Location, location, location.                             Jo Toft

Ignore the boxes that remain unpacked,
Containing remnants unneeded
Like Schrödinger's cat.
Until authority
Infantile 
Repeats questions I have answered.

Wonder instead at Isis,
Golden winged upon the mantlepiece
Flanked by Amethyst and Calcite
Announcing with pride
Her command
Of the new furrow ploughed.

Relax on the dark velvet,
Recently wrestled sofa.
By new neighbours:
Down steep steps
Around awkward corners,
Curious of my fortunes change.

Listen,
to the gull's scream.
Hysterical 
When the Crows squabble.
Making trouble

Do you miss it?
They ask.
The wide-open fields.
Bovine bellows at dawn.
The green, slurry stink.
Exhausted to the marrow. 
The admired view is a dozen tasks not done.
Being loved when I am useful.

The pair of Red Kites that nest at the bottom of the field,
And my garden crows, that demanded their daily crusts.
I miss them.



