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Cicadas Sing
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Heat gathers

before sound.

The air tightens.

Light holds its breath.

Then cicadas begin

not gradually,

but all at once,

as if the land decided

it was time.

Dust lifts

where a truck passed earlier.

The ground keeps

what weight leaves behind.

A gum tree flickers

in the breeze,

leaf-light breaking

and reforming.

Paperbarks shed

what no longer holds,

skin loosening

into soil.

A creek narrows at stone.

Water turns

because it must.

A lizard stills

on warm rock.

Wind moves through open space

like a lung.

Nothing here chooses itself.

Nothing arrives alone.

One thing occurring,

making room

for the next thing.
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Motor Bike Maintenance
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The bolt tightens

or it doesn’t.

You know soon enough.

Hands learn the weight

before the mind

gets its say.

I arrive earlier.

Metal answers metal.

That’s the conversation.

No opinions.

No encouragement.

My motorbike is like me.

Nothing mystical happens.

Things fit together

or they don’t.

There is an order

you don’t invent.

You discover it

by paying attention.

You don’t rush it.

You don’t make a thing of it.

It’s not sacred.

It’s what’s in front of you.

Sometimes resistance means stop.

Sometimes it means

stay a bit longer.

You learn the difference

by getting it wrong.

The machine doesn’t care

what you believe.

It never did.

It responds to care

or it fails.

Cleanly.

Without drama.

All things work the same way.

Try to force it

life pushes back

in its own time.

Nothing mystical happens.

You line the parts up.

You listen.

You put it back together

as honestly as you can.

Then it runs.

Or it doesn’t.

And somewhere in that

without lessons,

without improvement

something in you

settles down.

Not fixed.

Not elevated.

Just aligned enough

to keep going

without pretending

you’re in charge.

A man stopped,

asked nothing about the bike,
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