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It’s yours to walk the laid path’s line or
stray past margins into wilds and beyond
or follow hints, seeds and references, it’s yours
to see the wildflower meadow or a throng of weeds





Psithurism







	

a woman walks into a city




	

there’s a forest









	

of tall lights          concrete




	

high rise









	

casts shadows




	

flecks the horizon









	

a woman walks into a city




	

there’s a field









	

of tarmac            cars careen




	

windblown









	

 




	

lights









	

street and lamp are intimate




	

 









	

we could talk of crowds




	

not of lawn









	

of congestion




	

or of overgrown grass









	

a woman walks into a city




	

there’s an allotment









	

of people                 uprooted




	

torn weeds    split seeds









	

roadside tatters




	

far from windows









	

a woman walks into a city




	

there’s one tree









	

shattered




	

blossom       nubs of new









	

she falls to her knees




	

 









	

 




	

witness









	

how they bear the weight




	

every branch is a script









	

of bonegrip      on the earth




	

leaves spell









	

the distances




	

slivers of hearts













Tulips



here are the parks|                  open to all


where they cherish     those companions


flowers                          if not all children |


where I thought     it would be different |


trusting |   |    |  |  people to be kind      |


where 54% are more likely to be     fined|


| commingling  |||| we’re      breaking  |


silence grows where stems harden|split|


1741 deaths|     |in custody|           bulbs|


are broken||       all ways in this country|


and diagnosed || disordered||      plants


breaking || colourstreaked |||||        die


after being| spat on| newsprint’s fragile|


petals blow apart   |       bleed underfoot|


we’re not the virus  |    the flowers  dead|


in the earth                         I cannot breathe


bodies more |      |           than weeds|     |





Knotweed



You loved me: furled leaves


tiger stalks and fleece flowers,


erect racemes on eager lips,


summer blooming cream and green.


I was triffidtender and how


bees loved us together,


the bamboo honey and


engorged lemony silence.


                     ***


I put a knot in your stomach,


you say, I’m a house cancer.


I hate the way I can’t hear


my name without spades ringing.


You cut and burn and


you bury what you burn.


I know I’m leaving something out.


Pesticides promise certainty.


I don’t want this to be real.


I was hollowcored when Siebold


transported me to Holland.


My pain is in asphalt.





Underground each word



fragments I speak are small


roots establishing in soil


along hedge banks


a leaf tilts to listen


when I speak again


the long line of roadside verges


montbretia blooms in late summer


I speak the breeze


through a plot of weeds


the Gardener forgot there are corms


through a plot of weeds


I speak the breeze


montbretia blooms in late summer


the long line of roadside verges


when I speak again


a leaf tilts to listen


along hedge banks


roots establishing in soil


fragments I speak are small


underground each word





Ah Kong held our family together



Waking in the black hours


he sliced grooves
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