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No Hiding from the Woman in the Moon


If she has risen in the night


and you are by water


you cannot escape


the hammered gold tessellates


of her marbled tower.


Her filigree fingers search for your feet


feeling for the fissures in your old face.


You have known each other a long time


and she is saying goodbye.


Her gold


the coldest of kisses.









Ratchet


Can you hear the ratchet


of the man who winds the moon


patient in the darkness


lest she rise too soon.


Lunging on the mighty wheel he hauls her up the sky


through the ink, past the stars,


through glide of bat and owl,


he winds her and he winds her


cranking past cold Jupiter,


Saturn’s gas and rings,


the flight of seven sisters,


and the mad red god of Mars.


The clockwork gears


of the moon machine


slip her quiet through space,


but the moon man never tires


of her beauty and her grace.


Cogs squeeze kisses gently


as their greasy faces meet,


the lunar clockwork whispers


as you labour in your sleep.


Labour on, you common man,


sleep a sleep profound


the moon man won’t resent you


dreaming on his round.









Transfixed by Night


Hoo whooo


somewhere up the valley


some dark tree


in a gully


tumbled rock


weeping ferns


hoo whooo


beneath the great river of light


the chiming ice of stars


the silence of dark space


slow step of heron


quarrel of bats


hoo whooo


calling along the river of air


sweet with pittosporum


that thick slow blood


warm pulse,


deep heart


hoo whooo


the low slow call


old as stone


locked to earth


and knee-deep in summer stream


a man


transfixed by night.









Saturday August 26


When you see the subsiding sun


lip and slip the west’s salty hip


only those who have not kissed


will not move their tongue


and remember.


Only those who have not lost


will turn away before that


last ecstatic slide


has taken this night’s last light.


And those lost will grieve


so deep within their coil


that their tongue is stuck


recoiled.


And for those who hold


of course your world is bold


and the leaving sun


a mere slipped disc


and the night a mild serenade.


Oh, leaving light


remember that I


was last to remove my gaze.


And if you return


I may turn away


your arrival no match for your leaving.


You saw not my eye


as I saw yours


you’ve seen it all before


but I, dying light,


kept my eyes where you left


the world this day,


and my life.









And the Earth was a Furnace


The stone was boiling


and when it reached the air it sighed


when it reached the water it hissed


and when it cooled


it growled and snapped


and became again stone.


The tempests, the deluge fell upon stone and scribed it scored it,


created runnels, etched fissures


telling the stone, you are hard, but we are persistent.


Making gorges


making canyons making rivers and lakes


great lakes


seas and finally oceans, where the gnawing and biting grind


where the deposition of sand


becomes a beach to lure the human


drugged by the dream of suspension


drugged by the uninterrupted sun


broiled in pleasure


and into ocean once more


for the shark and stingray


the stinging


the disguised stonefish


and then we weep and disclaim


about deception


about being hunted


the insult of another’s power


an enemy at last.


And when old


and just ankle deep


we look past the waves


and imagine ourselves


as sand.









Blowing


It’s the wind


tearing clothes from the line


scappering the bucket in the yard


pluttering the feathers of currawongs sullen in the trees


causes doubt


worries


argues with your thoughts


nyah.


Retreat inside, where dust on shelves


makes us yearn for the hills


where we are harried


troubled


mocked.


It is the day to reconsider, to test doubt


test faith


if we have no fear


and who says that?


The shimmering grass in wild ripple


that swirls the hill


the tossed ocean in the troubled trees


it is all bluster


dust and mistrust


yearning for the balm of sun


so still that motes are able to float like certainties


yearning to be deluded by peace.
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