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Dedication

To the wonderful women of my  book club. You’ve been my first audience and cheered me on in my poetic endeavors. It wouldn’t have happened without you.

Thanks especially to Iris and Mary Ann, who each provided inspiration for one of the poems in this book.
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​Old Willis Point Road
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Twenty years ago or so
they built new Willis Point Road:
straighter, faster, wider,
more convenient, more direct.
The old road ran through government land.
They cut it off with high and serious fences
and left it to its untended fate.
It went fast.

Cracks and potholes opened the way to saplings.
The road greened itself, tarmac disappearing
into woodland scrub.
With flowing, fragile might, the earth reclaimed
the artificial imposition.
By now, I expect there’s nothing much left
to remind us
that once we thought we owned
Old Willis Point Road.
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The Old Ones at the Well 
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The well is in the center of the plaza
at the center of the village.
No one remembers its history,
or when it wasn’t there.
In the near-dawn an old one appears, 
as sturdy as the land.
She carries a bowl.
She goes to the well.
Within moments, she is joined
by generations of the old ones of the village
bringing their bowls to the well.
No words are spoken or needed.
An invisible current connects them
to each other, to the well, the plaza, the village.
Then a sound, like faraway chant:
the old ones murmur in an ancient tongue,
pull water from the well
and dip their bowls.
Each sips, each sprinkles a few drops 
on the pavement of the plaza
at the heart of the village.
They turn then, and vanish,
as silently as they came.

The plaza glows with the colours of the sky.
The first person comes
to draw from the life-giving well.
More come, all day, to the well on the plaza
at the center of the village.
The water is clear, and sweet, and pure.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Swans of Winter
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(Every year the trumpeter swans return to 
over-winter on Tod Creek Flats, behind the Red Barn in Victoria.)
Potatoes grow on the Flats.
Throughout the summer they march in place,
in lines, green on brown.
In autumn, most years, the rains come
and the Flats becomes a pond
more grey than the winter sky.
Soon, soon...

I have seen this:  Your hand
lightly cupped over the Flats
just above the height of a swan’s flight.
Your grip loosens, Your hand turns,
And out they tumble,
one, three, ten,
the sky a blizzard of swans.
Awkward at first,
they right themselves, stretch, 
fly in lazy loops,
descend to the water.
The trumpeters have returned.

All winter I watch them
in stately formation through water and air, 
sailing wedges of white on grey,
until March – they take wing, 
circle a final salute, 
turn Arctic-bound.
The Flats drains, grows potatoes,
in lines, green on brown.
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​The Beggar
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It’s not the menace implied by your presence
that freezes me in place,
not the black under your nails, dirt 
ground into the hand you hold out.
It’s not the ratty beard framing the bloodshot eyes
or the filthy clothes that hang on your thin frame,
or the stubs of teeth.
It’s none of these things.
Or all. 

Because it’s the sum of what you are 
that bludgeons me.
You stop me short, undeniable 
in a brief, unwelcome meeting of eyes,
to fumble awkwardly for change.
Stark, immediate, challenging 
my well-dressed assumptions
about a day in the city.
My reaction is primal, not logical.
Because you are not logical, 
you are so damned immediate.
And I am pinioned by the truth
of where this leaves me.
If you are reality,
then I am a china doll.
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On Faith

[image: ]


Only watch: the clear and pure focus of the child
raising her palms skyward
to bless the soul of her fallen pet,
complete in her assurance
that her blessing will matter,
and is holy.
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Goddess of the Edges
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Goddess of the edges of the day,
trailing coral scarves across a dusky sky,
your hair awash in amethyst,
your shoes all aflame – 
not for you the hard edges of light,
the expected doubts of darkness.
Yours is the changing time,
where gradients are guides, and insights appear 
from shadow.
Yours the reflection and the silhouette,
yours the mist that wraps the field,
the melding of sky’s boundary with sea.
Yours the unknown of beginnings,
the softening of endings.
Yours the flickering beacon light
on the path
to the unclaimed future.
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Doze
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Again.
I drag my stone-heavy
head back to vertical,
drag open drowsy eyes
from their irresistible Yes of closing.
Think about acquiring:
a less cozy chair,
a less welcoming fire,
a less lazy afternoon.
It’s a good book, this;
it’s in no hurry to be finished.
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