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for Nina











Hush the old bones their vegetable sleep,


For the islands will never grow old.


Lawrence Durrell,


‘Father Nicholas His Death: Corfu’












Corbière Farm


That summer the eldest of the old dogs died


and the house felt suddenly like the wrong place.


It had been understood, you see, somehow,


that the light would prevail


in its particular green here in the valley.


That the palms, though long uprooted –


déraciné, to the French-speakers of the island –


would simply keep growing.


That the horizon would burn itself out


in pink dust each evening at the island’s edge.


But the cockerel across the river


began to sound off at strange times –


late into the morning, throughout the afternoon. Midnight.


Buzzard-wary, perhaps, or overworked.


Then the crows got into the dovecote,


and the white birds your old man bred


for that wedding all those years ago


got picked off one by one.









Island Life


At night slip out to sea and bring a few things back.


Bits of your childhood home’s pink granite,


your mother’s garden – the Amaryllis belladonna –


as many memories as can be managed.


Bramblings and hedge browns


from the field margins,


and from the old-fashioned harbour


and its Caesar’s Palace ghosts of a touristic heyday


smooth stones off the beach,


twenty-foot wooden devil in the cove


carved from a wrecked ship’s figurehead,


views out to France on a clear one.


Paternosters. Seahorse, sturgeon, salmon.


The rough and ready fish place out on the headland.


Scallops and lobster on the grill.


Summer in Stinky Bay.


Sharp little squeak of oystercatcher


over the mumble of the Atlantic.


Further still. Palms and bananas


and those hummingbirds that woke us


outside the shack the first morning in Mexico.


The brown pelicans that cruised the horizon.


The boat with the bar. Flying fish cutters


and rum. Butter and hot sauce.


The little truck on the Greek beach with the coldest beer


on earth, and its man, and his good wishes.


Past and future present in our cluster of stuff.
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