Sculpture Trail

It’s for the stare, not the glance

 – Helen Brack
Kitchen garden, hopfield, orchard, bush;

you take this walk and what it offers,

at every turn surprised

at what the Earth gives rise to,

what transformations it makes possible

from the natural, the industrial

from the real, the imagined

from the unplanned, the planned

from the familiar, the strange
with things to hand or things sought out:

recycled, wrought, hammered, bent,

carved, coiled and cut,

hung fluttering to welcome you

or grounded in a clearing.

Mower blades upended

raise an offering to the sun;

other blades are suns themselves,

or sun-gods. To appease them

you could loll in daisy-dotted grass

or, like a bittern,

sit up straight in bulrushes


and expose your throat

to what they're drawn to

out of stone, feathers

out of steel, flax

out of tin, leaves

from cement, a clutch of eggs
You look at people looking,

how they encounter them, these offerings,

sizing up from all angles.

They cock their heads, lean in, step back;

squatting or on tiptoes,

theirs is the pleasure of wondering.

You've read that mysteries perfect the sacred
and now you start to understand

that this might equally apply

to the huon pine eye of a pterodactyl

as to the clarity of mid-May light 

over the Bruny hills

from forest, a nautilus

from stone, a seed-head

out of steel, music

from clay, a lizard

From her father, a child learns the word tactile
and tests its meaning on a bundle of buffed logs.

She's not interested yet in order;

before she reaches the end

she returns to the beginning, choosing

a windfall pear and eating it with her hands.

Around you are intimations

of other beginnings:

apple, vine, snake 

– innocence and danger – 

while a family steps up through evolution

and down again:

sky

land

land

sea



sea

They're not as easy through the elements

as some, like cormorants, are – 

not as lithe, alert –  but, learning little by little

to watch their step, they replace the pebbles

their feet dislodge

out of stones, a sea urchin

from steel, conversation 

out of bronze, fruit

out of metal, drought

Wait long enough

and your roof will unhinge

and cup itself for rain;

look long enough

and each image will resolve itself

into a story. Take this walk. Take it in.
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