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 In 1970 I had a wanderlust thrill
A map of the world on my bedroom wall
Marking out Haiti, Japan, and all the Southern Seas,
The Sahara Desert and the Pyrenees.
How could I know at 14 I would die?
The boy who fell from the sky.

At seven, Granny bought me a globe of the world
An imaginative, marble-esque, spherical ball,
My fingers softly stroking Samoa and Sudan
But most of all I craved Japan,
Scaling Mount Fuji, an explorer’s dream,
The cherry blossom scent igniting the light
With heady profusion against smoggy air
And all the other things I would see.
I think the world actually began
In the cultural capital of Japan.

One halcyon night I hatched a plan
To catch a ‘plane to Japan
I couldn’t afford the dough for the fare
So I scurried past security without a care.

The DC-8s wheel compartment would be my home
Secretly encloistered like a confessional priest
Non -ecclesiastical excitement made my heart skip beats
As the plane took off with its hidden cargo
How could I know my first trip would be my last?
That only fourteen years would be my past.

When the latch reopened I never thought I would die
I became the boy who fell from the sky.

My parents stand at my grave and weep
For their tragic, beloved 14-year-old, Keith,
A photographer captured my deathly fall
No more I spin that marble ball.
Those countries lie waiting for
my ghost to explore.

The Australian boy who thought flying was a thrill
Didn’t think for one minute planes could kill
Forever fourteen, in eternity -
No more go Waltzing Matilda for me.
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