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Words

Sometimes you can focus so much on the green;

That you miss the blue and white above.


Hallencoly Hill

That time on Hallencoly Hill, I saw them dancing,

Swallows no less than five,

Larks no more than fifteen.

A display to herald the Zenith of Spring;

Or the ever-growing Floral song that leads into June Summer.

 

Each swallow skipped in skirts of navy with blouses of snow,

whilst their heads were crowned with garlands of crimson roses.

The prancing, springing and joyous larks were bedecked in stars to the swallows’ moon.

Yet each had their hair shaped into a nautical crest;

From aqua one way;

Then surf-ultra the other.

 

Yet it was their song that came to me.

Entwined with harps, piccolos and flutes that danced from twirling invisible hands.

Words also sprang from the avian lips;

To the accompaniment of butterflies cut from the very sky.

Of woods and towns so far away,

That never would I hear of them between breaks of day.

Of ages old, and ages new.

Yet they had remained in chiselled prime;

Floral Mountains not even time could wither.

 

Till one spied me with a single glance.

Fresh, unearthly and with more than a dance.

And up they flew without a second glance.

Not nymphs, dryads or even Elf-maids,

But Maltese-crossed Swallows and Cloud-passing larks.

To continue their dance upon the brow of a cumulus hill.


Morrion Down

The first time I asked him about Morrion Down;

He bade me to be still and not to mention it again.

 

The second time he repeated the first command;

And said that I would do well to heed and meditate upon it.

 

The third instance took place during a stroll through Newclarion Park;

But that did not stop a bark and glare of flame and pain within those azure eyes.

 

Whilst the fourth may as well have been a bark and a bite;

Were it not for the audience at the tables of the Inn.

 

Widest was the interval between the Fourth and the Fifth.

Yet still the question bubbled all through the morn of the escarpment walk;

With wide fields, distant copses;

Aerial vapour vessels and a sapphire firmament.

 

“Four times I have asked and all four you have refused;

What lies behind Morrion Down?”

 

The bark did not come. Nor the unfinished bite.

But a spread of arms and a sigh akin to the surrender of an ice shelf.

 

“This was;

Is;

And will always be:

Marianne-Morrion-Mirriendal Down.

Birth of a Song;

Never far from my present;

And always,

Always,

Un-blurred by memory.”


The Monolith

For a decade or more,

A wall has dominated the borealis view.

Not of stone,

But of bricks and metal;

A landmark to a house of follies.

 

Home to two-score flock of pigeons,

Who wheel and roost,

Dance, breed and roost again.

A more than grand substitute,

For the cliffs their wild cousins still reside on the further isles.

 

Now in the morn of septembre,

I stare across the expanse where the wall once lay:

Bricks broken down,

Steel pillars taken away.

 

Instead lies an expanse that crosses road and houses,

And continues on into the sky.

More welcome,

More bright,

Than the monolith that had stood before.

 

To the North, North east and North West I can now gaze;

Unhindered into the realm of firmament and clouds.

And only have dimming photographs of the barrier that stood before.

 

Would I have the monolith back?

I will let thee guess…


Perspective

Two not-so-old buildings block my north, north-east and north-westerly view.

 

One a vacated shop;

The other a sky-climbing and space-eating folly.

Roost, convention and courtship-hall to a Cloud of pigeons.

 

Yet in the space between,

Both my eyes can fly;

Past road, weather-post and line of ash trees;

 

Past houses, lights and a pub once called Cattle market:

Past Dales,

St. Anne of Stanley

And the windmill whose sun-lit blades twirl above an allotment:

 

To a small blue line that can only be the horizon;

And an old hospital clock tower,

That projects like a palatial helm,

Into an ever changing,

Yet always beautiful,

Stretch of the realm named Sky.


 

 

States of Flora
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Green Cherry Blossom

I stand a little beyond the month of late spring,

and cannot fail to note that unusual thing.

 

For along with the Cyclamen, Muscari and Daffodils.

The clouds attached to earth came back to life.

 

True one member of the Cherry Tribe had been revealing flowers since November.

Yet it did not wane whilst other monuments swept forth:

 

The Hazel with primrose catkins whilst it was still cold;

To be followed by Swept Railway Poplar with catkins crimson gauze.

Two more members of Clan Populus also had catkins;

But their catch lay in their new-born foliage,

Though their pendants were as caught with a scarlet fire:

One with foliage more reminiscent of an Acer autumn;

The other with leaves base-coated in silver and dusted with crystal snow.

 

During this the Cherries began their floral dance;

Rose Snow, luscious pink and dove white all processed.

And covered the ground below in a snow that did not whip or melt.

Snow shaped of petals rather than crystal flakes.

That made me wish that they remained so till the Summer Month.

 

The Cherry Flowers continued in the zenith blooms of the Aesculus.

Its grand candle-spikes hosting a steeple of magenta-hearted blossom.

Whilst from the nadir-angle bunches of Lady Acer’s arrival,

Chartreuse clusters dangled like the produce of spring vines.

 

Pendulosity was also found in a member of the Salix tribe.

A weeping fountain with waters of gold.

And also in the blooms of the clean-limbed laburnum;

As if sprays
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