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    Novelty




    Around the district occasional wedge-tailed eagles—




    even, one afternoon, three, possibly four




    on the sunset side of the mountain; yesterday




    a first notarised—a massive wedge-tailed flying




    from the mountain straight over the house, heading




    south—the largest eagle I’ve seen, at least a ten-foot




    wingspan, maybe fourteen, with a slow cruise




    up the line of the gravel driveway, a rippling shadow




    cast in multiple directions, as though the low winter sun




    was just one of many hidden suns—it was, possibly,




    a Roc—it scanned slowly from port to starboard,




    surveying, though not predatorily. Its purpose




    was not the assuaging of hunger, clearly.




    Shortly before the appearance of the eagle,





    walking the drive with my toddler Timothy,




    we came across an owl pellet below the most distended




    limb of a greyed dead York gum—the limb over the ochre




    and stagnant waters of the driveway favoured by irrupting




    birds—a perching place, a stopover between river and mountain:




    black-shouldered kite, white-faced heron, egrets, cockatoos,




    twenty-eights, magpies, crows—generally, larger birds.




    At the exact point of passing over this event horizon




    the eagle began its visual sweep, also, a Cessna was directly




    above the eagle, though thousands of feet higher. It was




    confluence and syzygy. The owl pellet on the ground below




    suggests night birds perch in the dead tree branch also:




    owls, tawny frogmouths, owlet nightjars. This was the pellet




    of a large owl—a grey matting of skin and bone—a mouse—




    and, strangely, a length of string wound like intestines




    or an umbilical cord through the body waste. Ants were busy




    divesting it. Ants have set up colonies at the drop zone.




    It must be a semi-regular occurrence, one might hypothesise




    from this. My toddler called the eagle a plane, and fixated




    on the ants—slowing down with the encroachment of evening.




    I am guessing it’s a Boobook owl—I’ve often heard




    the “boo-book” anagrams at night, and have seen them flutter




    heavily at dusk down near the shed. The Roc has left stories




    and exclamatory prose—we are still talking about it—solidly—today.








  



    

       

    




    Nyctalopia: pain and positive pleasure




    Ebblight, crepuscular revelation of negative space,




             what else can you do




                   but discuss the light,




    slightly charged bats that highlight




                   against background filling out




    all other space?




                   Numbed by grammar,




             slippages are traduced,




                   a removal of pain




    as delightful as rashes




             of Paterson’s curse




    against the mountain’s flanks,




                   waves on dams tossed




    after storm to decline in horror,




                                    spectators




    on the ochre banks;




                       but now the calm,




                                         a blank




    pleasure in the solid object,




                             wariness




    of walking into a sharp corner,




             a blunt shin-chipping




    outline,




             wandering or hesitating or blundering




    hands out—clearlight flashback,




                                     hallucination




                    saying all is upright




    and in its rightful place




             in clarifying nightlight—




    body dint and stint




                    under Mary Shelley’s




    sun lamp intimating pain gone




                      as just relief




    and little or no pleasure,




              given its other name,




    terminology;




                  the grinding of wild oats,




    hatching out of lupin pods, spring




               unable to kick into action




                        but still working hard at fruition,




               excessive growth




    swaddles the trails,




                        places where feet will be torn




    apart;




          lacking vocabulary in thickening dark,




    Strindberg assails dramatic inaction—




                                           lighthouse




    full to the gills, refugees, evacuees,




                                      those 2500




    handguns sold in Monroe, Louisiana




    the day the homeless arrived from New Orleans,




    shellshocked by the white




                       light of nation;




                                      I can’t see




    the hurting, the deliciousness, obvious delight




               of media, stimulus




                    of the word ‘terror’




               that blazons




    like chemiluminescence




                    in the cursed purple flowers




    showing only at night,




                           spiritualisms




    of weed control,




                    tidal obstacles




               so lacking




    in the light we refrain.








  



    

       

    




    Joy and Grief




    “The surprising thing about Corrigin is that the town’s most unusual and interesting attraction seems to be passed over by the Tourist Information Office. About three or four kilometres out of town on the road to Quairading is a dog cemetery where loving owners have gone to the expense of having quite elaborate headstones placed over the remains of their faithful four legged companions. Thus very human looking gravestones are dedicated to ‘Dusty’, ‘Rover’ and ‘Spot’. To find such a strange place outside an unassuming little wheatbelt town like Corrigin is both fascinating and bizarre. Is this the resting place of the local sheep dogs or is it restricted to pampered domestic pets?”




    Sydney Morning Herald Travel




    The firebreaks needed to be done and I’ve now got a sunburn so bad my neck has turned red




         and peeled savagely,




                 leaving me pained by hegemony




    and consensus,




           participatory as the shire rangers cruise the district




    searching out compliance;




                             by way of distraction and relief,




                                                               window




    of the car open at max speed to cool the social bite ringing




    my neck,




           a mass of distraction and confused role-play




    as no one can pinpoint class origin or the myths




    we throw up around ourselves,




                                 like Bookchin




    from an urban affront taking on Ed Abbey’s




    disturbing “Defence of Rednecks”,




    by way




          of branching south-east




              about sixty-nine kilometres




    to Quairading




            and then another sixty or seventy to Corrigin,




    greeted on the outskirts—




                            that is, still on the Quairading Road . . .




    road for country folk . . .




                   not the tourist run,




           not the pragmatics




    of the two-and-a-half-hour drive




                   on the Brookton Highway




    from the City—




                But a Dog on a Ute—cut-out dog




    on a used, abused, and now good-only-for-sculpture




    utility vehicle,




              comical terror




              good-natured if perverse




              and parodying conceits




    woven on the banks of a farm dam in a paddock




                    already hay-cut




              in this slow Spring—




                                 towards the town




    famous




              for its Dog in a Ute muster,




                                        world record 1527




    dogs of all species in utility vehicles of all makes




    in 2002,




              in its ongoing competition




                                          with the Victorians




    (Australian Rules is big there as here, as in Corrigin,




    and if the term “redneck” finds its origin




    with Scottish lowland Presbyterians




    making their blood-writ red-rag-around-the-neck rejection




    of the Church of England, dashing to Ulster and the North Americas,




    so the Irish have something to do with it here,




    despite the English-sounding names of landowners




    and many of the workers . . .),




                               especially those of Warrnambool




    who managed 797




          to hold the world record briefly,




    this dogtown,




          dog at the wheel,




                   hot-dogged




          rip-roarer,




          port and polished, chromed gnashers—




                                           towards the famous




    Dog Cemetery,




          “Man’s Best Friend’s” resting place,




          drive-in Ramones grief patch




                   or double serve of irony




    or both,




                                  to drag the sorrow out,




                   to pleasure our loss:




    Stephen’s




    old working dog Shep




          never made it as a worker




          because of a crippled back leg,




    the original owner




          wanting to shoot it




                  straight after the accident . . .




                                                   in dog years,




    he’s 105 years and counting,




                  and his loss one day will be a loss




    equivalent to the loss




          of almost one of us, almost . . .




    and out of the bizarre,




    the redneckery of the dog cemetery,




                              there’d be countless




    cases,




        if some of perverse humour,




        misanthropy,




    a way of getting back at the graves




            that can’t be desecrated




                       in a human cemetery




    without serious prison sentences;




                                    I don’t know anyone in Corrigin,




    and in reality




            it’s an hour-and-a-half’s drive from our place,




            and though also wheatbelt




                    it’s different wheatbelt,




    and there’s twisted angular Pythagorean gimlet trees




    out there,




             which are not here;




                                 but the town—despite its excellent




    nature reserve surrounding the air strip,




    and its sense of humour that some think might make it lucky,




    an outpost or outrigger on the never-really-formed tourist circuit,




    a town made late because it went nowhere really—




                                                    is still caught up




                                             in the myth




    of growth through poison,




            proud of its spray services,




              its spray rigs,




    its abattoir,




    French word




              as euphemism




              in the districts




    of slaughter;




              and so, in my self-myth of belonging,




                                                   of a classless




    participation in what I know best but remain alienated from,




    that I can’t leave,




            can’t get away from,




            this inside-outside
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