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EAST



Come, under

the big eye of god over the door


Roll your sleeves

Stand, smoke in the doorframe

Watch the drowned fields

Wet through with fire


A hen sings

in the heat soldered street


The sun polishes stones

by the saffron slow river


Go, step across

Take the cuffs of the buddha fat urchin

in the broad mollusc hat


His bright sampan shoals

centuries

Winks at the wide eyes of god

SIAMESE CAT

It is twilight


The coming out of cats


On the hills’ reddened backs


By the harbour




I


Am a whole carat of light


and these people,


Prey going home.





In my time




I


The moon’s blue cousin


Hearing the whispering of stars


Lick your favours by the fire


Blink in your wide brown eyes



Settle in your heart.


I am one paw’s length of love.

EAR

The ant was sleeping


Laurelled in my wafer biscuit


A water bottle by his side


There he is always


Pen splashing blue blood


The word dye.



This is his shield of grief


A companion.


In the apartment upstairs


Is a Chinese gangster


He showers with his children at four


He snorts water buffalo wise


They scatter around 
His Open mouths


His grains of rice


While I am a Watch


Ear with no tongue to croak out.


The revolving wheel


Fans my ember of grief.


It will not blow out.

ISLAND

Yes someone’s cleared the corpse off the track


But I still see


Its print of fur,


The fat flies and the eyes blown


Smell the reek off the drains


Dung standing on the street


The whole stench something trod in


And rolled in.

My new place.


Night’s randy bawl coming on now


Toms, taking their testicles out walking


Evening swish of the herdsman’s stick


Three holy ladies chaperoned to bed


And yes God is here:


His temple bells are calling.
SANDS


Looking out over the slate face of the sea


I watch the tide fill with water the footsteps you made


Roll over where you stood sketching with a finger in the sand


The sea has cleaned you away


Is curled up on the shore and


Only the ground-swell recalls


An old sorrowful hunger.


When the sun has bled in the sky


I will watch the sea's




slate face pucker and


Draw away


Like the woman did.

FAITH
I am seeing the wick burn down


Oil falling on the prayercloth like bittersmoke


Bowing at the age eaten altar pieces


Where the gods have grown shabby


Like great grand parents revered and ignored


For a while I scrutinise their faces


See if I am seen


Before I stray to the steps and


Carry out my faith
like my mat


Rolled pressed to my ribs

WALLED GARDEN

Painted pots bake on the gravel


The latch of the gate is



Hot to touch


Come in


Sticky fruit is falling


On a jar of jam


A wasp walks the sweet rim


Black cat



lavishes in sun


Water gathers in one corner of the garden


Stands 

Smells

frog-green





Brown veined leaves are burning



Snakes hunger about the greenhouse


and a
     cold angel



Thinks


On the neat box hedge

HEALING


She is still now, and if I


Concentrate


The room rotates swims


The pen scratches heartbeats


on paper


The home is dust


The motes thick like cloth


Now they unfork


the lie


The scar there


That he shall section and cut


And sit in a liquid


For me to show.

THE QUIET

                                   

The quiet 


is ingrowing, and it wracks 


From my chapped toes up.


After days of rain


gave away my


wedding-ring:


The mornings are more 


clear now, and I might 


walk through to the front-


room, later.


There my crimson-black pansies are all dying 


in their tubs, and I feel


Afraid.

TOADS

Night

redolent and warm,

and in our compound,

the wind is soughing,

the tall grasses singing a sad spiritual.  

The insect world accompanies, 

its whistling, rubbing, scratching 

harmonised to a throaty purr of sound.  

Above us,

fireflies,

beacons of light

weaving enchanted paths

in the high trees.

A solitary hen

anchored in sleep on a gently swaying branch.

Faraway, in the greenpools of monsoon drains,

toads big as boulders let off loud, vituperative croaks.

MUDFISHES

Hand me my mating and dying

My impossible mountains

The double-helix

co-incidental, cruel, that

Wills on the pain

Then may

Shed my

backbone, my fins

and these mudfish ways.
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