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At the map’s limit 

 

Like waiting to give birth 

Anticipating blood, wonder  

Pain and unimaginable change 

Or pushing to emerge 

Into the unknown, screaming, 

With first breath, new life. 

In a blind leap, trusting 

There are wings not rocks to come. 

At the edge of tomorrow 

The map shows dragons 

Here be possibility, vast and stirring 

The life we have yet to claim 

Enormity of choice, embraced 

Every moment a beginning 

We are born, we die, 

From one breath to the next. 
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Glimpse 

 

Starlings wheel, October flock, 

Undulating across the clouds, 

In harmony of movement, 

Carving into the sky, shapes, 

Creatures and dreams. 

Spiralling dragonesk, 

Long of body, twisting 

Above tress, wind tumbled, 

Mythic for a moment. 
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Hiraeth’s End 

 

Let me absorb this land, 

Spirits of place whispering secrets 

That I knew, and forgot. 

 

Chance to reclaim this place, 

Until curve of hill, shape of tree 

Are familiar once more. 

 

Walking paths of childhood, 

Tracks my ancestors knew and loved 

Shared with the child I birthed. 

 

Were apples always so vibrant? 

Did the rain come as a blessing then? 

The buzzards call, uplifting. 
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Why did I dream of escape, 

When these hills crafted my nature? 

I could not let go of them. 

 

Limestone, fossil rich, golden 

Beechwood clinging to Cotswold edge 

Heart home, I abandoned you. 

 

Peace in returning, connecting 

A lost self found, bruises heal 

And I am myself again. 
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My rural idyll 

 

The Old Forge, the bakery now cottages 

Here on the corner, cartwheels once 
made 

The red brick and brass bell of school 

Where no eager children come 

So few born round here now. 

Barn conversion, chapel neatly fitted out 

This quiet road the trade route 

Before the motorway. 

That tumbledown a factory once 

When the houses were all fields 

And the fields bright with poppies. 

Back in prehistory, when work 

Still existed here, bread 

Hot bought from a nearby oven. 

Milk from the cows you’d seen. 

We drove away from these backwaters 
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To the bright lights and bargain bins 

The jobs aplenty, away, away 

We drove to freedom and a better life 

Where it was being lived brightly 

In the fast lane, the mainstream. 

Then we saved. We laboured, 

Enough to drive back, live here 

At weekends, for the view, the peace. 

A country life for us. 

Little creeping things sheltering 

In the ravaged husk 

The juice long since sucked out. 

Commute and community. 

Trip them across your lips, an easy pair. 

Commute, commune, community. 

It’s all good. 

We can have it all. 
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We deserve it. 

Commute. 

One empty place to the next 

The litter ridden noise and urban chaos 

The village with services long cut out. 

But you can still buy a pint, 

Look at the view, buy a nice, nice house 

Named for the ghost of itself. 

The Old Post Office. 

The Old Rectory 

The old. 

It’s so much nicer here, wouldn’t you 
say? 

Since we got the poor people out 

Of those quaint labourer’s cottages. 

They never did appreciate the charm. 

A quick drive to your slice of heaven 
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Curtains closed, TV on. 

The motorway will be hell going back. 

Same again next week? 
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Choices 

 

One of them could be wrong, dire, 

And from here, who can say which path 
leads 

To the castle and which to certain 
doom? 

And are the castle and certain doom 

Entirely unrelated? 

Are there any good choices to take, 

Any right calls. 

Any ways forward that are not made 

Of fail. 

And what would not-fail mean? 

We don’t have a map for there, 

Only rumours it exists 

And speculation of vast riches. 

The land of win, where the impossible 

Things gather to dance and celebrate. 

A place to be glimpsed and sought, 
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Never to be found because 

I am not wearing the right shoes 

For entry at the gate and I 

Have the wrong kind of eyes to see 

The landscape of success. The wrong 

Face on the wrong shoulders.  

Win can be dangled like mythic fruit  

Out of reach to drive me mad with 
want, 

But the place of safety, 

The place of peace and battle’s end, 

Where confident contentment lives 

Is probably just a dream. 
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Reeled in 

 

He swam, tiny and persistent 

Over expanse of careless ocean 

To these cool, smoother waters 

Survived the elver hunters 

Evaded otter predation 

To dangle undignified 

From the hook of a man-child 

Overgrown infant, oblivious 

To the miles journeyed 

Secrets in snakelike form. 

Just a funny looking thing 

To be hoisted out 

Giggled over, joked about 

Throw back, soon enough? 

Or too damaged to continue? 

Waters smeared with oil 

From yesterday’s little accident 
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Hide the conclusion. 

The not yet man returns 

To rod and reclining. 

If anything dived beneath his surface 

There are no ripples to show for it. 

Yet. 
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After the nightmares 

 

There is a time between then and now, 

The clutch of nightmare still persuasive,  

Loosening into wakefulness and day, 

On the borderlands, fingers seeking 
proof 

Reassurance in the half light, anything 

To ward off the memories and make 
those 

Grasping phantasms retreat a little 
further. 

All too real. Mind a freefall of 
cartwheels 

Dreaming and not dreaming, 
ascertaining 

Where the reality lies today. What of it 

Bore symbol truth and the voice of 
dread, 

What was literal? Waking, sweat 
soaked, 
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Fighting out of the cling of clammy 
covers 

Into darkness. Is day here? Heart 
thunder 

Sleeping and dreaming of waking, and 
waking 

Into chaos, dreaming of not sleeping 
until 

All is shreds and all must be gathered 
in, 

Sifted and stitched together, dawn’s 
quest 

For coherence and a sense of self. 

Without knowing the truth, how to tell 

What was self and meaning, which 
choices 

Determined fate, defined honour. 

Unpick the sleep woven stories of fear 
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From the live ones, remembering, 
waking, 

As the false nightmares retreat and fade, 

And the true ones come glaring into 
focus. 

 

It is the time between then and now, 

The heartbeat before this moment, 

The breaking away.  
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Cranes 

 

Your cries speak of marsh and mud 

Calling to ancestral slime dwellers 

People of the margins, river folk 

Whose bones became land. 

Deep and eerie, your voice recalling 

When you walked here before 

Grey enigma, your feathers a water hue 

Returning now, aided by descendants 

Of those who hunted you out. 

The marshes gone, they mean to tame 

This noble river with a barrage. 

Your cry captures the centuries lost 

Pray they will hear you again 

On untainted mudflats, 

Voice of the past claiming a future. 

May we prove wiser this time. 
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Your Goddess 

 

I will tell you this seeming human 
woman 

Is Gaia, mother and earth, she is 
goddess 

Revealed to you in human form, 

Yours to guard and nurture if you 
choose, 

Yours to use, abuse and lessen with 
cruelty. 

This divine being who gives you trust, 

All creation offered in one small body. 

 

If you know how every inch of her skin 

Is sacred, how will you treat her? 

Understanding that the fate of a planet 

Lies in her body, will you save or 
destroy? 

She is the world in your hands. 
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The future of all life and humanity lies 

In your whims and actions. 

Would you worship or defile her? 

 

She is the woman you touch. 
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Findlings 

 

High tide brought inevitable driftwood 

Rough shards and watersmooth alike 

Hair strands of seaweed, coast smelling 

Anonymous tangle of discarded things 

You can walk here, across the mud 

Where oystercatchers stride and 
shellducks 

Stand for their daily meditations 

Walk here, on this land so often water 

Finding the things that have found you 

Fragments and debris of other lives. 

Whispers of stories. 

You can gather them in, picking the odd 

Pleasing, disturbing, filling pockets 

Take them and with twine, wire, grass 

Bind the leftovers together until shape 
comes, 

A kind of rambled sense, a history 
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Of forgotten and unwanted, 
reassembled 

Loveable in this tattered, wayward 
form. 

Bear the watermark creature home, or 
leave 

It in a hidden spot to enjoy 

A secret, reedy existence, feral still. 
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Onion Woman 

 

Asked once in play 

My totem vegetable 

I said onion. 

 

The layers are pulled 

Skin long since gone 

Now flesh follows. 

 

Circles of my life 

Rings I’d created 

Dared to cherish. 

 

Another layer prised 

Forced from me 

Discarded. 
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How big am I? 

Are there skins enough 

To weather this? 

 

Will I be stripped 

And torn away 

Into non-existence? 

 

Today’s peeling 

Leaves me soul naked 

Yesterday’s too much. 

 

Tomorrow or tomorrow 

They find the heart 

And still it. 
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The layers of giving 

Are gone 

Circles of trust. 

 

Hope peeled off 

Belief with it 

Confidence shredded. 

 

Bring your knives 

All are welcome 

None refused. 

 

This I deserve 

For my onion nature 

Makes people cry. 
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Strength 

 

Strength does not blast trumpets of self 
announcement 

Nor rattle sabres, does not beat drums 

Or display the tools of torture for an 
introduction 

 

It comes mouse silent, unheralded 
midnight snow 

The resistance of stone, persistence of 
rain 

Stays, endures but need not proclaim 
itself. 

 

Strength shows its colours in the 
moments after 

Failure and defeat, when all is lost, hope 
gone, 

Strength hauls to battered feet and tries 
again. 
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Human Habitat 

 

Water, sky, earth 

Green shade, luscious 

Space, solitude, starlight. 

 

Hearthfire home and pillow, 

Softness, shelter, repose 

Secret, dream place. 

 

Bard stage, bakery 

Workshop artisan crafting 

Hand labour, heart work 

 

Square, cafe, bookstore, 

Dancing festivity, debate 

Public shared, merry made. 
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Ancestors Street 

History laden, tree rich 

Named, cherished. 

 

Land and water, intent 

Life, time, woven 

Thought, creativity, joy. 

 

Human habitat 

Earth, sky living 

Ours to invent. 
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Misplaced 

 

Eyes shine beneath electric light 

She does not belong here 

Sent by businessmen to chase pigeons 

Soaring over shoppers, weary gazing 

Downcast, unable to see beyond 
themselves 

The unexpected blessing 

Of the harrier. 

 

He is dressed for wood and open field 

Falconer, gloved, serious, alone amidst 

Gawping teenage girls drawn to a 
strong face, 

Confused, compelled, want without 
insight 

Hungry to be women already. 

Shiny magazines did not tell them 

How to handle his earthed masculinity. 
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Some of us were born 

With our hearts in distant 

Lands and times 

Walking amongst you 

Misplaced, filled with longing 

For a home we can never 

Reclaim. 
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Exile 

 

You have crossed the line 

Breaking relationship with dishonour 

Showing no remorse. 

 

Duty is to those who return it, 

Loyal to those who remain true, 

Trust only where faith is given. 

 

Your speech lacks mindfulness 

Actions without heart and compassion 

There is a rot in your soul. 

 

We are careful of each other 

But you have chosen to be outside 

And broken the bonds of tribe. 
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Cruelty does not beget kindness. 

Betrayal will not earn affection 

These are laws of nature. 

 

If fear and jealousy give reason 

We see no merit in those, no honour. 

You had an obligation to do better. 

 

We are not responsible for your fall 

For your choice to be unworthy, 

We merely release you from sundered 
ties. 

 

You will go forth an exile. 

We will not look upon you again, 

Nor shall your name be spoken. 

 



 

32 

 

 

Henceforth you are an irrelevance 

The path you chose awaits you, 

And we shall see you no more. 
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What everyone wants 

 

Gods of my ancestors, protect me 

From this insanity of sameness 

Freeze dried off the peg, shrink 
wrapped 

For greater convenience and endlessly 

Predictable, this lifestyle you buy 

From a package in a supermarket  

Guided by an advert, because you must 

Must have, must want, must succumb 

To fit in, belong and participate. 

This is culture. 

 

Spirits of this once wild land, save me, 

From the identical, the soulless 
conformity, 

Tarmac coated and plastered with lights 

With added compensation for injuries 

Not your fault but no word of how this 
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Will pay for the cost to soul, the stealing 

Of life implicit in every last sick scheme. 

This is progress. 

 

Save me from the seduction into easy 
waste, 

Drugged on fast food and cheap liquor, 

Locked into indolence, the comfort trap 

That takes far more than it gives, 

A world made of bread and circuses 
perfected 

Where individuality is down to the 
choice 

Of which pop dancing plastic celebrity 

You voted for this week. 

This is life. 

 

 



 

35 

 

 

An illusion of freedom that wraps its 
sticky tendrils 

Round the world, suicide mistaken for 
safety 

The myth of freedom we tell to 
ourselves as we sink 

Deeper into this lifeless apathetic ooze. 
We’re happy 

Because adverts say we must be, having 
shopped 

We are liberated because we can 
consume infinitely 

Oiling machines of government 
destruction until 

It kills us. 

 

I want mud, quiet, light on water, 

Space to breathe. 
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Dear gods of winter 

 

Let there be snow, 

Thick night falling blankets 

To mask and cover us 

Block out the world. 

A vast white excuse 

For hiding, resting, 

Let the flakes come, 

Fast and plentiful, 

A bounty in days off, 

Inviting play, denying cars. 

Trap us, embrace us, 

Cut us off from all those 

Hard unwelcome things. 

I know are coming. 

Drift deep in needing only 

To survive. The food, fire 

Our only concerns. 
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The peace of it, ice soft 

Cocooning, protective. 

Let there be snow. 
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Tiger cub 

 

That small hand curls soft 

As it did in babyhood, 

His sleeping face 

Never changed at all 

And changed entirely, 

Already the man in him 

Showing in those bones 

That strong line of cheek 

Proud jaw. 

He frowns a little, 

Troubled in his resting, 

Those eight years passed 

Uneasily at times, 

But strength and courage 

Shine in him, dreaming deep 

He goes where dragons dwell 

And runs with tigers. 



 

39 

 

 

Waiting to pounce upon 

The gifts tomorrow brings. 

 

I am every fierce, primal mother 

Who bared her teeth and claws 

To drive away the monsters. 

For that small clenched fist, 

The brush of hair against cheek. 
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Slumbering 

 

Let me lie with you 

Down on the lush grass 

In cool evening light, 

Blackbirds dipping for worms. 

Let me stretch out 

In a gap between 

Lichen rich, encrusted stone 

Words rain washed away, 

Markers to the lost. 

Ancestors who have lain long 

In clay’s embrace, 

Taking secrets and truth 

From flesh to soil. 

 

There is comfort here, 

In your silence. 

The hardships passed, 
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Pain not even memory, 

Life a distant dream, 

Left behind. Did you mourn? 

Grieve the loss of challenge 

Or welcome decay’s freedom? 

 

Let me lie with you. 

Evening drifts to darkness 

Relinquishing it all. 

May we rest in peace. 

 

 



 

42 

We do not own 

 

Do not teach your sons 

Obedience or tame 

Your daughters to live 

For your convenience. 

Do not preach meek, 

Mild acceptance to them 

Or give your word as law 

Your truth the only one. 

Do not raise slaves 

Awed by your authority 

God the father, the mother 

In myths of infallibility. 

 

One day they too 

Must be adults. 
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Teach them courage, 

Bless their lives with patience 

Wisdom and solid virtues 

Or action, will to ask, 

Doubt and challenge. 

Raise difficult offspring 

Tend them not as 

Delicate hothouse blooms 

But make wild orchids 

Of their unfettered growth 

Permit them to be 

Creators of their own story 

Proud of self, bright 

With honour. 
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If they fray with queries 

And the endless tests 

Of boundary and control 

If they demand more of you 

Than you knew how to be 

Break your heart, exhaust 

Your wits at each turn 

Remember, 

You are nurturing 

Not commodities or trophies 

But those rare beings 

Free to be heroic 

More than your children 

Their own people. 
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Passing through 

 

It’s just another exhibit, 

Tick box in a tour guide. 

It was on the bucket list 

For this city, done now. 

Been here, seen that. 

Long enough to collect 

The points, the kudos 

One obligatory photo. 

 

This is us on a mountain 

This is us on Hadrian’s wall. 

This is us outside some building 

Apparently it was important. 

And here we are at a place where 

Something happened, once. 

But we were there, we saw 

We looked at it and then 
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Grabbed coffee and headed 

For the next unmissable thing. 

 

There is no picture of how we 

Drove away without ever feeling 

The spirit of the place, or coming 

To understand its significance. 

We didn’t write a twitter comment 

On how we never stopped long enough 

To actually see the cranes dancing. 

There’s no blog post about the hours 

On the road between sites, the must 

Have traffic queue frustration 

Or the hollow feeling afterwards, 

So much money spent, 

So little gained. 

 



 

47 

Passing clouds 

 

In the soft exchange of clouds to rain, 

The shift from grey to autumn warmth, 

Life changes, moment to moment, 

The disaster of the previous instant, 

Is snow melting into green hope. 

Sunlight exquisite gold, shown rare 

On a backdrop of the darkest skies. 

Already some small thing lays its eggs 

On a dead possibility. Life continues. 

No certainty. But there will be clouds. 

There will be blue sky now and then 

Sometimes we are touched  

By the blessing of a rainbow. 

And everything passes. 
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Secrets she keeps 

 

A grandmother I never knew, 

A drudge, they said. 

I picture her bent double 

Work laden, red handed, 

Sweeping floors on knees. 

He went out dancing 

She stayed home. 

The only story told of her, 

Five children birthed and raised. 

A woman’s lot. 

 

Did she dream of this? 

The distant, girlish creature, 

Later lost to the daily grind. 

Was this the future 

She longed for? 

What stories did she tell 
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Herself in the long hours 

Of scrubbing, peeling, 

The endless dirt of workboots 

Across the never clean floors. 

What fancies filled the days 

The nights alone 

When she did not dance? 

 

In the silent, secret places 

Where no one could intrude, 

Who was she? 

 

 

 

 



 

50 

Life Blood 

 

I paint blood runes on your skin 

A drying, dying crimson of fertility 

Stark against your pale brow. 

Blessings of lust and wonder 

Blood caught on questing fingers 

Womb offerings, a creative potential 

You and I will not unlock. 

Our children all have tentacles 

This monthly miracle of life and death 

Mine to bestow, smeared with love 

Across your willing thighs 

Writing onto your chest, I shape 

An auroch sign, for strength 

To hold your heart, bring courage 

When the days are too hard. 

Above your hip, where your hard form 
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Yields briefly to a slight curve, 

The softness of stomach, warm 

Here I scribe of journeying 

My last message in ancient text 

A call to travel, spoken to loins. 

Come to me, be with me, 

Seek me across oceans. 

There will be no rest, no respite 

Until we lay claim once more 

To the same sheet. 

When my blood flows it will be on you 

My life, laced with death reminders. 

I will worship you skin to skin 

Bone to bone 

Until love and time leave nothing 

But feathers and sunbeams 
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To tell of our passing 

And we become whispered dreams 

For other lovers who dare to hope. 

Because our passion runs blood rich 

And we coat our lives with it. 
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Elders 

 

There were other lives before this one. 

Who can say what the lost days bore? 

Tides of time and selfhood shifting 

Eyes bright with forgetfulness. 

Lifelines worn deep into skin. 

 

Honoured elders of the tribe 

Who journeys to seek your words and 
wisdom? 

 

A tribe that never was, 

Oblivious to itself with the death of tales 

The words unspoken 

Heritage of generations passing 

With our shared dislocation 

Into unmemory. 
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To the knife bearers 

 

You can of course break my trust 

Take away every last reason for hope, 

Every grain of belief in humanity 

And scope for thinking there is a future. 

 

You can wring the tears from my eyes 

And make my body shake with grief, 

Poison me with betrayal, patronise me. 

Destroy my sense of self. 

 

You can turn love into bitterness 

Connection into corruption 

And rob me of every good feeling 

I have had, make them hollow. 
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You can strip my Druidry from me 

And my community with it, 

Isolate, dishonour me, 

Leave no shred of joy in my world. 

 

But you have not taken the song 

From these lips yet. 

And you cannot take my honour 

From my heart. 
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 Threefold return 

 

May it bring to you, three times over 

Each moment when you gave or shared, 

When there was little, yet you offered, 

May it return to you. Three times over. 

 

May the smiles you offer, fly back 

On wings of laughter, friendship warm 

All that you craft will reward the work 

With the glow of its own beauty. 

 

Or did you use and take, instead?  

Hoarding what was good, stealing, 

Denying light and life to others. 

Did you wound and betray? 
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And may those lessons return 

That you taught to your victims, 

The biting anger, brutal actions, 

That you may learn from them. 

 

Be blessed with the threefold return 

Of all that you gave. The blood, 

Bruises and broken hearts, the pain, 

May the reward for lying find you. 

 

Then tripled be the gifts of beauty 

Recognised, known and celebrated. 

Kind words returning in deeds 

Of warm compassion, hearth bright. 
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The right and the wrong of it, 

Each tangled truth, unravelled 

Into clarity that we may know 

Our own history and destination. 

 

Let there be a natural justice, 

And a settling of the scores, 

A reckoning and rewarding, 

May we find what we deserve. 
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The imperfections 

 

You are not perfect 

But in that sweet flawed 

Human foibled complexity 

There is everything to adore. 

In the chaos of errors 

The brave failings 

Inevitable weaknesses 

Dwells something wordless, noble 

A daily heroic struggle 

Unknown to perfection’s stasis. 

You were never the impossible 

Stained glass perfection of angelhood 

Never a legendary glowing saviour 

But real to me. 

Heartbreakingly real. 

Striving, aspiring, ever questing 

Life a work in progress. 
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On Dragon Hills 

 

Beneath soil, curved into landscape 

Ancient bone rock, hatched to these 
shapes 

Before time knew to count itself, 

Wrapped into sleeping form, 

Grown into land and hill, tree scaled 

Spine ridge, curved belly melts to fields, 

Wings out there lost in hedgerows 

Tailing down from the heights, 

Mound of a head, suggestive, subtle. 

 

Underneath, the deep, unconscious 

Occupies your long centuries 

As mud slides into new shapes, 

Cultures rise and fall, at breath pace, 

Your slumber untroubled, 

 



 

61 

 

 

Rich with the fertile soil of your 
dreaming, 

Rising in wisps and tendrils of unseen 
smoke 

Through earth and bark, touching any 

Who pause long enough to inhale 

All that you exhale. 

Each one gifted different visions 

From the depths. 
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They test us 

 

Coming in the night with blades 

Older than humanity to pare away 

The excess flesh, the soft and tender, 

Stripping back the layers and defences. 

 

They take, and take again, 

Hope and clarity, love and reason, 

Breaking us in small ways and large, 

Persistent, relentless. 

Challenge becomes exhaustion, 

Setback piled on dismay. 

 

And they test you again, 

Until the bones are showing, 

The blood, and innards, 

Nothing spared. 
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Coming by day with barbs 

The murmur of fresh disaster. 

Fruits of guilt, the gifts of shame, 

All that humiliation offers 

They bestow with grace and calm. 

Merciless deliberation. 

 

This is their kindness, their bounty. 

Testing and retesting 

As a blade is forged through heat 

And constant pounding. 

 

I sought to be a better person. 

In the long nights I am carved, shaped, 

Cut down to size and essence. 

Through the days I explore shattering 
points, 
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Tensile strength, endurance. 

The instruction to know myself. 

 

Gods of my ancestors, 

I do not mean to fail. 
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The life we choose 

 

Dog, windswept head high, 

Earth belongs to him. 

Sky and gust are companions 

Pride lifts his tail. 

Joy flows from him 

Running exuberant before the storm. 

 

Woman, windswept, head down, 

Shoulders hunched 

Weather beaten, solitary 

Getting through it 

Over and done soon 

Then home. 
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Love speaks in whispers 

 

Trust, in the tight press of your hips to 
mine 

I am cherished, held. Love speaks thus, 

Whispers tender poetry in the dark 
hours, 

Honours the body, sees the god within, 

The goddess in curves and soft 
humanity. 

A gentle act of mutual worship. 

Compassion in your hands, stroke away 
memory 

Of hard times and countless cruelties 

Sing this skin back to me, the soul pieces 

Gathered in your searching, re-woven 

Into the semblance of a person. 

You make me brighter than before, 

Press tight, beloved one. Merge with 
me, 
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Until we are only and entirely each 
other, 

Burning fierce and born anew from the 
ashes 

Of troubled history. 

We will have our revenge, you and I. 

By being far better people. 
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Sambar Deer 

 

Such large and pretty fearful eyes 

In knowledge you are loved to death, 

Wanted to destruction, hungry adored 

Flesh from bone, a lifetaking 
appreciation 

You are feast, beloved food source 

They will hunt you. 

 

Pretty eyes, anxious wide and wary 

I have seen you on the deer faces 

Of hunted women, troubled children. 

Victim eyes, large and sweet with 
sorrow 

I have greeted you startled in mirrors. 

They hunt you still. 
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He asks why you evolved to be tasty 

As thought the prey has some right 

To choose not to be eaten. 

Deer eyes, gentle eyes, did you intend 

This body to be so fatally appealing? 

Did any of us choose? 
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Progress, and pudding 

 

Great Grandmother steamed puddings 

Festive concoctions of fruit, nut and 
liquor, 

Cooked in the copper boiler, arcane 
device 

I heard about, but never saw. She 
washed 

Clothes in there of a Monday, soap 
smells 

Filling the rooms. But for Christmas, 

The copper held her puddings, 

Gifted to others, dark and delightful. 

 

A hundred years on, or so,  

I take her descendant, eight years old 

Through the rituals of breadcrumbs 

Raisins, stout and stirring. 

He makes a wish, 
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In a kitchen she could not have dreamed 

We will not cook puddings 

In the washing machine. 

And that wonder of a fridge, 

Surpasses the pantry. 

But it still comes down to fire and wood, 

Heating and cooking where other 
grannies 

Plied their daily skills, boiled and 
burned. 

We’re closer to them, as night draws in, 

Than to the bright lit moderns nearby. 

 

Steam condensing on windows. 

Scent of boiled cloth, the pudding smell, 

Timeless, evoking more Christmases 

Than we have seen. 
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Pudding steam laced into walls and 
floors, 

The cheer of it bright in gloomy days. 

Grey winter comes as it always did, 

Unmoved by fridge and progress 

As we huddle in this artificial cave 

The steaming fruit indulgence proof 

We know a trick or two true cave folk 

Didn’t. 
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The story box 

 

i 

 

I lived inside your story for a long time, 

Inside a box that you made out of tales 

That were full of holes I learned not 

To see. 

 

A small box, that you built from fear 

And held together with blame, shame, 

The guilt of failure, always mine 

Strong glue. 

 

A story full of cracks and inconsistent, 

Each layer less sane than the last, 

But so cloying, the weight of it 

Overpowered me. 
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I lived inside your box, in the dark 

Until it was also the box inside me 

And the only reality 

I had. 

 

 

ii 

 

I have brought you a present. 

Just a little one you might 

Remember. All those hours 

Lavished on crafting it. 

 

I am neither within it, 

Nor is it holding my heart. 

I have finally escaped  

But you cannot. 
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The power of your making 

Resides here still, this box 

Is yours to the last atom, 

I am giving it back to you. 

 

iii 

 

I am not inside your story 

There are other kinds of truth. 

Different dreams and realities, 

The absence of box. 

 

The act of making binds you, 

Prisoner of your own intent 

You are what you do. 

And this is yours. 
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Radiance 

 

Light through glass 

Warm radiance over stone 

An altar illuminated. 

Temple to human ingenuity, 

Rites of passage marked here, 

The dead present with the living. 

Light bathing old and new, 

Grandparents of blood and place, 

Remembered in the walls. 

I honour you, Dying God 

Your suffering rendered in stained glass 

Your compassion tangible here. 

My ancestors worshipped you, 

But I belong to mud and river, 

I need the wonder of goddess 

The divine in female form 

To teach me of myself. 
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Light shines through 

And I know, beyond the names, 

Transcending gender, there is love, 

Warm radiance over life 

A moment illuminated. 
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Flight of birds 

 

This morning, raven came with 
crouping cry, 

Wings potent black above my cottage 
roof, 

A slow progression, stark form on blue 
sky, 

Unreachable striking, alone, aloof. 

 

He did not come for me, nor pause or 
speak, 

Following the wind, his own intentions, 

I stood in wonder at that tail and beak, 

Omen of war, of hope, or of 
redemption? 
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Morrigan’s bird, glory of dark feathers, 

I grasp at meaning, frail in human need, 

Bless this house with luck, aid my 
endeavours 

For I must combat cruelty and greed. 

 

Trailing sound behind, raven departs 

Oblivious to my presence and my 
plight, 

Leaves me touched and lighter now of 
heart 

Drawing courage for a fight or flight. 
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Sky Stories 

 

Venus, arcing high over darkened trees 

Sky vast above human dwellings 

We are small, so small 

Time and space stretch, curving 

Around our blink of life 

My everything a tiny fragment. 

 

Blue glow planet rising swiftly, 

Love goddess, prayers offered to you 

Flash of plane in the heavens 

Human light on a backdrop of stars, 

Power and futility in one metal form, 

Millennia twinkle around us. 
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Harness the magic of technology, 

The mystery of borders and crossings. 

This life threshold twixt old and new, 

In the luminal madness of waiting 

We are so small beneath the moon 

But this moment is my eternity.  
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A god within 

 

You are warrior poet and magician, 

Father to seekers of respite and shelter, 

Dream crafter, guiding gothic beauty 

Into this drab and needy world. 

 

With glowing inspiration in your eyes 

You are knight and champion, my hero, 

Lord of my heart and keeper of my soul, 

You nurture peace, foster wisdom. 

 

You stand between fragile and danger, 

Spirit strong in courage, rich in honour 

Rescuer, singer of mournful songs 

Bard tongue, artist hand, shaman vision. 
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Carver, drawing creatures from land, 

Song of sea birds in ears, you are healer, 

Guide, guard, strength in compassion 

Oak, the sweet kiss of mellow autumn. 

 

Soft spoken whisperer of mysteries 

Lover, tender in passion, fierce, wild, 

Your body a gift of transformation 

All you touched, potent and seductive. 

 

 

 



 

84 

Remember 

 

The self before darkness 

As exquisite moths recall 

Tight furling chrysalis 

Earth bound beings 

Before you flew. 

 

Winged smiles, sky claiming 

Erasing sorrow marks 

Pain carvings in a former skin 

Garb or resignation shed 

For a new shape. 

 

Moon drawn night flier 

Shadows your abode 

Dance windblown, where 

Others fear to walk. 

You are remade. 
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The past a country 

You travelled through 

But did not live in. 

Home a night scented flower 

Awaiting your fertile kiss. 
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The house I built 

 

Dream house, reflection of self  

Drifting insanity of night unconscious. 

There were cottages in childhood, 

Thatched refuges 

Peopled by imagined grandparents 

And the big houses, looming imposing 

With rooms full of fear. 

A vast, remote crumbling pile, 

Neglected, rubbish filled 

Bought, revisited, dream after dream, 

Never managing to fix the decay. 

Later were places I did not own,  

With winding stairs 

Passageways narrower as I climbed, 

Always upwards, run from something 

Invisible, fearful, impending. 
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Up the steepening stair,  

Through the shrinking doors, 

Nowhere left to hide, and escape 

Lies in jumping from a window. 

Many times I sat on a high ledge, 

Wondering if I dreamed,  

Or if I’d die this time. 

If I ever plunge to my destruction,  

You will know why. 

 

Last night’s house  

Another rotting, dangerous pad 

Not of my owning or making,  

This one peopled 

By religious fanatics,  

Lost in their own world,  

Tearing each other apart  

For want of insight. 
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I went in as a mediator,  

Listened to their tales, 

Wept at the beauty they made 

The foolish naivety keeping them  

Impoverished, 

Staircase of chairs nailed to the wall, 

An opulent bed that was not my own, 

And never enough clothing  

To be decent in their eyes. 

I can never find what I want to wear,  

In dreams. 

 

Years of houses where the decay  

Has firm hold, 

Nothing is safe.  

I dream of ruins and disasters, 

Uninhabitable shells of homes,  

Occupied sometimes 
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With the insane or psychotic. 

The self offered back. 

A dark and cracked mirror to look into, 

Webbed and dustridden. 

I miss the pretty cottages  

With flowers and thatch, 

And wonder if I can build them anew. 
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Storm Passion 

 

The sky strains, 

Wind in laboured breath, 

Pushing, pushing, sparked tension 

Mounting by slow, insistent degrees 

Towards lightning. 

 

The need for release 

A land hungry for moisture, 

As gods of air and cloud 

Crash together, pressing, 

Driving forward. 

 

Rising and rising. 

Crackle and thunder groan, 

Too much, too far, 

Not far enough, 

Pressure and fever. 
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Collapse into rain, 

Flooding down, gushing free, 

Sweet bliss of unleashing, 

The storm crash howl 

Of a goddess’s pleasure. 
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The art of flight 

 

Swans in flight serene,  

Pristine white visitations 

Of otherworldly grace,  

Bright against blue sky 

But how they flapped,  

Struggled, feet desperate  

Water beating the fight to climb,  

Results hard won. 

 

Kestrel hovering,  

I know the secret of your poise, 

How you fly head long into the wind, 

Pace matched to perfection,  

Stillness derived from determination 

Waiting for the mouse cue  

To plummet foodwards. 
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Leafdropping small and unremarked,  

A trick, 

Hiding brown feathered  

Stealth in hedgerow, 

Little hunter of insects,  

Brawler, adulterous, 

Your life all chaos and misdirection. 

 

First glance tells one story, 

The watching another. 
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Sweets to the Sweet 

 

Molasses dark and succulent 

This clinging breathlessness 

Too sweet in suffocation 

Need comes not with claws 

But drowning in syrup 

Heavy on limbs and heart, 

Moved to sluggish struggles, 

Swimming in the thick of it. 

Exhausting, unshakeable. 

How to voice this treacle 

Rich encumbrance of the spirit 

This over-spun candy of emotion 

Clinging to skin and psyche 

Until, weighed down, I snap. 

Even the tears are sugar coated. 
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This saccharine excess no feast 

For a sane man. 

 

Lick me free of sticky oppression 

Turn the sweetness to salt 

In honest weeping, sharp consumption 

Taste the too-much in me, 

You who rejected sanity 

As the ultimate unreason 

Eat of this biter sweetness 

That we might both find relief. 
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Seeking Wisdom 

 

After nine years of hard journeying, 

Scouring the secret ways, 

Following the threads of old clues 

To unravel the mystery 

He comes at last to a pool 

Where nine hazel trees grow 

And drinks the water. 

 

Beneath the surface, salmon swim, 

Legendary wise, their flesh miraculous 

He has come a long way 

For the sake of them. 

He drinks the water, cool, sweet. 

The salmon do not get out to piss 

But he no longer cares, he has found, 

The source of the tale, the tail of a fish. 

All the wisdom in the world will be his 



 

97 

 

 

If he catches and eats one. 

 

Nine years. Nine hazels. 

He watches a nut fall, a fish take it. 

How long might a man sit here, 

Seeking to snare a wisdom rich life? 

How many remain in the pool? 

Who else will come to kill and eat? 

To take what they have slowly gleaned. 

 

A nut fall sends ripples to him. 

The trees are heavy with them. 

They will fruit again next year. 

Scales sparkle in sunlit beauty. 
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Having found the wonder,  

Must he destroy? A nut falls in his lap,  

He takes the offering, breaks open,  

Eats, knows the wood flesh taste,  

Sweet and good.  

There are enough here to feed 

All who hunger for insight. 

A taste of possibility, an inspiration seed 

On a journey to knowledge won, 

Not stolen. 

 

Nine years of soul-pressed questing 

He will not kill the fish, 

But leaves lightly, leaves well. 

Knows he is blessed, 

Seeks a new road 

With a peaceful heart. 
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She sees 

 

She sees the boy he was, 

Who ran to her, 

The one she held and carried, 

Flesh of her flesh. 

She sees the tears, 

Angelic sleeping face, 

Hair she brushed from brow, 

Shoelaces tied, 

Sticky fingers and  

The smell of baby skin. 

The first smile, first fall, 

The hopes. 

She carries these. 

He is still her son 

No matter what 

They say he did. 
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Wild Woman 

 

Laughs loud, too easily 

Bares breasts and sings 

Lullabies, love songs, laments, 

Walks barefoot in midsummer dew 

Cares not for hairbrushes 

Grows fur in secret places 

Flaunts it happily. 

Without shame. 

Free from remorse 

Dances more than walking 

Holds silence. 

 

Wild woman mends and crafts 

Sows seeds, harvests the dead 

Treads the circles of 

Being and passing, laughs 

The birth and dying, 
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Stitches up, casts off 

Honours, neglects and nurtures 

With her own tides. 

 

Slips through prison bars, 

Laughing, refuses chains 

Unposessed and dauntless 

Willing to weep, giggle, howl, 

Grunt, the needful sounds 

Of life lived fully. 

Rolls in hay meadows, 

Bandages children, loves 

Gives, withdraws, loves anew 

And laughs. 
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She wastes 

 

It begins small, 

The abandoned last inch of tea and wine 

Unwanted dregs. 

 

Ends of lettuce left to rot 

Beneath newer, shiner purchases 

Destined for the bin. 

 

She cooks too much 

Throws away excess without a thought 

Only cheap vegetables. 

 

Discarding all too often 

The minutes and hours squandered  

With indifference. 
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Casts off friends 

Who proved too much like hard work 

Asking more of her. 

 

She wastes. 

 

And when, at the end, 

Anubis guides her to the place  

Of weighed hearts 

How will those thrown away things 

Add their measure? 
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Listening to Macha 

 

You can make me run, Majesty 

Kingship empowers you to command 

Race me to miscarriage and death 

For the sake of your pride 

And cruel humour. 

 

But only once. 

 

As I am woman, 

So am I goddess. 

There are consequences. 

 

It is in your power  

To rape this land. 

 

But only once. 
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For you destroy 

But cannot create 

You rule briefly 

Never own. 

 

Once, you can assert 

A monarch’s sadism 

Take once, then pay. 

My curse, to teach you. 

Your blessing, to learn. 
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Icebound 

 

Dawn frozen, cloud heavy 

Sun a bare presence 

Creeping powerless grey 

Wan light catching 

On frosted fields 

Chilled to sharpness 

Leaves etched in white 

With bitter bone chill 

A life stealing night. 

 

They are subdued 

Cold muted caution 

Energy saved 

Against the cruel day 

But greeting 

The little sun 

With determined voices 



 

107 

 

 

A brief chorus 

Announcing we survived. 
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The fields we know 

 

Beneath the surface 

Otherworlds, sometimes shrouded 

In murk and mystery 

Illuminated fleetingly 

Glimpsed and lost. 

Darting silver like fish 

Fabulous in enchanted pools 

The shadows within shadows. 

 

Beyond this fecund hedge 

Rich with autumn promises 

Are fields unknown. 

Our feet have not trodden 

As we claim them 

In wandering exploration. 

Landscape behind reverts 

To its secret hidden self. 
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The fields we know 

Rules cherished, comprehended 

The surface we embrace 

In safe familiarity. 

Beyond, beneath, other truths 

Sleek wonders dive here. 

In the corners of our vision 

Where we seldom dare to see. 
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Common Brown Duck 

 

They have come for the lesser spotted 

Marbled brown duck which looks 

Rather like a brown duck 

But was blown three thousand miles 

From home, by accident. 

Which makes it far more interesting 

Than the regular brown ducks 

Who live round here all the time. 

They are here for the unusual duck 

Vitally important to achieve a sighting 

Pushing past ordinary, dull ducks 

The swans, geese, not significant 

In remaining where nature intended. 

Familiar miracles overlooked. 
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The ducks beyond the glass 

Focus on water, grain and sun 

Chorus of individuals living, breathing 

Dive, preen, call and feed. 

Almost unimpressed by the audience 

But that one in the red hat, on the left, 

He came all the way from Manchester 

By bus. 

How different he is from local twitchers 

Who walked in, with no bus ticket. 

He’s the special one. 

Tick him off your list. 
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Seeking Redress 

 

I offer my rage 

Let it be the slow boiling, 

Boil inducing druid brew 

Of ancient power. 

Let my wrath tremble 

The webs of existence 

Shaking fat, complacent spiders. 

My cry for retribution 

Will be heard 

Vibrating along the threads. 

 

I will simmer a fury potion 

In the cauldron of my inspiration 

Truth in the bubbling of blood. 

I will cut down the lies 

Expose the dishonourable 

This is the druid’s art. 
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Hear me, you ancient gods 

Land spirits, beloved ancestors, 

I ask for poetic justice. 

If words can yet raise boils 

Let there be legion marks 

On the traitor face. 

No respite for my foes. 

 

When the balance is restored 

Grant, oh spirits, thy protection 

From the unleashed rage torrent 

Let it flow from me, 

Permit me healing,  

Still pools of peace 

Once I no longer need to fight. 
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In collision 

 

We are human, chafing our lives 

Together in rough unison, 

Awkward bumps, bruises 

The soul damage of wants 

That are not met, hopes 

Not tallied or answered 

Chipping corners from each other, 

Eroding self, finding self 

Like landscapes we shift 

Sands and shapes evolving, 

Pearls in each other’s oysters. 

Rasping on psyche, we pass 

Messy and misunderstood across 

Each others days. 

It is life lived, no more. 

Calls not for blame, anger 

Or regret. 



 

115 

 

 

Learning in the dismantled 

Bloodied aftermath of accident 

Intentions mismatched 

Learning to love anew 

Fresh chances to grind, knock, 

Rock and sunder 

Until like shore pebbles 

We may be polished smooth 

In a more compassionate 

Beauty. 
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Hearth and Kindred 

 

Wood glow in an old hearth 

We sat here down generations 

Warm cider, telling stories 

Ease chilblains and weary limbs 

Hands busy in the halflight 

Sharing history, remembering 

Spinning the past in long yarns 

Weaving it for future ears 

Feeding logs to the fire 

Warmth to the heart 

Cold night beyond windows 

Companionship within. 
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I live the rhythm of ancestry 

Know their seasons, my world 

Is the past made into future 

Loom crafted, home spun 

Baked and carved with care 

Borrowed, to be handed on. 
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One True Way 

 

There is no way onwards, but through, 

No path that is easier to walk, 

No shield that will deflect the blows. 

There is no answer but to run 

Barefoot and screaming through the fire 

Holding to the insanity of belief 

That there is some far side 

Where no one will be throwing rocks, 

And the screaming ends in a bliss 

Of silence. 

 

The only way forwards is through, 

Walking the storm in a summer dress, 

Watching the umbrella tear apart. 

Nothing, nothing at all can save you 

From this. 

You are destined to become the giant 



 

119 

 

 

Bearing the weight of the world 

Those shoulders must suffice. 

Being crushed offers no respite. 

 

There is only through, the marching 

On bleeding feet, exhausted limbs, 

Willing the path into existence 

One step at a time, hacking a route 

Out of the jungle of mayhem, 

With no idea of direction, 

When the screaming turns out to be 

Your own voice raised in torment, 

And the silence wears a death mask. 
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There in no way onwards. 

The road stops here. 

Time to dry tears 

Break rules, 

Evolve wings 

Decline apparent destiny. 

Leave. 

 

Breathe. 

Stop, 

Wait for the inspiration 

Make a new story. 
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Playing with dust 

  

Anything can be a metaphor for life, 

The threadbare carpet, a dying moth, 

The fading light at dusk 

Abandoned toys in long grass. 

 

Or there is the story of new buds 

Fattening in winter months. 

Poems found in the act of cleaning, 

Other versions, better tales. 
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Gratitude 

 

That we have eyes to see this day 

Soft beauty of fading sun, painting 

In rich gold shades over tree and field 

Stop to draw breath, fingers interlinked 

Thankful for this tranquil evening, 

So mellow after the rainstorm. 

 

Awash with gratitude that we two 

Can stand side by side in wonder 

Adoring the setting sun, glorious sky. 

Rain sodden grass at our feet, a treasure 

Sweeter for being shared. 
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Returning to hearth home’s bright fire 

A good companion as night draws in, 

A cat, a story, our wealth is vast, 

For now we need not whisper 

Or fear the sound of key in latch. 

 

That we have eyes to see this day 

Hearts intact enough  

To love the twilight. 
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Down 

 

Down into the silence, 

Into the deep earth embrace 

Where there are no voices, 

Only resonance and bones, 

Into the darkness and release 

Kiss of oblivion, to not think 

Not feel or be, this moment 

Only, this breath to the next, 

Won hard out of weary lungs 

This trial of breathing, of being. 

 

Down. 

 

Down into the memory of ancestors 

The lost and nameless, forgotten, 

Soil dwellers, unspeaking, 

They have lived it all, known all 
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I am nothing new, my trials 

Drops in an ocean of human living, 

They have tasted it already, 

Nothing unknown to them, 

They are the relics of blood and tears, 

The labour sweat, the cry, 

The brief triumphs and passing days. 

Down, into their arms, 

Where there is nothing left to explain, 

Nor prove, no justification,  

Or accusation 

Only the dark 

And something a little like forgiveness. 
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Changeling 

 

Sharp faced pixie in the mirror, 

Owl eyed and sorrow marked, 

Strong with the ancestor bones 

A wood creature, knotty as oak, 

Sapling delicate, a tangle of hair 

And contradictions. 

 

There was a moon faced woman 

Of dough, putty soft to the shaping 

Made out of flowers to please 

Anyone. Round with apology, 

Gentle acquiescence, take anything, 

Anything at all. 
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Behind the glass, they switched places 

While no one was looking. 

The always sorry moon woman,  

White in anxiety, stares 

At the hard lined wood sprite 

Surprised, seeing for the first time 

They have the same eyes. 
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Dying to survive 

 

For all reasons and none 

In weariness, defensive resignation 

We die a little. 

 

Stepping into the cauldron 

Cool balm of unfeeling peace 

No defeat. No victory. 

 

Hold, survive, bide time. 

Faking death to shelter life 

To endure. 

 

No place to dwell 

Entered easily, hard to leave. Essential 

To leave. 

 

 



 

129 

 

 

In the unfeeling 

We lose self, a soul price 

For escape. 

 

Too long cauldroned 

False death edges towards truth 

Fading and failing 

 

The rebirth 

Act of screaming defiance 

Comes shocking. 

 

Kick yelling emergence 

Old self, new self tangled 

Erupt into life. 
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The dead returned 

Fearsome warriors and silent 

Mystery unspeakable. 

 

No sharing the abyss 

Of the cauldron, no death voice 

For the returning. 

 

The reborn fighters 

Will not be messed with again, 

Require justice. 
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Bounty 

 

Purple stained fingers 

Hedgerow foraging 

Sun warm fruit, 

Rain fattened, soft, 

Sweet like progress 

Sharp as regret 

This is how freedom tastes. 
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A definition of magic 

 

Sun lost below the horizon, 

Haze of gold remaining, 

Vivid in the east a final kiss 

Departing soft towards night. 

 

Moonrise in brilliance full 

Out of winter blue sharp 

Trees drawn in black outline 

Seasonal sketches of themselves. 

 

Moments between night and day, 

Two worlds and times in balance 

And between them, rising voices 

A chorus hidden, singing rapture. 
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Blue and gold surrender together 

To night’s gentle advances, 

Succumb to stars, moon tones 

The cloak of secrets. 

 

They have sung the inbetween 

Enchantment of fleeting things, 

Betwixt ephemeral wonders 

The blackbirds at sunset. 
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Reset the balance 

i 

 

The feeling of pines. 

After the cull, shock, 

Death scent, stark exposure, 

Came green regeneration 

Natives reclaiming bare soil, 

Rush of life, vibrancy, 

Rescuing lost land 

Old forest reborn. 

 

ii 

 

Two creatures, fur sleek 

Lithe in agile beauty 

Condemned to death 

By this voice 

For foreign origins. 
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So alive, playful running 

Oblivious and faultless 

Born free, nature bred. 

Not belonging an idea 

Alien to hungry mink minds. 

There will be traps 

Destruction of energy 

Lively forms made still. 

Voles and moorhens 

Will not know to rejoice. 

 

iii 

 

Hunting the deer 

Grace without predator 

Herds swelling, tree chewing 

Forest destruction accidental 
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In a lost balance. 

The glorious excess of them 

More than land can bear. 

 

iv 

 

After the needful death 

The cruel necessity 

New beginnings 

Life continues. 

 

v 

 

Who will bring redress 

To each balance tipped too far 

Breaking of systems, taking 

The too much used and worn, 

Driving to extinction. 

Ravenous beyond mink’s hunting. 
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Trampling more than deer hoof, 

Shading more than pine. 

Who will come to prevent us, 

Redeem us? 

If we cannot halt this frenzy 

Ourselves. 
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Singing the Spirit 

 

Singing it back, all those fragments 

Torn away in times of pain and horror, 

Soul shreds pared off in mistreatment, 

Essence of self damaged in retreat, 

Surviving by diminishing. 

 

Summoning the discarded parts, 

The stolen things and fractured 

Sense of self, the lost abandoned 

All we were and might have been 

Our better selves. 

 

Finding balm for the wounds 

No one dared speak of before, 

The open bleeding, pus laden sores 

Of the psyche, the stench of decay 

How we knifed our own spirits. 
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In the ecstatic release of howling, 

The weeping that brings up disease 

From the depths and spews it out 

In gasping, wailing bouts that lead 

At last to peace and stillness. 

 

A messy business, no gentle song 

The remaking of shattered heart, 

It is all furnace and uncauterising, 

Storm and madness intertwined, 

This retuning to life. 

 

Wallow in the blood and sweat of it, 

The frail and filthy human self 

Spirit is here, amidst the mess, 

The desecration lay in denial, 

We are this. 
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No melody. Singing the soul back 

In tears and semen, skin on bone, 

Through the heat and insistence 

Of living and loving, grappling, 

Deity back into flesh. 
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Ivy and Oak 

 

This we have done 

For an age 

Worn into each other 

By eons of nature 

Rubbing over us 

Pebbles on a beach. 

Snug like old boots 

On feet that have 

Walked a hundred miles. 

Trees grown so close 

Two trunks are one 

And yet, 

Each time you leaf 

I am struck afresh with 

Newness and wonder 

Numinous surprise 

Sweeping through me. 
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Show me yours 

 

Give me one heartbeat of that fierce, 
dark magic, 

The other side of your gentle spirit, 
where the wild things 

Cavort, the aspect that still runs barefoot 
with creatures 

Long thought extinct, the narrowing of 
eyes that say, 

“It is so, I have been among the aurochs, 
seen the boar, 

Called to the wolves at night and 
danced with the moon.” 

Take off the face you wear for the sakes 
of normal people. 

We both know the stories of skins under 
skins. 

No need to pacify me with pebble 
smooth, predictable faces. 

Let me see your bare teeth, naked 
intention, transformations, 
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I would be moon-chasing beside you, 
and learn to howl 

The songs of wilder things in chorus 
with you. 

We have run the solitary pathways too 
long, you and I. 

Time to lay down the mask of the lone, 
lunatic dreamer 

Fingers intertwined, feet matching pace, 
we can fly, 

All forests of land and imagination ours 
to traverse. 

I will bathe you with tears and laughter 
in turn 

Give me one heartbeat of that fierce, 
dark magic, 

And I will give you my worlds. 
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Beyond the map 

 

On waking one morning to mist over 
water 

I took off my skin as easily as adder, 
slid, 

Without it into a fresh day, simply as 
that. 

Discarding history, solidity, familiar 
things. 

Reaching the edge of the map, story 
end, 

And they all lived, perhaps happily, or 
not 

Somehow, somewhere, over the last 
page. 

I chose not to end it here, by ending. 

 

I shed my old self, sloughing off scales, 

Fur, feathers, talons, skins and bones, 

All the sticky residue of time passing. 
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Relinquished all the selves and stories 

Woven to draw a line between my being 

And all the wild, uncertain wonders 
beyond. 

At the end of the page, words run out, 

And we find the map’s limit, last 
uncharted 

Semblance of belief and expectation. 

Here worlds end, in waterfalls or 
emptiness 

Beyond the boundaries, in the nothing. 

The no place, the undrawn, unwritten. 

 

I took off my skin to breathe again, 
freely 

For the urgent work of forgetting, 

Letting go. 
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At the edge of the map. 

The end of the world page. 

 

The next step goes outside. 

Beyond. 

Unskinned, unwritten and unready. 

Beginning. 
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