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Walk

Eyes closed, what is the light that comes?

The ocean tide putting on its best algal bloom this year Wiping out life

Making a congestion of seawater

Dead sharks porpoises sea horses washed up

And here in the head it is internalised

Lapping up the synapses

The wrong sort of emptiness

Some words the most golden and true

Have faded back into the

Caves and skies whence they came

It is a shock to find nothing there

Rebirth and tulkus

That is our chat

No more ‘in this very life’

The diamonds we have secreted

What carries over

Lizards come out of dead wood and pipes

To feel the first sun on their backs

And eat the flies that are eating us





Life Lines

We are not assaulted by the violence of others

We back onto the sacred mountain

The sacred mountain has our backs

We have our health up to the maximum time

We live our happiness

There is a line across the eye we stay under

Execution, elimination, assassination

Is not viewing

There is a line through the body

Up like a graph

Charting how the living data has performed

You improved, you imp! Well done!

Then someone steps forward out of the trees

Class politics environmental waste

And runs a line across your heart

Though the world is on fire, why now?





Something Better is Waiting for Us

There are people and places

I recognise from my sleep

They reoccur often in dreams

Large empty landscapes

Showing how far yet I have to travel

Or perhaps my life is less about sightseeing these days

And keeping to essentials

The ground and the sky and forever

Or there is a particular road

And I see someone in the distance

Who never quite resolves

Perhaps we spoke and that

Important message has

Been erased, retained

Like a seed for later in this life

If these faces were to leap

Out of dream into waking life

I’d know something special was about to happen soon

Though soon, that could be

Years

In the way of time

Unfolds there

But it tells me to hope

To keep on living

So I can be there

For it to happen





Boil

Later in life comes the time

To sit and ruminate about the postholes of the past

Where the wood has blackened and rotted

And can only be surmised

No, not my teeth

Though there is some resemblance

And we need the doctor’s diagnosis in psycho-archaeology

To sit alongside our own versions of hurt

Knightly and grandstanding

And tell us the truth

Everyone who was around then has passed

So short of summoning spirits at the kitchen table

I have approached my younger sister

Who knows all the news from the womb onwards

And let us together go tapping an emotional box

That we have both, I suspect

Sat on for sagging years so it won’t spring open

Under its own weight

There was a divorce and bad drinking took place

The only details I know

Now when it is never too late, though running close to

I must be initiative

If only for the trauma beans

that have grown in me how

She said

You probably drove him to drink

With all your squalling

It kept me awake in mummy’s tummy,

I remember that you brat

Lucky they didn’t send you to the boys’ home

As was common procedure in those days

If there is a boil on your face

Cut it out





Turn Off Turn On

By closing off the mouth

And in a sense collapsing the whole face

We can push

Our odours and tastes

Out through the skin

Which is apparently full of holes

And surround the rock of the head with

A spirit-like effulgence

Healing the self

It is the old self we are healing of

Once it is expelled

Close off the passage

So it won’t crawl back in

Clips on the nose, etc

Like a sky it sits in the air

A fence around the face

Comet gas catching the sunlight

In the 24 hours left of daylight

24 days, 24 years, within our lifetime anyway

The new world shining ahead

Only wants bright gleamy new lives

And has turned off the sun

So it can see itself





A Temple Sweeper

To the embarrassment of his

Wife and son

Who remain indoors

He is out there again

In the public thoroughfare

With his straw broom sweeping up leaves

Making a swishing sound

Heard in every house around here

Taking responsibility for leaves

Though at this time of year

With recent rains

It is more sticks and wood

In his bucket

If you were going to place him

It would be on temple grounds

The temple cemetery

Tidying up after the dead

Who lives here

In some suburbs

He’d get bashed up

Being so public and available like this

But where we live

Close to town is quiet

Even the Alsatian in one of the units

Doesn’t bark or paw through the door

And he can pretend to be a temple sweeper





He Had a Moment

While he was walking in the outdoor eating

Many chickens died to make it possible

Vigilant dogs under tables sitting guard

Waiting for the waiter

He began to feel not funny and might fall

Softly touching a table edge was enough to settle it

But it was a bad one

There was pressure in his arm which might be

Attributable to the dead holding his arm hard

And pulling at him

His friend on the other side had similar symptoms

Guys of our generation, he would say

Never go to the doctor

We must be linked karmically, he was thinking now

To both die of the same death

He thought, Keep going

Arriving home, he finished the novel he was reading

His version of tying up his affairs

Then the car was dirty, so he

Went out and washed it

Bucket in hand

from that he ferried water to a long stretch of garden

Summer was coming on

That’s how I wrote this, carrying water
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