This Is Not a Poem About Offerings

This isn’t a poem about a deserted beach

or crashing waves on a stony shore.

This is not about listening to the distant cry of gulls
or relishing the sticky feeling of sauce on my fingers
as | eat fish and chips wrapped in newspaper.

This isn’t about looking south toward the mountains
that glow pink as they reclaim the setting sun.

Nor is this about the time we stood next to the coffin,
waiting for the monk to model our next move.

Or how thick incense smoke caught in our throats,
traveling into our sinuses to create stinging tears.

It’s not about how Richard pulled a coffin nail out with
his teeth

while our son held tight to the tray of steamed buns and
lotuses

or how our daughter turned away and sobbed “Grandpa”
as | stared at the coins placed over his eyes.

And this is certainly not about how mum was in love
with her Devilled Sausages

or how she would cut them up to resemble knuckles,
their pink squishy meat forcing its way out of their skins.
It’s not about her calling us to the table

where we sat with plates of overcooked meat in front of
us,

soft white bread already buttered, ready to mop up the
leftovers;

pungent puddles of brown sauce on our plates.

This is not about my father standing in our garden

or his khaki trousers smudged with soil.

He does not look out over the fence at the setting sun or
bend down low

To gently poke holes ready for this season’s beans.

I’ve never seen him use a handkerchief to wipe the sweat
off his brow

or wave me over so he can present me with his offerings
of carrots, tomatoes, or pears.

It’s not about any of these images, in particular.
It’s about my life and the places and people in it
and how it is all tied together by rituals.

It’s about the fear of losing those we love
despite their shortcomings and how sometimes
the people that we adore the most

are the hardest to write about.
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We are out together this morning,

fulfilling my wish to look at the temples.
You buy me a rose off a beggar girl

and | hold it tight, letting it brush my cheek
as | remember when that touch was you.

Last night, | asked you
if filial piety was the most important thing.

We are surrounded by young panhandlers,
chanting in unison "Take our roses!"

But you turn them down and they

spit and snarl like dragons.

You take my hand, a necessity as we
sprint for safety across the cobblestones.

Our sweaty palms together, we are laughing
like children but we have to grow up sometime,
and you want no more of this fairytale,

and let go.

(*Inspired by Kilpeck - Fleur Adcock)
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Conversations with Haumapuhia

Tane’s footsteps echo above the rain,

demanding harmony from the orchestra,

as his feathered followers perform their rehearsed
daybreak song.

All else is quiet on the lake-front;
the violence of last evening’s thunderstorm
has settled like a dewy memory upon the landscape.

Plans have been thrown into turmoil.
The lake is not co-operating —
there will be no hike today.

Scaling mountains can be less challenging than a debate
with the patriarch,

and, I, too, sometimes choose water from the wrong
spring.

Today this van, like your lake, holds me in.

Haumapuhia, great flailing taniwha.
When, defeated, you turned to stone,
was your heart the first to go?

Senryu 1

Outdoor campfire sparks
dart like little fireflies
through the frosty night.

Senryu 2

Feathered Ruru calls,
Invisible in darkness,
Treefrogs harmonise.

The Weight of the World

The weight of the world was like lead
Determined to crush me until | broke.
Trying to look toward the sun,

I couldn’t stand against the gravity.

Determined to crush me until I broke,
Politicians, economists, religious groups.
| couldn’t stand against the gravity

So | fell to the ground and wept.

Politicians, economists, religious groups
Buzzed like locusts above my head.

So | fell to the ground and wept.

Mother Earth whispered, “Observe.”

Buzzing like locusts above my head,
New shoots growing at my knees,
Mother Earth whispered, “Observe.
The tiniest of us can make a difference.”
New shoots growing at my knees,

Trying to look toward the sun,

The tiniest of us can make a difference,
Though the weight of the world is like lead.

Senryu 3

An icy jetty.
Stars glitter below my feet.
Moon looks up at me.



