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NARRATOR: Jordan Hamel 
GOAL 10: Reduced Inequalities 
 
Social Netball on Wednesdays 
 
I live every day cocooned in my 
Sweet middle-class inertia. 
A symptom of system 
Breeding apathy and isolation. 
There’s just no time for community, 
You don’t realize how busy I am,  
Between single-origin coffee rendezvous, 
40-hour weeks running from the unknown we all fear 
And Social Netball on Wednesdays. 
 
Our ancestors were all weightlifters.  
A generation of abdominal and bicep strength 
Forever pulling up their bootstraps, 
Or so those I envy told me. 
I pay twenty dollars a week 
To begrudgingly drag myself 
Into a fever dream of sweat, tin and house music 
Just to slowly prolong the realization  
I can’t pull myself up from anything.  
 
And when I walk to my regular reminder of inadequacy  
I make sure my headphones are loud 
So my NPR podcast on restorative justice 
Drowns out Cuba St’s pleas for ‘food’ and ‘change’, 
Safe in my hegemonic comfort. 
Like arguing with Baby Boomers about Communism  
Knowing I’d be the first against the wall. 
Or going to a seminar on climate change 
Wearing a polar bear-skinned coat, 
Or writing a poem about privilege 
As an excuse to exercise privilege. 
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There was a sign in the CBD the other day 
‘Aotearoa: The land of being wrong, white and loud’ 
It was pinned to a new 74-story, glass allegory, 
One of many that surround me, 
The kaitiaki of unrelenting progress 
Watching us tread our pink, Himalayan rock-salted earth, 
Where nothing grows except reputation. 
 
But we’re living on a fault line, 
God knows we’re overdue 
Glass ceilings will shatter 
With the structures that supported them, 
Invisible to those who knowingly or unknowingly took shelter. 
Then we’ll sift through the debris  
To recover what we can 
And rebuild a place once forgotten. 
Where Whanaungatanga lines our fractured streets, 
Instead of systemic indifference, 
Where we celebrate our shared fears and anxieties 
In the pursuit of liberation,  
Where everybody can afford to drink single-origin coffee 
And play Social Netball on Wednesdays. 
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