THE CREATURE LONGER THAN A MILE
They think I’m deaf and dumb,

a destitute whose last legs failed

on Mordia’s stony heath.

They’ll never know.

The things I’ve seen!

You’ll have to climb the Mordia Range at dawn.

You’ll have to trek the four clans on the crest.

You then must ford the Kamson Stream

and walk twelve miles downstream –

if I knew an easier way, I’d say it, no?

Leave the stream at her delta, yes?

Young girls will smile and hawk

fried snails in luscious onion rings,

but Death lurks here in lust.

Go on.

There’s a boatman there who won’t take fees –

but do reject his gin too, yes?

Cross with the gods’ boatman.

It will be swiftly night,

but the moon is always full in Kamson Gorge.

You will find yourself by

The-Baobab-that-Hastens-Night;

& you will see their graves:

the grave of my speech, and

the grave of my hearing too.

You’ll see him there.

And as you raise your eyes

you’ll see his haunches

and the wonder of his swishing tail.

You then must thwart the modern lure

to find & photograph,

to be the first,

to culture fame…

you must ignore the wonder of

The Creature Longer than a Mile.

But you won’t, will you?

You are Modern Man.

You must be the fastest,

richest, wisest, first.

Yesterday saw the moon-shadow

at the bottom of the lake,

and Today wears a new title:

‘Discoverer of the Moon’.

You will trail the curve of his furry flank

to demystify his face.

You will spend your next decade

on that next mile.

Then you will make your broken way back,

where, by The-Baobab-that-Hastens-Night,

you will find two further graves.
They will think you are deaf and dumb,

a destitute, but they’ll never know.

Will they?
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