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In The Library

Not being in a great African institution awaiting destruction
We stand idly watching the rain through the green windows
Whether we need to filter it before we drink it we’re unsure
Perhaps its downward run through leaves is filtering enough
We don’t rush out in our best jackets yet to take its measure
Nor give more than a shadow thought to droughts elsewhere
We’ve been surfing for love all the afternoon between books
Watching sunlight coming in earlier from the declining west

The element of surprise in love’s case would not be strained
We feel it even as we go through the stacks like a character
Like a character from another national literature altogether
Look down or fly right over a carpet like a populated plain
Where's a love or death that might motivate such a scheme?
Add water to the desert peas pressed dry between the pages
Outside the trees are adorned with blossom as for a wedding
We walked here as selves and find ourselves on the shelves

Not oblivious to the irony of the quaintness of our position
Knowing books have the strident voices of a gang of lilacs
Yet we pack them in saddlebags for Santiago or Barcelona
Cities brimming with their own sentimental reading rooms
But my subject is in the language of an Australian English
That means like a kangaroo looks when trying to half sit up
And is complicated as native grass growing in a blackberry
Things we see and read and walk through taking heart from
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