¢

] \ ’ 61’ ﬂr) J/\ the magazine
of new writing

Suni
with al
of an i_ ;
sucking_'
. pold

Eyes
in the
 as a bird
tilts its
the sun the

And still no rai

Metallic dust
rakes the paddocks
and the once nascent crops

splinter and die.

Clouds ferment - ; ¢ : ;

* ¥ Rob Wallis

into a dense brew,

spill a few drops i Ciol

then scuttle the hills k. )
with lightning, V
a line of fire

running the ridge of night
until morning lights up

the stumps of sheep W
feet up in

a river of sand.

Men who can no longer

provide risk phone calls Rob Wallis has had one volume
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their blunt fingers the hunter), has been published in
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a few more notches Image Jarryd Barton
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