POEMS BY ROBINA ADAMSON

(robinaa@slingshot.co.nz)

f fhey have seen fhmgs‘,
- of which you and I
“may only dream.

Stones were here, before we came.
hey will remain, Iong after




FOR RANGI

(a young woman incarcerated for life in a State Institution)

Someone loved you once - they called you Rangi.
Today you sit - with knees drawn up.
Your beautiful curly head rests bowed there.
Your face you hide in shame.
Your deepest, sadness, lies unspoken.

Were your family told "Just leave her there,
She will be safe, well cared for.
The experts willlknow.what to'do."
But today you sit in shame,
Your lower body bare.

O i (’r

Alyoung woman now
_=Your moontide flows
““" Inbright redrivers,
All down Lyoun lovef‘%;alden legs.
While r men ot workion ladders

Cast furtlve g ances.
o

For they nomed you Rangl

Rangi was born visually impaired and had an untreated cleft palate.
She was placed there very young. She is Maori, and her name means Sky.

Robina Adamson
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MOTHER GODDESS PAPATUANUKU

Sacred vessel from whom life flows
help us your rambow Children

to listen and venerate you.

Help us to underStand

I&ughave no MOther t0 su3tain us
wwl surely, perlsh,

then there will be ho future for, us,
or,our, Mokopuna.

Oh rainbow children listen to the Cries
e T R e = R
of, our, Sacred ‘Mother!
e ————
Tne poisoOns Of man are deep within her SOIlS.
11 heuenterour bones and blood.!
indeed to the very hearts of man!

Dearest MOther Goddess -—PapatuanUKu : .’;Q\"
[Let us your, ralnbow Children |
[earn ways hot to harm you.
Let et us always J_gveand Cherish you,
FOr,you are the Sacred Vessel
v‘.-.or
from Mall IlFe flows,
anhd we are your ‘Rainbow Children.

Robing Adamson.

PAPATUANUKU is a Maori word for Mother Earth or Earth Goddess, MOKOPUNA are descendents or grandchildren




<THE LOST MOKOPUNA

Impressions on an ancient Pa site
by Robina Adamson

In the mist from the sea, he stands on the clifftop.
A grandfather, whispering and calling to the lost Mokopuna.
His skin is phosphorescent - as he sings to the stars,
And communes with the albatross.
He sings to the trees and blesses them
Now crimson adorned - spilling.
And the seq is wild - it roars and foams and swells
6nawing at rocks and roots.
But these hold fast = they have the power,
- From long ago - to now.
Today = mist has gone and sky is clear, Blue as the quiet sea.
Sunlight glints on tiny wavelets And heats the land. .
These trees still stand - beoutiful Formidable, enduring and noble
- Roots attached to rock and crevice. They will endure.
" =¥ Dark shadows flit beneath Like dancing fantails o =0\

= Like old p\cmones of blood spilled, Yet also of lufe renewed.
‘. 7 oé'__ ;B e A J’-" L U N P :
*‘;\ ..P ~Today the Mokopmo stands in this ploce _,,,. =X
3 s A His ‘skin glows = phosphmsccnf i z
e LT, As he speaks of this land, ! e

£ ,';,*Hupeopleandtheseo‘
_( ";i\-_' Trees behind him nod &
. N 450.In"a gentle breeze, sun warmed.:
L Thzy still hold scarfet - once_again.™
Thc grandfather is calling = "softly now.
. His volcz rusties the'Words - "look to the albatross".
‘ Thcn he smiles a secret smile - it is for the Mokopuna.

.-dr( F M./‘P»fﬁ.‘rck
lokopuna’ are gra --" or descendents) A

%" *Crimson flowers = full again’ Some scatter = fallen s g



REFLECTIONS ONAWAR'

This announcement comes = five days since war began.
A. What awful thing is this
- "We'll hunt and kill and maim you
the citizens of your own lands.
Later we'll send supplies and resources - to patch you up
g,.’,\' > A «1he anger is rising in my throat, :
. ‘,“P_q with \ visions of children = dead and bleedmg,

oS P crycred od gy 303
They sit pale and numb with shock tears dry,
' inwrubbled remains of their homes and schools:

"In fhlrty Six hours or so —we'll start and send you md’
» y . " "5 \‘
(

\?( PR, ﬁg‘v )”q:?
~ V*thf kind of ﬂ‘nng is war? ' 4

- Thls sickness and madness of humankind ‘{ 5 "’“' '
SR that hunts and kills ‘and maims its own kind ? * § :
B I think of innocents™ women, children; the aged .
< ; Their enemy leader says"u w A lB
Humm?armn aid we'll send - it will begin to flow

‘4

@ in_thirty six hours — or so”l 4%
%‘(‘“ ik ‘j "‘ A

%) wounded bodies gy they might heal 'S5
= But what of all the inner wounds %%
% the scars that never heal 2?3 “ |
| They flame and fester through the years. 'b

1

S And when these little ones have grown %
B what kind of things will they remember 9!
\Could it lead from pain to bitterness, revenge i,
and vengeance ? And men and women stand = again

Qcody 1o fight and kill and die 2 ,(v,. \ 3
\

P & W

®Ah man - you teach your chllcben well *@ ¥
When will war cmd carnage stop ? W

* How empfy are these words -"Humanitarian aid - we Il send

& It will begm to flow = in thirty six hours or so”

.
J‘ \ » -

| v

’

-






