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There’s a trick
with a knife
I’m learning to do

‘Deep colour and big, shaggy nose. Rather a jumbly, untidy sort of wine, with fruitiness shooting
off one way, firmness another, and body pushing about underneath. It will be as comfortable
and comforting as the 1961 Nuits St Georges when it has pulled its ends in and settled down.’

MAGAZINE DESCRIPTION OF A WINE



LIGHT

for Doris Gratiaen

[idnight storm. Trees walking off across the fields in fury
aked in the spark of lightning.

sit on the white porch on the brown hanging cane chair
bffee in my hand midnight storm midsummer night.

he past, friends and family, drift into the rain shower.
hose relatives in my favourite slides

:-shot from old minute photographs so they now stand
»mplex ambiguous grainy on my wall.

his is my Uncle who turned up for his marriage

n an elephant. He was a chaplain.

his shy looking man in the light jacket and tie was infamous,
'hen he went drinking he took the long blonde beautiful hair
f his wife and put one end in the cupboard and locked it
:aving her tethered in an armchair.

e was terrified of her possible adultery

nd this way died peaceful happy to the end.

[y Grandmother, who went to a dance in a muslin dress

ith fireflies captured and embedded in the cloth, shining
nd witty. This calm beautiful face

rganized wild acts in the tropics.

he hid the milkman in her house

fter he had committed murder and at the trial

ras thrown out of the court for making jokes at the judge.
er son became a Q.C.

his is my brother at 6. With his cousin and his sister

nd Pam de Voss who fell on a penknife and lost her eye.

[y Aunt Christie. She knew Harold Macmillan was a spy
>mmunicating with her through pictures in the newspapers.
very picture she believed asked her to forgive him,

is hound eyes pleading.



er husband, Uncle Fitzroy, a doctor in Ceylon,

ad a memory sharp as scalpels into his 80’s,

1ough I never bothered to ask him about anything

interested then more in the latest recordings of Bobby Darin.

nd this is my Mother with her brother Noel in fancy dress.
hey are 7 and 8 years old, a hand-coloured photograph,

is the earliest picture I have. The one I love most.

picture of my kids at Halloween

as the same contact and laughter.

[y Uncle dying at 68, and my Mother a year later dying at 68.
he told me about his death and the day he died

is eyes clearing out of illness as if seeing

ght through the room the hospital and she said

e saw something so clear and good his whole body

)r a moment became youthful and she remembered

'hen she sewed badges on his trackshirts.

er voice joyous in telling me this, her face light and clear.
Vy firefly Grandmother also dying at 68).

hese are the fragments I have of them, tonight

1 this storm, the dogs restless on the porch.

hey were all laughing, crazy, and vivid in their prime.
t a party my drunk Father

ied to explain a complex operation on chickens

nd managed to kill them all in the process, the guests
aving dinner an hour later while my Father slept

nd the kids watched the servants clean up the litter

f beaks and feathers on the lawn.

hese are their fragments, all I remember,

-anting more knowledge of them. In the mirror and in my kids
see them in my flesh. Wherever we are

1ey parade in my brain and the expanding stories

nnect to the grey grainy pictures on the wall,

5 they hold their drinks or 20 years later
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