The spaces between.

Reflections from the Simpson Desert

We do not

simply 

come and go.

There are spaces between

like the top of a sand dune 

teetering

as we ascend 

and descend.

Between breath and breath,

one step and the next.

Between day and night, the place

in which both merge.

And there are spaces

defined only 

by their edges:

the patch of sand between plants,

the ridge between our tracks,

the centre of a spinifex bush.

When we come

we know only

that we have left 

behind. 

We are still in the past

and not still

in the present. 

But when we go

we know

we have been

here right 

here not coming

not going but

here now. 

What gift transforms

space to place

between to being

and

present to filled presence?








(Glenine Hamlyn)

