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The flowers of the forest they ask it of me,

How many strawberries grow in the salt sea?

And I answered to them with a tear in my eye,

How many dark ships sail the forest?

‘The False Bride’

I’ve been down to the greenwood;

Mother, mak my bed soon,

For I’m weary o’ hunting,

And fain would lie doon

‘Lord Randal’ 

I was climbing to a tree that was too high for me,

Asking fruit where there weren’t any grew;

I been lifting warm water out aneath cold clay,

And against the streams I was rowing

But I mean to climb up some higher higher tree,

To harry a white snowflake’s nest,

And down shall I fall, ay, without any fear,

To the arms that love me the best

‘False, False’
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THE PARK DRUNK

He opens his eyes to a hard frost,

the morning’s soft amnesia of snow.

The thorned stems of gorse

are starred crystal; each bud

like a candied fruit, its yellow

picked out and lit

by the low pulse

of blood-orange

riding in the eastern trees.

What the snow has furred

to silence, uniformity,

frost amplifies, makes singular:

giving every form a sound,

an edge, as if

frost wants to know what

snow tries to forget.

And so he drinks for winter,

for the coming year,

to open all the beautiful tiny doors

in their craquelure of frost;

and he drinks

like the snow falling, trying

to close the biggest door of all.





TRYSTS

meet me

where the sun goes down

meet me

in the cave, under the battleground

meet me

on the broken branch

meet me

in the shade, below the avalanche

meet me

under the witch’s spell

meet me

tonight, in the wishing well

meet me

on the famine lawn

meet me

in the eye of the firestorm

meet me

in your best shoes

and your favourite dress

meet me

on your own, in the wilderness

meet me

as my lover, as my only friend

meet me

on the river bed
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