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I




The Hesitant Song






Cliff Terrace Clouds



The summer’s clouds are moving east.


My father stokes their fires.


They do not know it is winter,


that I am already old.


Over the Sugarloaf they go,


full of my mother’s songs.


Over the hill’s white pebbles,


away, away from the sea.





Last of the Sixties Mothers



Waves curl up the estate,


her wild strands in the wind.


Anchored by her balcony gate


she holds her highest ground,


the jetsam of her decade


beached on suburban drives –


a dish-rack of forty-fives,


melamine picnic plates,


starburst clocks, half-alive,


shrivelled inflatable chairs…


She calls out our names


in case we are still here,


our satchel bells in the wind,


our buckled sandal-chimes


rising up the pavement


on the afternoon tide.





The Hesitant Song



                    … And when she sang, the sea


Whatever self it had, became the self


That was her song...


        Wallace Stevens – ‘The Idea of Order at Key West’



                    I


These chords I barely hear


breaking over the bay


I think it is Catrin Sands


in a gale, spinning them


with creaturely hands


out of a wild sea


but sending them here


pianissimo,


to comfort me.


(I moved into silence


then silence moved into me.
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