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Temples and monuments reach for


transcendence, beauty lies in the


carcass of an insect, cities within cities,


take your eyes from the heavens,


look long and deep.




In the back alleys


Passing midnight in Pushkar I was tracked by a pack of wild dogs,


felt real fear when four of them started dartin forward snappin and


growlin. I picked up a stick and told myself I would go out swingin.


I can lie to myself that way. A local squatting quiet beside a pile of


bricks stood up and chased them away, flicked his arms and kicked


his legs. The dogs knew the dance. A dance born in streets where


hunger growls and hope is majestic, as absent and present as a god.




Crocodile


The low-lying tables were lit by lamps that dropped


from the branches of a banyan tree. Customers ate


beneath patches of light. Focused. Intent. As agreed


the waiter led me past the tables to a clearing, and a


long metallic storage tank. He drew back the latch.


Darkness, and the gentle slap of water. It was there.


Old, and patient. Patient enough to survive the blotting


of the sun. Patient enough to see the passing of the


dinosaurs. Perhaps patient enough for that prison.


Stood still beside the dark I felt the pull of another


language. I could’ve lowered my hand into the tank.


I wanted to feel its bite. I wanted to hear its music.




In a bamboo shack on the edge of a beach


He read her ‘The Moor’ by Russell Banks.


It wasn’t the story, although the story is good,


and it wasn’t the way he read it. The Scottish


accent couldn’t quite grasp the Americanisms.


The sures and yeahs became parodies that


brought humour to beauty that didn’t need it.


It was the fact that she lay with her head


on his chest and he felt the rumble of his own
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