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The Piano Player

She plays piano concertos in the damp basement
of her sister’s terrace, popping oily grapes one by one
between straight ceramic sets.  Their pipped hearts
burst in the cracks across her tongue and she
wipes juice from her chin on the quilted stool beneath.
Apricot pits pile on the high G key like glass.

Her bass tones echo up the cherry staircase 
into bedrooms where photos of nephews and aunts 
glare on bedside tables and windowsills.  She touches 
every chord like a handshake, cradling trebles where 
newborn heads have lain, pressing each key like the 
weight could send words to ears of those never born. 

They Live Like Trees

They live like trees but not any we know.  One bough touches 
the wet sod earth at all times, discouraging the heady lip sip 
of dreaming and travel without propulsion.  They hang from

stiff garnets of breeze and wave down passing walkers for 
talk and touch – one tooth pointing forward in preparation  
for the disintegration of loose-atomed carbon.  Leaves shaved 

bright, rubbed raw by aphid sex, swim in loneliness; theirs are 
lives untainted or, more kindly, abandoned.  Friends do not 
seek the comfort of trees nor recognise the wisdom found 

in roots grown so old the earth can not contain their lunges 
for air and light.  They are playgrounds of sainted ghosts 
too old for dancing and young at the roots of their hair.
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