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PROSPECT



     Peer into hedgerows,


part thickets and look


in their dark centres,


trail through pine woods,


kick through leaves under beech trees.


      Clear the ditches,


drag the pond, examine each tangle


of weed and scrap of metal,


use a pole to prod deep


until you know there’s nothing there.


       Check the outhouses;


move the old bikes, the mower,


the paint cans and scraps of wood.


Rake through the dusty nuggets


of coal in the corner, pull cobwebs


away from the shelves, ignore


gritty smears on your hands.


        Go home. Search the cellar,


the attic, pull out boxes from under beds,


chests from closets. Look inside.


Learn to wait.





URSA



At first just a blur of outline, then sprouting


to shaggy brown. The knarl of exposed roots soften,


flatten to wide feet, pushing against the earth


to straighten the bowed back.


                                               A stub of fallen branch


lengthens to a broad muzzle and a lightning-struck


split in the bole forms front legs with strong,


round paws. She shakes free


                               of the last branches and drops


to stand on all fours, yawns a long-toothed roar


and stretches sinew and bone awake.


She steps away from the litter of twigs and leaves,


her must gathering strength to rise;


pine and oestrus, sweet and pungent.


She ambles down the slope, deliberate, unhurried,


muscles sliding under her rough hide,


paws heavy on the ground, the curve of claw


tearing through turf.


She turns her head to look over the arc


of her shoulder, knows I’m watching.


I don’t have cunning enough


to follow her, not this time,


                                not in this place.





HOARD



Berries blacken and gloss in the late sun,


tempting past any memory of thorns


or scratched shins and my urge to pick them


is sharp as hunger; I need to collect


the mushrooms that glimmer like small moons


in half-light, newspaper-wrap apples


to layer in a tea chest, bottle, blanch


and freeze until it no longer matters


how long, or cold, the winter to come.





GETTING HERE FROM THERE



I name where I tread


grass, rock, mud


to fix the ground beneath me.


A door ajar.


Inside, a smell of emptiness,


a taste of waiting; logs stacked


by the grate, blankets folded on a bed.


On the mantelpiece, a cracked mirror


and a bottle holding a curl of dark hair.


A book lies on the table, my name


on the cover, its pages blank.


The wall opposite the window


has nails knocked into a beam


to hold a large map


                                 of my skin.


I stay the day, studying the map.


                  And I stay the days after,


learning the setting of each mole


and freckle, rebuilding


an inch at a time.


When the hair in the bottle is streaked


with grey, I wash and fold blankets,


sweep the grate, chop logs to stack.


I take down the map, roll it


to fit my backpack, pocket the bottle,


leave the door ajar.





SIGHTLINES



I who is not-I bolts like a day-caught fox


from the path; a fire-streak across the field


taking my breath to ground.


It settles here, between my eye
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