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And Flora

An enormous ridge of seaweed brushed itself
in the current’s bristles.

It sniffed through the bubbles, analysing,
nanoluxing at the swill of flux:

rainforest deadwood and, gackh,

seal red-cells? no, sicklier and fattier,

the blood of a dead kid.

It fibrilated an affected branch, hailing
the wai and pounamu hilltops, it
mock-mimed

a dust-storm of grief

up to its landlubber old cuzzes,

perching snide in wee breezes as it fussed

and flustered in the blusters.



