Sur Vive

The trees are trying to forget

but their bones are black with remembering.

It came to us on a sunny Saturday:

on the day of golf games

at the hour of weddings.

Out in the forest the fires had joined forces,

gathering to a mob of flaming brumbies 

ridden hard by a hell wind

straight for the suburbs. 

Hundreds of burning havoc hooves

thundered through the backyards of the innocent. 

Black smoke ate all the light;

at three the sun went out.

It can be hard to think of much at all

up on the roof

blind in the stinging wind

dribbling the garden hose into the gutters.

But you know

hearing the rushing sound over the hill

you know

feeling the wall of heat slam toward you

you know

diving from the path of the orange cannonball

you know 

shoving Mum into the car

you just know

squealing the tyres

bricks are pretty heavy but a life weighs more.

That night we met our neighbours
camped by us on the high school gym floor.

The smoke smell would not leave us.

Slowly we felt our way

along both edges of a new belonging:

knowing the people in your street

by what each of them has lost.
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