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Tides ten metres,

drawing our bodies

until the body gives up.

Nature in a vacuum,

air thick as thought,

lungs working overtime.

Body tired.

Mind lagging.

Troppo tonight,

something fermenting in the air

salt, sweat, pressure.

The mind drifting,

the body pulled,

lines shifting as we draw them.

Everything connecting now:

water in the body,

body in the heat,

heat in the spirit.

No edge to it.

Just a drawing outward.

We packed the ute,

hitched the van,

and left.
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The three-day drive




from Broome




to Kosciuszko National Park.      We left Broome’s tropical climate,     sweat, heat, air-conditioning  18 hours of daylight. 




Terrence a park ranger and his family      came as caretakers




to the edge of the park,




the van and the car




full of supplies,




full of the practical weight




of living.






Food, tools, blankets,




boxes shifting in the back,




the ordinary freight




of beginning again.




When they arrived




the mountain air met them




cool, thin, alive




and their bodies




seemed to remember something




that had been waiting in the cold,




as if the long hot road behind them




had finally let them go.




The young Mike 10 years old   stood quietly for a moment




beside the van




looking at the tree line,




the sweep of land,




the dark rise of the ranges.






Nothing here




asked to be hurried.




The wind moved first




through the grass,




then through their clothes,




then through them.




His wife Marrianne opened the van doors.






Metal clicked in the silence.




A kettle, folded chairs,




bags of rice, tinned food,




boots, ropes, tarps,




all the things a family carries
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