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Rockface

Of the age-long heave of a cliff-face, all's corogvd
except this split upstanding stone, like a gravesto

Sun-orchids bloomed here, out and gone in a month.
For drought-stricken years, | haven't seen thasedis.

In the days of the hunters with spears, this raudk & name.
Rightly they knew the ancestral powers of stone.

Jung found in his corner-stone the spark Telesghoru
Earth gives out fireflies, glow-worms, fungal light

Walking here in the dark my torch lights up
something massive, motionless, that confronts me.

I've no wish to chisel things into new shapes.
The remnant of a mountain has its own meaning.

Judith Wright




