Call It Simple: Two Exteriors

Vahni Capildeo

Coastal, maybe ghostly,
outside, over there,
that’s where the sea steals on,

the place for eating up.

Oil shrugged over us slapped blackout rainbow.
If, in this defeathered situation,

something mantles, unimpressed —

This isn’t it.

Not designated so.

Sense of our time in time’s no sense,
no cache to requisition;

this hand’s dyspraxic stammerings
no great catch,

no magician’s pass.

Neither cancelled nor unpencilled.

No use.

Call it simple. How to peel an apple.

All that was meant was something to hang on the wall.

Seered race away from less and less there moist flesh
that so quickly discolours,

red once held protective round that cyanide-seeded core,
red made to demonstrate

the blade’s wielder's no waste-maker,

red
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chivvied to resembling infinity,
red
shying towards identity with ribbon

as if not meant for more than shredding.

Ever.

An evening scene of innocent intensity.
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