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1 Sun on a Brass Plate

This brief and brilliant point,
pink light falling on a brass plate.

Dusk-light ends everywhere. . . Cold beer,
bare wood. The fridge-door gleams

icy, like a snow-field without edge,

shining in the mind. So, call it

a day: let things be. It’s enough

for the crow to drift along outside,

mocking the cloud-frilled line

-of land, and the trees still shimmering

on their silver lid of water.

Car-cawr, goes its prolix voice,

a rusty hinge transmitted down

to vacant hummocks, in fading blue.

Shadow gathers in a bush of wind,
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water smears into a sheet of pearl

there’s a wire strung between two posts,

a trodden space, a kind of gate.

Car-cawr, the crow says,

sweeping back, like a fighter jet,

out of a just-formed band of white.
Fleck of dark, it swims along the hill.

Close-up, clumped grasses swarm in paddocks,

now that it’s news-time at the wallaby-hour.

And a sort of collision happens here:

between the crow and the humped-up ground,

between the bronze-leaved, flickering dam,

and this house, glancing, on its slope.

As if a line is stretched between these things,

a voice starts telling every mark

or a path is tracked from bush to shade,

from water-glow to absent bird,

measuring the time each movement takes,

where the mind follows and anticipates,

Again, it’s taking place, this time
in the kitchen, the backdoor open:
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fistlike, an orange scoop on duller treesc

dissolves behind the light-fleshed cows

the crow hangs in grey-pink air,

plateglass sun starts glimmering in a lake

which floods, furnace-white, beyond the ridge.

It leaves its blood-star on the wall’s brass tray,

momentary as night’s crickets coming through.

In mind, sound’s afterthought is like a rippling fish.
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¥ Hagare Farm

2  Wattlebirds in Severe Drought

Mottled brown birds, with

yellowish underbellies:

nesting habits, feeding habits,
their eggs’ pink-spotted colour

say nothing of their music

which is more a rustling

and snapping of leaves than their

clonking three-note calls

having flown so many miles
through April’s ghost-laden light
out of the drought’s edge,

escaping that salty barrier
between good and bad lands,

murky water low in farm dams.

Here, shiningly sure-footed,
the effect is turbulence,

blueness, snowy prescience,
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as they land, scavenging visitants,
pin-pointing the mallee red-gum’s

solitary crimson nebulas

near the shed. To one
shielding his eyes against

the intense, late sun, they're

things picked out of blindness,
or silhouettes, hopping

down to jab, wry-necked, at

last wet’s darkest nectars,

hard to identify

solely by ear-lobe, orange wattles.
Against whispered, lengthening sky,
they jump through shade and brilliance,
their noise etched in freeze-framed air.
Sleek foragers, solo instance

of droughty horizons

now captured in this firebrand tree,

you see them, as if back of the mind on waking,

or re-envisioned

through another person’s eyes

two sets of tracks winging it together

out of nowhere,

a fulcrum fluttering, a human face
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