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to  miro, paola, krishna & julius

&

to riemke ensing

who spoke to mark

&

to stoneking

who has nurtured me 

screamed at me 

housed me 

hated me

loved me 

     though they cleaved there was no way out –

locked in finely wrought cages 

hideously secured 

by the power of millions – 

timing the race of humanity 

in its bruised visage –

from the gold lickers
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Arrow in the Heart

all along the dark avenues of the soul

you are the one – 

the one 

who lays the ghosts

all along the dark avenues of the soul

you plant thorn trees 

to commemorate the dead

you are the one – 

the one 

who binds the bodies

in labyrinth 

after labyrinth 

you wander

you are the one – 

the one 

who anoints 

the one 

who binds the bodies

all along the dark avenues of the soul 

[new york, 2000]

high walled tomb

i dreamed 

i was floating 

in my mother’s high walled tomb

the silver cord lay coiled

on the eve of life

i dreamed 

i crouched within a circle of stones

the sun fell into the circle of stones

the sun took me

i dreamed 

i was floating 

in my mother’s high walled tomb

the silver cord lay coiled

on the eve of life

i dreamed

the moon entered me

i lay in a black coffin

its high carved back

the helm of a ship

a blood red wave 

covered me

                     [new york, 1999]

                                          Agony’s

claw

in the mirror

my mother’s

face

on

mine

ancestral

face

totemic 

face

stares

into

the silver ice

of

mirror’s

thrall

ah! tear it off

tear it off

mask

face

my 

mother’s

face

pressing 

close

pressing 

close

until

one

mask

one

mask

in the mirror

my mother’s

face

on

mine

staring

into

the silver ice

of

mirror’s

thrall

blood

mask

ash

mask

black

hood

of

ancestor’s

jungle

tear it off

tear it off

heavy fruit

i was an angry baby

blue vein twitching

between eyes

my mothers bosom

was not bountiful

she fed me with

boiled silverbeet juice

too ugly to photograph

i screamed & vomited

my sister possessed

a full moon face

they loved her

manacles

everything was spinning

everything was made of particles of light.

it was always there –  the eye 

in its bloody socket 

saw thru 

that which was solidly presented

my lover Obsession & his brother Torment

took me at an early age

a cloak of gleaming stuff hung around my vehicles

blood red rivers ran down my arms

bloody manacles bound my wrists

goading me into a vortex of incoherence

i fell to the floor

screaming

slamming my head

the family gathered to view the spectacle

whispering loudly

i got migraines

my sister said i was weak in the head

the bit in the center was soft

my eye blew up 

everything possessed a double

casting gigantic shadows 

in the torture chamber

of my mind

i could not learn

i could not understand what they were talking about

knowledge possessed a dangerous sound

i made no attempt to decipher

mandala baskets
in late childhood

i pissed

into baskets

i tried to mop the piss up

with balls of cotton

fearful as flood raged

the mandala baskets

could not hold it

long sharp type of stick
when i was 7

i

sat

on

a long sharp type of stick

long sharp type of stick

thrusting

up

out of

dark earth

long sharp type of stick

penetrating

skin

hiding

entrance

to

labyrinth

skin penetrated

by

long sharp type of stick

alone

in

gone

to

seed

garden

i

lost  

this skin

i was 16

when

i 

was 

taken

by

a

man

ah!  ah!

stick was sharp

skin

that

hid

entrance

to

labyrinth

gone

man 

cheated

by

long sharp type of stick

said

i

was

not

virgin

ah! ah!

stick was sharp

he

left

me

for

another

moaning

to her

i

was

not

virgin

ah! ah!

stick was sharp

he

kept

my

photograph

in her

cutlery

drawer

rams

i am thinking of the rams

on my mothers vegetable dish

fanatical eyes staring out

the dish – white and unchanging

my mother rising above it

a caged bird

round flat tin

my mother never opened her door

to travelling salesmen

she had once opened her door

to a rawleighs man

he told her

he had a special cleaner

that would rid her of fly poo

she would not let him

open his voluminous bag

i longed to possess

a flat round tin of

pink rawleighs ointment

my mother said

rawleighs men were rough

when the hindu man

pulled up outside in his van

my mother leapt up his portable steps

inside the van

his long knife flashed

as he cut open

a pink watermelon

his dark face

his white teeth

his scales shook

as he weighed

the heavy fruit

black seeds

spilled

holey singlet

(about my grandmother 

who wasn’t my grandmother)

when my mother 

could not tolerate tantrums

any longer

she sent me to stay 

with my grandmother

squat

heavily powdered

dead white

black hat

jammed

low

on head

black 

eyes

glistening

behind her 

veil

at night

she knelt

praying

in a holey 

vest

flesh falling 

down

on dark floor

silver & jet rosary 

swaying

warlike

i lay

on her bed

staring through

her

holey

vest

longing for a glimpse

of sacred places

on her index finger

a rose gold ring

vied for

light

between window & blind

darkness

streamed

high

 on white plaster wall

sweet jesus

simpered

bleeding heart

dripping blood

under a heavy

black

crucifix

i silently wept

in her living room

‘mongst black 

antique furniture

mona lisa

stared

gas heater

hissed

blue flame

licking 

in & out

she told me about

wicked people

banished in hell

in a black scuttle

lumps of coal

mirrored 

writhing snakes

cupid

fired an arrow

dante & beatrice

strolled

confined in metal frame

her

sumptuous

 breasts

a heavy ash

of

bird seed

lay on the furniture

2 budgerigars 

1 blue

1 yellow

flew twittering

round the room

perching on my grandmothers

head

they spoke

in disconnected

voices

terrified of birds

from hell

i crouched

watching her devour

a huge plate of cauliflower

&

white sauce

bosom heaving

feet jammed

in

fur lined slippers

she rented a room

to an indian

from oxford

rarely seen

the door to his room

was shut

though i stared

long

at his bakelite doorknob

when he entered 

her living room

light dazzled round him 

his cello

voice

plucking tones

unheard before

the budgerigars

encircling

screaming

pretty boy pretty boy

she offered him

fruitcake

his fine 

blue black hands 

hovering

above

thick yellow 

almond icing

in the tall 

gilt cage

a white cuttle seed swung

rolling melons

in my family

no one possessed 

large bosoms

mine were small & hard

later they grew

from an ardent wish

to possess melons

they rolled

on my mother’s

oak table

shocking her

into removing

bread & butter

demanding to know

if i was pregnant at 48

i who had given birth

to so many

nurturing each child

to the age of 7

sorrow & guilt

accumulated

blowing up

wickedness

until she was

disproportionate

speak not  in frozen tongue

speak not in frozen tongue

of the lost child

of the slow stultified 

beat

of hearts dread

mind’s

tearing torrents

speak not in frozen tongue

of the lost child

of

rancid nest

stuffed

with falsified eggs

of

feet 

in suppurating

separation

from

legal forging of

hands

plucking at realism’s

rot

gathering around

stationary matter

drowning in oil

(for ruth)

in school

i sat next to a girl 

called ruth

white tennis dress

one blackhead 

on a roman nose

told me her mother

possessed 

a blackhead remover

said she loved whole wild mutton birds

her father ordered them 

from the south island

whole wild mutton birds

drowning in oil

pressed close 

in kerosene tins

eyes 

wings 

hearts 

legs 

claws 

feathers

her small golden hands

lay on the desk

i didn’t know i was to become

a vegetarian

antique swords

(for julius)

when i was 18

i met a virgin

she collected

antique

swords

kept them

in

a

blood red

tower

when a 

train

shot by

the tower shook

the swords rattled

she lost

her virginity

sold

her swords

gave birth

to twins

hydrangea

(for the man who i thought was my father

for the grandmother who i thought was my grandmother)

i do not know if this hydrangea bush is real

ive seen these big bruised ones before

when i was a child

at my grandmothers

they grew in pots

with concrete balls 

on each side

i never heard my feet falling

the floor was made of rubber

i could hear the trams passing

it was always dark

as i rounded the corner

i could see the hydrangeas

when my grandmother died

i went back to that place

to live with my father

the hydrangeas were still there

i could not see my face in the mirror

i sat by the window

watching the trams

in winter i lit the gas fire

there was nothing outside

except concrete

&

hydrangeas

the carillon

i could hear it

striking

(waiheke island, 1968)

thesaurus

(for miro)

when i was 9 months pregnant

i got stuck in the lavatory

with a red & black thesaurus

after 5 hours of enforced study

i was let out

not long after this

you were born

at an early age

your vocabulary was extensive

mine was strangely applied 

in dark places

my fear of being locked away

grew

moving water

(for miro)

when my first born was three

we moved to a tall brick house

creeper grew on it

it had a pantry 

with a little crossed window looking out

on a green bank

a kitchen where the sun came

the bedroom was big and dark

the child had nowhere to play

she crouched at the table drawing

the landlady lived above us

she wore the face of an eagle

a big fur coat

we paid her a lot of money

when i took a shower

she turned on the cold tap

i screamed

she did not hear

she collected precious stones

went out in her fur coat 

searching for them

there was a little concrete yard 

with a tap

where i lay in the sun 

with no clothes

above me was an old boarding house

sailors came

stood on the verandah

watching me

they said

i did not have much bosoms

i did not want them to see me

but i needed the sun

it bared down on me

until i knew nothing

it was at this house

i lost myself

i did not know my face

i was afraid to go out

i watched people through the window

i did not know why my belly was so big

it was not until the seventh month

i knew i was with child

i felt him lying inside me

i dreamed of a chair i made

its back was moving water

it had two knobs like acorns

they opened

inside

was a sculpture of a little christ

his penis an ancient stone

i did not know what it meant

i wanted to paint a man with a basket of bread

walking by a river with big stones and fish

i wanted to paint women with vaginas and bosoms

our landlady told us to go

we could not find a place

i went with my child on a boat

a storm came

the next day we found a house 

lying below the road

it was here 

paolo moses was born 

more stuffing in the bird

(for miro)

in early childhood

you were obsessed

by an old elephant

housed in a museum

sawdust stuffing

fell from his anus

fern fronds

slap your body

as you walk

up the long dry path

to my house

entering the doorway

your baby blue shoes

kick the blood red floor

you tell me about a dinner party

you attended last night

tho you spoke of hunger

you were not fed

at 10 o’clock

a stuffed bird appeared

you were given

a wing

& a crumb of stuffing

whilst the host

devoured a burial mound 

announcing

there’s more stuffing in the bird

tho you rummaged 

in the bird’s hole

                                        there was none

wrapped stoats

(for sam hunt)

a letter and a book of poems came from you

as i sat writing

naked in the winter sun

you said you would come over the water

to the sounds

ride through the early morning to see me

i thought of the old woman with the one eyed house

in a garden of cabbages

she dreamed you were riding on a rainbow

i read a poem you wrote my sister

i remembered when i came with my first born

to that red house by a bridge

where a thin creek ran

where the sea ran into it

it had two long rooms

the floor was concrete

it was here i met you

your eyes long

your feet wrapped stoats

i was dark    full of doom

i would sweep the house

polish the desk with it toffee legs

water the floor so the dust would not rise

do the washing in the old cracked sink

where the water ran out into the yard

and made a moat

when the sheets got dirty i threw them away

my hands were cracked

my fingernails turned black

my child and i fed the gulls

she chased them into the water

ate their bread

we made fires together

i read you my writing the silverfish ate

you did not wish for a married woman

you liked a young virgin

i wanted my mother

i wished for death 

i watched the jagged rocks

where a black shag sat

we would go drinking 

at the paekakariki pub

i would drink til i knew no more

i am collecting wood for the fire

its cold by the woodshed

the hills are dark 

glass mountain

(for my mother & father)

when i was 33  

i met a man

he said 

the lines on your hand are a map 

there is a 

secret

surrounding your birth

the man who you think is your father

is not your father

i crept away

the boat slid between

huge sleeping hills

seagulls screamed

their eyes cruel

i came to my mothers house

i said to her

who is my father

she said nothing

for a long time

nothing

then she said

your father is

the jewish painter

patrick hayman

i sent a photograph of myself

i was afraid he would not want me

i looked like an indian

i wore a white feather in my hair

i told him about

my broken marriage

my abortions

my lovers

my children

my self imprisonment

i said

life is a glass mountain

i keep climbing up

i keep falling down

i live in a dream

i turn everything i love

into a fetish

my father wrote to me

he wanted me

he had no children

only me

he asked me to come and stay with him

in london

i was afraid of the world

i did not wear clothes

i did not eat meat

i lived high up in a hidden valley 

within a circle of hills

a great river rushed down the valley

met another river

the land was full of stones and foxgloves

i did not show my paintings to anyone

from the age of 26

i hid them in cupboards instead of food

i stood at the airport 

my plaits 

dying silkworms

my father 

bound in the still egg of a dream

hovered in his long gabardine coat

curls straggling on his collar

smooth olive face

blurry & secretive

mouth opulent

he was frightened when he saw me

cleaving to the wall

as if wanting to escape

he had run from me all these years

we drove away in a black limousine

the tall dark house was full of his paintings

i showed him my paintings

in a head on collision

we recognized each others 

queerly mapped territory

wanting each other

yet

rejecting each other

violently

each one aghast 

at the others likeness

each one turning away

from love offered 

coat

i never wore my stitched coat for you

coat of agony

coat of deep rivers

coat with ears of wheat

coat with protecting eyes

coat with savage teeth

coat with stitches of minute agony

coat i stitched

with my painting, a deep wound

coat i stitched with my bosoms,

heavy in milk

i never walked with you

in red dress & stitched coat

you never felt the stitches

like secret scars

in the sun

cracked knobs

(for miro and paola)

inside the red house

was

a long white room

an old brass bed

with cracked knobs

where mason bees nested

at the window hung long sticks of bamboo

tied

together

with blood red thread

a thin door

with pink & green wavering glass

opened on to a concrete path

a

wire gate

where the goat raced thru

her

face

stark

white

on the end of a chain

paolo moses

he was born in the sun

the loquat tree pressed against my window

heavy with fruit

that night

a dark blue bird

with a cruel beak

flew into the house

it stayed

until day break

beating its wings against the walls

the people said

someone shall die

not long after this

he died

his hands clutching my hair

i made a painting

the man & woman 

clutching each other in terror

the bird

beating against the window

the baby

stretched out

thin & white

on

a

black

bed

[waiheke island, 1969]

death of paolo moses

(to norman)
i came heavy with child in the fierce sun

the house was blood red

hiding below the road

the front door was shaking

the gate was wire

fallen stars on the path

hidden by mud

near the clothesline

where clothes hung

dry & empty

was a swaying wooden cross

the chimney rose up 

in the painted sky

all summer cicadas shrieked

their heavy bodies

glued to walls

rats with shining eyes

skimmed up trees

the swollen pods of nikaus crashed

my baby clung to me

his eyes seeing beyond

when he died

i walked

thru

the wire gate

down the long dusty road

there was a shop

a telephone box

a little crushed beach

where the sea

ran

in

ran 

out

[waiheke island]

hunted beast

i came to that house on waiheke island

a hunted beast

the house lay below the road

the chimney rising huge and red

inside rats skated

there was no bed

here paolo moses was born

i could not see out of the windows

i walked through the rooms

my feet falling like irons

my tears stones on his head

he was small and rapt

he died in that house

they took him away

they would not let me see him

i painted pictures of women

their vaginas glistening shells

i bore another child

people were outside

i saw out of the windows

i made clay pots with red women 

racing round them

amazed at themselves

i slowly knew the trees 

that moved near the house

i oiled my hair

plaited it into two black horns

the pigeons were heavy and painted

mating in the loquat tree behind my bed

i made clay pots and icons

they were baked in a kiln like a prison

some of the pots exploded

leaving black holes 

like gasps

i left the house

that lay below the road

i left that house

in an airplane like a shaking bird

half moon bay

the sea was reached

by a steep narrow track

creeping thru

black manuka trees

her entrance guarded

by huge flax bushes

flowers red throated

stamens flaring

bush covered mounds

running down

to the sea

a lapping womb

opening

shutting

over boulders

like black eggs

[waiheke island – 1967]

room with black stove

(to miro and paola)
the room with the black stove

was

small – bare

broken

its window – cracked

the child played in this room

on a cold night

creeping over the floor

playing

with dried oil paints

under a naked light bulb

in the corner

above a huge mirror

was a hole in the ceiling

shewing the dead leaves

of a rats nest

around the peeling walls

were pictures

by my first born

of people in 2 faces

their hands

exploding fireworks

their

eyes

whirlpools

white bird

(for miro)

on the boat

i sat in a crowded room

you could reach out & touch the sea

many women sat near me playing cards

a young girl with the face of a mermaid

sat with the women

one of the women said

look out

there’s a bee on your shoulder

kill it

kill it

shrieked the girl

i turned away

their voices were loud

above the sea

where a white bird

rose

higher

higher

its

eye

dark

&

restless

[wakamarina, 1971]

amber cow

(for paola)

before you could walk

you stood 

small and resolute

in my lap

milking my spurting tits

into a preserving jar

pouring it back

& forth

continuously misfiring

until there was no milk left 

black shoes in bed

on the hill behind your house

‘mongst pigeons in the karaka trees

you cut flax

wove me a basket

filled it with red apples

sent it to me

you say you are going on a journey

same time last year

you returned from a journey

you went where they left turtles to die

on their backs in the sun

where people were hungry

you strolled under palm trees

dressed in white

eating little bananas

you came back in the dying sun

i did not know your face

you lay between me and my child

we both had colds

barked like dogs

you were surprised to see my child wearing

black shoes in bed

i write in the dying sun

i have made a clay pot

its mouth opens in a gasp

silenced by an egg

the egg has exploded

leaving the pot

dark

burnt

[wakamarina, 1971]

fox glove poem

last year

same time

same time as this

sweet peas were black

by the side of the road

i did not know the fox gloves then

last year

same time

same time as this

i was hidden   hidden by walls

dark red

a long road 

lay between us

the hills were burnt black

black the manuka trees

black black the sweet peas

by the side of the road

i did not know the fox gloves then

the throats of the fox gloves

are spotted   spotted inside

the black storm has passed

leaving the river yellow & swollen

at the foot of the house

the leaves of the fox gloves

are pale fur

between the hills

i shall never know the river

yet i bathe my head in its waters

walk on its smooth stones

i shall never know the trees

that stand on the other side

i know only the fox gloves

the fox gloves

last song

you come

you and your claustrophobia

to drop in my lap

you never thought

i could have changed

from a wooden martyr

in a bath of your blood

my feet

thorns

your moon is not in the same place as mine

the river flows fast

over smooth rock

where you lie

that red fish you catch with your hands

gapes from a bowl of rock

i never saw the snakes

that glide round you

your letter comes from a summer far away

you cannot feel the winter

that has come down on me

the wairau massacre

(for johan heinrich)

i have seen the cannon the white men traded

for the wairau valley

its chained to a painted trolley

outside the plunkett rooms

two winters between these hills

the lemon tree still bears

at tuamarina

each winter a different lover

the fruit

falls

into

deep grass

the big kiln does not burn

at tuamarina

by the bridge to the wairau massacre

only the tree remains

the 

tree

at tuamarina

in the wairau valley

[wakamarina, 1975]

2 thin arms of black wool

(for  norman & paola)

when we went to wellington

i had some money to buy clothes

last winter 

we had no warm clothes

i wore a thin painted skirt

a jersey 

from an old mans singlet

sleeves from long underpants

when we got to wellington

i could not remember our valley

i saw people

i saw red velvet

same kind you see 

on the seats at the theatre

i bought that velvet

we sat in a place

where they trapped trees

grew flowers in squares

covered the earth

with

a

black

shroud

we ate big purple grapes

out

of

a

paper

bag

our child lay on a seat

between painted rubbish tins

i covered her

with the red velvet

i said to you

i shall buy you 

socks

you said

you’ve spent all the money

my 

heart

was

stone

between

trapped

trees

i have

hung the red velvet

at

my window

above

it

a hollow egg

on 2 thin arms of black wool

stretched 

over naked boards

there is only these boards

between me

&

the hills

rain

falls on my face

when i lie

in

bed

two pear trees

2 pear trees stand by the river

the river is deep & dark

i gather fallen fruit with my child

pears lie hidden in the leaves

2 pear trees stand close

together

grey sand stretches

on

&

on 

[wakamarina, 1971]

above darkness

(for my brother, martin)

i am fearful of the city

where

the sun

is

caught

between houses

my mother

lives

in one of  these houses

thru 

a 

gate

down narrow steps

the house is dark

my mother watches the sun

thru

a

window

it opens onto the roof

i could fall off

the

edge

below

is a garden

flowers grow tall

reaching

up

above

darkness

[wakamarina, 1973]

end of a relationship 

(for norman)

2 rivers meet

at

the

foot

of the valley

all day alone  -  painting

at 

dusk

when you do not return with our child

i run down the valley

the fear of my childhood upon me

at deep creek 

i stand on the bridge

water is trapped

down a steep ravine

wattle trees cling to the sides

the wattles are smoke

in the water

they are lighting little fires all over the hills

its like the beginning of a war

[wakamarina, 1975]

room of women

(for johan heinrich)

my child says

will the hen marry the weka

now the rooster has gone

the frost is thick up here

in the morning

you can walk

on the river

coming out of the frost

i saw you

a wild bird

in a huge coat

your face a ray of light

in a room of women

flowers in your pocket 

[wakamarina, 1972]

hollow egg

alone in this room

with the wind

black stripes between the boards

a

hollow

egg

blood red

above

me

room of smoke & wind

winter comes down

with

you

in summer

i beat

dough

for bread

legs wrapt around the bowl

you never picked the wild pears

winter comes down

with the fig tree

naked

in

thorns

& 

you

my body wrapt

in strange clothes

[wakamarina,  1971]

dark

i am dark  - 

dark between these hills

dark in my room

where light shews

between 

cracks

where 2 stone penises

move

on each side of the window

dark at dawn

when the leaves of the beech tree

are full of light

when 

sky

is

pale

& 

endless

[wakamarina, 1972]

2 black roosters

(a song for the conrad brothers)

a dark man

with

2

jewels

hanging

from

1

ear

brought me

2

black roosters

they

did

not

crow

the river was

yellow

&

swollen

i laid with that man

beside

a

red

bath

i gave him wild pears

a clay pot

with

a

woman

deep

inside

a dark man

with

2

jewels

hanging

from

1

ear

brought

me

1

white

hen

the river was

yellow

&

swollen

i was stitching a red dress

with green thread from the pear trees

when

the

moon

was

full

he

filled

a

sack

with his

salt teared cross

his

worry

ball

his

womb

pot

he 

left

on

his

motor

bike

it was

then

i

saw

outside the dark circle

a

white

path

i could not reach

at

dawn

the roosters

crowed

for the first time
[wakamarina, 1971]

i tie your black hair with cerulean wool

(for johan heinrich)
not often i sit

idle

waiting for you

looking into the winter sun

watching the sun move across the sky

until

it

is

gone

behind a black

hill

walking to meet you with my child

returning

without

you

ice

on my face

crouching by a smoking stove

i hear your motor bike

your nose is the beak of an eagle

my child

&

i

hang

from your beard

i tie your black hair with cerulean wool

[wakamarina, 1972]

vaginas like watermelons

(for johan heinrich)

on my birthday

i came to you

in the embroidered shroud

i stitched

with savage eyes

vaginas like watermelons

my

hair

plaited

in

2

black horns

the rest

fell

in 2 rivers

my

face

lifted

to

you

in

the

painted

sky

[1971]

stone image

(for johan heinrich)

in my full moon skirt

my blouse

of an eagles back

my

face

a

stone image

on your birthday

a cocks feather

a black sickle

a circle of hedgehogs skin

spinning

above

me

hanging

on

a

rope

my big shoes

painted

blue

[1971]

crossed loaves

(for johan heinrich)

on the day of the wedding

i baked 2 round loaves of bread

with a cross in the center

did my hair in little plaits 

all over my head

the child wore an apron

i had painted

with a tree –  wild flowers – 

stars –  and a black cross

i dressed in a skirt

its pattern moving

the child wore 2 furry flowers in her hair

of the kind that grow by the sea

we waited in our faces

shining

when you did not come

i placed the crossed loaves on the table

with your speckled pot in the center

inside 

i placed

the egg necklace

the child made you

i covered this with a white cloth

coming down the valley between the hills

we met you

you wore a black suit

the wedding was in a church

where i often stopped to pick flowers

later

in the church hall

i stood holding a glass

my body in separate parts

i lost my face

at the wedding

you lost your heart

it hung

from a golden chain

song of a wandering bride

(for johan heinrich)

we fell off your motorbike

i fell on top of you

i saw your face

in a glass ball

your eye of a wild bird

shut 

on the road

your bed is a white tent

stitched with silver sequins

by your wandering bride

you’ve painted her on the wall

propped up on a bed

like a swooning plate

i have laid in that white tent

under a dark hat of pines

stitched with silver sequins

by your wandering bride

that pale blue chest

is a kicking baby

under the window

with the salt teared cross

an ear of corn

a pink satin pillow

encircled by a snake

at the foot of your bed

i have laid between those

fur sheets

in your white tent

under a hat of

dark

pines

[tuamarina,  1973]

song

(to johan heinrich)

ive said before

your face is lovely

like a little shark

when you come close

shewing

your teeth

like a wild bird

your eye

in full moon

my legs felt hot & furry

under my skirt

yet

the moon was chipped

&

your

shoes

worn

biscuits

[wakamarina, 1973]

swollen mattress

(to krishna & julius)

the old house hid behind

a barbary hedge

spiky with thorns

squatting on a stony mound

humming

in a high seething voice

under a leaking

pie-shaped

roof

peeling walls exposing

fleshy slabs of blushing wood

baked by sun

lit by moon

her gloating cracks

seeping

sticky with sap

stark naked windows

revealing

shadowy figures

chimney pitching 

into sky’s 

netted rose

an ancient lemon tree

bearing 

stiff-nippled lemons

hung in grey lichen

ghost trees walked

the gate

heavy with memories

tied together with string

legs

sunk

into earth

under a fading green lintel

a broken door swung

door knob

rattling in socket

big iron key

stuck

in keyhole

one fell into

a dim

spidery hallway

colliding with

a full-bellied

brandy barrel

stuffed with

dried figs

in long yellow wooden boxes

dried bananas

pressing close 

as sardines

the interior of the house was 

cool - deep 

a pentagonal room

struck by oblique light

the black gasping fireplace

full of thin white arms

of wood

the yearning floor

heaved

shimmered

one groped over

knots – veins

fell 

in & out

of

holes

beneath the crossed window

a black iron bedstead 

stood on taut legs

bearing a swollen mattress

and 

3 wheezing

feather quilts

sacred logs

(for krishna & julius)

in the kauri kitchen

the smoky lamps

were dimmer than candles

except for sudden

mad flaming

the small black-eyed sons

almost engulfed

adept at handling flame

they swung the lamps

as if on a ship

they wheedled sharp knives

slaughtering vegetables

hacking at logs

with little axes

stoking up the fire

until the chimney trembled

flames licking the ceiling

until it glowed

red

bringing the father down the hall

to accuse us of burning all the wood

instructing us to burn

1 stick at a time

oblivious

we burnt sacred logs

gazing hungrily at furniture

fallen moon

(for krishna & julius)

they called me

the Neria-Naria woman

-

the old kauri kitchen

a

womb

stuffed with

eagles’ feathers

smoking masks

weeping icons

of

mother & child

great dusty jars of golden honey

black honeycomb 

drowning

like millions of eyes

a leaping skeleton 

nailed 

to the wall 

a broken

blue basket

full of eggs

a small crossed window

where our lady - Constantina,

the goat -

thrust her white face

at dusk

the round table

a fallen moon

her wide crack

inviting sticky fingers

her scars

burns

her ancient trunk

her claws

clutching

a slumberous ball

the black-eyed sons

sat tipping on flimsy oval-backed chairs

crumbling homemade bread

calling for shop-bread

drunkenly pouring lemon drink

from a huge salt-glazed jug

her pink throat

throwing up drowning leaves

of mint

they slurped it up in spotted goblets

the kettle boiling – spilling

over the stove

the flame

sliding

up the chimney

holey tub

(for krishna & julius)

in the old kauri kitchen

the ceiling ran down to the floor

scrubbed white

pitted & veined

it rose in hillocks

sank

a rapacious stove

flamed

day & night

boiling water spurting

from a ravening spout

in summer we stood naked

before the open fire-door

fierce sun not enough to warm us

we craved

the naked flame

the eldest son raving

to an invisible audience

leaned too close to the oven door

oblivious as numbers burnt

into his arm

the high-backed

holey tin tub 

stood

as if on a stage

water leaking

rapidly into soapy rivers

they cried out continuously

for more hot water

precariously pitching from kettle’s spout

along the peeling wall

ran a hard narrow seat

its broken springs

prodding flesh

i sat for hours

the sons suckling

running lead bulldozers

over my naked body

mapped by apocalyptic 

births

deaths

as they sucked

they attempted to open doors

lead bulldozers

crashing onto

startled mound

in open window

eucalyptus trees

lifted their arms

to the sky

bark falling

in reels

of pink flesh

shining cockroaches

(for krishna & julius)
behind the black stove

shining cockroaches

studded the wall

their feelers

trembling

touching

air

in dark wooded rooms

we stitched

needles shining swords

thrusting

in & out

dressed as knights

they beheaded old stalwart bears

in knitted bathing suits

their doomed

glass eyes

glowing amber

poked in on wire sticks

from the top of the hall

i witnessed

stuffed heads

falling

sewed them back on

with blood-red thread

they hacked them off

2 miniature koalas 

remained

heads

too

hard

to

sever

they lolled

unwanted 

about the house

viced in humps

(for krishna & julius)

each night the father

journeyed up the long hall

to read occult literature

in the smoke-filled kitchen

the sons & i sat reading

cruel fairy tales

when the fire died down

one of the sons

rammed wood down the gullet

of the old black stove

whipping up the flame

with a long crooked poker

every hour one of the sons

journeyed up the long hall

to ask the father to come down

the hall was steep

viced in humps

filled with watery light

a narrow door

windowed in blood-red glass

reflected 2 old guava berry trees

hung in lichen

leaning across the path

touching

in grief’s silence

fields yearned

past

the broken gate

the father sat

in the aura of a dwindling lamp

his face

lost in his black beard

the fine lids of his eyes

hooding

fear

the room full of sculptures

a woman in a sigh of wood

hands

covering her face

from the ceiling a stone cunt

hung

on a rusty chain

twisted paintings

bent in anguish

besmirched in paint like blood

heavy veils of old velvet

covered

the shipwrecked bed

the walls

boarded with kauri

gasped between the cracks

in snarling teeth

the crossed window

trembled

heart of flame

at dusk

when the sun

had fallen

behind the black hill

the father

lit rubbish fires

disappeared

to melt

gold & silver

in a molten 

crucible

high up

beyond

the eye

of the house

the sons

teetered 

on the edge

of rubbish fires

heroically prodding 

with long sticks

small white teeth

gleaming

black eyes

reflecting

leaping flames

in yearning fields

i mounted the dry ancient hill

when moon

a sliver of glass

slit the sky

i came upon

2 small figures

watching like a she wolf

afraid to cry out

lest they fell

into the heart of flame

in smoky distance

a great pine tree

dropped her cones

like warm owls

in

      deep grass

holes

(for julius)

a wide verandah

with

a jutting tin roof

ran along the front of the house

cracked columns of kauri

like nibbled legs

held up the roof

some of the wooden lace

had fallen off

leaving

bitten ears

in one of the nibbled legs

a hole

big enough

for a small

hand

the youngest son

posted

a black seahorse

a rainbow crystal

a red tip truck

a silver coin

the youngest son 

loved holes

the struggle to birth an idea

(for del & marilyn, in big indian, new york)

alone in the tall narrow house

i was the lighthouse keeper

the sea shone into my heart

seals played in the shadow of night

when moon

fell

into silver water

the great trees walked down from the hills

on the eve of life

the sea lapped

our lady of the waterfall

poured her juices

down

her dark cleft

of

stone

boulders – lunged

tore

at her

feet

thrown up by eruptions –

desirous –

her moss

trembled

at night i sat at a long table

made from the rudder of a ship

that caught fire at sea

beached

it lay on the shore for years

until the wood was washed white

the wounds and scars

remained black

burnt

alone, i sat writing

in the naked window

reflected in the arms of the olive tree

her olives

falling

hard - bitter

on the ground.

under a full moon

the sea 

ran in

ran  out

in my 47th year

i sought

my shadow

falling

from ash 

to ecstasy

flames shooting

from my head

on my knees

before a rose bush

weeping

over her thorns

i painted the struggle to birth an idea

called to this place

to cast off the dross

crystallized

round the soul

the apocalyptic light

piercing the heart

in its rickety case

striking the mind

in its stagnant

pit –

night and day

i heard the howl of the world

Horror and Torment 

screaming through my veins

clashing with Logic 

looming 

in his white tower –

playing on an instrument

circular

in its intent

ships with white sails

forged through the sounds

anchored

in the bay

from the windows of my room

a pohutokawa tree

stood

at the edge of the sea

covered in red flowers

i painted for my life

one look back

i would

fall

i kept my eye

fixed 

on the present

hands blind

over hidden terrain

watering the rose –

paying a bitter toll

for the price of materializing dreams –

seared by light

in a tomb

of ignorance

i wrote

i am the bride of the spectre

my veil –

rent –

besmirched

in

paint –

blood of the soul

the spectre does not have a body

he uses mine

groping under Life’s hood

i birth dreams -

 paint on illusion’s shroud

i fall into life

in a lidless coffin

one morning i awoke in fear

my companions – 

Lucidity and Logic -

had flown

Horror and his brother Torment

closely attended me

i could not call for help

no longer vigilant

quailing in

fumes of turpentine

paint insidiously seeping

into the heart

 cobalt blue

mad lead yellow

blood red

azure

turquoise

white

black

black

tormenting the brain

multiplying heart’s tick

on cliff’s edge

i rode a bicycle

chopped wood with a sharp axe

spinning in a vortex

the eye saw through everything

twenty stairs to my room

the kowhai tree pressed against the window

a blue pigeon stared

on the eve of life

the sea lapped

lapped

i must jump through seven hoops of white flame

i cowered

i ran to the glass house to play with cucumbers

long –

verdant –

swelling on the vine

fat lettuces

rooted

in dark earth

i entered the doorway

tripping

lifting both hands 

as if about to be shot

pictures of my life appeared 

in a swelling bubble on my forehead

in slow motion

i fell

slashing my wrists

 blood spurting

hands hanging by a thread

passing in a boat

the caretaker of waterfall bay

saw a fountain of blood

a headless figure

 running

screaming

lying in the bottom of the boat

my life 

ebbing away

i could not remember who i was

flying out of my body

on a long silver cord 

saw myself –

an empty glove

crying out

 “ah sweet death – take me

take me”

the sea was

lapping

on the eve of life

i lay for weeks

watching a vine

climb up a tree

explode

into

a blood red flower

from a wild donkey

 – braying

before a closed door

i   became a lamb

patiently chewing

eyes lifted

to the painted sky

a man in a boat

came

to take me away

cradling my wooden lute

i climbed into the boat

and 

the lute cried out

in one long note

and was silent

and the sea lapped 

over those scars and wounds

that might have opened

flesh of my heart

(to stoneking)

in my 50th year

my teeth are still sharp

i

slowly devour

the flesh

of my heart

i was ill when i only ate pasta

it was so

white

under the hood

of 

a black dish

i

dreamed

all my teeth fell out

black cross

(to stoneking)

i am jealous  tonight

i am jealous of

a white stone

i am jealous

of a black cross

i am jealous

of a moon

i am jealous…

of

a

leaf

hard icing easter eggs

(for stoneking on his 54th birthday –

i didn’t give him a present)

as a child

you sat alone

year after year

under a christmas tree

praying over presents

you never opened

every easter

you saved

your hard icing easter eggs

keeping them

in your mother’s refrigerator

examining them

at regular intervals

until they fell to pieces

and your mother

threw them away

christmas eve night

(for krystyna)

once i would’ve died

at the sight of wrapt presents

in wet hands

i ripped them open

fingered each fatal object

doll

snake

silver necklace

doll

with staring eyes

malicious smile

bright pink legs

snake shot up 

the stick

once

fell

in a heap of damp paper

i longed for a pedal car

red tin body

hanging over a gate

i knew a girl

thin as a sugar stick

said    the devil was everywhere

she ate with her mouth closed

hair shaved up the back

lived at the home of compassion

i though it was where they kept

dried up passion fruit

starless

christmas eve night

materialism rages

in the polish house

great cakes are baked

iced in coffee & chocolate 

a black stove

with a guilty mouth

gapes

at white

mutinous

mushrooms

tender ears

drop

into blood red borsht

starless

christmas eve night

i call

i hear

the sound of your house

the gold hand from mexico

knocks

i have

been

sweet

i have been

loving

i have been

hateful

i have been

starless

christmas eve night

materialism rages

you do not walk

over

the 

water

last day of august

(for stoneking)

born

last day of august

falling

out of

fire

into

earth

ah    how cold

your feet

galloping

over

under

a

mystical body

revered

in

the

sight

of

love

under

darks

cloak

you grope 

good friday

(for stoneking)

on good friday

i found a brazil nut

lying on a path that led

down to the sea

i held it

in my hand

its long dusky shell

hid

its nut 

blue ape

sometimes he 

climbed

14 stairs

to my room

so big

he reached the ceiling

he could look like

a dusky squirrel

a monkey

a lion

even a blue ape

when he looked in the mirror

he’d try to press his collar

into shape

crying out against his reflection

erected on Loves Altar

i 

held 

his 

feet

secretly 

kept

in 

tight 

socks

white tower

(to stoneking)

ah, how dark in the labyrinth!

i have lost my way

where

where are the great trees

the 3 azure lakes

ah, 

the white tower shoots

erects itself

ah 

ah, does it possess a bone?

a weeping eye?

have you

have you

tasted

the crimson jube

under its cursed hood?

have you tasted the darkness?

melbourne cup day

(for stoneking)
on melbourne cup day

old men

surge

down myrtle street

seduced 

by memory

i

bow

before restriction

study

cruelty

as i once studied thorns

familiarity

does not make

anguish

easier to bear

each morn i rise

early

in the courtyard

a golden crocus

shoots

out of dark earth

i once lived near a beloved

our streets

ran

parallel

from my balcony

i could see

the roof of his house

between a 6 foot cactus

and wooden teeth

i stared

a solitary prisoner

at night when sleep

did not take me

i ran

in bare feet

thru freshly washed streets

past his house

i never touched

his black fence

his

gate

his

frowning window

eclipse

(for stoneking)

the yarra river

is narrow

hidden

it runs between

dry

land

you sent me a postcard

of the eclipse - 

a white sun

stares

a full circle trammeled

by a pungent moon

desolate in shifting power

black crows

scattering

april shall soon depart

in the cruelty of a melbourne winter

i wait for you

leave the courtyard door

open at night

lest you should walk in

& find me shipwrecked

ah! what keeps you away?

has another

closed over your wounds

applying salves

as white bandages spill

from Love’s vanity case?

[clifton hill, melbourne, australia, 1997] 

letter to stoneking 

(from new zealand to santa cruz)

this place

hath

given 

me

mundanity

offered

as

if

a pallid

bun

i

have 

partaken of…

slowly

slowly

i

die

ah!  lift me out

lift me out

i have no power

here

i

swarm

in

multitudinous

nightmare

i am

no

stronger

or

weaker

than

you

so

great

is

plight

i have been forced

to

apply

strength

thru

glass

thru

flame

snake like

up

the

ladder

falling

back

bitten

once

twice

ah!  ah!

lift me out

lift me out

i have no power

here

i 

swarm

in

multitudinous 

nightmare

viper

(for stoneking)

you call out of a hot siena afternoon

into

a dark new zealand night

you say you cannot walk at night

for vipers hiss

at every turn

how? i ask you

can one recognise

a viper

does viper coil in memory

does viper coil at base of spine

a seemingly indestructible mass

is memory

by every stile & turnpike

vipers hiss

to travel by foot at night

could be a danger

yet i swear there is a viper

at every turn

as dark strikes light

in tenderness of morn

i have seen the stuff of vipers hiss

i have eaten crumbs

on loves floor

ah! we are the vipers children

our vipers coats

expensively buttoned

against life 

siena’s thighs

(for stoneking)

you say you are going mad

between siena’s thighs

you could be reborn

or live out an imitation

of that which causes

horror to Soul

on trail for committing

the act

of

birth & death

that skittery stuff

of

loves palace

makes teeth on edge

remembering the fatness

of

an education board

chalk

was it in umbria when siena became

a woman

the stone lodged in the high walled tomb

me thought i heard you singing

calling

vipers bride

i don her veil

flower upon flower

the slime of secretions

adornment

in a decay of seed pearls

a rummaging ruby

to

cover

hearts

hardening case

ego

(for stoneking)

how many times

has

soul

erupted

died

down

in a dominion

ego

exalted

with a galloping concern

for

renown

ego

mounts

fame

seeks

amongst

ash

how many times

has

soul

erupted

died down

played

desultory

in

memory

doom prepares to give birth

(for stoneking)

a bird twitters of cruelty

eternal delay

ah, 

how cold

Doom prepares to give birth

to Love

licking up the sperm of artifice

wheedling the stick

smashing the skull of justice

ah, beloved

do you recognize 

the flower

the flower

concealed in a dry rasp?

do you remember

the honey

we slurped

ah, let me wrap you in this weathered quilt

stuffed with the fine feathers of

a dead goose

i shalt not harm or possess you

i shalt not fix my eye

there shalt be no burning

the body hollow

for the white flame to leap

one track mind

(for stoneking)
early autumn

the deciduous leaves

have not yet

fallen

you write from mexico

you ask 

me 

for poems

not ones about me

christina

i do not want my friends

to think

you

have

a one track

mind

one track –

i howl

plummeting mind’s mighty depth

these are the 

ones

the

ones

i erect

on dream’s

frozen

lake

memories of a vegetarian 

(for stoneking)

in your roof top apartment

you

sit 

in lotus position

watching television

in an orange sarong

you wave a black

flicker

your blue eyes

behind glass

you call 

for

me

to go

to the chicken shop

you

want

2 chickens legs

4 chickens breasts

try to remember, christina

not

to tell people

that

i

eat

chickens breasts

that

i

eat 

chickens legs

that…

i

play

pinball

mexico

ah mexico

your 

blood 

doth

seep

into loves crack

a sewer runs under the market place in relox street

the body

dressed in holey clothes

hung 

in 

serpentine

and

turquoise

the 

feet

embalmed

in

red

dust

ah mexico

your

blood

doth

seep

into loves crack

the day of the dead

hath passed

sugar skulls

still

stare

at skeleton brides

and 

grooms

laid 

out

on black 

velvet

ah mexico

your

blood

doth

seep

into loves crack

in relox street

fat ladies

flap

feather dusters

over

suppurating honey combs

singing with bees

ah mexico

your

blood

doth

seep

into loves crack

rubber ear plugs

(for stoneking)

now

spring

has

come

you do not

shout

as much

in winter

your shouts

shook

Loves cage

your 

shouts

echoed

in

Loves labyrinth

your 

shouts…

you do not shout

as much

now spring has come

little yellow flowers

tremble

outside

my window

my daughters

always

wore rubber ear plugs

when they came to my house

they

stuffed them

in

their 

ears

dont talk anymore

christina

they shouted

old tree

(for stoneking)
i once heard an old tree scream

    old trees are not easily uprooted

if you still long to return to your beloved –

     when i am rich

      i shall send you back

           on a blood-red ship

i will give you a dowry

      of

1 bolt of white linen for swaddling

600 teak chairs that fold

90 mirrors

       with shutters to hide your reflection

1 thousand white bone spoons

1 black door with an isolated key hole

1 hundred wicker perambulators

        with pressed iron wheels

a hundred kauri cradles with high walls

               & enchanted rockers

1 hundred angry seed rattles

if you still long to return to your beloved

        when i am rich

               i shall send you back

               on a blood-red ship

old trees are not easily uprooted –

i once heard

                                     an old tree scream

elephants’ teeth

(for stoneking)

on your birthday

i wipe 

tears from your eyes

on your birthday

i wipe

dust from the leaves

of a young umbrella tree

i hold

2 teeth in my hand

you say

these teeth might be 

elephants’ teeth

no cow could have teeth 

this big

i keep my mouth

tightly

shut

on your birthday

i wipe 

tears from your eyes

i wipe dust

from the leaves

of a young umbrella tree

you read me a rilke poem

life is death

death is life

angels are terrible

on your birthday

i wipe 

tears from your eyes 

the spot healer

(for burrill)

i have been given a young umbrella tree

she hath a white twisted trunk

in a configuration

of

3

this tree did dwell in the bedroom

of

a

man

who possessed a cello’s voice

a quaking bed

3 tall windows that stared at mountains

this man was obsessed by a blue & white beauty

the umbrella tree witnessed long nights

of

betrayal

on her slender leaves

her tortured trunk

spots

appeared

one day i entered this room

the umbrella tree was dying

in her branches he’d hung

the picture

of

a guru

at her feet he placed

plant food

white

as a blind man’s stick

over the cruel floor boards

her aura reached out

nearer & nearer to death’s seed

my painted eye

i have been given a young umbrella tree

she hath a white twisted trunk

in a configuration

of

3

she doth dwell outside my door

each morn

i touch her spots

i have become the spot healer

tho

my

spots

remain

nesting in souls shade

i cannot remove them

sweet almonds

(a song for stoneking)

sweet almonds are cheap here

the lady will grind the nuts

wearing 2 blind watches

&

a broken ring

where last i dwelt

almonds were expensive

bitter

sweet almonds are cheap here

the lady will grind the nuts

wearing 2 blind watches

&

a broken ring

glutinous bag

bones of memory

cradling

yellow skulls

in soul’s chamber

desire woven

into a glutinous bag

of 

bloody threads

bones of memory

cradling

yellow skulls

rodently nibbled

(for stoneking)

after a black night

of presumptuous pleasure

Love

is paraded

bound & gagged

the

heart

rodently nibbled

groping in Life’s crack

we birth dreams

in broken handfuls

feast on sweet breads

nightmarishly

crumbed

spotted noose

(for stoneking)

i never dreamed i saw deer

browsing

trading

fur

for treachery

fumbling with the spotted noose

tearing down the moon

with blackened antlers

in harsh daylight

i’ve seen them running

in

reckless

shoes

do you know

they carry

tick’s curse?

even in moonlight

one must

cover

the feet

straw broom

(to stoneking)

before 

you

bathe

your body

i ask you

to

place

the straw broom

with the long red handle

outside

the bathroom

door

i must sweep

Love’s

naked floor

so many

crumbs

become

lodged

in

her

cracks

box

night before your birthday

night

without

stars

i have painted

the

box

box of life & death

the night before your birthday

the box

of life & death

is

open

you are afraid

in

your 

47th year

torn from waters

where

you sailed

in

your mothers high walled tomb

graven before spirit

Your eye magnified

trapped in a body

you were never sure was yours

she fixed a bonnet

on your head

you tore it off

she put it on

stoneking’s birthday 

(for stoneking)

i won’t be able to go on much longer, you say

look at heywood patterson, i scream

he was convicted for rape   

he was innocent

he was innocent

they never let him out of prison

i always think of him

&

all the people whose lives are taken

without love

without justice

i won’t be able to go on much longer, you scream 

ruby eyed moths

(to stoneking)

i am an armadillo

running between

pillars of salt

once the world had less people

it was better off then

you

say

fingering your computer

what happens to the droves of souls

without bodies

i

ask

thinking of the ruby eyed moths

who press their fleshly bodies

against lighted windows

poem for two voices

if money doesn’t come soon we’ll have to leave new york

i hate it anyway

            
but you hated australia

not the desert… i loved the desert

i love florence. i love paris.

           
you hated tuscany.

the shops were too far away.

i walked miles in the sun.

there was no bathroom, no water.

i tell you, there was no water.

           
you never invited me there.

you didn’t have any money.

there were too many serpents.

i went to florence

i stayed in a hotel

           
whilst i was dying of love for you

           
you went to paris.

i stayed at shakespeare and co.

i gave readings there.

it once belonged to sylvia beach.

           
you never asked me there.

i went to santa cruz.

i stayed in a caravan park 

with my professor from college.

you never asked me there.

there was no room.

there was just enough room

for ed’s computer

and my computer.

i hated it

i nearly died there.

i was invited to mexico.

i lived in a rooftop apartment.

i couldn’t work.

the humming birds hummed all day.

they thrust their beaks

into flowers.

i hate mexico.

you bathed in the sea at mazatlan.

the shore was lined with palm trees

                  you never invited me there.

the sea was a bitter yellow.

i read my poems to the indians

when you finally came to mexico

i was finished

finished.

                  the streets were full of ghosts

                  i smelt blood, death.

you had no bosoms left.

                  i prayed over my teeth

                  so they would not fall out.

you looked like a skeleton.

                  the mexicans loved me.

i hated mexico.  

cerebral trimmings

(for stoneking)

i have

no

belief

in

your cerebral

trimmings

between 

left

&

right

i

survey

no

meaning

i 

know 

only

that

water

runs

in a circle

lick your false pearls

if only you were ordinary

you howl

if only you were the type who

read newspapers

 trifled with academia

you would travel away from me

at sunrise

return late at night

if only you were indignant

before extremes

i could hone

my intellect

on your disapproval

lick your false pearls

play with your wig

ravish your body

alone

in my crumbling castle
seed rattle

(for stoneking)

laid out under the shadow of a wicker hood

you bang your giant seed rattle

kick up your white perambulator legs

your face 

under scrutiny

is

subject

to

tides

floods

your eyes of a changeling

behind a wall of mist

nose

plunging

into

illusion

forehead

assuming

a

stone

egg

your mouth

a

volcano

behind

a

corruption

of

fur

badger in spectacles

(to a beloved)

you have walled up

fecundity

in a flood of mammal’s milk

you suck

the tit

dry

a badger 

in spectacles

you take 

Fear

as your bride

swarming her hive

in a narrow suit

you

kick

the sealed door

of

her tomb

watered with bile

bitterness hath grown

climbing ego’s

trellis

you make the squares

you buy the time

sitting in white socks

you rummage

the

black womb

of

your computer

turquoise egg
(for stoneking)

i read you my poetry

you say

i 

have a misplaced modifier

you learnt this in high school

the sky weeps

your black shoes are iron bananas

all your agony is in your feet

you place them on blood-red

velvet

the sky weeps

you drop my 3 faces

out of the window

you drop my turquoise egg

the sky weeps

i creep under the window

i search for my 3 faces

the spokes of my black umbrella are broken

they poke the trunk of a white birch

glass eyes

(for stoneking)

knelling before a white porcelain bath

i launder loves black shrouds

with rose soap

laid out at night

on a lumpish mattress

heads lolling on blown up pillows

bodies covered in moth eaten velvet

we stare in glass eyes

at old movies

see ourselves reflected

on a dusty screen

befurred and dreaming

(song for stoneking)

silent harbour

weaving in hearts loom

stretched between

thighs and breasts

befurred and dreaming

since i left your bed

i wonder if you sweep dust

from the old red floor

in the high white room

windows low on plaster wall

no glimpse of sky or hill

mattress cleaving to the bones

of a black iron bed

our hands

in the high white room 

where we lay 

fear

in new york

i did not wash my hair

for 1 year

light

was soft

there

in the big

shadowy bathroom

in the shade of

bewitched

trees

doves cooed

every morning

i hacked bits off

my hair

my braids

became

shorter & shorter

i flew to australia

light

was harsh

there

in the small

cruel

bathroom

caliphont

was

hissing

porcelain eye

(for stoneking’s parents, florence & charles)

many men who wander at night

to relieve themselves

of excess water

misfire

before the porcelain bowl

never wander in darkness

feel for the switch

with stalwart finger

press

and light shall guide

thereby you shalt not be branded

for life

by a consumed woman

buttons

in the street

she walked

with buttons

stitched with blood red thread

is this me

she asked

& the night

answered

this is who you think is she

coveting her own buttons

yes

this is she

whom you have fashioned

out of illusion

do not seek reflection

it is without reflection

that you shall become

the night sighed

for everything was reflected

in her buttons

spray gun

(for mr n)

every two years you paint

your car silver

same colour as the sardine tins

i coveted  as a child

the key 

always  

got stuck

in the sardine tin

you park your car

outside my bedroom window

you shut my bedroom window

you nail paint rags across the glass

my bedroom

is

plunged in darkness

outside you rattle your spray gun

the smell of turpentine pierces memory

i grope in darkness

i remember how i first saw you

your tail of gold hair

your coat of corduroy 

i was on heat

with a proclivity for crushes

you led me on

hastening away

at crucial point

a friend, startled by my obsession with you

informed my mother

she said

you always get crushes on men

you live in a dream world

this time you shall face reality

outside my bedroom door

your spray gun rattles

letter to miro

there was a storm here

a revengeful spirit entered

black cloak flung across stars

moon dead in a broken basket

in the old blue house

we sought shelter

in the iron teeth of a bed

groaning on its haunches

red velvet flapping

round a ghostly sliver

through night’s dark howl

great trees cracked

split

fell in ancient patterns

the cry of life’s warp

bloody stems

bark falling from flesh

in mirror’s cruel oval

no proof glimmered

of life’s cause

horror moving close

to sentimentality’s plush

night’s wail locked

as light shot

across darkness

we rose 

a white morn

                                              took us 

eskimo baby

(to my first born – miro)

your room is a theatre

your bed – a collapsible stage

the siren sings

you wake

rising above crowds

in your satin underwear

your face is lit like a golden eskimo

those golden eskimo babies

made out of sugary stuff

in secret, white paper bags

one devoured them slowly

lollies hung like dreams

silver balls one could never crunch

people said they were made out of mercury

they tore around in one’s mouth

even at an early age desire was considered

those all-day suckers one longed to possess

one licked though never tasted 

chocolate bears

were satisfactory lovers –

their paper auras

rustling

black knickers

(to paola)

down 2 flights of stairs

i

fall

into your room

your jewels of lapis lazuli & amber

lie

in the dust

your black knickers are thrown

over books of knowledge

by the legs of your desk

a naked heater grins

a kauri cupboard spills velvet dresses

whispering of love

i lie with you

not knowing who is mother

or daughter

in dreams

i seek your arms

little matriarch

black roses

(for alice)

i saw you

up there

up there at the shop

where plants climb

out of boxes

&

die in midair

i got a fright when i saw you

look

you said    look

a baby bok choy

fallen

on the floor 

in a skirt of leaves

midst the pallor

of

ambitious turnips

in a cradle of sleep

i bring you masks

your gallery

an egyptian tomb –

white

forbidden –

you keep black roses

in your bathroom

purchase spoons –

silver as unconsummated wombs

in a cradle of sleep

i bring you icons

a pink painting of you & me

crucified by our femaleness 

[woodstock, 2000]

bear

(for nigel)

when night falls

i wrap your bear

in

silk

he has accepted the harsh judgement of life

all morning i have fingered

his limbs

gently seeking places

worn by time

& the rigors of love

in reverence i stitch

head bowed

it could be your body i take

in my hands

my needle thrusts

in & out

banishing all memory 

salt box

(for nigel)

when you came 

to new zealand

your

eyes

fell

on my

salt

box

its

deep interior

fitted

your…

hand

ive never

possessed

a

box

like this

honey

ill give you

80

bucks

80 bucks i screamed

fan

(for paola)

your blue linoleum

shines 

with tears 

all day 

your fan 

whirls on a long stick

you have nailed

Truman Capote

to your outhouse wall

your white dress  

is spotted 

with blood

you glide down 

the long hall

through the courtyard

past a thorned lemon tree 

wild majoram in a broken pot

blood red sticks

of rhubarb

your white dress 

is spotted 

with blood

the light shines 

between the cracks 

in your 

outhouse

white coral cunt

when we were homeless

every house we looked at

you desired

as if

a woman  offered

her rooms

spread out

i am just

 a figurehead

in borrowed rooms

my flesh

has grown

i cut up cloth

with blunt scissors

thread rusty needles

with blind eyes

conduct fear

as i slice the collar

off a dying tiger coat

yesterday in a rag pickers  market

midst black bowler hats

mens suits

 on wire coat hangers

i saw a white coral cunt

on a plastic dish

i asked you for five dollars

to buy it

too expensive

you said

ive seen lots of these before

alone on a remorseless couch

i fondle

the white coral cunt

put it in

my glow mesh

bag

put it in

my long pink

bag

put it in

my black

antique

box

love

each day

i wash

 your clothes

your hard

black socks

your white linen

shirts

slide

through my

hands

your  under pants

are

still 

blown up

with

your

shape

each day

i

stand

cold

before spurting

taps 

folded dove

you move people like pawns

across the broken sky

of your computer

you wear a shirt from an op shop

your white collar

a folded dove

high

around your ears

the light  shines

hard

thru dirty window panes

two green trees

shoot

up

you moan

i have

nothing

nothing

your words

sink

into the concrete

that runs

in front of the 

stolid

house

pink melon

we eat pink melon

some people – i  say –

have

king size

beds

their pillows

thick

over souls

smother

an ordinary double

bed

is big enough

for me

you say

your feet 

sticking

out

6 inches

conceit

(for doug poole)

what a wonderful conceit

she cried

from white lips

as the black car

sped past

high desiccated windows

brick shops

bound close

on leather seats

they held education

between them

like a cancerous cake

candles

piercing

the icing

the one

without education

felt the floor

beneath her feet

too near the road

she had touched

leather bound

books

lapping water

(for jeannine)

lapping water

agate eye in caves crack

red snake

white fire flickering

lapping water

you call from new mexico

whispering of death

love

lapping water

your mothers adobe house

yours now

high walls

hidden door

lapping water

before a wall of mirrors

you stand

naked in her pearl necklace

foetal on her high carved bed

you stroke

her long black 

furs

high aching cupboard

 (for beth and michael)

will the room with yellow floor

and high aching cupboard

remember the night we sat

at long black table

faces reflected

in a dim circle of plates

the despair of bread 

beside a long knife

voices caught

in silence of

sea

drawn back from 

shore

in chaos of memory

will the room with yellow floor

and high aching cupboard

remember

your lover & me

holding fear

as if a waxen doll

her young white hands

my old dark hands

your knock on the blind door

startled

caught in your inscrutable glance

in the pink stucco hood

of porch

shoes & buttons

(for the librarian in woodstock)

the lady daphne

doth admire 

my shoes

&

buttons

i long for her to gaze upon

the gasping slits in my sleeves

the tortured horns of my silver braids

the horror of my bloody parting

etched into my scalp

with tortoise shell comb

the lady daphne

is distant

in the vicinity of

my teeth

the weight of jade necklace

doth cause me

to

bow

in supplication

brush of thorns

(a song for stoneking) 

who braids your hair

who braids your hair

not your lover

not your lover

why vanity braids my silver hair

with toothless comb

brush of thorns

when i look in the mirror

i see

death straddling life

i see drowned ones

clutching

my silver hair

a headless man

in a horsehair coat

drags the pond

with a blood red net

who braids your hair

who braids your hair

not your lover

not your lover

why vanity braids my silver hair

with toothless comb

brush of thorns

lizard skin bag

everything i own

is contained

in a lizard skin bag

i have a weakness for skin

in early autumn 

the flesh began to fall away

as if a deciduous tree

slowly revealing

its underlying structure

the mound

winterly furred

sank

as if seeking bone

pits attracting shafts of light

closed

between soul and darkness

skin kept company with bones

body sinking

into black silt 

white feather

in woodstock

i knew the smell of trees

their flesh

leaves

entangled arms

in fall

i walked between

purple mountains

in white buffalo country

the trees are on fire

the indians have been slain

in the land of the

long white cloud

i oiled and braided my 

long black hair

stalked a white hen

for her feathers

in a whirlpool

i saw my indian face

white feather

erect

arrow in the heart

(for julius)

when i left new york

i carried 12 yellow moons

over the water

1 sheared beaver… 

coat

memories of a tribal life

arrow in the heart

1 pair of chewed leather boats

blood red shoelaces

1 round scarred table

with

animal legs

memories of a tribal life

arrow in the heart

2 long black coffins

bodies of my paintings

laid

inside

30 years a vegetarian

devouring crumbed soya

cutlets

out of a cardboard

box

the youngest son says

your sheared beaver… 

coat

is valuable

there is a ban on

killing 

beavers

don’t throw it away

like you do everything else

when i left new york

i carried

12 yellow moons

over the water

1 sheared beaver… coat

memories of a tribal life

arrow in the heart

30 years a vegetarian

in sydney

fish jump out of water

show 

teeth 

in neon waves
