
Speed 

 

The quest for speed begins with the onset of boyhood 

or perhaps earlier; 

watching your dad lean gently-smoothly forward 

as he overtakes a lumbering petrol tanker 

on a tight curve 

in failing light 

then falls back into the hot black buckets of the V6, 

hailing his feat with a ‘Hah!’ and a smirk 

that would melt receptionists. 

 

This is speed...he lets you down the window, 

enough for tiny curious fingers and a curl of hair 

to dry and drag with the cold whips of road wind, 

enough to let you understand the crude power 

of an oncoming vehicle, 

its own grey rush of speed paralleling yours, 

with the car’s steel cocoon. 

 

At home, modes of transport are just 

opportune Santa cop-outs: you’re 

just another kid on the street with a blood-red trike. 

But next year saves you...this is faster, 

a fresh two-wheeler that spins unfettered down the 

steepest new-bitumened streets of that suburb; 

place of milky morning light and 

the incessant whirr of machine life. 

The bike grows with you; 

taller thinner wheels, 

a higher seat, 

the clicks of multiple gears and thunderous speed 

further afield, in whizzing gangs made up by 

other men of speed, all hard-jawed and 

lithe as neighborhood dogs. 

 

Bikes with motors go faster but nothing can compare 

with the speed that bulges 

from a first car.  

It’s not just the engine, 

tinkered and tuned like a band of pipes and clarinets, 

but there’s infinite promise in the polished chrome, 

glory springing from the four-speaker sound system 

which stoically wails Top 40 



(even though you’d prefer an earlier decade), 

and the rejuvenated scrapyard bull-bar, 

mean and sharp enough to yearn 

for just a few more victims. 

First cars are true icons of speed 

as they skid about skinny roads built for 

those gleaming Sunday-morning boxes ushered 

forth by the nearly-dead.  

First cars are the culmination of a growth 

in speed; young men drive them and 

becomes invincible, 

untouchable mystic creatures bonded to the thrill. 

 

Later on I begin to think how, 

each day, speed kills someone in the morning papers. 

Maybe you knew him at school. 

He was the smiley kid sitting in the circle 

with all the hot-looking chicks. 

 


