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OUT AT PAREMOREMO ON TUESDAYS

I Sally-forth

Le Quattro Stagioni
Vivaldi
translated
through the car stereo
keeps time
with breasted hills
cow nippled
I taste this morning’s cud
milk and porridge stirred.

Secure as  any castle
moled in the earth

not hill topped
one solitary battlement beacons
behind its blue glass
a lone figure watches me
limp gunned
the enemy
is within.

I antenna a grounding checklist
bladder / zip
paranoia / smile
approach Aladdin
guardian of 1001 nights.
“Open  Sesame’’
modern magic is electronic
mechanically my feet
graze the polish
each movement screwed
by eyes

in the walls

Behind
the closing bars
introduce
a fifth season.

II A t  the Sally-port

Only mothers, wives, daughters,
sisters besiege this

breach with me
mice-snapping metal

all become supplicants to
God’s standins at central

about to enter the cage
a sleek ghost pads by

once at a zoo I watched her
turn and turn space-trapped

sometimes at night her captive cry
reaches I do  not visit

sweat prickles behind
my knees

I step
in.
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Ill ‘‘No Sallys here

He smiles
“Catholic
I’m the catholic one
my dear. ’’

offer my hand
palm soft
eye-exposed rare

hen’s teeth
easy count for the census
no beards elders or
camembert cheese

I walk the
whistle clean

corridors
box slow limbs chests
flash official orange
easy to see
distress signals

“Mea culpa
Father

I confess
I dyed
my tee-shirt. ’’

IV “SALLY TURN THE LIGHT ON’’

Something about the quality
of the light
its brightness filtered out
only half there
zebraed on the wall
a secure sign
placing its mark
on faces

(colour sucked
not permanent damage
to the body

can see
strips of blue

(‘enough to make a sailor
a handkerchief’

flecked
bird splinters

needle-feed colours
into our eyes
still we lick on
hollow-grey hunger.
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Exposing the Truth BALLAD OF THE BRICKS (SECOND-HAND)

Trying to talk about truth
over the telephone
was not a good idea
you need to see the eyes
to know.
Across the lines
static mocks

our conversation
counterpoints
thunder shadows
from last night’s storm.

Past midnight
she arrived

(alcohol soaked
I
shaken from dreams
resented
this time of pumpkin mice
the rest of the night
morsed
with lightning and her snores.
Amidst this morning’s ruin
a dog chews our Kleensak
domestic rubbish scattered
on a wet road.

Truth starved
I search
for scraps
amongst
the debris.

I
At their site clutter
a task seen

seems easy
to trailer-load two hundred.

Hard-eased
in borrowed gloves I would
as soon give up a smile
as admit defeat
to mortar-chipping men
I dig deep
for the best bricks
graceful on the rubble.

II
Bricks are heavy

hea vy
this truism bears
a more casual choice.
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GIVE ME A GIRL UNTIL SHE IS SEVEN

Meriel I

She sits drawing houses
straight lines
two windows and
a door
she hesitates
before she curls smoke
from a chimney.

Ill
Day Pickers

becomes
a silent movie
and I
the trapped actor
stumbling
in a haze of grey
to an incomplete finale.

Meriel II

Anarchy
there are marigolds among the vegetables
trees stud the lawn

she raises the spade high
a private crusade
her blows shatter the earth

roots raw in the sun
join renegade marigolds
a pyre of vengeance
gold and green char to black

she stands back
smiles
the right angles return.

IV
Drizzle down licks
brick dust
from my yellow parka
I
lean

mouth down stretched
against the trailer

meeting muscle softness
of a body moment still

homed.
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Meriel III

Hands  on head
sit up  straight
good
who is the neatest
who is the neatest
rule straight lines
slant your writing
left to right
left to right.

Meriel is an example
aren’t you Meriel
she smiles
her desk uncarved
laid with virgin paper,
finely sharpened pencils
prick the air
draw clear right angles
leave no smudge.

Meriel IV

Anarchy
there are marigolds among the vegetables
trees stud the lawn

she raises the spade high
a private crusade
her blows shatter the earth

roots raw in the sun
join renegade marigolds
a pyre of vengeance
gold and green char to black

she stands back
smiles
the right angles return.

Meriel V

wall lines
roof lines
window lines

connect to each other
right angle to right angle
clean / near / straight
the eyes move up  down across
there is no other focus
spaces in between arc emptv
perpetually
a wind snatches at silence
smoke curls from her unseen fire
burns for no one.
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HABITAT

I

Wipers
erase the
wet
slick on
my screen
clock
a passage through
winter’s
edge

II

in the hand
of the boy
on the pavement
mild milk
cased in glass
heading home
for a cup of tea
or warmed

on the stove
sweetener stirred

(honey
milo
whiskey

to coat the throat
punctuate daily
small-talk routines
which skirt spaces
cracks rank weeds
coring the city
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IVIll

even under Fowlds Park
a list throw from
my window
sewers run
a woman strolled there
last week
stepped through a hidden
manhole
raped

water washes the leaves
clean
at the periphery
of my  vision
unheeded cries for help
run  into the gutter
tyres slide
on  the greasy surface
squeal.

1716



Western Re-runs seasons greetings from the southern hemisphere

In Henderson
(our  western frontier
saddlery and stetsons
break cover on Saturdays

they call them hoons
found together in packs

(not the playing card kind
entertainment is not their line

haunting the highways in the weekends
horns and blurred speed
outlaws
outlined
in a rear vision mirror

(too close
don’t shoot
until you see the whites
of their eyes
fortunately they left
their lassos and six guns
at home

today

pass by

vanish into the sunset
leave no  trace
of their passage
no dust clouds
no hoof prints
but in the west
men will always be men

(and cowboys don ' t  cry
was it only

the funny clothes
the soft drawls
‘git along little doggies'

will
jessie james
billie the kid
and hopalong

always 4ook better
on celluloid.

bleached in the sun
bones in the sun
bleached bones in the sun
the blood can be found
high in the branches
dropping down on families
picnicking
white teeth gnash
bird flesh
purple mouths
birth
cherry stones

(beach balls and  blue sky
belie
snowllaked cards
on the mantelpiece
at home

uncle’s drinking steinlager
brother’s drinking d .b .  export
father’s drinking the rum
aunty mabel bought
the women are sipping just juice
and  planning the next meal
children are anywhere
and everywhere
like the sand
hidden in dunes

bodies of the unwanted
(hudson and hall
the cats’ kittens
never heard of them

decomposing into
non-nuclear waste

(but there are  only
330 shopping days
until next
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The Family Therapist and The Three BearsBEING A MATTER OF DEFINITION
(Waitangi 1984)

The white rabbit may have felt at home
except his fur would have dripped with the heat

Mirror, mirror on the wall
shows
3 bears
seated

(with Joe
arguing about who
broke the chair.
They can’t see me
they don’t know

(yet
that we don’t believe
in Goldilocks.
My pardner

(smile Joe
that’s right
you’re on candid video

fields the bears’ hugs
deftly side-steps
a hairy one,
“Good one

Joe
we’ve got a card trick

or two
up our sleeves

ain’t we pal. ’
I see their hand
4 of hearts
can ring Joe
short-distance.
Skinned
they won’t have a paw
to stand on,
next week we’ll give it to them
straight
NO Goldilocks
and I’ll get another chance
to play
fairest of them all.

waiting.
Inspector Silk says
the march was

not stopped
by the police.

White knight to red queen
or is it white Queen to black Queen
checkmate.

Inspector Silk says
the march was only

technically stopped
to ascertain its intention.

Over the bridge, under the bridge
through the bridge, off
the bridge, past the bridge
the possibilities remain (un)limited.

Inspector Silk says
the march organisers

claimed
the march was peaceful.

The white Queen’s man
sat in a house of cards
hatless hoping
his tory would think well of him
no one came.

Inspector Silk says
that he could not

recommend
the whole march be allowed on.

In the nearly deserted gollcourse
a fading smile hung in a tree
neatly stacked rubbish cairns
offered little resistance
to wind-scuffed white knights.

Inspector Silk goes home
to play croquet
with hedgehogs.
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