


The World According to Roofs

Viewed from the flank of Aragats,
tin roofs flash brightly
from the villages of Ararat's plain
in Armenia's heart.

In old suburbs of Sydney,
small houses, wide verandahs
with tin roofs edged in gutters
drain into barrels.

Jerusalem flat roofs, cracking tar,
air-bubbles bulging bursting,
whitewashed hung with washing,
or grapes growing.

Dutch pointed roofs,
with stepped facades constricted,
squeezed over big unshaded windows
exhibiting Calvinist righteousness.

Roofs seal houses,
Roofs are open underneath.
Roofs blow offin storms.
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Little Tuan

You understand the language ofskin
the steady creep ofblood thick in your ee

and the way it drowns out the smaller so
of your own children's voices

the way it puts your eyes out

You understand this place
you carved it out with tradesman's handt
until the ocean was an extension ofyour

casting desire like a black-tipped lure
to salt the water's tongue

to unhook you from your anchor points

you barely recognise yourself
as day unpicks you like a blade

you are something new
something dragged and dropped from a I
the beautiful spread of a bruise beginninl

seaglass is a complicated mirror
when the clouds turn inside out

and there is only the ocean left to hear yo

heart, opening and closing like a fist
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