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Les Murray

No. Not from me. Never.
Not a step in your march.

Not a vowel in your unison,
bray that shifts to bay.

Banners sailing a street river,
power in advance of a vote,

go choke on these quatrain tablets.
I grant you no claim ever,

not if you pushed the Christ Child

as President of Rock Candy Mountain
or yowled for the found Elixir

would your hectoring recruit me.

Whatever class is your screen

I'm from several lower.

To your rigged fashions, I'm pariah.
Nothing a mob does is clean,

not at first, not when slowed to a media,
not when police. The first demos I saw,
before placards, were against me,

alone, for two years, with chants,

every day, with half-conciliatory
needling in between, and aloof
moral cowardice holding skirts away.
I learned your world order then.



