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‘Quiet Riot’ is a group of people who all use a communication method 
that needs assistance from another person. 

We communicate by typing out words on a letter board or speech machine. 

These poems reflect our different styles of writing and the different ways 
we see our method of communication.

All you hear is the tap
my hand in another’s 
close but distant
to touch or demolish.

my thoughts are my own
but when touched, connect.

I suspend the touch
disconnect in my head
the thoughts return

all you hear is the tap  

Maresa MacKeith



In 1913, Helen Keller 
“considered it a priceless gift and a 
deep responsibility to think”
and “a time for loud voiced, open 
speech and fearless thinking…”
against “individualism, conquest 
and exploitation…”

In Quiet Riot that is what we do
we think 
and through the conduit of others 
we voice that thinking.

Nearly a century later 
Paul Thomas wrote, 
‘…my mind does excel
My mind instructs me to move
My limbs often
Will not comply.’

We all can be seen as mute  
and helpless
But we know what we can give:
The power of connection.

Thiandi writes
‘Dialogues are your vehicle
Connecting is your power.’

We connect, like Helen Keller, 
through our hands and touch
we know that power
and through that power 
we know we can’t survive on  
our own
as none of us can.

In 1916 Helen Keller was “in the 
fight to change things.”
She said of herself,  
“I may be a dreamer, but dreamers 
are necessary to make facts!”

We must ally ourselves to
and act with
the millions of invisible bodies who 
enable us to survive
the countless souls who live and die 
unrecognized.
We know we are connected.

Touch

Maresa MacKeith



“Mute, dumb, falling behind.”
I have to think how we go forward 
It is our fusion that makes us whole
Our fusion of thought and connection.

You are part of me 
I am part of you
You cannot exist without me
I cannot exist without you
Life is to be lived in all its mess and fragility
I embrace your fragility
I impact.

Blood drips off the bodies murdered by the terrified

“Mental age, special needs, wheelchair bound, helpless.”
Our ‘special need’ for home, connection and purpose?
Our vehicle that takes us to the world
Our excitement in exploration at our own pace.
It is our fusion that makes us whole.

“Drain on resources, burden, respite care.”
Respite from what
the closeness of touch or
the tyranny of loneliness? 
It is our fusion that makes us whole.

Do Words Have Meaning?

Maresa MacKeith



My friend has people around him to assist
He thinks and he writes.
They attend places of learning
the pleasure of the park
they get his thoughts down on paper 
together.
The world is better off for his thinking.

Future plans tell him that soon 
no-one will be there.
He will sit alone, frightened 
as there is no-one there.
He can’t go to study
he can’t tell the world his thoughts
as there is no-one there.
We are poorer without his thinking 

There are many different ways of taking life away
We can extinguish breath or
forcibly disconnect.
So, no more conversations
no more walks in the park.
There are many different ways of taking life away
his life – well – so what?
He is just too expensive after all.      

What Future?

Maresa MacKeith

This poem is based on somebody I know who, 
at present, is being threatened with most of 
the money for his assistance being taken away.



I have my home.
When I go out the people around me are
relaxed in my company.
I work from home but meet with
other writers in town about once a week.
Part of my work is teaching creative writing in schools. 
This is eagerly welcomed.

I like the peace of my home and
my friends drop in  
We enjoy our thinking together.
We have time to be together.

They are not forced into useless work for money
which used to rob us of our time.
That is what we see as most precious
time and the ease of being together.

I have a network of committed people
who have the skills to assist me.
Their work, like mine, is held in high esteem.
We have good lives.

I enjoy my work with young people.
We love the insight into each other’s lives.
To me this is the excitement of
creating a better world.

I savour the way we can give in our 
relationships with each other.
With our interesting selves we can
all contribute to the world’s well being.

We are together.
Gone is the division by schooling or work.
We can learn from each other.

Hopefulness

Maresa MacKeith



Weighed down by leaden words
Caged by history’s judgements
We the misshapen, the crippled, 
We the halt and the lame,
We the diseased, deformed and invalid,
We the spazzies, the mongs and the crazy
Cry out for words of freedom

Words can reflect to us our beauty
Tell our unique stories of hope
Raise us up with spoken recognition
Celebrate the humanity we give back
Label us with our untold gifts
Bind us to our shared humanity
Fan the flame of our re-creation
Herald our phoenix, not our ashes
So we can truly know ourselves

Our ways of life cause injury
Harsh systems destroy our health
We are you, and you are us
No mountains of wealth can buy protection
There is no personal immunity for sale
No escape from the air we’ve poisoned
For people, for plants, for the planet,
Cry out for words of freedom
To heal our ailing world.

Cry Out for Words of Freedom

Micheline Mason
November 2016


