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GANESHA



He’s gazed at the fanlight since the day


I took possession, god of the mantelpiece


and cold open grate. One fixed point


in an ever-changing pantheon


of ballots and bills, letters expecting no reply,


clusters of keepsakes long since shucked


of their carapace of context and meaning.


His trunk snakes left to take a proffered sweetmeat


(we’re united in disdain for the virtues of self-denial).


Unwitting recipient of every prayer for easy living,


I catch him, aloof and golden in the sunrise.


Later, by lamplight, he dances alone


in the shadows of possibility to the tune


of his thousand names, each one an increment


between vighnakartã and vighnahartã,


creator and remover of every obstacle.


He greets each suspiciously-familiar tomorrow


with the same open hand,


ready to welcome good fortune


when it finds its way up the garden path


and swings the old door wide on slow hinges.





SUNDAYS IN MAY



Something should be starting. While you breakfast


slowly on the leavings of the week, watching


fledglings scream their demands across the lawn,


the seeds of an idea should be reaching


for the surface. Watching trees making free


with their confetti, your heart should be surrendering


to the unlearned salmon-leaps of love. You should


be seeing clouds not as rain but as the opening


of a wide, white country before astonished eyes.


Your song should be earning the blackbird’s praise.


Walking that avenue into town, passing students


dragging bags to the laundry, revision notes tucked


inside the NME, you should be moving


towards something that has waited for you


all your life. If it is to happen,


here among the ice-cream vans,


the two-for-ones and the pavement tables,


it’s as well that it would happen soon.





MAGNETITE



We are not so much of the earth, even,


as the most microscopic jewel-toothed chiton,


the single-minded sperm whale, the Atlantic salmon.


Even the birds. Especially the birds.


They are tethered by the same element


that silvers the backs of their eyes, lodestones that stud


their skulls, or spines, while we wander song-lines, desire-lines,


remake maps, charts, the base metal of our words.





BIRDS WE DIDN’T SEE



Newleafturner


Immaculate Start


Habitual Honeyeater


Extravagant Lark


Infallible Liecatcher


Spangled Coquette


Laughing Umbrellabird


Sunbitten Sunbittern


Variegated Brilliant


Euphoric Euphonia


Indefinite Stint


Incandescent Sunangel


Paradise Kite





DESIRE LINES



“Do not go where the path may lead, go instead where there is no path and leave a trail.” – Ralph Waldo Emerson


Drought or drench draw them more clearly,


teach the secret geometry of hidden


or half-arsed purpose. For each


ribbon of rained-on intent,


tramped-down meander of resolve


that hardens into lane or jitty,


or even city street, another ten


remain as freehand scrawls, scribbles


at best, the chords and tangents


of long-forgotten arcs. A season’s growth


softens edges, a work-crew and a one-off budget


tame the snake in the grass, or divide head


from tail, but a few days of scorching sun,


a week of winter, can reunite both


or sharpen the top-down perspective,


until each waste-ground’s a history


of every passing idea and impulse, half-buried, half-


realised, but still being dreamed.





SVALBARD



Long, close August. We sleep with the window open to the street, wait for promised storms to cut the bullying heat back down to size. Cars clatter over sleeping policemen. Ambulances draw up at the nursing home, unhurriedly. Sometimes, we catch the cries of foxes in the cemetery, the ghost-written call and response of owls. And now wake to sounds, distant and rhythmic, I take for a flock of Canada Geese, migrating; a thing unheard of this side of the Atlantic. Only after several minutes does it become apparent, they’re next door in our neighbour’s bedroom. We lie, and wait for the ceiling rose to bloom, a sound widening between us in the cold ocean of the sheets, wondering if maybe it’s the man we’ve seen painting her front door and carrying flat-packs in from the car, listening as a tailwind takes them faster and higher, out over the flow country, Cape Wrath, the firths, calling to maintain contact across the wide North Sea, descending now to Svalbard, the mountains bright with meltwater, the tundra with saxifrage, crowberry, bell-heather, in the 3a.m. sunlight of the Arctic summer.
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