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By Murray Alfredson

Perhaps they are most happy

Perhaps they are most happy, those for whom
love does not strike as lightning in the brain

or as an arrow through the eyes. For them

love creeps up. Friendship is a fragile flame
that’s kindled tiny, fed with many leaves

on edge and branching twiglets giving fuel

and air to let it catch and build enough

to lay on thumb-thick sticks then arm-thick logs.

These burn to coals for cooking and for cheer.

Such lovers find their friendship deepened, find
they’ve built a useful heat, a mutual hearth.



Kestrel

(for Jyoti)

With all my skull-endomed grey lobes I love you;
in brain’s homunculus hands I take that thought,

chisel it with word-forms, sand it smooth,

falconiforme complete with wings to soar,
and preen with wax and oils to a sheen.

That worded thought I loose into the world.

Four metres up, white kestrel hovers still
breasted to the wind, stark against

dark leafage and clear sky, our living banner.
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