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For the living world  
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Weeds and Grass 
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I stand here

feet on tile,

Looking out the kitchen window,

the afternoon moving at peace regardless.

I am not above this moment

nor beneath it.

I am inside it

the way heat sits inside the day,

the way distance holds sound.  The way a man who has  time can see things.

The yard contains weeds and grass

without choosing.

I have lived here 37 years. Been

tired, certain, afraid, capable, lost

all of them passing through now

like neighbours who no longer   knock on my door  or moved 

I see the butcher across the street wiping his hands,

the woman waiting for a message

that does not arrive,

the old man walking, pausing mid-step

as if listening for something

he once knew how to hear.

I do nothing my lungs open, close.

Thoughts rise, wander off,

leave no mark behind.

Nothing here waits for me. 

The street keeps being a street.

Im getting older aging honestly.

Joy passes through.

Sorrow sits beside it.

Neither stays long enough

to explain itself.

I stand among things

as one thing among things

not witness,

not owner.

I stop here

not because anything concludes

but because it goes on and on everywhere. 
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Days End  
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Now I move faster than shadows,

carry days like tools,

and the stars wait

for my eyes to return.

Has my life drifted

from this place of truths?

From the red burn of bloom,

from the dignity

of the grandad gum

holding that hill together up ahead.

Here now I walk past the flowering branch

and see only bark,

only distance,

only the thought of somewhere else.

The world is present.

I am not.

Then —

a summer shower 

touches me.

The day opens.

Breath deepens.

The body arrives I arrive

where it already stands.

Still I walk

looking for nature’s sweet essence

as if it waits ahead of me,

around the next bend,

beyond a clearing.

Eucalyptus.

Hills.

Light.

I chase them

like a memory

that keeps moving.
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The Garden Returns
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I knew early

I was not one of the girls.

Heartache, love—

endless weather.

Work and family

held me in place,

locked externally

to survive.

I learned the game,

the moving goalposts.

Forty-five years.

I walked past it

for twenty of them.

Then one day

the garden was there—
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