  blue  talking  about  marriage  .

I   must  admit  she  had  captured  my  heart  . 

 That  night  was  like  a  dream ,  and  I  thought  to  myself ,

 will  I  wake  up  and  find  myself  alone  again  .  

I  guess  I  had  always  wanted  a  relationship  that  would  last  .

Before  I  left  Linda  that  night  she  gave  me  her  address  and  phone  number  in  London  .  I  had  made  up  my  mind  there  and  then  to  follow  her  over  . 

During  the next   month  I  took  on  a  job  as  a  yardman  for  a

used  car  lot  on  the  Parramatta  Rd  in  Granville  .  I  had  no

obligation  with  a  rental  agency  because  I  was  renting  my  house  from  a  friend  , so   with  enough  money  saved  for  my  airfare ,  I

said  my  goodbyes  to  family  and  friends  ,  got  rid  of  the  van , 

and  got  on  board  a  747  Jumbo  jet  at   Sydney  airport  .

In   a  short  time  I   flying  was  high  above  Australia  and  on  my  way  to  London  with  a  suitcase  full  of  songs  and   my  head  filled with  hopes  and  dreams  .

CHAPTER  4

COMMON  GROUND

When you’re flying above the ground in a jet everything can be imaginary .

Up here you could be anything you wanted . I thought of myself like a transit soul leaving this world and becoming a resident of the unknown .  

In this bright new world where clouds are the foundation of future mansions in a heavenly territory were rewards are timeless  .

In a land where your can dreams can float as easy as a thought running through your mind . I came back to reality with heart and mind in conflict .  

All  I wanted to do was to be with her but the miles between us seemed so distant . Absence either makes the heart grow fonder or it drives you mad in the process . Love is like an anchor or a ball and chain on the emotions .

My  heart was light and my head abuzz .

My  emotions  were  high  as  the  plane  that  flew  through  the  sky .

I found it hard to relax . I had no real desire to sleep . 

Apart from the menu and directions on how to put on a life jacket there was  nothing really interesting to read . I had listened to almost each of the selection of songs on the music channels . 

Outside the window of the jumbo it was dark and I tried to imagine an alien  creature sitting out there on the wing of the plane looking in at us . Then I thought about the situation of being hi-jacked and then I thought about the engine on fire and before long I was asking the waitress for a drink and it wasn’t long before my prayers were being frantically offered up . I hoped to God it was easier to be heard so near headquarters . I looked at the faces around me but most of them were fast asleep .  Time seemed to go so slow . 

We  had  been  in  the  air  about  twelve  hours  and  I  began  to  compose  my  thoughts . As soon as inspiration came so did the want to sleep .

But with a melody in my head and a new song on the way I didn’t want to sleep . A heaviness came upon me .  Now I  was  tired  but  over  the  years  I  had always  found  that  when  I  was  half  asleep  or  drowsy  it was then that 

I wrote my  best  lyrics  . Spurred on by that thought I   took  out  my  pen  and  a  notepad  and  started  to  write  down  some  lyrics  . Suddenly far below the lights of a country sparkled into view  . The plane was descending and before long I had the title of my song . Jewels Of The East I though as the plane gradually came into land . 

As the plane was being refuelled and cleaned all the passengers and crew 

Made their way to the transit lounge . Soldiers with rifles were everywhere .

There were lots of strange people drifting through the duty free shop and the bar in the Arab Emirates . Armed military were very much there in presence and it wasn’t a nice experience . I had thoughts of Belfast and things crept back into my consciousness .  I tried not to think of some one pulling out a submachine gun in the transit lounge and starting a  gun battle .

I looked at faces and began to suspect everyone as a possible gunman .

I looked at ways of not being a  target . I hoped somebody innocent would  not get caught in the crossfire . The reality hit and I remembered where I was .

All I wanted to do was get back on the aircraft .  I made my way to the public phone and with pockets of tokens I purchased from a few of the armed guards 

I made a frantic phone call from the public phone box to Linda .

The phone rang and Lindas voice answered .

“Hello . Who is it  ?“

“ Hi Linda its me . Paul . Guess where I am ringing you from ? 

“ Who “

“Its Paul . I’m ringing you from the Arab Emirates and  it won’t be too long until I’m in London .“ 

It was just at that moment when the announcement came over to board the plane .I said a quick goodbye to Linda and made my way through a screen of armed soldiers to the bus that brought us all back to the aircraft .

We all sat there in the plane for sometime waiting for the seat belt sign to come on . It never did . After a long wait the captain announced that we had lost a passenger and that we would have to wait until he was found .

An hour passed with us all sitting there on the plane . It was mentioned by the captain that a large crowd of people were hunting for this lost person .

Finally they had discovered the lost man who had fallen asleep in a cubicle in the men’s toilet . Well I must tell you he got the warmest reception when he finally came on board . Every one of us stood up and clapped and cheered ,

He was so apologetic as he came running on to the plane  .

As soon as he took his seat we were  on our way . The jets roared and the plane soared into the sky .  

Hearing Linda’s voice had only made me feel all the more in Limbo . 

I found my  heart  beating  stronger  than  my  head  .

My mind and body were heavy and I  was soon falling into a state of blurred semi-conscious  images where only the best romantic  thoughts dwell .  

I  fell  asleep  with  the  pen  in  hand  and  was  gently  awoke  by the air hostess as  the  morning  crept  through  the  small  window  beside  me  .  The  plane  wafted  through  a  soft  white  cloud and  the  air  hostess  began  to  hand  out  breakfast  on  trays  .

“ Good  morning  Sir .  Catching  up  on  your  letters   .”

She  said  with  a  smile  .

 I rubbed my eyes and wondered what to say to her .

Then it came to me . I thought now is your chance to introduce the writer and the poet . Smiling back at her I said ,   

“ Well catching up on letters is a bit like running after dreams a little don’t you think . Will anyone ever get to the end of it and discover the place where 

reality is the only illusion .  Do you remember Henry  Lawson , the  Australian  poet  ? Well he once  advised   any Australian  writer  who  wanted  recognition  to  leave  Australia  .  Do  you  think he  had  a   point  ?”

The  air  hostess  looked  at  me  with  a  puzzled  expression  and  thought  before  she  answered  my  question  .

“ I  travel  a  lot  and  I  don’t  have  much  time  to  write  .  

  I  wish  I  did   though .  Good luck with your dreams ”  

She  put  down  the  tray  before  me  and  left  .  

I  could  see  she  was  a  bit  spellbound  by  what  I  had  said  .  

I hoped that her life would change for the better . I wished that she had more time to write and find  thoughts  . I gave a moment in silent prayer before tackling breakfast .   

I  enjoyed   breakfast . It  was  delicious  .  Straight  after  eating  I  went  into  the  gents  toilet  and  freshened  up  . I checked the time and realised soon we would be coming in to Heathrow airport .  

My  heart  was  burning  as  I  thought  about  Linda  .  The  pilot  spoke  softly  through  the  aircraft’s  public  address  system  , announcing

that  we  would  soon  be   landing  in  London  .  

Walking  back  to  my  seat  I  met  the  air  hostess  who  said ,

“ I  hope  you  make  it  with  your  writing .” 

I  thanked  her  and   took  my  seat  .  It  wasn’t  long  before  we  had  to  fasten  our  seat  belts  . As  I  put  my  seat  belt  on  I  thought

about  the  bondage  I  had  with  my  writing  .  I  realised  there  and  then  this  compulsion  to  write  had  totally  invaded  my  life  .

The  plane  circled  around  for  ten  minutes  above  the  misty   grey  city  of  London  .  When  it  was  all  clear  to  make  a  safe  approach  we  touched  down  at  Heathrow  Airport  .  I  waited  and  watched   all  the  passengers  leave  the  aircraft  .   They  poured  themselves  out  from  the  plane  and  I  sat  for  a  moment  looking  at  the  empty  seats  feeling   unsure  about  what  was  to  come  and  a  great  

sense  of  being  alone  hit  me  .  Here  was  I  ten  thousand  miles  from  my  family  , and   a  lifestyle  I  had  adapted  to .

Australia  had  grown  on  me  .  

I  walked   from  the  plane ,  a  nobody  in  this  place , strangers  passed  me  by  with  suitcases  in  their  hand  .  I  thought  to  myself , I  wonder  if  they  have  heard  of  heaven  .  I  wonder  if  they  know  where  they  are  going  with  their  excess  baggage  and  their  very  important  jobs  .  Outside  the  window  I  could  see  the  day  had

a  typical   overcast  look  about  it  .  Soon  I  would  have  to   face  a  cold  morning  out  there  on  the  streets  of   London  .  

To  cheer  myself  up  I  dreamt  about  making  a  name  for  myself ,

and  held  that  thought  for  a  while .  Maybe  I  could  become  a  somebody  .  My  fantasy  was  interrupted  with  a  sudden  halt  as  

the  escalator  suddenly  stopped  .  Some  malfunction  in  the  system  had  broken  down  the  moving  walkway  .  So  along  with  hundreds  of  other  people  , I  walked  along  the  long  corridor  to  the  customs  and  check  out  area  .  The   journey  to  the  baggage  collection  area 

was  long  and  tiresome   .  Each  step  I  took  was  seemed  a  long  drawn  out  process .  When  I  arrived  at  the  end  of  the  walkway  I   found  the  spot  where  all  of  the  baggage  came  down  .  The  conveyor  belt   was  overloaded  with  all  kinds  of  bags , boxes , and

all  kinds  of  people  stood  waiting  for  their  personal  belongings  to  show  up  .  I  noticed  a  young  lady  who  tried  very  hard  to  lift  two  heavy  bags  from  the  conveyor  to  a  hand  trolley  .  She  was  having  some  trouble  , as  her  two  small  children  were  mucking  up  on  her  

She  seemed  perplexed  as  she  took  off  her  pink  anorak  and  threw  it  over  her  shoulder  .  Her  grey  sweater  was  loose  and  long  in  comparison  with  her  tight  fitting  sky  blue  jeans  .  Her  white  canvas  shoes  looked   trendy  but  a  bit  out  of  season  for  this  time  of  year  .  It  was  obvious  she  was  not  going  to  manage  her  bags  and  her  kids  at  the  same  time  so  I  went  to  give  her  a  helping  hand  .  I   smiled  at  her  and  said  ,

“ Let  me  help  you  love ”  

Before  I   could  grab  her  suitcase  , I  felt  strong  hands  on  my  shoulders  .  I  was  pulled  to  one  side  by  two  plain  clothed  men  who  produced  identification  cards  with   photos .  They  began  to  fire  questions  at  me  .

 “ Where  are  you  going ? What  is  your  name ? Where  have  you     

    come  from ?

  I  was  in  shock , and  stood  there  feeling  like  a  social  outcast .  

They  refused  to  believe  I  was  an Australian  .  My  Belfast  accent

was  still  very  thick  and  as  time  went  on  I  could  see  that  there

was  a  problem  .  In  a  second  or  two  I  was  escorted  away  by  

the  two  security  men  .  I  was  taken  into  a  small  room  in  the  airport  and  interrogated  for  four  hours  .  My  baggage  was  brought  in  to  the  room  and  everything  was  pulled  through  .

I  gave  a  number  of  contact  people  in  Australia  .  The  security  

checked  out  everyone  of  them  .   At  the  end  of  the  ordeal ,

I  was  given  an  apology  and  allowed  to  continue  my  journey  .

My  arrival  in  London  was  a  cold  hard  awakening  to  reality .  

I  walked  out  from  Heathrow  airport  in  a  daze , and  began  to  realise  the  harassment  I  went  through  was  because  of  my  Belfast accent  .  

They  must  have   suspected   that  I  was  a  terrorist  on  the  run  .  Terrorists  do  travel  from  place  to  place  and  I  understood  how  I  could  have  been  mistaken  for  one  .  After  all  I  had  a  Belfast  accent  and  no  one  accompanying  me  .  Although  I  convinced  myself  the  security  where  only  doing  their  job  I  felt

hurt  and   angry  at  what  had  happened  . I   was  not  a  member  of  the  IRA , I  had  never  fired  a  gun  , thrown  a  brick , or   harmed  anybody  in  my  life  .   The  fact  that  I  had  become  a  victim ,

a  suspect ,  a  man  hated  and  unwanted  made  me  see  the  terrible  

injustice  of  it  all  .  The  smile  had  now  left  my  face  . I  withdrew

myself  into  a  deep  silence  were  I  felt  protected  from  insult  and  further  harassment  . Still  shaken  by  the  experience  at  Heathrow  Airport  I   walked  with  no  idea  of  where  I  was  going  .  All  I  wanted  to  do  was  get  away  from  the  airport  to  some  quiet  place  to  collect  my  thoughts  .  After  walking  for  hours  I  discovered  that  London  is  not  a  quiet  place 

and that  there  are  very  few  spots  available  to  find  space  to  think  .  

Like a train with no brakes I was hurtling along the footpath with my belongings in a suitcase and desperation on my face . I knew I had landed and that was about the length and breadth of it .

I had no clue where to go or what to do next .  

Eventually  I  got  into  a  black  taxi  and  asked  the  driver  to  bring  me  to  Kingsland  Road , Dalston in  East  London  .  

I was intrigued by the sidewalk’s  where  row after row of black garbage bags

Lay in the hope someone would pick them up . There were so many unfamiliar   shops  and council flats . 

The driver asked me twice where I had to go . I then remember the name Queensbridge Flats but he had never heard of it so I told him to drop me off anywhere soon . As  I  got  out  of  the  taxi  I  paid  the  driver  and  stood  looking  around  me  .  More litter  was  piled  up  high  on  both  sides  of  the  road  .  A  number  of  huge constructions  surrounded  me .

Somewhere  in  this  concrete  jungle  was  Linda’s  flat  .  

I stood there as the song says lost in a lost world but reminded myself that

I  had  come  so far already that the last stage of this journey would have to be  childs play  .

I found a phone and called Linda who gave me the exact directions how to find her flat . It wasn’t long before I stood there waiting for the lift to bring me to her  Floor at Rowan Place .

Like  an  innocent  child  I  knocked  on  Linda’s  door  .  

I  could  hardly  wait  to  see  her  expression  when  she  and I  laid  eyes on one another again .  The  door  opened  and  she  said ,

“What  are  you  doing  here  ?”

I  felt  my  world  collapse  instantly  .  Lost  for  words  I  scrambled  for  something  to  say .  I scrambled and words refused to unfold .

There  was  something  in  the  way  and  nothing  came  out  .  

“You  better  come  in . ”  she  said  .

I  made  my  way  inside  her  flat  and  sat  down  .

Linda  looked  very  upset  and  she  said ,

“ You  can’t  stay  here , my  boyfriend  will  be  here  soon ”.

“Didn’t  you  say  we  where  going  to  get  married “  I  said .

 She  looked  at  me  with  a   hard  face  and  said ,

“This  is  the  end  of  the  line  for  you ”

Apart  from  being  humiliated  from  being  so  unwanted  , I  was 

probably  at  that  moment  the  loneliest  man  in  the  world  .

Sure  enough  a  knock  came  to  the  door  and  in  came  Steve , Linda’s  boyfriend  .  Immediately  he  began  to  roll  himself  a  joint  of  hash  and  as  he  lit  it  up  another  knock  came  to  the  door  .

In  walked  John  , who  was  boarding  with  Linda  .  John  was  a  London  Cabbie  and  my  first  impression  of  him  was  that  he  was  a  dangerous  man  .  Linda  put  a  Chris  Rea  record  on  and  turned  up  the  volume  .  It  was  like  a  nightmare  as  I  watched  Linda  and  Steve  kiss  each other  and  giggle  in-between   clouds  of  white  smoke  that   drifted  up   my  nose  .  

They  seemed  to  have  forgot  about  me  sitting  there  on  the  couch .

Another  knock  came  to  the  door  and  in  walked  six  young  lads 

with  happy  faces .  They  went  straight  into  the  front  bedroom  .

Linda  went  in  after  them  and  I  never  saw  her  again  until  the  next  morning  .  I  had  fallen  asleep  on  the  couch  .

 Her  cat  that 

was  curled  up  at  my  feet  began  to  stretch  and  climb  over  my  legs  .  It  was  quiet  and  I  realised  all  the  company  from  the  night  before  had  left  .  Linda  walked  past  me  into  the  kitchen  without  a  good  morning  hello  .  She  started  slamming  doors  in  the  kitchen  cupboards  and  then  began  to  scream  at  me  .

“ I’m  going  off  to  work  this  morning  and  I  don’t  want  to  see  you  here  when  I  return  ”

After  a  bowl  of  cereal  she  had  a  shower .  It  wasn’t  long  before  she  emerged  dressed  for  work  in  her  black  leather  jacket  and  pants  .  The  front  door  was  closed  after  her  and   I sat  staring  at  the  walls  in  her  flat  .  I  must  have  remained  that  way  for  hours .

During  the  time  she  was  at  work  I  began  to  write  some  lyrics  of  a  song  entitled  Lying  On  The  Lounge  .  It  was  the  first  words had  written  since  arriving  in  London   .  I  was  jolted  by  the  sound  of  a  key  in  the  door  and  Linda’s  return  to  the  flat  .

She  was  furious  that  I  was  still  in  the  flat  .  

I sort of felt I wasn’t welcome . I tried not to think of myself as an unwanted dog in a flea house  . I tried not to think of murder in the first second and third degree . I even tried not to think of this as another one of those moments when the ground would open up swallow you and spit you out in disgust .

All I could do was leave with my dignity .   

I  stood  up and  looked  her  in  the  eyes . Without uttering a single word I  then  grabbed  my  bags  and  left  . Without  saying  a  word she slammed the door of her unit behind me  .  I  almost fell  into  the  lift  and  made  my  way  from  level  13  to  the  ground  floor  . Dazed and confused as the song says   

I could not work it out . Nothing seemed to gel . 

I though of myself being afflicted with a terminal illness and longed for death to come but the longer the orad went the further I had to go and  like  a  leper  I  walked  a  lonely  street  until  it  suddenly dawned on  me  that I  had  three  Aunts  who  lived  in  a  place  called  Wellingborough  in Northants .  

Now I had sanctuary . Far from the rocky jungle of London at  last  I  had  sight  of  some  common  ground  .  An oasis in a wilderness . A light in the tunnel . A song in the making  .

I walked into a fish and chip shop and sat down at the table by the window . 

I chewed over things with a hot cup of soup and asked some friendly people for information  on how to catch a train to Northants . 

After  many enquires  I  was  told by  a  Negro who worked for the London  underground system that I could get a train  from  St  Pancras  Railway  Station  would  take  me  to  Wellingborough  .  

So  immediately  I  headed  for  St  Pancras  .

I walked with my suitcase in hand and on the way collected thoughts that ran like running water up a sewer . My emotions were throwing my heart upside down and inside out . My nerves were floating on a steel vessel on a stormy  sea   . Every thought I had ever had of Linda had been capsized . 

Like a man on an deserted island I wandered wearing a disguise of security and strength . God give me strength I thought to myself .    

My  cash  flow  was  starting  to  dry  up  and  I  knew  things  had  to  

get  better  , as  they  couldn’t  get  much  worse  .

I  got  off  at  Wellingborough  and  looked  up  my  Aunts  in  the  phone  directory  .  They  lived  in  a  place  called  Kilnway  and  so

I  caught  a  taxi  that  brought  me  to  their  door  .  When  I  got  out  of  the  taxi  another  taxi  pulled  up  right  in  front  of  me  .  I  could  hardly  believe  it  when  my  Aunt  Mary  and  Rita  got  out  of  the  car  .  They  held  two  plastic  bags  of  groceries  their  arms   .  

“Hello  Aunt  Mary  and  Aunt  Rita , its  me  Paul  . Your  nephew     

  from  Australia . ”

They  ran  over  to  me  with  their  arms  outstretched .

“Oh  my  God , what  are  you  doing  here ?”

They  where  almost  in  a  state  of  shock .

“Well  I  just  came  to  say  hello”  I  said  .

“Come  on  in  son  you  must  be  exhausted ”

I  followed  them  up  three  flights  of  stairs  and  then  through  the  front  door  of  their  flat  .  It  was  warm  inside  and  welcoming  .

Aunt  Mary  rang  Aunt  Katie  while  Aunt  Rita  put  the  kettle  on  .

Inside  half  an  hour  I  was  watered  and  fed  and  the  flat  was  buzzing  with  people  .  My  Aunt Katie  arrived  with  some  of  my   cousins   .  Everyone  was  so  surprised  to  see  me  .

That  evening  a  crowd  of  us  went  out  to  the  local  workers  club .

I  was  introduced  to  all  my  Aunts  friends  and  was  treated  just  like one  of  the  locals  .  After  a  few  drinks , I  had  a  few  dances  a  game  of  pool  , and  then  I  started  to  open  up  to  my  Aunts  .

I  told  them  about  Linda  and  my  experience  in  London  .

All  my  relatives  were  very  upset  about  what  had  happened  and

they  tried  to  cheer  me  up  with  some  funny  stories  about  how  things  had  gone  since  leaving  Belfast  for  England  .

I   felt  secure  at  last  to  have  touched  some  common  ground .

I  was  welcome  in  the  company  of  all  my  relations  and  their

close  friends  .  There  was  invitations  every  day  to  go  out   and

see  the  sights  around  Northants  and  beyond  .  From  a  game  of  Bingo  with  my  Aunts  in  Wellingborough , I  went  to  the  night  clubs  and  discos  with  my  cousins  .  I  enjoyed  weekend  bets  on   the  football  pools , and  the  horse  racing .  At  some  of  the  local  pubs  I  placed  pool  balls  in  pockets   as  I  caught  up  with  the  latest  songs  on  the  jukebox   .  

I   started  to   feel  as  if  I  could  settle  down  here  for  a  while  .  

The  only  thing  that   made  me  reconsider  hanging  around  was   my  creative  songwriting  lifestyle  that  I  was  used  to  .  I   had  been  so  busy  doing  things  that  I  never  had  time  to  write  .  I remembered the air hostess on the flight to London and hoped she found time in her life were she could write . The trauma deepened as I was restricted to normality .,

Somewhere in my mind I imagined I was  being held prisoner by a thug who was never going to set me free . The thug threw me into the keep of the thief who took from me every thought I wanted to write . I knew I had to break free and I knew somehow it was up to me to make a break for it .   

Locked  within  my   subconscious  there  were  so  many  things   I  wanted  to  say  .  

I   had  scribbled  down  some  words  on  scraps  of  paper  and  filed  them  away  inside  my  suitcase  for  a  later  date  .  

 My  biggest  headache  now  was  money  , for  I  had  very  little  left  to  play  with  .  Maybe  people  around  me  had  thought  I  was  loaded  with  cash  coming  from  Australia  but  if

they  knew  how  badly  off  I  was  I’m  sure  they  would  have  been

as  concerned  as  I  was  .  I  never  told  anyone  I  was  nearly  broke .

I  had  hoped  that  I  would  strike  some  luck  on  the  horses  but  as  yet  I  found  it  hard  to  crack  the  English  form  .    

It   seemed  all  my  relations  had  adapted  a  comfortable  English  lifestyle  .  They  were  accepted  by  most  of  the  community  around  them  and  there  was  never  any  of  the  bitter  resentments  some  Irish  people  have  endured  while  living  in  England  .  

The  troubles  in  Belfast  where  still  making  headlines  in  the  newspapers  and  on  the   TV  .  Although  you  felt  distant  from  the  troubles  you  could  never  afford  to  be  complacent  .

We  all  remained  aware  of  the  place  we  call  home  .

There  was  very  little  work  now  in  Northern  Ireland  because  of  the  violence  and   thousands  of  people  where  forced  to  leave  their  home  and  cross  the  water  to  find  work  .  My  cousin  Brian  and  his  sons  often  went  over  to  work  on  construction  sites  in  the  Isle  Of  Dogs  in  London .  A  long  list  of  my  cousins  now  all  had  steady  jobs in  England  .  Johnny  was  earning  good  money  bricklaying , and  Tommy  operated  a  crane .  Jim  had  a  great  engineering  job  .  Everyone  had  told  me  there  were  jobs  galore  in  London  and  so  I  decided   it  was  time  for  me  to  look  

for  work .  I  had  just  enough  ready  cash  left  to  buy  a  bus  ticket  to  London  and   with  a  task  to  make  or  break  it  off  I  went  

again  with  a  suitcase  and  guitar  in  hand  .

As  I  left  the  common  ground   I  had  come  to  know  was  something  I  was  used  to  . Another  wilderness  awaited  me  .  

Another  picture  I  had  to  set  my  focus  on  . With  an unknown   future  and  the  hard  facts  of  being  lonely  and  hungry  .

I  could  not  give  up  hope  that  my  talent  and  my  songs  would  make  it  .  On  this  long  hard  road  I  thought  for  a  while  about   songwriters  like  myself  who  may  have  had  the  same  dreams  as

I  .  I  kept  saying  to  myself  all  this  suffering  must  be  for  something  .  

It  Will  be  worth  it  in  the  end  .

I  was  jolted  back  into  reality  by  the  loud  chimes  that  rang  out  from  the  All  Saints  Church  Tower  in  the  town  centre  .

The  Church  bells  then  began  to  ring  out  the  sounds  of  Christmas  as  I  checked  my  bus  ticket  for  London  .  Bus  after  bus  arrived  but  still  there  was  no  sign  of  the  National  Express  .  I  waited  and  waited  as  the  snow  fell  and  people  passed  by  with  both  arms  full  of  shopping  bags ,  parcels , and  carry  outs  for  Christmas  .

Suddenly  the  bus  rolled  up  and  I  got  on  .  The  driver  seemed  

glad  to  have  some  company  as  there  where  no  other  people  on  board  .  I  showed  the  driver  my  ticket  and  took  my  seat  by  a  window .  As  we  headed  out  of  Wellingborough  I  watched  the  countryside  roll  by  .  Now  and  then  a  small  shop  or  a  petrol  station  would  appear  and  the  bus  driver  would  make  a

scheduled  stop  without  anyone  getting  on  .  

Eventually another  passenger  got  on  .  She  was  a  West  Indian  and  looked  as  if  she  had  a  lot  on  her  mind  .  No  sooner  was  she  on  and  she  was  off  again  .  Three  stops  and  she  was  gone  .  The  snow  now  had  turned  into  sleet  and  that  changed  to  rain  just  as  the  night  began  to  fall  .   I  placed  my  head  to  the  side  and  tried  to  get  some  sleep  .   My  eyes  stared  through  a  misty  window  and  I  wondered  about   how  cold  the  streets  of  London  would  be  .

The  National  Express  picked  up  speed  as  we  headed  along  the  expressway  .  From  the  distance  could  see  little  street  lights  in

villages  that  I  would  never  visit  .  There  where  may  signs  and  bright  lights  as  we  passed  large  towns  and   I  felt   as  if  I  was  locked  inside  a  spaceship  in  the  twilight  zone  . I  had  absolutely

nothing  in  common  with  anything  I  saw  .  

I  was  awoke  by  the  screaming  of  the  bus  driver  . 

“  Come  on  we’re  in  London  , off  you  get  ”

I  picked  up  my  suitcase  and  six  string  guitar  and  stumbled  off  into  a  busy  Victoria  Street  Station  .  Completely  lost  I  stood  there

and  thought  what  was  I  to  do , and  where  could  I  go  .

I   made  my  way  to  a  phone  and  rang  the  only  person  I  knew  in  London  .

“Hello  Linda , its  Paul . How  are  things  ? ”

“ Fine , is  everything  all  right  Paul  ?” She  said . 

 I  was  quite  taken  back  as  it  sounded  like  she  was  concerned  .  

“Things  could  be  better ” I  said .

“Why  are  you  in  some  trouble ?

“ No , I’m  just  looking  for  work ”.

 I  couldn’t  believe  I  was  talking  to  the  same  person  . The  tone  between  us  was  warm   and  the  thought  passed  through  my  mind  that  she  and  Steve  had  broken  up .  I  tested  out  the  waters  .

“ How  are  things  with  Steve  and  yourself  Linda  ?”

“ Great  , although  I  don’t  see  him  a  lot  these  days .    

  Hes   busy  with  his  job  .  Hey  Paul  do  you  remember  that  taxi-driver  guy  who  was  boarding  with  me ?” 

“ You  mean  the  quiet  fella  with  the  thick  moustache ”

“ Yes  , well   he  has  been  arrested  and  charged  with  bashing  

 up  one  of  his  customers .  He  also  owes  me  a  few  weeks  rent .”

“ The  first  time  I  saw  him  I  had  a  gut  feeling  that  he  was

  trouble  Linda  .  You  are  lucky  he  was  arrested  . So  tell  me  

  have  you  got  a  new  lodger  yet  ?

“ Not  as  yet  . I  could  really  use  the  extra  cash  at  the  moment .

   I  put  an  advertisement  in  the  Evening  Star , so  I  hope  I  get  a     

   response  soon ”.

 In  an  unguarded  moment   with  no  place  to  stay  and  the  night

 on  its  way , I   felt  helpless  as  I  laid  myself  before  her  like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter  .

“ What  would  you  say  if  I  wanted  to  move  in ?”

“ Well  why  don’t  you  come  over  and  we’ll  have  a  chat ”

“ Ok  . How  would  I  get  to  your  place  from  Victoria  Street ?”

“ Get  a  tube  and  get  off  at  The  Angel  Islington  . Then  make  

   your  way  to  Old  Street . Theres  a  regular  bus  that  passes  Liverpool  Street  station  that  will  bring  you  down  the  Kingsland  Road . Once  you  see  the  Dalston  Post  Office  get  off  and  you’ll  see  the  tower block  flats  from  there ” .

“ Right , that  was  the  Angel  Station  you  said  ?” 
              

“ The  Angel  Islington .  Its  like  a  double  word  .  If  you  get  lost    

  ask  somebody , or  ring  me .  Once  you  get  to  Liverpool  Street  

 station , you  are  almost  here . ”  

“Ok  . I’ll  see  you  later  then ”

“  Bye . Take  care , Yea “

 With  absolutely  no  idea  where  to  go  I   walked  along  the  streets  of  London  .  The  rain  fell , and  soaked  me  to  the  skin  .

Somehow  I  managed  to  find  myself  at  the  underground  by  

St  Pauls  where  I  bought  a  ticket  to  The  Angel  Islington  .       

CHAPTER  5

EMOTIONS  OF  A  CITY

As  I  walked  down  Old  Street  I  noticed  some  of  the  empty

buildings  that  had  seen  better  days .  I’m  sure  if  these  old

foundations  could  they  would  have  spewed  up  the  tired  old 

shells  that  stood  crying  out  to  the  modern  day  architects  for  a  reconstruction  or  a  final  demolition  .  

A  strange  fascination  crept  over  me  as  once  again  I  happened  to  find  myself  in  a  place  where  I  had  never  been  before  and  with  absolutely  no  idea  of  how  I  had  got  there  or  even  why  I  was  going  this  way  or  that .  After  walking  through  the  rain  for  an  hour  or  more  I  knew  I  was  lost   so  I  rang  Linda  again .  In  the  end  I  hailed  a  taxi-cab  .  I  was  getting  into  the  taxi  a  young  lady  threw  herself  in  with  me  and  said ,

“ I  hope  you  don’t  mind  sharing  .  I’ve  been  waiting  for  a  bus  

  for  ages  and  a  taxi  fare  halved  is  a  burden  shared  ”

“ Where  are  you  going ? ”  The  driver  asked  .

“ Regent  Street ”  The  girl  replied .

“ What  about  you ”

   I  saw  a  number  48   bus  on  its  way  to  Piccadilly ,  and  asked    

  the   driver  where   in  London I  was  .  

 “ Near  Covent  Garden  squire “  He  replied . 

 How  on  Earth  did  I  ever  get  from  Old  Street  to  here .

“ Excuse  me  sir , where  do  you  want  to   go  ?”

“Dalston ”  I  said  .

“ I  hope  you  don’t  mind  me  jumping  in  to  your  taxi .”

The  girl  seemed  friendly  .  I  looked  at  her  and  said ,

“Isn’t  it  different  looking  at  London  through  the  window  of  a  taxi .  See  those  two  people holding  hands  there . They  must  be  in  love , and  look  at  those  people  hurrying  to  the  underground  ”.

She  smiled  just  as  some  of  the  neon  lights  came  on  around  the  city . The  evening  was  cool  and  there  was  electric  in  the  air  .

There  was  I  sitting  next  to   a  beautiful  young  girl  in  the  back  of  a  London  Cab  , just  as  mystery beckoned  the  taxi  pulled  up  and  the  driver  reached  out  his  hand  for  the  fare  .  

After  she  handed  over  a  few  nuggets  the  young  girl  thanked  me  and  ran  off  down  Regent  Street  . The  taxi  pulled  away  from  the  kerb  and  made  its  way  through  the  heavy  traffic  .

As  we  passed  Her  Majesty’s  Theatre  I  said ,  

“  Parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow ”

“ Take  my  advice  and  put  her  behind  you . I’ve   shared  my  cab  

   with  all  kinds  of  girls  . Some  of  them  were  nice  and  some  

  rough  . Usually  the  nice  ones  give  me  the  most  trouble  .

  Where   in  Dalston  are  you  going  then ?”

“Queensway  flats”  I  replied .

“ Sure I  know  them ”   

  A  few  moments  silence  passed  and  then  he   said    .

“ I  love  London  .  Where  abouts  in  Belfast  do   you  come  from ”

 I  had  to  laugh  and  said ,  

“ Would  you  believe  me  if  I  told  you  I  came  from  Australia .” 

“ Yea .  I  lived  in  Sydney  for  a  while ” The  driver  said  .

We  shared  a  brief  story  or  two  about  different  places  we  knew  in  Sydney , like  Luna  Park , and  some  of  the  beaches .

As  much  as  I  wanted  to  carry  on  talking  the  driver  pulled  up  outside  the  tower  block  where  Linda  lived  .  The  driver  reached  out  his  hand  and  I  paid  him  the  fare  then  I  grabbed  my  belongings  and  said  goodbye  .      

Making  my  way  inside  the  flats  I  took  the  stairs  because  the  lifts  rarely  ever  worked  .  I  stood  outside  her  front  door  and  prepared  myself  for  what  was  ahead  .  I  rapped  with   a  confident  knock  and  when  Linda  opened  the  door , she  put  her  arms  around  me  and  gave  me  a  kiss  . 
I  liked  the  welcome  and  it

created  an  immediate  reaction  .  I   felt  as  if  I  had  touched  a  personal  place  with  her  , which  meant  something  to  me  .  

I  walked  into  the  flat  and  sat  down  . She  sat  next  to  me .

Linda  seemed  reluctant  to  talk  so  I  started .

“ Its  good  to  see  you  again ”  I  said .

She  almost  broke  down  in  tears .

“I’m  sorry  for  the  way  I  spoke  to  you  the  last  tine  you  where  

  here  . It  was  because  of  Steve  . He  is  very  jealous  and  I  had  to

 push  you  away  . ”

Slowly  but  surely  I  began  to  really  believe  her  .

As  the  night  went  on , we  drew  closer  to  each  other  and  even  polished  off  a  bottle  of  wine  in  the  process  .

Something  happened  that  night  between  Linda  and  myself  .

We  shed  our  fears  and  cast  off  responsibilities  for  a  while .

I  could  see  she  was  trapped  in  London  and  had  nowhere  else  to  turn   .  She  had  a  high  pressure  job  in   marketing  and  her  latest nightmare  was  debt  .  It  seemed  Steve  had  been  burning  up  a

lot  of  Linda’s  money  .  Mainly  on  drugs  and  gambling  .  He  prevented  her  from  doing  things  she  wanted  to .  The  only  reason  he  gave  his  KO  for  me  to  board  there  was  for  the   extra  money .

I  looked  at  her  and  felt  a  pity  .  

Steve  owed  over  three  weeks  rent  to  the  council  for  the  flat  and  was  in  the  red  to  his  drug  supplier  .  His  job  was  on  the  shaky  side  and  his  car  was  in  need  of  repair  .

Linda  had  asked  if  I  could  pay  three  weeks  in  advance  and  I  said  I  would ,  but  that  I   needed   to  get  to  my  bank  to  get  some  money  out  .  I  realised  there  and  then  that   it  was  not  me  Linda  was  after  , but  my  money  and  I  almost  felt  something  kick  me  in  the  guts  .  The  walls  began  to  close  in  on  me , there  where  too  many  memories  for  me  in  this  flat  already  . Too  many  moments ,

and  too  much  hurt .  I  decided  that  I  would  stay  the  night  but

the  first  thing  I  would  do  in  the  morning  was  to  move  out

and  chance  my  arm  sleeping  rough  until  I  could  find  a  job  that  would  pay  my  fare  across  the  water  to  hometown  of  Belfast  .

I  had  to  let  Linda  sort  out  her  own  life  and  try  to  forget  about  someone  that  I  did  care  for  very  much  .  I  had  to  leave  behind

the  girl  I  had  met  in  Coffs  Harbour  and  the  admiration  I  once  had  .  In  my  heart  there  was  nothing  left   for  Linda  but  pity  .

Morning  tapped  me  on  the  head  as  if  I  was  a  baby  in  the  arms  of  its  mother  .  I  got  up  and  had  a  shower .  Linda  had  made  breakfast  for  both  of  us  and  then  she  put  on  her  coat  and  

walked  out  the  door  .  

“ I’ll  see  you  later then .” Linda  said .

“ Have  a  good  day ”  I  replied  .  

From  her  balcony  thirteen  floors  up  I  watched  Linda  catch  the  bus  for  work  .  For  a  while  I  felt  removed  from  everything  .

I  watched  the  traffic  below  race  along  the  road  , avoiding  the  odd  pedestrian  that  suddenly  scurried  across  the  roadway . As  time  went  on  the  sidewalk’s  where  alive  with  people . The  presence  of  space  invaded  my  mind  and  I  started  to  think  about  so  many  things  we  often  take  for  granted  in  life  .  I  thought  about  the  sun  that  rises  in  the  morning .   I  felt  my  thoughts  chase  some  of  the  everyday  things  around  us  .  Those  busy  hums  in  the  house ,

like  water  running  from  a  tap  .  A  wall  with  a  picture  , a  book  on  a  table ,  good  company   .   

The  sound  of  rain  hitting  a  roof  as  you   drift  to  sleep  can  be  music  to  the  ears  .  The  security  of  lying  on a  comfortable  bed  ,

thinking  of  the  day  that  has  been , or  the  things  we  have  seen ,

is  decadence  .  Then  I  thought  how  lucky  are  those  who  take  all  of  this  for  granted  and  do  not  have  to  suffer  the  songwriters  syndrome  . Being  a  songwriter  can  separate  you  from  the  world  and  as  you  become  more  in  tune  with  the  subconscious  you  notice  a  world  where  many  things  are  taken  for  granted  .  So  many  times  I  thought  about  having  a  wife and  a  home  with  our  children  all   gathered  around  at  the  dinner  table . I  wished  for  things  at  times  like  electric  lights , baths , soft  sofas , good  food , and  shelter  from  the  cold  streets  that  so  many  times  where  home  for  me    .   London  so  far  had  been  merciless  and  hard . I  stood  there  on  the  balcony   and  thought  for  a   while .  I  thought

about  things  the  cold  world  outside  that  awaited   my  presence  .  

A  sudden  adrenalins  surge  threw  my   thoughts  on  an  elevator

and  deep  down  I  felt   life  inside  me  stir  into  a  new  awakening .  I   grabbed   my  bag , my  guitar  and  in  an  instant  I  walked  out  the  door  of  the  flat  leaving  nothing  but  a  shadow  behind  me  .

As  I  walked  into  the  lift  Linda’s  next  door  neighbour  got  in  also .

She  had  a  kind  face  that  was  pleasant  to  look  at  . 

As  I  smiled  at  her  she  spoke  .  

“ Are  you  a  friend  of  hers ” ? 

“ Not  really ”  I  replied .

“ Where  are  you  going  ?”  She  asked  .

“ I  don’t  know  ”  I  replied .

“ Jesus  can  save  you ”  She  said  .

“ I  know  , but  I’m  already  saved ”  I  said  .

She  burst  out  in  with laughter  and  almost  sang  her  response  ,

“Praise  the  lord  child , my  names  Maria , what  are  you  doing  later  on  this  evening  ?”

“Nothing  Maria .  My  names  Paul ”

We  got  out  of  the  life  on  the  ground  floor, and  she  said  .

“Do  you  want  to  come  along  for  some  praise  and  worship  with  me  and  my  husband  later  on  Paul ?”

“ Sure” 

“ Be  here  at  five  thirty  and  we  will  take  you  with  us ” 

“OK  Maria, see  you  later  on  then ”

“Bye , have  a  good  day ”

Oh  yes  , at  last I  met  someone  who  was  the  genuine  article  .

I  could  see  some  light  in  the  tunnel .  

For  most  of  the  day  I  wandered  around  checking  out  the  sights  with  thoughts  of  finding  a  corner  somewhere  to  busk .

I  was  drowning   in  a  sea  of   angry   faces   and  quickly  gave  up  the  idea  of  busking  in  London   .  Being  a  stranger  in  London  is  very  hard  for  some  to  accept  .  I  stood  out  like  a  sore  thumb  on  the  pavement .  I  was  called  a  lot  of  different  names .  

The  blacks  called  me  Honky , and  the  whites  called  me  Paddy  .

There  was  no  place  to  escape  to  .  I  walked  along  a  lonely  path  and  found  the  front   door  of  a  pub  not  far  from  the  Dalston  police  station . 

You  know  how ,  when  sometimes  things  go  wrong ,  which  triggers   a   series  of  events  that  seem  to  snowball ,  well  that’s  just   what  started  to  happen  to  me .   Murphys  law  was  running   out  of  control  and  nothing  stood  in  its  way  .  

I  threw  down  a  pint  and  went  to  answer  natures  call  .

I  innocently  stumbled  in  to  the  ladies  instead  of  the  gents .

Within  seconds  I  was thrown  up  against  the  wall  by  this  gorilla ,

who  also  ran  the  bar  .  I  tried  to  explain  to  him  that  I  didn’t  know  that  this  was  the  ladies  but  he  was  just  too  mad  and  too

bad  to  convince  .  A  short  scuffle  developed  with  me  coming  off  the  worst  .  There  was a  difference  of  opinions  .  When  I  told  the  gorilla  that  I’d  never  walk  through  the  door  of  his  pub  again .

He  never  blinked  an  eye  .  When  I  asked  him  if  he  treated  all  his  customers  like  this , he  called  me  a  pervert .  His  eyes  began  to  burn , and  his  forehead  began  to  sweat  .

It  was   time  to  go ,  so  I  pushed  him  away  from  me  and   although  shaken  up  a  bit  I  did  manage  to  walk  unassisted  from  the  pub  .  I’m  sure  there  where  skid  marks  left  behind  me  .

My  nerves  were  jumping  and  my  heart  was  thumping  .

I  walked  as  if  on  air  along  the  Kingsland  Road  trying  to  avoid

hard  faces  that  passed  by  .  Sure  enough  this  part  of  the  city  was  giving  me  a  real  welcome  .  

I  got  on  the  first  bus  that  came  along  Kingsland  Road  and  spent  an  hour  getting  over  what  had  just  happened  .  I  got  off  at  Liverpool  Street  station  and  just  wandered  into  a  train  .

I  got  off  the  train  and  had  no  idea  where  I  was  .  For  some  reason  I  guessed  that  I  was  somewhere  near  West  Ham  .

I  walked   along  strange  sidewalk’s  and  made  my  way  to  a  place  I  had  never  seem  before  in  my  life  .

Feeling  very  lost  I   thought  things  couldn’t  get  much  worse  so

I  stood  in  the  doorway  of  a  pawnbrokers  shop  and  watched  people  pass  by  .  I  saw  a  black  taxi  and  put  my  hand  up  .

I  left  my  troubles  in  the  doorway  and  jumped  into  the  taxi .

I  was  in  second  gear  as  part  of  the  morning  was  still  left  ,

so  I  asked  the  taxi-driver  to  drop  me  near  Trafalgar  Square .

He  left  me  at  the  at  Charing  Cross  Road , where  people  sat

around  tables  at  a   cafe  , in  the  morning  sun  drinking  tea  and  coffee   .  I  took  up  a  position  in  Trafalgar  Square  and  began  busking  some  of  my  songs  .  I  played  for  about  an  hour  and  left  empty  handed  .  I  thought  to  myself  at  least  the  pigeons  seemed  to  enjoy  the  music  .  I  promised  myself  to  return  again

everyday  for  a  week  until  I  received  some  kind  of  reward  for  my  trouble  .  

I  was  on  the  air  now  as  the  lunchtime  crowds  pushed  along  sidewalk’s  .  Not  far  from  the  South  Bank  Centre  , a  tiny

piece  of  green  grass  became  the  resting  place  for  a  great  number  of  people  who  had  found  a  place  to  capture  refreshment  and  a  

brief  escape  from  their  busy  day   .  I  sat  nearby  and  played  some  easy  blues  in  the  midday  sun  .  Nobody  told  me  to  move  on  or  shut  up  so  I  stayed  and  continued  to  play  some  of  my  songs  .

I  pulled  out  my  blues  harp  and  placed  in  my  mouth  .

I  was  grateful  for  the  small  change  in  my  pocket  because  it  was  all  I  had  left   .  I  made  my  way  to  St  Pauls  and  withdrew  twenty  pounds  from  the  Electronic  Cash  Machine  at  the  National  Westminster  Bank  .  I  went  into  a  cafe  called  The  Rising  Sun    and  ordered  some  bacon  and  eggs  for  late  lunch  .  

By  the  time  I  finished  eating  it  was   time  to  make  tracks  for

Dalston  and  keep  my  appointment  with  Maria  .  I   needed  some  extra  money  so  I  went  back  to  the  bank  to  make  another  withdrawal  but   I  was   left  feeling  angry   after  the  electronic  cash  machine  swallowed  my  card  .  The  bank  was  closed  and  I  was  left  at  a  loss  .  Being  Friday  didn’t  help  as   I  was  faced  with  a  weekend  with  no  money  .  I  was  almost  going  to  ring  Linda  at  her  flat  but  thought  I  better  not  .  With  only  ten  pounds  ready  cash  on  me  I  decided  to  walk  back  to  Dalston .  I   really  had  no  idea  where  I  was  so  I  began  to  walk  along  Fleet  Street  .  It  was

rush  hour  and  I  got  caught  up  in  a  head  on   battle  of  the  pavements  .  I  was  amazed  how  many  people  actually  tried  to  knock  you  off  your  feet  .  It  was  a  big  effort  to  remain  upright  .

A  car  pulled  up  beside  me  and  to  my  surprise  it   Maria  was

in  the  passenger  seat  .  

“ Hey  Paul , get  in .”

I  got  into  the  back  seat  and  within  minutes  we  where  far  away  from  the  stampede  .  Maria  introduced  me  to  her  husband  driving  the  car  and  I  was  invited  back  to  their  flat  for  some  dinner  .  

The   kindness  offered  to  me  by  Maria  and  her  family  was  

in  a  nutshell , Christianity  in  action  .  After  dinner  we  all  left

the  flat  and  went  to  church  .  

We  arrived  in  good  time  to  the  Bible  Way  Church  there  at    Three  Threes  lane .  The  church  was  part  of  the  Good  Shepherd  Mission  in  Bethnal  Green  .  

The  silent  echo’s  inside  the  church  building   began  to  disappear  as  the  community  began  to  fill  the  seats  in  the  church  .  

A   small  music  ministry   took  up  one  corner  and   they  needed  no  books  or  amplification  .  Their  only  instruments  where  tambourines  and  a  very  old  keyboard  , but  what  they  did  have  was  soul . 

The  sound  was  alive  and  full  .  I  had  never  before  heard  such  worship  and  as  the  entire  congregation  joined  in  , well  what

praise  was  offered  up  . Over  the  years  I  had  been  involved  with  

Charismatic  renewal  in  the  Catholic  Church  as  well  as  the  

conservative  hymnal  praise  .  I  had  been  part  of   youth  groups 

in  Sydney  with  the  Catholic  Church  where  praise   and  worship  where  free   forms  of  expression  with  God  .  I  had  been  with  church  choirs   that  could  sing  but  man , these  West  Indian  brothers  and  sisters  from  Bethnal  Green  well  they  could  really  swing  .  For  the  introduction  to  the  service  we   lifted  our  hands

high  above  our  heads , our  voices  where  many  but  the  praise was  one  .We  shook  the  rafters  and  rattled  the  floorboards  .

We  danced  and  we  sang  . Oh  what  a  joy  it  was  .  The  good

minister  Reverend  Harry  Mc Farland  spoke  when  the  time  was  right  and  we  all  listened  to  the  word  .  It  was  electric  and  everyone  was  charged  with  Gods  message  .  As  I  looked  around  at  the  sea  of  faces  I  noticed  for  the  first  time  that  I  was  one  of  two  who  had  white  skin  .  It  also  dawned  on  me  that  I  was  probably  the  only  Catholic  in  the  building  .  

It  was  encouraging  to  find  no  barrier  was  present  and  a  genuine

smile  welcomed  me  into  the  community  . 

Reverend  Harry  spoke  of  the  rich  person  who  gave  a  small  portion  of  his  wealth  to  the  church  in  contrast  to  a  very  poor  person  who  gave  a  penny  but   that  penny  was  all  the  wealth

that  person  possessed  .  At  this  moment  a  collection  plate  was  passed  around  .  I  put  a  ten  pound  note  on  the  plate  and

that  was  everything  I  had  .  Somehow  I  knew  I  would  find  an  answer  to  prayer  .  The  service  ended  and  Reverend  Harry

came  over  to  me  .  He  shook  my  hand  and  I  went  on  to  tell

him  a  few  things  about  myself  .  When  he  heard  I   had  no  place  to  stay  and  no  money  he  asked  some  of  the  people  in  the church community   for  help  .  

The  church  was   almost  empty  and   only  a  handful  of  people  where  left  .  I  was  approached  by  Reverend  Harry  who  introduced  me  to  Doris  Telford  .  With  a  heart  as  big  as  Bethnal  Green  Doris  offered  me  her  family  home  until  I  was  ready  to  leave  .

That  evening   I  sat  with  her  and  her  two  teenage  children  in

the  comfort  of  their  family  home  which  was  a  small  council  flat near  Hackney  .  Doris  was  middle  aged  and  stood   five  feet  tall .

Her  face  glowed  with  kindness  and  her  eyes  showed  a  great  

depth  of  character  .  

The  first  week  with  the  Telfords  was  like  heaven  on  Earth  .

There  was  always  a  pot  on  the  stove  with  red  kidney  beans ,

rice  and  broth  .   I  never  met  Mr  Telford , and  nobody  ever  spoke  of  him , so  I  never  bothered  asking  too  many  questions  .

One  morning  Doris  asked  me  if  I  could  do  a  few  little  jobs  for

Patricia  her  daughter  who  I  was  brought  around  to  meet  the  same  day  .  Doris  had  some  groceries  to  buy  and  so  she  left  me  with  Patricia  who  went  in  and  lay  down  in  bed  .  She  called  me

and  asked  me  to  sit  down  beside  her  .  I  did  as  she  asked  and

listened  to  her  as  she  rambled  on  about  the  most  far  fetched  things  .  I  was  lost  in  a  one  way  conversation  that  meant  nothing  to  me  at  all  .  Eventually  she  stopped  talking  and  pointed  to  the  ceiling  and  walls  .  

“ Could  you  paint  this  red  , and  yellow .  I  want  to  show  you  something “  She  said  .

She  reached  under  the  bed  and  pulled  a  large  tubular  container

that  encased  a  huge  wallpaper  mural  of  a  sunset  on  some  exotic  island  .

“ I  want  this  poster  on  that  wall ”

She  said  .  

“ No  problem .  So  have  you  any  wallpaper  paste ?”  I  asked .

“What ”   She  seemed  a  little  unsure  about  what  I  said .

I  explained  to  her  that  in  order  to  get  her  mural  on  the  wall  that  it  would  have  to  be  pasted  .  

“ How  much  does  paste  cost ?” She  asked  .

“ Well  , its  not  just  paste  .  You  will  also  need  turps  to  wash  out   the  paint  brushes . ”

She  asked  me  to  pass  over  her  handbag  from  the  dresser  .

From  her  purse  she  handed  me  twenty  pounds  and  said ,

“ Is  that  enough  to  cover  the  cost  of  your  materials ”

I  nodded  that  it  would   be .

“ Would  you  mind  leaving  the  room  , I  need  to  get  dressed  .

She   slowly  pushed  the  blankets  from  her  and  sat  up .

Before  I  even  got  to  the  landing  by  the  staircase  she  came  out  from  the  bedroom  and  asked  me  to  take  a  look  at  her  bathroom  wall  .  

“I  want  this  tiled  , is  it  a  hard  job  to  do  ?”

“ Not  too  hard .  Have  you  got  all  the  materials ?”  

”  I  asked  almost  knowing  that  she  hadn’t  .

From  underneath  a  wooden  box  that  she  used  as  a  step  to  get  into  the  bath  Patricia  produced  a  small  box  of  white  tiles  .

“Here  you  are “  She  replied  .

“Where  is  the  grout  and  cement ?”  I  asked  .

Her  face  went  bright  red  .

“You  mean  I   am  going  to  need other  products  to   put    these

tiles  up  on  the  wall ?”

“Of  course  you  do ”  I  replied  .

“  Well  in  that  case  I  guess  you  will  have  to  use  up  all  that  twenty  pounds  I  gave  you  ”  She  sounded  anxious  and  a  little  angry  .  I  looked  at  the  twenty  pounds  more  than  once  .

She  went  very  quiet  and  then  uttered  ,

“Is  twenty  pounds  enough ?”

“‘I  don’t  really  think  so ” came  my  reply  .

“Well  try  and  stretch  it  out  .  I  don't  get  paid  this  week .

 I  have  to  go  to  work  now .  Can  you  come  back  this  evening  and  get  started  on  these  jobs  ?”

 I  nodded  with  a  slight  sigh  and  said ,

“ Well  I  suppose  I’ll  have  to   buy  the  things  I  need  to  get  the  job  done  .”

Patricia  showed  me  to  the  door  and  said ,

“ I’m  sorry  to  push  you  out   but  I’m  late  for  work , so  I’ll  see  you  later  then , ok ”

From  the  other  side  of  a  closing  door  I  replied ,

“ Yea , sure . I’ll  see  you  later. ”

I  walked  around  Hackney  for  a  while  looking  for  a  paint  and  paper  store  .  I  had  to  be  careful   with  the  tight  budget  I  had  for  the  job .  I  knew  it  was  going  to  be  difficult  but   thought  if  I  bought  the  smallest  quantities  I  could  maybe  I  would  just  scrape  it  in  .  After  shopping  around  I  finally  had  purchased  what  I  needed   to  get  the  job  done .  

I  went  to  Doris’s  place  but  nobody  was  home  , so   back  to   Patricas  I  went  and  sat  outside  her  door  waiting  for  her  to  come  home  .  I  had   fallen  asleep  by  the  time  Patricia  got  home  . 

She  shook  me  .  Patrica  had  two  little  children  hanging  from each  arm , and  as  she  introduced  me  to  them  they  both  smiled  at  me  without  fear .  They  where  no  more  than  five  years  old  . 

I  followed  them  into  the  flat  and  went  straight  to  work  .

I  painted  the  ceiling  white  and  around  various  carvings  of  flowers  on  the  ceiling  I  spent  time  and  hand  painted  each  flower  a  different  colour  .  I  had  been  so  busy  painting  that  had  Patricia  not  have  said  good  night ,  I   might  have  kept  painting  the  ceiling  until  the  morning  light  .  The  flat  grew  quiet  and  the  sound  of  snoring  came  from  the  children’s  bedroom  .   After  I  made  up  the  wallpaper  paste  I  started   to  unroll  the  paper  mural  of   that  sunset  on  a  beach   .  It  came  in  three  sections .  I  started  in  the  middle  and  by  the  time  the  picture  was  up  Patricia  and  her  family  where  rising  out  of  bed  .  As  she  came  into  the  room

I  stood  back  and  smiled  at  the  nights  work  I  had  done  .

Patricia  walked  around  like  a  chief  inspector  , pointing  here  and  there ,  murmuring  this  and  that .  

Finally  she  spoke , 

“I  don’t  like  it ”       

“ What ?”  I  replied  .

She  had  a   vicious  look  on  her  face  and   almost  spat  as  she  spoke  .

“ Look  at  my  beautiful  sunset  its  hanging  off  the  wall  .”

“ I   had  to  stretch  out  the  paste   as  it  had  to  go  a  long  way. ”

This  really  made  me  see  red  .  The  paste  and  the  paper  was  still  drying  and  if  she  had  given  me  more  money  to  get  the  job  done  in  the  first  place  I   would  have  had  more than  enough   paste  to  put  her  sunset  up   without  some  loose  ends  here  and  there  .

The  more  I  stood  there  the  worse  it  got  .

She  launched  into  another  verbal  assault  on  my  handiwork  .

“ This  is  horrible .  I  am  really  very  upset  about  how  my  bedroom  looks  .  I  can’t  stay  in  here  any  longer  .  I  have  to  have  some  breakfast  and  get  to  work  ”

I  hadn’t  slept  all  night  and  at  this  point  in  time  I   was  ready  

to  explode  with  rage .  I  was  very  hurt  by  Patricia’s  attitude ,

and  her  criticism  of  my  efforts  left  me  deflated  and  distracted  .  

Instead  of  having  it  out  with  her  in  the  presence  of  her  two  kids  I  left  her  flat  and  returned   back  to  Doris’s  place  .  

Doris  could  see  I  was  upset  when  I  arrived  .  

After  I  told  her  what  had  happened  at  her  daughters  she  nodded

as  if  this  kind  of  thing  was  a  regular  occurrence  .  

Not  only  had  Doris  understood  and  believed  every  thing  I  had  told  her  but  she  turned  and  handed  me  ten  pounds  straight  from  her  purse .  She  told  me  not  to  worry  and  to  get  some  sleep  .

I  slept  most  of  the  day  and  was  awoke  for  dinner  by  Doris   .

I  felt  at  ease  and  knew  I  was  welcome  at  their  dinner  table  .

With  the  wanderlust  itch  at  my  feet  and  my  cash  flow  slowly  but  surely  eroding  away  I  needed  space  to  write  the  things  racing  through  my  head  .  It  was  difficult  to  find  inspiration  at  Doris’s  so  I  needed  an  escape  hatch  .  

Most  mornings  it  was  a  very  early  rise  to  make  it   down  into  Hackney   where  I  would  stand  in  a   long  job  club   queue  hoping  for  a  days  work   .  Employers  would  ring  up  the  Department  before  seven o’clock   each  morning  with  casual  work  and  the  jobs  went  to  those  first  in  the  queue  .  I  was  lucky  to  have  secured  some  work  in  a  small  clothing  warehouse  in  Dalston  Lane  where  I  packed  and  priced  various  garments  for  the  retail  stores  .  

When  the  position  there  closed  I   found  myself  walking  the  streets  of  London   in  the  hope  of  finding  some  steady  work  .  

Exhausted  by  my  efforts  to  find  employment  I  eventually  stumbled  in  to  the  Department  of  Health  and  Social  Security  one  cold  

October  morning  .  In  a  desperate  attempt   to  receive  financial  assistance  from  the  Government  I   explained  my  situation  to 

the  Departments  officer  at  the  front  reception  .  He  looked  at  me  with  a  distant  pity  on  his  face  and  seemed  to  indicate  I  was  not  eligible  for  any  assistance  .  I  persevered  until  he  gave  in  and  told  me  to  take  a  seat  .  That  moment  at  a  window  further  along  a   very  angry  young  lad  began  to  scream  and  hurl  abuse  at  the  civil  servant   who  worked  for  the  Department  .   I  made  my  way  past  him  just  as  he  started  to  throw  punches  at  the  window .

Maybe  it  was  the  way  I  looked  at  him I  don’t  know  but  he  

turned  his  anger  on  me  .  I   continued  to  walk  past  him  ,

as  he  slurred  out  ,

“ Ah  that’s  it  old  man , just  mind  your  own  business ”

Like  a  ton  of  bricks  I  thought , am  I  really  an  old  man  .  No  one  had  ever  before  called  me  that  .  I  was  a  little  shocked  by  this  comment  and  wondered  if  all  the  knocking  about  I  had  during   the  last  few  years  was  taking  its  toll  on  me  .  Deep  in  a  rut  of

reality  I  surrendered  to  a  vacant  plastic  chair  .  Around  me     I  found  a  crowd  of  people  waiting  .  There  where  six  rows  of  green  plastic  chairs  filled  with  people  who  looked  just  like  I  did  .

Very  tired  and   beyond  frustration  we  all  sat  .  An  hour  , then  another  , then  another  passed  . No  one  spoke  .  A   fella  in  my  row   with  a  definite  weather  beaten  look  decided  to  move  on  .

Then  at  last  there  was  some  action  , the  lady  at  the  reception  called  the  names  of  at  least  half  of  the  people  in  the  room  .

These  people  seemed  to  be  issued  with   some  kind  of  payment  .

The  fella  with  the  weather  beaten  look  who   had  previously  left   returned  to  his  seat  .  He  held  a   cup  of  coffee  and  a  hot  chip  .  Now  I  can’t  say  if  he  had  heard  my  stomach  that  grumbled  and  rumbled  with  hunger , but   when  he  offered  me  share  of  his  chips  I   thanked  God  in  heaven  for  his   kindness  .

He  spoke  to  me  in  a  thick  Scottish  accent  and  I  was  educated

by   a  man  who  had  obviously  lived  rough  in  London  for  many  years  .  He  told  me  every  one  of   his  six  different  names  and  addresses  and  how  he  managed  to   receive  six  different  giro  cheques  every  week .  He  also  told  me  where  I  could  find  some  food  and  shelter  if  I  needed  to  find  it  .  

I   had  spent  all  day  waiting  at  the  Social  Security  Office  without

anything  to  show  for  it  all  at  the  end  of  the  day  .  However  I  did

have  a  short  list  of  places  where  I  could  find  emergency  accommodation  thanks  to  my  friend  the  Scottish  traveller  .

As  the  days  went  on  I  felt   I  had  worn  out  my  welcome  with   Doris  and  her  family  and  even  though  she  would  have  continued  to  provide  accommodation  for  me  in  her  flat  I  decided  it  was  time  for  me  to  move  on  .   It  was  really  nice  to  have  had  time  to  praise  and  worship  with  the  Doris  and  the  community  at  the  Bible  Way  Church  but  for  Gods  grace  there  I  had  to  be  leaving  them  and  with  hope  in  my  heart  I  moved  into  my  new  surroundings  at  St  Pauls   International  Youth  Hostel  .  I  slept  in  the  bottom  bunk  in  dormitory  66   all  the   inmates  if  you  like  where  from  all  over  the  world   .  

After  a  long  day  busking  in  Central  London  it  was  refreshing  to  speak  with   some  of  the  friendly  Australians  and  Canadians  at the  Carters  Lane  Youth  Hostel  .  

I was refreshed by the company of kind people and almost felt human again to the point were I hoped a laugh might squeeze out and surprise my broken heart . I  sat with the other travellers and listened to their wonderful stories

And wished I could make up some for to tell them but instead we  played  chess  and  shared  our  moments in silence  .  

I watched as my pawns feel victim to Queen and Bishop . I had to strike back with my Castle . It was at this point when the game took on new meaning .

I was lost as the challenger spoke chess talk . I took his meaning as a

Clever strategy and told myself not to be distracted . 

I  found  the  American  travellers  very  genuine  and  generous  with  their  time  and  although  faces  changed  most  every  day  there  where  a  few  people  like  myself  who  remained  .

The  world  was  spinning  fast  and  I  really  didn’t  realise  it  until

the day  it  suddenly  stopped  for  me  .  One  day  after  I  returned  from  busking  and  to  my  shock  I   found  all  of  my  belongings  had  been  taken  from  underneath  my  bed  .  All  I  had  was  gone  .

Money , clothes , personal  documents , passport , in  fact  all  I  had  was   gone  except  for  what  I  stood  up  in  and  my  guitar  .

Completely shattered and as alone as I had ever felt in my entire life I 

Wondered how I would ever get out of this situation .

I asked myself the question is there anything good I can take from this .

The it came to me that God had been taking care of my work .  

With  a  great  sigh  of  relief  I   was   glad  to  have  left  all  my  songs  in  a  bag  at  the  Good  Shepherd  Mission  . 

 Maybe  it   was  then I  realised  that  a  blessing  was  on  my  work .  

It  wasn’t  the  first  time  may  I  add  that  my  songs  and   literary  works  where  protected  from  harm  so  I   knew  there  was  something  special  about  what  I  was  doing  .

I tried to imagine that everything that goes wrong is for a purpose .

I tried to that the purpose I had was right and hoped somehow to right all the wrongs with my songs . I dreamt that one day I would be famous and that my 

Songs would be popular .

I  made  my  way  to  Bishopsgate  and  reported  the  theft  to  the  police  .  There  was  nothing  they  could  do  except  make  the  report  and  file  it  away  .

I  asked  them  if  they  could  contact  my  bank  in  Australia  and  inform  them  about  my  situation  but  they  answered ,

“ Why don’t you tell  your  bank  in  London ”

“ I  don’t  have  a  bank  in  London ”.  I  told  them ,

“ Sorry , its  a  tough  world  out  there ”  came  the  reply  .      

I  walked  from  the  police  station  in  the  snow  with  no  money

and  no  place  to  go  .  The  thought  of  Linda  crossed  through  my  

mind , as  did  Doris  , but  I  had  burned  those  bridges  behind  me  .

When  the  Salvation  Army  at  Blackfriars  found  me  I  was  in  a  bad  way   I  had  been  sleeping  rough  and  was  in  need  of  food  and  rest  .  

After  some  weeks  I  picked  up  and  was  walking  around  again  on  my   feet  .  I  was  informed  by  the  Captain  of  the  Salvation  that  a  friend  of  mine  in Australia by  the  name  of  Joe  Zaiter   had  contacted  people in Australia and informed them that I had gone missing   .

For many people they would have written off my disappearance  in  London as another regular event but no  . I had angels on my side .

 During  the  time  I  had  left  Australia  I  had  been  sending  postcards  and  correspondence  from  all  of  the  places  where  I  was  .  

When  my  good  friend  Joe  had  not  received  and  word  from  me  for  a  while  he  did  a  very  noble  thing  and  informed  officers of  the  Salvation  Army in Granville back in Sydney that I had gone missing . 

Then in turn chased up their people in London who went on a search for me .

It  really  is  a  miracle  they  found  me  , but  they  did  . 

Because  I  was  without  money  and  clothes , the  Salvation  Army    helped  me  to  obtain  income  support  from  the  Department  of  Health  and  Social  Security  . 

At  last  now  there  was  money  to  pay  my  keep  at  Blackfriars  .   

I  attended  their prayer time  each  morning  with  the  Salvos  and  found  new  places  to  visit  during  the  day  in  London  .  

First I found myself walking to the gates of Buckingham Palace .

I tried to ask the guards if I could get in and talk to the Queen but they never answered me . I asked how I could get a job in the palace but they refused to speak . Eventually I was told to move . After a while I  discovered Hyde park and the hecklers and began to speak my mind to the people of the way . After all there were more than a few who had to loose it before they could find it and I was one of those people . Now the way I found was like on this narrow path 

Of life where faith is the only companion you have . 

My way became a walk in faith every day .

I was known as the Poet prince and pauper of Piccadilly . 

I met and spoke with African Kings and made friends in the wild West End . 

There are so many things buzzing on the West End every second of the day .

London has many doors and behind those doors are people in shells like prisoners of fate awaiting release . There are so many things just outside the door . From drugs to drink . From poverty to hunger from greed to comfort .  

Where the hopeless lay begging for food ,good men and women  

Stood with their hands outstretched . 

Where the rich go eating and filling themselves so does their shame and the Thames turns everyday greener and deeper until the satisfaction of its hunger is consumed by its shame . 

When you are in the lions mouth you can  always find a compassionate heart .  On the other side of the coin you’ll find the breath of the lions roar from Lambeth to the Tower bridge door was cold and without pity . London is a big city and its takes a brave man to try and tame the lion on its streets  . Everyone is looking for something and somebody I was looking for a break with my work .  I sang all day without any pay to the passers by . Abuse and scorn from morn to night taught you to fight even harder to make it work out right .      

I wandered through Waterloo like a man on a mission with  inspiration  flowing  in a storm of new song writing  that had returned  with  a vengeance  .

All I needed was a place to sit and write down on paper how I felt .

I found that around London there were lots of empty houses and flats.

There were run down empty buildings and although some of these provided a perfect place to write I wished for something a little more cleaner and so I went walking from street to street everyday . Not to far away from the South Bank of the Thames I came across  places of intrigue .

My feet took me to the inner secrets of sidewalks in life where I   spend  hours  everyday  in  the  Poetic  Library  at  the  top  of  the  Festival  Hall  .  

It  was  for  me  my  sanctuary .  My  escape  hatch  from  the  world .

I sat most every day inside the Poetry Library and   became  very  prolific  with  my  literary  works  during  this  time  . Now I really had a place where I felt at home .  With my collection of songs now growing I realised how much suffering is a part of all that . Anything worth its salt is suffered for .

I thought about Tin Pan Alley days and took some strength from that and started walking into publishers off the street . I even went into a stockbrokers in Sun Street and asked if they could support me financially with my songs .

I was so surprised when I was brought into the managers large office 

For a long discussion . He almost came to the party but when he asked for my contact details I was unable to give him any because of my current homeless situation .

Someday’s I walked into pubs and if there was piano there I would sit myself down and start to play some of my songs . Sometimes it worked out and the crowd enjoyed it . Other times the patrons were too drunk even too notice . Now and then I  was send packing by the publican .  

I  shared my gift every chance I had .

All my songs were living moments . They were personal and powerful . 

I wanted them to be heard and I needed them to be appreciated .

London is a  hard place to be when you’re alone and trying to get a break .

I continued to busk and make music everyday but as far as getting that break nothing was really happening .    

CHAPTER  6

DARK  VALLEY  OF  THE  SOUL

Its wasn’t easy being a Belfast boy on the streets of London . It was easy for people to treat you as one of the enemy . It seemed to me the best thing to do was stay out of the building during the daylight hours and just return to get the head down at night . For most of the time my nights were sleepless anyway but it was off the street and out of harms reach to a point . The word on the street was homeless people were being set upon by late night revellers around London’s street society . Some of the homeless were beaten up and robbed of the meagre little they owned . It was cruel on the street and a place without pity or hope . To think that people could lower themselves to that level is enough to make you sick . 

So being a resident at the Sally Anns was not as dangerous as sleeping around the Temple or the Bullring . 

There were about two hundred and fifty men at the Sally Anns in Blackfriars Road . Most of them were real hard cases .    

At night I heard every creek and snore .Every footstep on the floor .

I was always on the edge after I overheard a group if men planning to spike me when I slept .  Needles were feared as were knives and the thought that 

you just might drift off to sleep and never wake was always on your mind .

The fact that I could defend myself anyway left me a little like the lamb at the slaughter house door .  

I prayed constantly for God to protect me and sometimes I thought he was so far away . That was my worst thought . I dreaded that God would leave me to die alone on the street or at the hands of some person with a knife or a syringe . Then it came to me that God was in fact very close to me in his absence . I thought that because I wanted him to be near he was .

Because I never wanted to cut myself off from his mercy and grace his presence was even more strong than I realised . The thing is people sometimes decide to cut themselves off from God but God never cuts

Himself off from us . Once I was sure that God was alive and with me all my burdens were halved . 

One morning as I made my way out of the dormitory I overheard somebody saying his morning prayers . At first I thought I was hearing things .

I couldn’t believe it  . Here in the pit of hell another Christian making his way

To God in prayer . I just had to meet him so I waited around the corner near the stairwell until he had finished his prayers before introducing myself to him .

When I first met Huw I knew we were going to become good friends . He stood head and shoulders above me and there was a genuine warmth that came from his face . He had come to London from North Wales  to look for work . Most of his family at home tried to persuade Huw not to leave .

It was clear that Huw had a calling and was also following that . Because he left his family home it was going to be hard for him to return unless he made it on his own . Huw was concerned about hurting his loved ones and hoped that his efforts to get on his feet would eventuate .

Every day Huw and I went jogging around London . He knew his way much better than I and took me to places I had never been . In the early morning  we raced each other backwards down along Blackfriars Road . 

On the way to the tower of London we went zig zagging and sprinting like crazy kids who had just found some karma on a road to paradise .

I guess we were also letting off a lot of steam in the process .

It was great and we both stayed together everywhere we went . We often made the guards at the gates of the palace uneasy as we hurtled along .

Now and then we stopped for a breather and laughed like their was no tomorrow . 

Huw and I were both committed to God and also to his calling as we saw it on our life . We wanted to share that with others and decided to go around the various homeless sites we knew and talk to other homeless people about 

Jesus and his love . So we began one evening near Waterloo Station and 

spoke about our mission in life to other poor people like ourselves .

At first we thought we would be rejected but to the contrary we found people looked at us and opened up . I met Peter who was a guru from India who shared his philosophies with us as he sat in his cardboard box . 

There were so many stories we heard and shared .

At the time Skinheads and punks shared the limelight on the street with the tourists who at a price took their photos .If there was such a thing these glam homeless teenagers took shelter in each others arms in doorways around  Regent Street and Soho . Most of these kids had come from broken homes and ended up with broken bones and broken hearts . 

I was handed a poem by Skinhead Susan .  

See the little children asleep on the street.

Poor little children so battered and bruised .

Tossed out like refuse on the street . 

Pity the little children .

They are lost and confused .     

Susan (Skinhead on the street)

Susan was 17 when I knew her . She had to be  hard and grew up rough on the street . Each day she used to shrug off the emotions that would otherwise have devoured her . Then with a smile she would place herself in the face of those well dressed people in the underground . Susan could boast to make a living and earned forty five pound a day begging .

 I met Marian and Barbara two young girls from Scotland who had come to  London in the hope of finding a permanent job . They both ended up falling pregnant and feared returning home . Both of them hit the skids and it wasn’t long before they both were on drugs and alcohol . It  was with great pride they told me about their men who remained with them .  Even though they were all down and out they made a go of it  together . There has got to be a lesson there for all of those who think their relationship isn’t worth fighting for .

Marian and Barbara along with Derek and Del clung on to each other with all their strength and somewhere in all the grit and the grime they had found an unconditional love that in this world is very rare indeed  .

Many young kids who had been kicked out and abused by their parents ended up in Cardboard City . They were really hurting and in need of healing .

All Huw and I could do was pray with them as often as we could .

There were professional people who had come to London to find work and were only living in Cardboard boxes until they found a bed sit  somewhere . 

Within this massive melting pot of suffering the runaways and rejects had a lot in common . There  were aids victims and prostitutes . 

There were babies born in cardboard boxes . 

Perhaps those babies who were left dumped in a cardboard box were taken up by another and kept alive by the daily begging on the pavement . 

Many of those who begged wore a cardboard sign around their neck .

Often they were passed by like Laverick John a homeless man and poet like myself . Often the homeless who knew me handed me their handwritten poetry and I treasure those words .

Here is something Laverick wrote ,

You passed me by on the way to the theatre the other day,

Head up, shoulders stiff , eyes looking straight ahead at some

Imaginary destination deep in the distance .

What did you think I was going to do ?

Mug you with my cardboard begging box ?

You pretend not to see me on your way to the play ,

Though your friend cast me a coin 

to scrub my unwanted image from his eyes .

what was the play about I wonder ?

Did it give you good conversation on your way home past my bed ?

Don’t get me wrong .

I wouldn’t dream to trespass on your time ,

Or deny your pleasure in your hard-earned recreation.

All I ask is that your eyes acknowledge my existence

Next time you pass this way,

So if you step on my toes again beneath my grubby blanket

You’ll realise that you’ve done it ,

Instead of simply passing by .

Laverick John  (homeless Man)

Ignorance often is a curse and the need to educate others about the need of the homeless desired more money and time than Huw and I had .

The plight of the homeless in London became a major concern . 

As the business sector made their way to their offices somehow the gap widened into an unbridgeable distance lay between us and them . 

It was hard when very cold weather arrived . I remember many of us who slept rough faced death from exposure and hypothermia is always a risk .

The worst place to be is in isolation away from the shelters and communities .

Due to overcrowding in the refuges and the lack of space many people

Were forced to break into places to get out of the cold . 

I met Jimmy Taylor who told me about a place he had come across near The Oval Tube Station . Digby and a few others had also looked at the site .Originally they were just going to strip it but due to the bashings recently and the cold weather it was decided to consider moving about a hundred of us homeless into the squat . The word was passed around and a hundred were chosen from the street to occupy the derelict Belgrave Hospital on Kennington Road . I was one of those to move in but Huw unfortunately was not .

It  was decision time for me . I could not take another day in the Sally Anns at Blackfriars . My stomach was in bits and my nerves were wrecked .

I knew that I had to move out and sadly had to explain this to Huw .

At night Huw and I walked the streets of London talking to the homeless whenever and where ever we could . I wanted to tell Huw when the time was right . Sometimes the time is never right and you’ve got to just do it as it comes . Huw and I were good friends now . I also realised  that soon he would have to move on as well as myself .

One Sunday after walking to the Catholic Cathedral in London we had some prayers and planned out our evening .

We both wanted to go back to the Bullring at Waterloo and check out how Barbara and Marian were . We knew that the time was near for a  baby to arrive . We just wanted to be there in case there was any thing we could do to help . When we got there no one had seen Barbara of Marian for a while .

That is always the case on the street . So Huw and I stayed for a while and we met some new people . There was Ziggy with his dreadlocks and Steve with his drug habit  . Duncan with the stigma of running away from the system and not wanting back in again until he had recovered from why he had run away in the first place . Originally Duncan was married with two young kids . He had a nice home and a nice car . His job as a security guard was well paid but Duncan had a few other things he could not hold back . He loved fast cars 

And the fast life too much . One night he had a little too much to drink and hit the gas pedal a little too hard .  Duncan was pulled over for drunk driving .

After he lost his licence he lost his job and gradually drank his savings .

He lost his marriage and hit the skids .

I remember speaking to Dublin Jack who came to the Bullring .

I asked him where he had been sleeping . He told me he had stayed in the shelter at St Martin in The Fields Church near Trafalgar Square but after he was locked out one night he ended up in a train in the sidings at Victoria and that’s were he still was . In the middle of our conversation I was interrupted by a small group of people who called themselves members of the Jesus Army . 

Huw noticed them butting in and made an approach .

I put my hand on his shoulder and asked him to wait a second .

Huw and I stood back and listened to them as they began to preach to some of the homeless people in their cardboard boxes .

Here they had come dressed in army combat uniforms boots and all .

“Jesus loves you. “ said the leader of the group who seemed young and fresh faced . Most of the street people ignored them .     

 A van arrived with more members of the Jesus Army . There was more preaching but their remarks went unheard and also unwanted .

Uinderstanding is what its all about . Maybe if the Jesus Army had sat down with us and handed over money food and clothing and then said,

That Jesus loves you  things would have been different .

I had to question their presence and said to the leader of the group ,

Jesus showed the way for us to follow . His love and compassion is understood by action not by words alone . Jesus told us to feed the hungry and shelter the homeless poor .If you are going to just tell these people that Jesus loves them without any action to your words then you have somehow lost the message you want to bring . To get the message across you must understand where these people are at “. 

Huw came over by my side and joined in .  

“Where ever two or more are gathered in my name I am there . “

That evening the Jesus Army invited Huw and I back to their headquarters .

They told us that they were having a revival and we needed to be part of that .

We asked them were the meeting was and they said in the midlands .

I looked at Huw and we at first hesitated but then something inside us jumped at the opportunity   . Huw and I spoke together and after a few moments 

And weighed it up . If anything it would get us out of London for a while .

We both needed a break . I hadn’t written a song for sometime and felt the need to escape into some sunshine away from the dark valley .

I needed space to find myself again and so we agreed to go with the Jesus Army .  As soon as we got into their van we felt apprehensive about where we were going . Anyway there was no need to panic .

Later on that night we arrived at a large conference centre . Both of us 

were taken to an office in the building and given a cup of tea and a plain biscuit . After that we were brought into a massive auditorium filled with thousands of people standing side by side with their arms in the air .

Upstairs was the balcony bulging with people and they all erupted in cheers as a man walked on to the stage . The man on the stage was also dressed in Army gear . He held a small horse whip in his hand and marched back and forth across the stage . He spoke of a day to come when the Jesus Army would have to make their stand to fight the evil in the world .He spoke of how well equipped the Jesus Army were .They had the weapons stock piled .

The guns and bombs were all ready and the Jesu Army were well trained for the job . The audience erupted again in cheering and began to thunder their praise and chanting to God . I looked at Huw and put my finger up before my my lips . I whispered in his ear ,

“Let us get out of here as soon as possible .“

Huw nodded in agreement .

“I’m with you “ He said .

The meeting went on for about another hour and we were unable to move during that time . After the gathering Huw and I wee taken to another office were we were questioned in detail  by a number of members of the Jesus Army . They wanted to know our appreciation of their movement and encouraged us just to speak our mind .

I immediately spoke first and hoped that Huw would get my drift .

I tried hard not to speak out of line and keep all my cards very close to my chest . 

 I mean we totally outnumbered and surrounded by members of this religious Sect who were willing to kill and destroy under the name of the Jesus Army .

Huw and I were miles from nowhere and no one here knew who we were .

I guessed that somehow they thought we connected to another one of their movements . I prayed in silence for God to be on my lips and in the hearts of those to whom I would speak .

Quietly I addressed the evil in the world and also the good in the world .

I tried to explain our mission in the world as Christians and how we had to sometimes retreat from the world before planning how to attack it .

I seemed to get my point across and asked if we could have a  few moments together in prayer . In a quiet place I asked in prayer for our safe return to London and for Huw and I to be able to continue our work there with the homeless . Within the hour my prayer was answered .

The people who had brought us there in the first place took us back to our homeless refuge in London .

Relieved and exhausted Huw and I collapsed on our hard beds and listened to the snores and roars . For an hour I listened to coughs and burps and soon came the early morning shuffling of feet in and out of the toilet . 

Soon an endless stream of men carrying their brushes bowls and razors

Made their way into the shared bathroom . 

The sound of people climbing the stairs from the canteen back to the dormitory soon drowned out the din and clatter of the wash up crew .   

I looked out the window and watched the traffic on the road .

After breakfast I thought it was time to let Huw know about my plans to leave the Sally Anns . That day he wanted to come with me and see the place and so we walked together to the derelict Belgrave Childrens Hospital .

On the way we bumped into Del who was well watered and were told about  

The arrival of Dawn . Barbara had a little girl born homeless but beautiful .

That really lifted us and Huw and I said a prayer in thanksgiving .

Not long after that I read a notice that was plastered on a wall.

There was a heading that said Homes For The Homeless .

It went on talking about a sense of place and womens homelessness issues .

It seems that everyone was getting in on the homeless cause . A place in Birmingham had some exhibition with posters pointing out why womens housing needs should no longer be ignored . The posters were on sale for

Twenty five pounds each . If you enclosed a stamped self addressed envelope the people concerned would send on information on homes for the homeless . If I had a camera I would have taken a photo of Barbara, Dawn and Del huddled together in the cold in some old doorway in London .

Then I would have sent that photo on to the people in Birmingham  .  
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