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for the one who will forever be the first and last to read my words.


jeremy, my husband, i love you.


and for the person who never will, maxine, my nan.


i miss her eternally.











bare feet


haiku


for then


follow the long road


back to your land; to the soft


clay that first held you.


country




home is not the town i grew in


streets which cradled my rising


but the people i found


softness planted


gifts they nurtured


. . .


if i go back


no longer gone from dusty earth


all my eyes will see


is dull imagining


what is no longer there





what i knew


wake from the hypnosis of my country


internal valleys of trees crumble


deep pockets of my heart’s stone walls


             only i know the magic here


i kneel in a pool of birdsong


             prayer and grief


touch the hope of sunshine


through shadows of rain


my shoulders moved to a nation of goorlil shell


it sings against the breathing of distant lungs


echoing across stolen acres of my back


           i once knew my nanna’s laugh


           family dinner and days in spring


           i knew solar eclipses and meditation


           loving bravely to dismiss the loss


           i once knew quiet and thoughtful thinking


           eternal mountains and destiny deacon


           i knew waterfalls and cascading daydreams


           filling with tears but lasting embraces


silent twilights and sun-drenched fields


speckled with messenger birds


they know my place


memories are oceans


tracing veins across earth


pulsing life into places


then pulling away


bleeding sepia pictures


as near as ever


but still so far


i think of nan often


i have one wish:


you come home


for a couple of days


we spend them together


blessed on the verandah


morning smokes over coffee


tea in the afternoon


we yarn


about life and death


the power and glory of both


think about the past


after tom o.


          how have you been?


               i can’t complain


          it’s been a while


              i’m glad you came


it could’ve been the time we worked it out


say the things we should have said out loud


it’s not what i did or the things he said


but the silence we chose to make instead


guess now we’re another thing


we never spoke about


friends i’ve lost


they were goodness of the world


something worth fighting for


we created chaos


                       a meaning of existence


i call to bodies not here


lost to tragedy of time


               distance


               stolen by loneliness


deep down is a craving for difference


a wish


we never became fragments


mosaics of younger years


                  could we have known


                  we’d fall away?


in lonely hours


there’s no wrong to miss them


dwell on those who turned my thinking


              conquered me


              woke me up


remember


landscape of adventure


            fence-hopping and drinking


            road trips and heartbreaks


in quiet hours


i ache for children who raised me


              cartilage soldiers i knew so well


              bearers of soul i thought i’d keep


blood tree in the field


reprise


you were born between lost women and fragile men


their hands took your own


down the garden path of stubbornness


            lined with seraphim and dying flowers


you tried to take me here


            i almost let it happen


my blak blood to your white knew better


memories of growing up are vivid and current


              rivers, fields, gunshots and tides


carrying me through the water were closed fists


freckles and callouses wrapped in leather


forcing their way through timber and plaster


you kept regime beyond reasonable measure


unafraid to move beyond your stature


stare down beasts and men


tear open the walls


of children and their spirits


             i’m your son


the last baby you seeded and first you slaughtered


if you thought less of me i could’ve been told


if i was invisible you should’ve said so


you chose silence and wished i was different


kept love and gave anger


things i never deserved or expected


you were meant to keep me safe


from what could threaten my life


             the one you helped give by choice or not


the irony is


the world you were meant to protect me from


a one i was born into


held in by depth and weight


of your throat and hate


what kind of man


would decide the fate of a child


was life wishing for death


fearing the sound of landcruisers on gravel


learning to adapt


to p-t-s-d and a-p-d


borderline and d-i-d


though your genes are mine and our eyes the same


your hurt and name live outside the door


no longer welcome in the walls of my heart


we’re different to the core of who we are


you stood behind me in the mirror


to remind me you’re there


i broke the glass to pieces


and threw our history to the floor


you are who you are


i am me


we’re not the same


i set fire to our tree


with nothing to lose


your armpit smells sweet


with my head inside it


because i’ve landed too low in our embrace


had you ever been hugged


like this


before i stumbled into you?


imagine you lifted me


back


                   arched


feet


                  dangling


                  one at a time


until we crashed to the floor


are we blood brothers


if only one of us is bleeding?


red ochre


wiped from a cheek


by a broken thumb


i want to sleep


in the dip between your shoulders


             watching rooftop sunsets


after i’ve doubled over laughing


holding your elbow


to steady myself


my grandmother’s two brown hands


i.


it always happened at night


the sentimental words we’d exchange with each other


no one was lucky enough to hear fall from your lips


no one but me


this night was no different to any other


except you


                 glowing in bardi jawi glory


                 still draped in gold necklaces


                 argyle diamonds and paspaley pearls


you


were dying


you knew it and i knew it


but of all the things we spoke about


we never let those words leave the confines of our minds


into the cold darkness of the room


while the moon hung itself in full ceremonial dress


and peeped through the cracks of curtains


on your bedroom window


in silent intervals of our words


i would think of all the things you taught me


treasures buried into my chest


on our once-in-a-lifetime journey together
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