
[image: cover.jpg]


[image: img1.jpg]


Naming the Trees

Rubbing the moon dust from our eyes,

we keep walking

(and some days this is more than enough)
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Introduction

We are often asked, as writers, why we write, and there are of course many different reasons. For me, being very much a writer of place, it usually starts from my cynefin: to bear witness, to share, to send a story out into the world.

This collection was inspired by Penrhos which is a much treasured nature reserve and forest on Beddmanarch Bay, an Area of Outstanding National Beauty and SSSI, on Ynys Cybi. It is the only accessible woodland on the small island. Originally part of the Stanley family estate, it was thought to be gifted to the local community in 1971 by Anglesey Aluminium.

It is a haven for wildlife including endangered red squirrels, ancient woodland, bats, fungi and thousands of migrating birds. It has been a nature reserve for the whole of my life and as for many others, it was very much part of my childhood. There are garlands of Penrhos stories to tell. Penrhos is part of our community history, heritage and wellbeing.

In 2016, planning permission was granted for a holiday complex that would mean the felling of many trees and the end to the majority of public access.

The Achub Penrhos/Save Penrhos campaign is led by a small group of women who have gained followers and supporters from Ynys Môn and all over the world. Together with the many Penrhos supporters, they have campaigned, protested and fundraised thousands to legally appeal against this decision.

What else would I tell you about Penrhos other than, if you can, go there yourselves. Walk the paths, walk the seasons, or virtually visit:

Facebook: Save Penrhos Coastal Park

Twitter: @PenrhosSave

Instagram: @savepenrhos_achubpenrhos

The fight continues to protect and preserve this beloved place for our future generations, just as other campaigns continue to fight to save their green spaces.

As Richard Llwyd (1752-1835) wrote in his poem Lines Addressed to the Thrush, in the garden at Penrhos

And now, proud leader of the featherd throats,

Long may fair Penrhos with thy voice be blest


Penrhos


Maer onnen ar gyfer y breuddwydwyr

Ash is for the dreamers

Y gerddinen yw ein gwarcheidwad

Rowan to guard us

Maer fedwen ar gyfer cariad

Birch for love

Maer ysgawen yn gwaedu pan gaiff ei thorri

Elder to bleed when cut

Maer gollen ar gyfer dymuniadau

Hazel for wishing

Maer ddraenen wen ar gyfer y galon-gryf

Hawthorn for the heart-strong

Maer ffawydd yn ein hamddiffyn

Beech for our protection

Maer llwyfen yn sefyll ei thir

Elm to stand and fight

Maer Dderwen yn anadlu hen gyfrinachau

Oak to breathe old secrets


1. Show Us What it is to Love a Forest with Song

In this our imagined future

we watch them sound the trees

hoping for deadwood, knowing

the living are always harder to cut.

Ivy holds fast as roots are cleared,

heartbeats counted from face-cut

to fall in chorus of chainsaw-snarl,

creak and thud, till a parcel of birds

wakes us, carrying us back to their

rowdy shore. Oystercatchers, wading

the wrinkle of tide, announce our

arrival, call us back to our cynefin1

(a place where we belong)

to seagrass sweet air, layers of path

awaiting. Sycamore reaches out her

arms, invites our first forest breath,

unravelling muscle memories of before

we learnt to run. We are leaving the

Alpoco factory-hum behind, chimney

shadow, distant Cob-Road thump,

turning ourselves to leaf whisper,

lull of branch murmur. Footfall echoes,

as we tread into the hush of our steps,

let the curve of the track embrace us,

wait for that first forest bird to take

up tune, to show us what it is to

love a forest with song. Under

willow arch, velvet-moss bound.

1 A difficult to translate word literally meaning habitat, but with a deeper meaning of a place where someone belongs (Welsh)


2. How Easy is it to Lose Ourselves?

To stray on fox path,

trail red squirrel chase

among branches, step

through the ivy-choked

to forgotten gardens and

find ourselves in the ruins?

We come here to undo the day,

ymhyfrydu, llonyddu, tawelu2

to follow our noses/feed our souls,

ease our minds/walk with our

departed/to connect/revive/

find leaf magic/breathe salt-wind,

hold our ground/

trust the path to be kind.

And in these moments

we are holly-green,

lichen splashed,

roots exposed,

heads tipped to ground

craving the kinship

beneath our feet, knitting

the forest together, for

tree-tongue to teach us

the language of giving

as mother trees give

their all and we might

unlearn our dislocation.

2 delight in, calm, quieten


3. Where Estuary Meets Sea

We spy with Tunnicliffe

eyes, sketching our winters

in shimmering flocks of

plover, curlew, brent geese

revelling in their mudflat

bounty while egrets fly

against the tides and

rain begins its fall.

We dream of dog-dragged

summer scrambles to

Gorsedd y Penrhyn –

and Arthurs Seat through

painted-lady meadow

dandelion blazed, in

oxeye daisy finale

and grasshopper rattle.

Or in the stillness of the

dew-webbed, season of

spiders where we watch

the faraway world turn,

clouds gather and scatter

over Mynydd y Garn.

They tell us good fortune

will come to those,

who walk barefoot on

Beddmanarch sands

then turn away to king

-fisher wish past the

ripple of Scouts pond.

Falling deeper into

derw, llwyfen, onnen,

cerddinen, bedwen,

ffawydden, ysgawen3

3 oak, elm, ash, rowen, birch, beech, elder


4. Walk With Us

Watch season stand

Ash is for the dreamers

and surrender to season.

Rowan to guard us

See how even on

Birch for love

the darkness days,

Elder to bleed when cut

in the canopy shade,

Hazel for wishing

light rays strike

Hawthorn for the heart-strong

through the crown shyness

Beech for our protection

and for some days this

Elm to stand and fight

is more than enough.

Oak to breathe old secrets.


I

With the forest go the worlds within those woods

Jill Lepore
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