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The Bulldozer Poem




Bulldozers rend flesh. Bulldozers make devils


of good people. Bulldozers are compelled to do


as they are told. Bulldozers grimace when they


tear the earth’s skin — from earth they came.


Bulldozers are made by people who also want new


mobile phones to play games on, and to feed families.


Bulldozers are observers of phenomena — decisions


are taken out of their hands. They are full of perceptions.


They will hear our pleas and struggle against their masters.


Bulldozers slice & dice, bulldozers tenderise, bulldozers


reshape the sandpit, make grrrriiing noises, kids’ motorskills.


Bulldozers slice the snake in half so it chases its own tail,


writing in front of its face. Bulldozers are vigorous


percussionists, sounding the snap and boom of hollows


caving in, feathers of the cockatoos a whisper in the roar.


Bulldozers deny the existence of Aether, though they know


deep down in their pistons, deep in their levers, that all


is spheres and heavens and voices of ancestors worry


at their peace. Bulldozers recognise final causes, and embrace


outcomes that put them out of work. There’s always more


scrub to delete, surely . . . surely? O continuous tracked tractor,


O S and U blades, each to his orders, his skillset. Communal


as D9 Dozers (whose buckets uplift to asteroids waiting


to be quarried). O bulldozer! your history! O those Holt tractors


working the paddocks, O the first slow tanks crushing


the battlefield. The interconnectedness of Being. Philosopher!


O your Makers — Cummings and Caterpillar — O great Cat


we grew up in their thrall whether we knew it or not — playing


sports where the woodlands grew, where you rode in after


the great trees had been removed. You innovate and flatten.


We must know your worldliness — working with companies


to make a world of endless horizons. It’s a team effort, excoriating


an eco-system. Not even you can tackle an old-growth tall tree alone.


But we know your power, your pedigree, your sheer bloody


mindedness. Sorry, forgive us, we should keep this civil, O dozer!


In you is a cosmology — we have yelled the names of bandicoots


and possums, of kangaroos and echidnas, of honeyeaters


and the day-sleeping tawny frogmouth you kill in its silence.


And now we stand before you, supplicant and yet resistant,


asking you to hear us over your war-cry, over your work


ethic being played for all it’s worth. Hear us, hear me —


don’t laugh at our bathos, take us seriously, forgive


our inarticulateness, our scrabbling for words as you crush


us, the world as we know it, the hands that fed you, that made you.


Listen not to those officials who have taken advantage


of their position, who have turned their offices to hate


the world and smile, kissing the tiny hands of babies


that you can barely hear as your engines roar with power.


But you don’t see the exquisite colour of the world, bulldozer —


green is your irritant. We understand, bulldozer, we do —


it is fear that compels you, rippling through eternity,


embracing the inorganics of modernity.












Milking the Tiger Snake




Fangs through a balloon, an orange	 balloon


stretched over a jam-jar mouth scrubbed-up


bush standard — fangs dripping what looks


like semen which is venom, one of the most


deadly, down grooves and splish splash


onto the lens of the distorting glass-bottom


boat we look up into, head of tiger


snake pressed flat with the bushman’s


thumb — his scungy hat that did Vietnam,


a bandolier across his matted chest


chocked with cartridges — pistoleer


who takes out ferals with secretive


patriotic agendas. And we kids watch


him draw the head of the fierce snake,


its black body striped yellow. ‘It will rear


up like a cobra if cornered, and attack,


attack!’ he stresses as another couple


of droplets form and plummet. And when


we say, ‘Mum joked leave them alone


and they’ll go home,’ he retorts, ‘Typical


bloody woman — first to moan if she’s bit,


first to want a taste of the anti-venom


that comes of my rooting these black


bastards out, milking them dry — down


to the last drop.’ Tiger snake’s eyes


peer out crazily targeting the neck


of the old coot with his dirty mouth,


its nicotine garland. He from whom


we learn, who shows us porno


and tells us what’s what. Or tiger snake


out of the wetlands, whip-cracked


by the whip of itself until its back is broke.












Sea Lion




Where I stood on the rocks in front of the train workshops


there’s a marina and the growth urge of the Midwest middle class.


Large boats with sport-fishing ambitions sit in their pens — wine


and beer are quaffed amidships. Ladies with headphones and prams


jog along the boardwalk. Inside the maze of channels green water.


Where I stood on the rocks in front of the train workshops


huge chunks of inland stone ward off the Indian Ocean. Builders


will tolerate no wrecks of pleasure craft within their remit.


But near the jetty not locked-off from non-subscribers


Tim spots a sea lion which bottles, dives, then emerges


alongside us — lolling, rolling, blowing stale air over green waters.


It dives under the jetty and we misjudge where it emerges


but it turns back and communes with us nonetheless.


I am guessing a sea lion would consider this ‘relaxed’, like us,


but maybe not because fish are on its agenda. But Tim is excited.


So close! How the leisurists feel looking out from their cabins,


or down from luxury flats overlooking their pride and joys,


is another matter. What does it mean, this reclaiming of land,


this enveloping of sea, the narrow opening to a shipwreck coast?


Three and a half decades have passed. I feel no nostalgia, only grief.


Where I stood on the rocks in front of the train workshops


I fretted about the sheds and machinery behind me, the shored-


up defences against rough seas, and opening to the right looking


out to the islands, the crescent of beach where in the shallows


I trod on a cobbler and knew blue murder was a toxin in the blood.


Where I stood on the rocks in front of the train workshops


I should have guessed what would come — the agonising expanse


of God and science, the juxtaposition of machines and the sea, the inevitability


of pushing out — nodules on the island continent, forces for and against


isolation. We stayed as long as we could, watching the sea lion.












Shark Tale Paradox




for those lost to sharks, and for sharks themselves







My grandfather kept small sharks in his saltwater tank


and I gazed up at them, mesmerised, wanted to see out


with their eyes. A Grey Nurse in a public aquarium


turned me to the sea from the inland of fear,


and I knew open water made its own histories.


Sharks became synonymous with liberty:


I saw them in the wheatcrops, in the rivers,


and staring out at sea when we reached the coast.


And later, in Geraldton, I skindived between them.


I saw White Pointers with jaws as wide apart as planets.


I know now I struggled with the ‘God-shaped hole


in the human heart’, whales tethered and at their mercy.


I heard a ‘Bronze Whaler’ was swimming the Swan


and Canning Rivers, and I was hauled out of the water,


standing sentinel on Deep Water Point Jetty, hoping to witness.


I saw a Shovel-nosed ‘Shark’ dry-panting on the wooden planks


of Busselton jetty, knife wounds in its body, teenagers poking


fingers into its mouth; ‘deep sea’ fishing, great white hunters.


Somewhere, I saw a Port Jackson shark marooned on a beach,


heavy hook still piercing its mouth like jewellery, the night


fading fast in its dulled eyes though darkness spilling out.


I saw a Wobbegong almost camouflaged among the reefs


of Drummond’s Cove, and I watched it write Ss in weed and sand,


a script I knew I’d have to learn for making sense of the sea,


even the shallows which I swam, straitjacketed in wetsuit,


mask, flippers, snorkel, and weights to take me down.


I kept my distance, seeing fragments of its language.


I heard someone lost their toe to a Wobbegong on the same reef,


treading close. I don’t think anyone demanded it be killed.


I could be wrong. I don’t think there was a trial. I know


its case wasn’t heard, a jury selected from its peers.


I have seen drowned sharks caught in nets, I have seen


them sliced open and hanging, insides out. Goaded from cages.


I hear of a resident Tiger Shark in Hell’s Gates. The surfing


around it, but always alert. My brother has surfed the coast


off Geraldton for decades and says he doesn’t know a surfer


who wants sharks culled. Surfers share the sea, know the risks.


I read of ‘catch and kill’ like a wanted poster from the Old West.


I read of ‘baited drum lines’ like a dragnet to convince the public


something is being done, that pain of loss to shark ‘attack’


will be somehow lessened, if not overcome. But loss will only


bring life if it grows awareness; death sentences only diminish us.












Hymn for Giant Creeper Snails and their Shells




Campanile symbolicum!







In the abstract, molluscs creep across the sandy seafloor,


en-shelled, dragging towers, owner-builders, grazing,


to perish and become rock-record in layers, cross-section


we marvel at in sediment anatomy eroded to reveal,


at Point Peron, rough seas and mushroom rocks,


while way out, deep-sea divers pillage other species


for their shells, plucked from in-situs®: a sales gimmick


built over life’s nostalgia: as children, we pierce the marine


in wonder and later re-collect it to boost profits,


spiralling out of control. Spine-chilling.


Thus, Bell Clapper, slow uvula’s


toll, not exactly ‘going like the clappers,’ slides


below a snorkeller’s excited vision,


bells to chime in a wedding or funeral,


bells struck for hollow victories;


a collector’s urge that’s far from collectivist,


a resonance plucked from the water, Narcissus-


divers caught in rings of their own making observe


the turreted, the whorled, the cord of a concave spiral


left at neap tide, gentle waves stroking its apex,


a gambit of cladistics playing up the keel-


hauled ecology of conquest, exploiting


these ‘living fossils’ dead or alive through a politics


of exclusion, tangenting and making ad-hoc,


riding the coat-tails of ‘keep them in their places’


self-preservation, this greedy exit-strategy.


To collect the relict — the chalk-white
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