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Haunt 

 

After the heatwave 

the river gums fluster with bats 

sleeping, scolding, 

flapping full length leather fans. 

Just around the bend 

stiff forms are hung out to dry, 

crisply shrouded, 

clinging still by tiny pegs. 

If only we’d taken 

the other direction. 

 
Sally Borrell 

 


