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  Burning Eyes




  

    

      Burning eyes that peer out of a dry crop at night,




      shape the seasons and our response —




      twin sparks that light the driest stalks




      fail to flame, won’t combust where you pass.




      

        I see them each night driving home, lit up




        by headlights — fox, cat, a rare marsupial




        frozen between rows, magnetised by the car’s approach.




        So frequent over the last fortnight that a pall


      




      of doubt has gripped me: an afterimage I carry




      from that first encounter, reigniting in time,




      same point every night. I can’t bring myself to vary




      the plan, to alter the variables; the scheme




      

        of sight, of shine and glint, has trapped




        us both. The dry is drying out towards harvest.




        Not a vestige of moisture in the stalks — either way,




        burning eyes will pass out, lack fuel to conflagrate.


      




      Something must break. I will go away before night




      comes to pass as day, or day eats far into night




      with burning eyes that peer out of a dry crop.




      It’s the eclipse of content where compulsion stops.


    


  




  





  Owl




  

    

      Massive owl in redgum surprised




      in heavy moonlight by my passing:




      a barn or boobook, quite different




      though even a grey-white glow




      could not illuminate identity.




      

        So I went back to the place today;




        a thin dead branch, not much more than a twig,




        that took your eerie weight, phantom bird.




        And below, an answer. A component




        of the algorithm: a freshly dug mousehole.


      




      A vengeful or indifferent or hungry bird




      perched in calculation? Whatever the answer,




      I went again tonight to see if your hunting




      took you there: opportunistic or logical.




      And clouds sweeping over the harsh moon,




      

        what weight their stains would bear.




        But you were not there; and why should you be?




        It’s spring and the mice are opening gateways




        everywhere: a vast burrowing and surfacing,




        the small weight of their bodies adding up.


      


    


  




  





  Holus-Bolus




  

    

      The whole bolus of the pocket moon




      in the quadrant where I tune




      paths through high grass, fire risk,




      set alight by friction — boot-frisk.




      

        Need no infra-red, no Night Sight,




        just as termites thread de-light,




        owls consume mice, sacks of bone,




        draw the open ground, mowed zone.


      




      That harvest man, that mower man,




      odour of cut and petrochemical tan,




      to swoop across the map’s day-night




      spread, shadows unravelling light.




      

        Mistletoe hang-dog meteorite,




        burn up with blue butterflies bright




        as all get up, or snakes and blue-




        tongues out and about, so too


      




      flyers too quick to identify. Risible.




      Goose-egg nest of oats, stressed oval




      mowed over without breaking,




      not a crack though black veins aching




      

        

          

            

              against the china-white.


            


          


        


      


    


  




  





  The Sleep of Blowflies




  

    

      The shady side of the house




      is covered in blowflies.




      It is stinking hot and stormy




      and they’ve stopped moving.




      

        They might be asleep.




        Or is blowfly sleep a torpor?




        The house is their corpse




        in which eggs won’t set,


      




      maggots can’t take. No




      forensic kit gives clues. The stimuli




      of heat and light disrupt




      circadian manifests, the sense




      

        of day and night. Memory?




        Mushroom body writes




        short-sleep lines, struggles




        to calibrate sleep regulation


      




      machinery. Opening




      a door or window, blowflies




      erupt to settle near




      places of departure:




      

        too quick for sleep? Resting,




        waiting, malingering,




        or an attempt to rescue




        sleep lost in forensic


      




      etymology, battling




      to stay wide awake




      in the dark, the swarm of isolation.


    


  




  





  Aberration




  

    

      Set in the ranges, the colours switch,




      paddocks metallic, wire fences




      twitch like vines, saturate and rich




      with ultra-Big Bang tints, lenses




      

        highlight semi-articulate crops,




        shades off the chart. The kestrel




        drops from its post: pulls out the stops,




        traverse, rewire, vegetal


      




      rearrangement of the familiar:




      a screen to hold out clouds of gnats




      so small they’ll stress the calibre,




      darken streams of sunshine, stats




      

        nightmare. A rodent struck




        and lifted up. Green growth silver,




        honest to God, and lines that suck




        you in: grain birds too fat, odour


      




      of canola, whitewash gleam




      of smoothed bark, panorama’s




      hindsight. See little lambs




      steam — take stock O shiny future.


    


  




  





  Habitat




  

    

      False elegies turned on a lathe




      enslave the grave clarity of the glorious day




      you enlist as scenario, walking brusquely




      in lucid morning air. It’s not that way




      for everyone, but why let that deter you?




      

        Sometimes you stare straight through: ghosting




        reliable narrators, making a meal of distance. Visitors,




        what the hell would they know! Anyone




        who writes locality and convinces




        they know better, consigns rare species


      




      to authorial silence. But that’s okay,




      I say so myself, slipping over in mud




      and cutting my arms, face, on scrub. I grow




      into the parrots with green tails and yellow hearts




      you shoot when they fill your sights. That’s




      

        religious: to legislate a pattern. Trees




        too wide where water runs, gone, quick as the sun.




        Here, a minuscule patch you sing out from.


      


    


  




  





  Gullet




  

    

      The ground, a gullet, swallows the rain




      quick-fire, quick-smart; thirsty as a blank calendar —




      never ticked off, days running into each other.




      The ground drinks as if it can hold its liquor, drain




      

        gigalitre on gigalitre, a gutful. The cup




        runneth over, God knows where, the streams,




        creeks, and rivers stay bone-dry: rain poured into seams




        of sand, rock, clay; poured through lips


      




      of granite, bristles of the long-gone. Dead sheep




      don’t drink much, though carcasses




      swell, fleeces coagulate: what passes




      as comi-tragic when a dry runs deep.




      

        Water resounds like stock epithets, strains




        at our neglected gutters — tomorrow




        score-marks of run-off, potholes dusty hollows:




        the ground, a gullet, swallows the rain.
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