
POEM FOR MY CLASS ONE MONDAY 

 

My family name is weird. 

When you do a spellcheck 

it comes up as Baxley. 

I looked up Baxley. 

It’s a city in Appling County, Georgia, U.S.A. 

There are 4400 people in Baxley 

and a pretty river 

and the city is on Facebook 

which is weird. 

Baxley is also a company that manufactures 

motorcycle trailers. 

I owned a motorcycle once. 

Actually, it was more scooter than motorcycle. 

It had a top speed of 60 k.p.h. but 

I used to ride it at 55 k.p.h. because 

I was scared of falling off 

and breaking limbs, bleeding, dying, 

that sort of thing. 

Once I did fall off, which was embarrassing 

because I was going so slowly  

that I didn’t even hurt myself. 

Just ripped my jeans. 

Those jeans were favourites; 

they were Levis, faded and moulded like a 

second skin. 

I thought I looked pretty good in my Levis 

but I looked pretty bad 

riding home on a dented scooter with 

mud on the knees of my jeans. 

Anyway, the romantic part of my brain 

always thought that one day 

I could learn to ride  

my scooter properly then 

graduate to a proper motorcycle 

then load it onto my Baxley trailer 

and go to the USA and hoon around 

like a dude in a movie. 

I’d be a Yaxley in Baxley. Or perhaps go to 

England where there’s a village called 

Yaxley, so I’d be a Yaxley with a Baxley in Yaxley. 

But it never happened. 

Instead, I sold my scooter and bought a Hyundai 

sedan and moved to Brisbane 

to be with you. 

I’m glad I did. 

I like being with you. 

You’re fun and you keep me on my toes 

which is 

the best place to be. 

Thanks for making me feel so welcome 

and for laughing at my dumb jokes. 

Bet they wouldn’t do that in Baxley. 

 


