Session 4 – Keeping it concrete    
Abstract is grief – Concrete is a red kite 
       
Milvus Milvus Daddy Dearest
It’s the unexpectedness of that searing pain that surprises.
A decade gone, and still the exhalation of breath
as my solar plexus is imploding, 
lachrymose of eye and nose I gasp at the rawness.

Then I see you, in the centre of a wake of kites
high over the village.
I want to see more, a murmuration of kites, 
see them soar on the thermals,
sketching circles in the muted blue fabric of the sky.

From the centre of the lift it dives towards me 
then hovers above the car, wingspan shadows absorb the light.
Black eyes observe, questioning my presence in his space,
I return the gaze.

Recognition on his part I wonder, the bird is familiar,
is it from a previous life
or a memory from the end of a monoglass?

Eyes wiped the kite leaves me for the party in the sky, 
centre of attention,
this red brown lover of urban life and countryside.

Laughter cannot be surpressed, those colours, 
my father’s favourite suit, the stare was him first thing in the mornings.
Oh my God, that forked tail as it flew away, 
white and perfectly shaped.
The last photograph of my parents together,
with his carefully curated white muttonchop mustache is in my head.

My grief and love are absorbed by the raptors,
sociable, fierce, bulky and bold, family is all. 
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