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Love Arriving

[image: ]


Love does not come to fill you.
It comes to empty your hands
of all you were clutching,
so that, opened,
they can at last hold something.
When love arrives,
do not ask it to stay.
The asking is the first sorrow.
Let it move through you
as breath moves through the body
received without owning,
released without loss.
For love that grips
is fear wearing love's face,
and the one you would cage
becomes the bars
you wake inside.
Love the beloved
as you love the morning:
fully, and knowing it will go.
Do not say you are mine.
Say only here, now, this 
the warmth of a hand
that asks nothing back,
the river that gives itself
entirely to the sea
and is not lessened, but arrives.
And when the one you love changes,
as cloud changes,
as season turns under you,
do not mourn the face that was.
You did not love a possession.
You loved a passing,
and the passing was the gift.
This is love
without a self at its centre:
not I loving you,
but love, moving,
finding nowhere to stop
and so touching everything.
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A Small Space
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In this small room

where winter keeps putting its hand

through the cracks,

we learn again

how little is needed

for love to remain

Like a candle bending in its own breath,

your coat over the back of mine,

the window full of dark.

Outside, the city

goes on spending itself

lamps, laughter, the joys and noise streets of the rich.

But here in this small room.

your hands are enough to alter the night.

Here, even ours hungers

sits more quietly beside us.

You turn toward me

as if sorrow were only a cloudy day,

as if two people

might yet outlive the cold winter night.

And I,

who have so little to offer,

bring you this

my shoulder,

my listening,

the last warm place in the room.

Let others sing

of great houses,

of gold,

of love dressed properly for the world.

Ours is the poorer miracle:

a flame not going out,

your face in its trembling,

and the night, for one hour,

unable to take you from me.
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Melting
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Here I am, melting.
The car too.
The tin roof a stove.
I look out
four ways
and it is all the same.
You, my love,
are over the horizon,
behind the gums,
a star
that stays visible
in daylight.
Everything is touched.
Everything is held.
And still
nothing is held.
No creature escapes it.

The air-con runs cold.
I drink water
like an ocean.
Flies gather on my back,
a black living cloth
swimming in sweat.
On the far line
cumulus rises,
white weight,
dust waiting
inside the sky.
I turn for home
before flood and mud
close the roads.
The ute runs,
a long breath of dust
streaming behind it.
I am going back
to the only one
for five hundred miles.
At the gate
rain hits the windscreen
like thrown stones.
I run.
The heavens wash me
clean.
Then you
the roll of hair,
the smile
already there.
We were a hundred miles apart,
and there was nothing between us.
No trees.
No hills.
Only this space,
holding
two bodies.
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Cloud Cross My Sky
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Small kingdoms

building themselves

in blue.

That was how

I loved once.

I believed

the world

was something soft

held above me.

Love came like that too

summer lights,

fairground music,

the body lifted

for a moment.

I thought life

would explain it to me.

But life arrived

with many clouds,

with old friends

turning their faces,

with away to places

no one said

what they meant.

And I stand here,

older than my dreams,

asking

how could I love

when I do not know life at all.

But perhaps

that is the only place

love begins.

Not in knowing.

Not in winning.

Not in some bright castle

floating above whats real.

But here

where the clouds darken,

where the heart

has lost

its clever story,

where something

still reaches out

without understanding why.

I do not know life.

I do not know love.

But the sky

keeps changing,

and still

I look up.
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Love Turning
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We fought so hard to keep our world together.

The focus of building a life

left us behind.

We had forgotten.

When love beckoned us,

I grabbed her being

and we both turned towards the path.

Letting go of each other.

And we saw each other once more.

A path opening for us.

We wept.

We stopped.

We were embraced

by something

that enfolded us like never before.

The smell of bush this day

lifting us.

We quietly embraced

not each other

but the lessons

we had learned

flowing through us.

I saw you, wife,

not as the other,

not incomplete.

Your human self

shined through your skin

as we opened and merged

like never before.

This day here,

in this land of lands,

we stand becoming whole

in our release.

The daydream of love

faded

into the firmness of this place.

Now. This day.

Though we shatter each other

in life's battles,

we complete it.

Stand in one dream.

Continue to be

one blessing

facing the north wind.

For even as love crowns you,

so shall it

crucify you

through life's tribulations.

It is not for us

to shape us.

It is for us

to open and merge

in the fiery Southern Cross.

Let the softness we feel

pass into rock.

Bringing tenderness

laced in a thousand wisdoms,

shining

like the blush on your cheek

this winter day.

Let us not see what we want.

Let us see us as we are.

And know that's enough.

Always clinging

to the path.

Two people.

One path.

Learning

what love demands

and what it gives.

This day here,

in this land of lands,

we stand becoming whole

in our release.

The daydream of love

faded

into the firmness of this place.

Now. This day.

Though we shatter each other

in life's battles,

we complete it.

Stand in one dream.

Continue to be

one blessing

facing the north wind.

For even as love crowns you,

so shall it

crucify you

through life's tribulations.

It is not for us

to shape us.

It is for us

to open and merge

under  the fiery Southern Cross.

Let the softness we feel

pass into rock and stillness.

Bringing tenderness

laced in a thousand wisdoms,

shining

like the blush on your cheek

this winter day.

Let us not see what we want.

Let us see us as we are.

And know that's enough.

Always clinging

to the path.

Two people.

One path.

Learning

what love demands

and what it gives.

We crossed the ground of lantana,

slashed our bodies,

and gently tended each other's wounds.
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My Beloved Children
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The shallowness of words engulfs me.
My loss of you buried deep, the scar is clean skin now.
This turning.
Twenty years.
The curse of me visited you, to my shame.
The innocent, the true.
My love of your mother
was bound in innocence,
of ones who carried older wounds.
Fearing myself.
The worst fear of my life. Is me.
Love became displacement,
entered other places, not contained,
parked in unconditioned spaces,
locked away.
I placed this love far enough away
that we could all be safe.
Not buried, hidden safely.
This love removed conditions,
setting us free.
And when I look into our eyes
I see our pool. It has no end.
At this moment something is asking questions.
It pops up. I see it.
Sending me seeking purity once again,
in life's highest stakes.
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Guilt
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Guilt never leaves me alone.
When I think it is gone,
it shows itself again.
I lose myself
in moments of pain,
the cost of age,
the cost of being.
I may run,
may lose myself,
but it finds me
and confusion returns.
Sometimes
the one I hurt,
the one I really hurt,
does not know.
Just one slip,
one moment of weakness.
Sadness enters,
and with it
a kind of tenderness.
The bitterness of it
is never far.
We live it.
We call it life,
this bitter sweetness.
All shared moments
are mixed.
And these occurrences
bring us to ourselves
without the charade.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
EDGH
OF

INTIMACY

GeASR Y NEO RAGEA N





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





