              Poems with a Disability Focus
1. Vegetablism by Simon Brisenden

2. Pride by Johnny Cresendo-also sung on line

3. Tomorrow I am going to re-write the English language  by Lois Keith

4. Uppity Downs by  Micheline Mason

5. Back in the Playground Blues by Adrian Mitchell
6. Sue Neapolitano 

                  a) Bunglaow
                            b) Disabled Apartheid

                           c) Needing Disabled People
                           d)Do You Want  A Pat On The Head
                           e) To Our Warriors

 7. I’m Going To Hear With My Eyes by Helen Todd

 8.  For Children Who Are Broken Elia Wise

9. Maresa Mackeith

a) Beauty 

b)Childhood

c) Perception

10. Ellen Goodey

a) Colours

b) A Bit Of Life

c)Holidays

1. Vegetablism Simon Brisenden

I am a child of the earth

I've been a vegetable since birth

I went to a school for vegetables and learnt how to go with meat I

grew up and wore the stigma of being something people eat

And in my very early vegetable days I went through a religious phase

And asked God why he had made me just to drown in a pool of gravy

But his answer was not detectable so I became a Marxist vegetable and

bringing in elements

of a feminist critique

I formed a vegetable

liberation clique

The vegetable is political I said and tried to undermine the state We

advocated passive resistance to the knife the fork and the plate

And now I am writing a history in three volumes

(from a post-structuralist point of view) of all the anonymous vegetable victims

who have perished in hot-pot stew.

Simon Brisenden

http://www.leeds.ac.uk/disability-studies/archiveuk/brisenden/Poems.pdf

2.PRIDE by Johnny Crescendo
Pride is something in your soul
Pride is somewhere you are in control

Pride is the peace within that finally makes you whole

Celebrate your difference with pride

Pride in yourself is bound to set you free

Pride in who you are, a person just like me

Pride & self respect & gentle dignity

No one can cake away your pride

Pride can make you angry.

Pride can make you strong

Pride is the key to unlock the doors

To the rooms. where you belong

Pride is our destiny & where we all came from

Turn around embrace your pride

Pride can make you equal without your liberty

Pride can give its freedom to a prisoner like me

Pride is always with you, wherever you may be

Once won, you'll never lose your pride

Pride is a rocky road.

That's straight & doesn't bend

Pride’s a path you follow,

Pride's your closest friend

Pride's a source inside your heart

From which you can draw strength

Begin all your journeys with pride.

Pride's the bond between us, pride’s the bridge we burn

Pride’s the victory, the battle, from which we shall return

Pride's the spark of fires within, the crucible, the germ

The seed of our power is our pride

See Johnny Perform on Video http://www.myspace.com/johnnycrescendo- videos-pride

3.Tomorrow  I am going to re-write the English language  Lois Keith

Tomorrow I am going to re-write the English language I will discard

all those striving ambulist metaphors Of power and success

And construct new images to describe my strength My new,

different strength.

Then I won't have to feel dependent

Because I can't Stand On My Own Two Feet And I will

refuse to feel a failure

Because I didn't Stay One Step Ahead. I won't feel

inadequate

When I don't Stand Up For Myself

Or illogical because I cannot

Just Take It One Step at a Time

I will make them understand that it is a very male way To describe

the world

All this Walking Tall

And Making Great Strides.

Yes, tomorrow I am going to re-write the English Language, Creating the

world in my own image.

Mine will be a gentler, more womanly way

To describe my progress.

I will wheel, cover and encircle

Somehow I will learn to say it all.

Lois Keith from Able Lives  ©Spinal Injuries Association
4. Uppity Downs by  Micheline Mason
I am glad to be able to report

To Messrs Darwin, Galton, Churchill and Down

Hitler and the Third Reich

That your mission was a failure.

Though you tried so hard to persuade us 

With your learned accomplices

To believe in your nightmare

Requiring the extermination of the Flawed,

The Flawed have nonetheless flowered.

Protected from your twisted plan

By unstoppable love,

Now released from the ghettos

People with Down's Syndrome

And other endangered treasures

Are rising up all over the world

Getting uppity and visible

Artists and poets,

Actors and dancers,

Some quiet and thoughtful,

Some noisy and fun,

A teacher, every one

You could say in fact

That your horrible experiment

Has not simply failed

But gloriously backfired!

Parents all fired up

With fierce and defensive love

For their targeted children

Have joined arms with the Flawed

And other progressive forces

To insist on inclusion for all

Replacing your elitist ideals

Of Empire and Might - Britain forever Ruling the Waves –

With a different dream

Taking hold in many places

Of a slower, more gentle world

In which being born human 

is enough 

To evoke awe, wonder and respect

From each to all

The end of competition,

The start of collaboration

A bottom-up revolution 

Heralding a new world

In which it is safe for all of us

To be our selves.

Micheline Mason April 2007
5. BACK IN THE PLAYGROUND BLUES by Adrian Mitchell
I dreamed I was back in the playground, I was about four

                                   feet high

Yes dreamed I was back in the playground, standing about

                                four feet high

Well the playground was three miles long and the

                    playground was five miles wide

It was broken black tarmac with a high wire fence all

                                   around

Broken black dusty tarmac with a high fence running all

                                  around

And it had a special name to it, they called it The Killing

                                  Ground

Got a mother and a father, they're one thousand years

                                        away

The rulers of The Killing Ground are coming out to play

Everybody thinking: 'Who they going to play with today?'

Well you get it for being Jewish

And you get it for being black

Get it for being chicken

And you get it for fighting back

You get it for being big and fat

Get it for being small

Oh those who get it get it and get it

For any damn thing at all

Sometimes they take a beetle, tear off its six legs one by

                                       one

Beetle on its black back, rocking in the lunchtime sun

But a beetle can't beg for mercy, a beetle's not half the

                                       fun

I heard a deep voice talking, it had that iceberg sound

'It prepares them for Life'—but I have never found

Any place in my life worse than The Killing Ground.

from 'On The Beach At Cambridge --New Poems by Adrian Mitchel’,l

Allison andBushy, London, 1984.

6.Sue Neapolitano 

a. Bungalow
I don`t want to live in bungalow land,
On the outer edges of the urban sprawl,
In a place designed for people-like-us
Kept safely separate, away from it all.

I want to live in the pulse-hot thick-of-it,
Where the nights jive, where the streets hum,
Amongst people and politics, struggles and upheaval,
I`m a dangerous woman, and my time has come.


b. Disabled Apartheid

The municipal might of Victorian Architecture-
No need for a sign saying
CRIPPLES KEEP OUT
When triumphal stone flights
Of stairs
Smugly bar the way to
the art gallery
the library
the committee meeting.

Not that it was deliberate you understand,
They were far too nice for that,
They simply forgot
To think that we might want to
Get in
Take our share
Play our part
Claim some space.
Perhaps they had in mind
That our place
Was outside
With begging bowl in hand.
c) Needing Disabled People

I need you like I need
The comfort of a warm bath
For my aching bones,
The homeliness of tea and scones
On a rainy day,
The sting of a dip in the sea
On a hot one.

Because ........
You know how life knocks me about,
You know what it takes to keep bobbing up
You know how tired its possible to get.
You know because
You live there too.

I need you because,
In a world of denial,
You give me back to myself,
With you I can speak the unspeakable,
Laugh at the unfunny,
Be deadly serious.

Together we are not scared of truths
That terrify,
Together we can plan the impossible,
Spin fantasies today
And make them happen tomorrow.

I leave you with my bones polished and new,
I take a blessing for my body,
I go breathing clean air,
Thinking clear thoughts,
Owning my strength.

I need you.



d. Do You Want To Pat Me On The Head?

Do you want to pat me on the head
Do you want to wipe my bum
Do you want me to smile and be oh so polite
Do you want me to squirm on my tum
Do you want to tell me how to behave
What's rude and not quite nice
Do you want me to need you ever so much
So you'll feel big as you walk away?

Well I`m not and I won`t and it`s just tough shit
I`m me and that`s how I am
You`re making a living off my back
And its time for you to scram.

You exercise your power
To keep us in our place
But time and history`s on our side
We're part of the human race and
We'll spit in oppression's face.


e) To Our Warriors

We have our warriors
battling with society
and disease. 

We carry our scars
on our bodies
and in our hearts.

The deepest hurts are when we turn 
the knives of the oppressor 
against each other. 

We lose too many of our warriors too soon. 
With too many years unlived, 
too many battles unwon. 
and yet each one's fight 
moves us all forward. 

Brings closer the day when 
the doors of all the day centres, homes, hostels, 
special thises and thats 
will clatter empty in the wind.
The day when we will all be free. 

So rest easy my sisters and brothers. 
Lie peaceful in the earth 
or scattered in the air. 
Your rage on earth blew up a storm. 
We will inherit your thunder, your lightning, 
Your love. 
We will fight on.

© Sue Neapolitano

7. I’m Going To Hear With My Eyes by Helen Todd
Above me is a blue sky
filled with clouds so white
I see the trees move slowly

from side to side

but all is silence

a n d I f e e l u n e a s y

sometimes

1 just want to run away and hide

Feeling unaware of sounds around me

sounds high, !ow, fast and slow

I feel these sounds with my hands

the rest I hear with my eyes

I'm not going to let my emotions take control

l'm going to pull through strong

whenever I feel ready to let go

I shall force myself to go on

I s h a l l s u c c e e d

t h r o u g h a n g e r , f e a r

happiness and love

I can and I know it

be something and someone

I thought I could never be

I'm going to come out

and stay right out

of my shell I've lived in for so long

I'm going to take control of my emotions

not let them take control of me

Above me is a blue sky

filled with clouds so white I see the trees move slowly

from side to side

but now - I feel strong

I can't change the silence

but my hearing is back where it belongs

- back in my eyes

I'm going to hear with my eyes

and move side to side with the trees

and I will continue to succeed

until I reach a point as high

as that clear blue

Helen Todd

For Children Who Were Broken Elia Wise (Survivors Poetry)
For Children Who Were Broken
it is very hard to mend......
Our pain was rarely spoken
and we hid the truth from friends.

Our parents said they loved us,
but they didn't act that way.
They broke our hearts
and stole our worth,
with the things that they would say.

We wanted them to love us.
We didn't know what we did
to make them yell at us and hit us,
and wish we weren't their kid.

They'd beat us up and scream at us
and blame us for their lives.
Then they'd hold us close inside their arms
and tell us confusing lies
of how they really loved us --
even though we were BAD,
and how it was OUR fault they hit us,
OUR fault that they were mad.

When days were just beginning
we sometimes prayed for them to end,
and when the pain kept coming,
we learned to just pretend
that we were good
and so were they
and this was just
on of those days ...
tomorrow we'd be friends.

We had to believe it so.
We had nowhere else to go.

Each day that we pretended,
we replaced reality
with lies, or dreams,or angry schemes,
in search of dignity ....
until our lies
got bigger than the truth,
and we had no one real to be

Our bodies were forsaken.
With no safe place to hide,
we learned to stop hearing and feeling
what they did to our outsides.

We tried to make them love us,
till we hated ourselves instead,
and couldn't see a way out,
and wished that they were dead.
We scared ourselves by thinking that,

and scared ourselves to know,
that we were acting just like them --
and might ever more be so.

To be half the size of a grown-up
and trapped inside their pain....
To every day lose everything
with no savior or refrain...
To wonder how it is possible
that God could so forget
the worthy child you knew you were,
when you had not been damaged yet ...
To figure on your fingers
that the years till you'd be grown
enough to leave the torment
and survive away from home,
were more than you could count to,
or more than you could bear,
was the reality we lived in
and we knew it wasn't fair.

We who grew up broken
are somewhat out of time,
struggling to mend our childhood,
when our peers are in their prime.
Where others find love
and contentment,
we still often have to strive
to remember we are worthy,
and heroes just to be alive.

Some of us are healing.
some are stealing.
Most are passing the anger on.
Some give their lives away to drugs,
or the promise of like beyond.
Some still hide from society.
Some struggle to belong.
But all of us are wishing
the past would not hold on
so long.

There's a lot of digging down to do
to find the child within,
to love away the ugly pain
and feel innocence again.
There is forgiveness
worthy of angel's wings
for remembering those at all,
who abused our sacred childhood
and programmed us to fall.
To seek to understand them,
and how their pain became our own,
is to risk the ground we stand on
to climb the mountain home.

The journey is not so lonely
as in the past it s been ...
More of us are strong enough
to let the growth begin.
But while we're trekking up the mountain
we need everything we've got,
to face the adults we have become,
and all that we are not.

So when you see us weary
from the day's internal climb ...
When we find fault with your best efforts,
or treat imperfection as purposeful crime ...
When you see our quick defenses,
our efforts to control,
our readiness to form a plan
of unrealistic goals ...
When we run into a conflict
and fight to the bitter end,
remember ...
We think that winning means
we won't be hurt again.

When we abandon OUR thoughts and feelings,
to be what we believe YOU want us to,
or look at trouble we are having,
and want to blame it all on you...
When life calls for new beginnings,
and we fear they re doomed to end,
remember...
Wounded trust is like a wounded knee--
It is very hard to bend.

Please remember this
when we are out of sorts.
Tell us the truth, and be our friend.
For children who were broken...
it is very hard to mend.

by Elia Wise

http://survive.org.uk/poems17.html

8. Maresa Mackeith
a.Beauty
The secret that we all are taught,
Is the way to be, is just not us.
It’s just beyond what we can be,
This secret that destroys our young.

If we could be with faces scarred,
Loved and cherished at our school.
We would, I think, dissolve the lie,
That all should be as we assume.

To be how we perceive we ought,
Is to destroy the truth of being,
Those, who with their different faces,
Will challenge with their thoughtful ways.

(Maresa Mac Keith, February 2004)
b) Childhood

Playing in water
With sunshine on our backs.
Sledging in snow
Gloved hands and rosy cheeks.
Stories round the fire
Or cuddled up in bed.
Childhood, do I remember you
Or are you a figment of my imagination?

How many remember this?
Boy soldiers
Refugees of war
The institutionalised cripple.
Do they remember this time of harmony?
I doubt it.

Where do you hide you elusive childhood,
Where is your home,
Is your existence a reality,
Or do you hide in the top branches of life’s trees
For no-one to find?

Searching for meaning in the king’s nursery,
The royal child in his poverty of isolation.
Hidden in the laboratory of specialness,
The dumb mute, 
An interesting specimen who nobody wants to play with.

Childhood, they search for you too. 
Why do you hide,
Why are you so afraid to show yourself
You glorious wondrous being?

The splendour of wonder,
Of questioning,
Of water rippling,
Of shouts of laughter,
Of long days of companionship.
Never ending snoozes to wake up
When we want, for more happiness.

How long was that time?
The eluding of memory hides truthfulness.
Childhood, are you time or state?

(Maresa MacKeith, February 2003)
c) Perception

Who do you see sitting in that chair,
Drooling the sap from his belly?
A blob that costs the tax payer dear.

‘Why does he live?’ You ask.
‘I would ask to die if I were he.’
Do you question his thoughts?

You wonder in your heart,
If there’s a person in there.
One who watches, who thinks,
Who evaluates. Whose thinking 
Might change the world.

A change you are so frightened of ?
There is no fear in losing your prison,
Of losing your right way.

Let your wall melt, 
To merge with the one whose head lolls.
He can see to your core.
He sees a good but frightened child.

(Maresa Mac Keith, March 2004)
http://www.one-for-all.org.uk/pages/workshops/poems01.html

Ellen Goodey  http://ellengoodey.com/ 

a.Colours of you 

Tell me a story

About you

I won’t bite

I just want to be with you

Show me

Who you really are

The colours of you

Bring out the person in you

The true colours

Say it all
b. A bit of life 

After a funeral
There’s a bit of the world you can never find again.
When someone dies,
They take their world with them.
They say it’s not the end of the world when someone dies:
Put your hand on your heart,
You can tell that they are there.
But there is a saying in this poem:
You are never on your own

c. Holidays

On a ferry across the river
The wind blows to the sea. 
The sun shines above, the laughter of children
Wakes up the lazy world.
Ice-cream, shopping stalls, a wonderful holiday.
You can go ice-skating, roller-blading, you can buy hair-spray,
You can camp, you can go swimming, you can go shopping.
Try the food - the pizza, it's great.
You can sit on the roof and listen to music.
At the fair, on the big wheel
Going faster and faster
It picks you up and throws
You about. Imagine all the people laughing and screaming
To the sea.
Your hair glows in the night sky.
Buy presents for the family,
Have fun today, take photographs…
The sea comes in quietly and whistles at you

10 Ellen Goodey

