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Pour les Petits Fours – MM, Notty Chris & the Ivy Bee.

Massive thanks as ever to Professor Graham Denton.

– J. C.

For Julia and David, Val and Nell, Vicki, Chris and Rosa in celebration of life and love.

–N. D.

For Oliver, through season, storm and shelter.

–D. C.
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Introduction

Sometimes I will sit in a field, hoping to catch sight of a hare or deer. Around me the long grass whispers warnings to the animals that might approach me and I’m left alone. Yet as the sound of crickets strikes the flint of my imagination I wonder: am I just looking at nature or am I part of nature?

It’s easy to believe that humans are outside of nature. I don’t have to use my springy leg muscles to race after a deer and capture it for food. I’m part of a species which has learned to farm, to manufacture. I don’t have to leap out of a nest in order to fly. I can book a ticket on a plane and explore places which were undiscovered until recently. Or I can turn on the television and learn all about lions and tigers and bears. Humans are inventive. But as humans we risk our own future when we see ourselves as just looking at nature. We are part of nature. As much a part as the tree is for the woodlouse, or the soil is for the potato.

This book explores all connections we have with life on this planet. ‘There’s a rhythm out there / there’s a rhythm within / as the seasons turn / as the planets spin’ as James Carter writes. Nicola Davies, Diana Catchpole and myself join James to follow this rhythm in our own ways. It takes Nicola from ‘gleams of plankton’ to an old man and his dog, her ten-year-old self, and the absolute wonder of ‘a whale that leaps and turns into a swan’.

James follows the rhythm through the sun and the moon, dragonflies, bees and bats, the swoop of an owl ‘beneath a blue-black sea of night’, and ‘a weave of love’ – a nest.

I find the rhythm like a path. It leads me to foxes at 3 a.m., the gold of honey and daffodils, mountain hares who ‘leap from the lea / ahead of the fox’s shadow’, that ‘ancient tree of the sea’ the Greenland shark, and the curious friendship of a boy and a bird. And Diana, through her illustrations, reminds us of a time when humans lived in balance with the rest of nature. Her lines are rhythm itself, conjuring the flicker of fires in caves and the passage of swallows across the sky.

These poems are all written with thought and humour and love. We hope they become part of your life.

Dom




The Rhythm

There’s a rhythm out there

there’s a rhythm within

as the seasons turn

as the planets spin

It’s the call of the wild

it’s the breath of the world

and it’s life so alive

that it has to be heard

It’s the sweep of the swoop

of the owl at dawn

it’s the dash of the fox

through the August corn

There’s a rhythm out there . . .

It’s the tug of the breeze

and the tree that it shakes

and the nest and the egg

and the crack as it breaks

It’s the river that rolls

as it picks up pace

it’s the moon and the sea

and those great grey waves

There’s a rhythm out there . . .

It’s the melody’s chant

and the harmony’s chime

as our pulses dance

to the tick of time

It’s the feet of the child

as it steps in line

to the beat of the song

to the ring of the rhyme

There’s a rhythm out there

and it comes from our drum

from our home – from our star

and it’s called . . . T H E S U N !

 James




[image: Out There in the Wild; A diverse collage of life’s elements: a radiant sun and a crescent moon illuminate the night sky, accompanied by shimmering stars and a passing satellite. Below, a lighthouse stands atop a hill. Birds take flight above towering skyscrapers, and a man sits with his dog. A woman tends to a plant nearby while a young girl stands beside her dog. A cat observes, and an old man walks with a stick beside two dogs. A fox and a school of fish swimming in the water complete this tapestry.]



You’re out there, in the wild,

 a little lost maybe. Even ghost-breath

cold. Deep in an animal-now, knowing

only of that instant. Your senses

 feral-alert to detect a conker-fall

from a field away; catch a glimpse

of a red kite’s shadow shooting over

 a hill; hold just the briefest gaze

with a deer; spot a kingfisher slicing

the afternoon in half. But time fades.

 And you’ll be useless in the ever-fuzzy

country darkness. So you’ll drift back

in the direction of home, now aware

 that you’re all by yourself, and tired, yet

also more awake than when you left.

You’re never as alive

 as when you’re in the wild.

James




Pacific Navigators

Once, on the blue side of the world

people learned a list of stars to guide them,

and tuned their skins

to the criss-cross conversations of the waves.

They divined the clues in fish shoals, flocks of birds,

gleams of plankton,

and understood what the clouds told them.

With a thousand threads of noticing,

they found themselves,

and land like scattered seed in all that blue.

That’s the kind of knowing that we’ve lost,

Now satellites can find us anywhere

but we can’t find ourselves.

Nicola

[image: A flock of birds glides with the wind towards a lighthouse.]



The Colour of the Hills

What colour are the hills?

Not blue, like a school jersey.

Not grey, like next door’s cat.

Not purple, like a bruise.

You can’t name their colour, only feel it.

Like a dream at midnight,

Or a half-remembered song –

If you try to put a word to it

It slips away.

So when people ask you

‘What colour are the hills?’

Just shrug, say nothing;

Hold their colour,

Unnamed in your heart.

Nicola




The Light

We live

for the light.

Like flowers,

our heads

ever turn

where it’s bright.

We yearn when dark

for the planet to spin,

for the light to return

and for life to begin.

Without it,

we wither.

We sleepwalk

through winter.

Moon, tell the sun

to spark out the night.

We need to be loved,

be touched by the light.

James




You and the World

There’s a path you must find

but the Earth will be kind

so know that you’re never alone.

Just look to the ground

and you’ll know that you’ve found

a place which you can call home.

There’s a chasm to cross

but don’t be put off –

there are bridges each step of the way.

Just look to the seed,

at how it is freed

to fly on a wild, windy day.

There’s a mountain to climb

but slow, take your time –

nature gave you all that you need.

Just look to the tree

at how that can be

grown from a very small seed.

Let the world look to you

in whatever you do

as you look after the Earth.

Just be all you are

and you will go far

as you grow from the moment of birth.

Dom




Watching the Weather

He was a solitary child

Who ran everywhere,

Watched the tide creep in, silver through the muddy channels,

And thought about the territory of clouds.

Words were always tricky,

Other people, distant,

Blurred against the sharpness of the hills, the sky.

Figures spoke to his heart:

Windspeed, rainfall, humidity and temperature,

Eloquent expressions of the deep, majestic conversation

Held between the land, the air, the sea.

Time has layered him with weathers.

Given him a skin of wind and rain,

So complex and so subtle

That he can touch the air and know

How your feet will fall upon the mountain,

How the air will caress you in the glen.

And the greatest wonder?

Now words please him as much as numbers,

and people are as close and clear as hills.

Nicola




A bowlful of fire

who’d have thought a flame could find a home in water and yet I have watched two of them swim like twin suns reflected in an astronaut’s helmet, weaving the blue space and twisting the words of the fairground man who said they would forget everything every three seconds forget everything every three seconds forget that I saw them remember the shape of the ripples on that lake six years ago when dad rowed us leaning to and fro back and forth to tell us stories of our grandfather going to war coming back from war going to work coming back from work going on holiday coming back from holiday his light swimming through our father’s life like a lighthouse guiding him to shore a mile or more from his fire-ringed island

Dom




New Town

3 a.m. and a hush of bin bags splits the night

like fishermen spilling their oily catch

onto the tarmac’s dry sea.

The dog barks. The gulls wait. A light

guides sleepy eyes to the red dawn

of the fox’s fur.

This town tries to hold back the tide,

to define the ebb and flow of life and yet

the rock pools here are rich.

Dom

[image: Under the cover of the night, a fox strolls stealthily amidst the shadows, with nearby trash bins.]
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