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Lost Bards and Dreamers 
 

 

We are a song tribe, 

Music sharing, story speaking 

Breakfast cooked at festivals 

Nights starwatching on hills. 

 

We celebrate as a clan 

With cake and laughter 

Our rites of passage mark, 

Fair times and foul. 

 

A vast, adopted family, 

Care giving, life affirming 

Spirit brother, heart sister 

With age irrelevant. 

 

We come together in circles, 

In spaces held 

To create and delight, 

Nurturing each other. 

 

Community of ideals, 

Brewing and plotting 

Lovers, friends, companions, 

Earth people, green souls. 

 

Always space at the fire 

For one who comes to give, 

Who loves as we do, 

And cherishes connection. 

 

At table, in ritual, 

Session, dance or journey, 

Welcome kindred spirit 

If you want this, it is yours. 
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Once Upon a Time 
 

 

Tell me a story 

Of who we are 

Land we sprang from 

Of grandparents. 

 

Tell me the hope 

That shapes your path 

Dreams you nourish 

Crazy aspirations. 

 

Tell me also of failure 

Disappointment, regret 

The frail humanity 

We have in common. 

 

Tell me funny tales 

Of mad cats, moose, 

Humorous accident 

Strange juxtapositions. 

 

Tell me tales of tomorrow 

The future we build 

With cunning, courage 

And happy endings. 

 

Tell me the stories 

Of who we are, 

So I can share them 

When I tell my own. 
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Sacred Blossom 
 

 

Plant the seed in me 

In this darkly fertile soil 

The mud of my spirit 

Full of rotted down learning 

Mortal remains of dead ideas 

The mulch and debris 

Of years and moments. 

 

Plant the tiniest seed here 

And I will water it 

With tears shed in gratitude 

And the bitter weeping of regret 

My bleeding, sweat and snot 

Offered to unfurling roots 

Reaching into the depths 

 

It might lie fallow 

Sleeping a decade or more 

Awaiting the disturbance needed 

To set it growing 

Green life reaching up and out 

Claiming the sun and sky, 

Emerging from within me. 

 

Let me be the earth 

The nourishes rich blossoms 

Growing the imagined form that will 

In turn become the soil 

To nurture new flowerings 

Vibrant purple madness, 

The Dream God’s dangerous bounty. 
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March Mad 
 

 

Hill runner, March mad and boxing 

Fleetfooted one, untamed, glorious 

Spring sun on brown fur gleaming 

Long eared friend, shy soul 

Hedge hiding, grass dwelling 

Ecstatic sprinter of old meadows 

Glad totem of insanity, 

Your hurtling form reminding 

Of the need to race unfettered, 

Surrendering all to earth beneath 

Sky above, wind in fur. 
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Pixie Child 
 

 

Hair streaming in the wind 

Laughter a bright stream 

Splashed across hillsides 

Trickled through fields, 

Darting along hedgerows 

Foraging in tangled roots 

And secret nooks 

For otherworldly treasure. 

Singing to the open sky. 

Mud worshipper 

Wide eyed with wonder 

At the smallest miracles 

The soil touches your feet 

So lightly. 

You are a thistledown 

Memory of children past 

Echo of more innocent day, 

Flesh clad and lively, 

Dismissing the normal world 

For forest haunts and broad horizons, 

The footprints of deer 

And dreams of tigers. 
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Footprints beneath a willow 
 

 

Remembrances in the mud, 

Squelched into silt 

Evidence of your passing 

A long, dramatic indent. 

Here you took to the water, 

There emerged, dripping. 

Was it dawn, today 

When you foraged here? 

The river human-free 

Salmon, swallow companions 

Willow trailing leafy branches 

To hide and shelter you. 

Fish taste in your mouth 

River silt smell on fur. 

Further, a steep mudslide 

Shows you played here 

And I wish to be a breeze 

A tree, or star to watch 

You sport in the stream 

Chase over meadows, tumble. 

Longing for pelt and claws 

That I might hunt beside you 

For trout, eels, head first down 

To still the prey and crunch 

Wet sleek and loping 

Ruthless beautiful killing for pleasure 

Wasteful decadent perfectly otter 

I will be you, and be myself 

Never really understanding 

Either of us. 
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Rowan 
 

 

Roots in the clay, in the moisture, 

Drinking the spring’s sweet bounty. 

First snowdrops amidst the frozen grass, 

Early signs of life’s renewal. 

Huddling form of a tree, naked of leaves, 

Hermaphrodite spirit, straddling the realms, 

Of gender, neither one thing, nor another. 

Glistening dark buds swell with life, 

Of leaves yet to come, the distant dream, 

Of fruiting in later seasons. 

Still now in waiting, mountain ash, 

Guardian of wells and springs, 

Accepting silent pilgrim prayers, 

Gifts of ribbon, once bold of hue, 

Now faded by winter’s ravaging storms. 

Lithe little tree, waking to the growing days, 

Remembering the glory of colour, 

The feasting birds on branch and twig, 

Enjoying the old year’s bounty. 

A season arises before you with the sun, 

Life’s new cycles raising up your sap, 

As spring’s journey begins once more. 
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Puzzlewood 
 

 

Step off the winding path, they said, 

Where the ferns grow tall and fair, 

Pick the dancing bluebells, 

And knot them into your hair. 

Don’t pause and look too closely, 

Where the nodding blossoms sway, 

Or you’ll see they’ve long since faded, 

And you will not tread this way. 

 

Leave the muddy trail, they said, 

For the way is slippery rough. 

Go lightly over the fallen leaves, 

Beneath the rocky bluff. 

But do not look too close my dear, 

Where the fresh boulders lay, 

Don’t glance at the crumbling overhang, 

Or you will soon be away. 

 

Give up the safety of your path, 

To stand in the cave-mouth black, 

Fell its cool breath on your skin, 

And dare to whisper back. 

Don’t think too hard or long my love, 

Of children stolen away, 

But hear the bright voice calling you, 

Inviting you to play. 

 

You can go beyond the track, they said, 

Where the light is flickering gold. 

Full of sunken holes and mysteries, 

Wonders for you to behold. 

But don’t you read those signs my sweet, 

That tell of the diggings here, 

And warn of pits so dark and deep, 
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And say not to venture near. 

 

Come deeper into the woods, they said, 

Come further, darling mine. 

To clap and laugh and dance with us, 

You know it will be so fine. 

Don’t think of the ones you leave behind, 

To enter the yew tree’s shade, 

We’ll show you better far than them, 

Come join us in our glade. 
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Water My Blood 
 

 

Water my blood,  

And the snot stream mess 

That comes with tears 

That I might pour a river  

Of grief upon the soil 

And mourn all that 

Has been washed away. 

 

Water my blood 

And the slippery birth rush 

Of life breaking out 

Womb wet nurturing 

Swimming into existence 

In a wild torrent 

Of fresh possibility 

 

Water my blood 

My cleansing and renewal, 

Bringer of fresh innocence, 

Wound cleaning, dirt taking 

Ease the bloodstains 

From body and soul 

Diluting memory. 

 

Water my blood, 

Life essence, swallowing 

Cool relief and sustenance 

A blessing, health giving, 

Mineral rich from soil, 

Rivers and oceans meeting 

Inside skin. 

 

Water my blood 

Tainted with poisons 
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Oil slicked and fetid, 

Chlorinated, contaminated, 

Disease bearing, liquid death 

We owe far more to you, 

And to each other, than this. 
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Dedication 
 

 

I will walk the path of the bard, 

In peace and joy, with reverence. 

My footsteps light, but measured, 

My heart open with compassion. 

 

I will sing the truth of my ancestors, 

Speak with the voices of the land, 

Honouring awen and the flows of life 

With every wakeful action. 

 

I will walk the path of the mother, 

With courage and tender patience, 

Listening as much as I give guidance, 

Not seeking to inhibit or posses. 

 

I will turn softly with the seasons, 

Adore the sun on my face, 

Wind in my hair and moon kissed 

I will celebrate the tides. 

 

I will walk the path of the lover, 

Passionate in naked soul truth. 

With perfect trust and dignity, 

Wild, playful exuberance. 

 

I will wear my true animal skin, 

Own my spirit’s tree roots, 

My rock, copper, bone and blood 

Craft and creation. 

 

I will walk the path of the druid, 

In liminal places of mystery, 

Teacher and student both, 

Holding webs of community. 
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I will cherish my own vision, 

Sure footed upon the earth, 

Questing for numinous insight, 

Offering service in all things. 
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Courting Games 
 

 

Passion stirred in the early heat, 

Rising temperatures of May, 

When the frosts are a fresh memory 

And the trees newly in leaf. 

 

Lust invoked in the open fields, 

With the vast sky stretching overhead, 

And the cuckoo calling summer in, 

The afternoon a sweltering haze. 

 

Fierce desire, a song of mating, 

That plays upon the living frame, 

Burned from within, and all exposed, 

There can be no mistake. 

 

Looks that smoulder, trembling hands, 

Touches by no accident made, 

Circling closer, like two dancers, 

The steps seem inevitable. 

 

Chase me along the hedgerow, 

Pick hawthorn for my hair, 

Tumble me in the long grass, 

I will gladly fall for you. 
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No Dress Rehearsals 
 

 

A day without laughter, no stories told. 

Undanced, no conscious choices made, 

No moment of relishing bright sunlight 

Or weeping over acts of bitter injustice. 

Time without falling or feeling. 

 

A day when nothing new is crafted, 

With fine intellect blades, passion driven. 

Free from destructive rage, wilful sabotage, 

Hours devoid of day dreaming escape 

Each breath softly unrecognised. 

 

A day devoid of drifting window gazing, 

No rush of urgent heart beats responding 

To terror, lust, or sheer exhilaration 

Neither fully here, nor truly otherwise 

Moments cast to the wind. 

 

A day without living. Today squandered, 

In grasp and blind distraction, ruined 

Embracing apathy and disinterest. 

As though only on the route to tomorrow, 

And these seconds were not everything. 
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Dreams of Beltain 
 

 

When the first leaves are dancing 

On the ancient oak trees 

And the woodland floor a shifting sea 

Of windblown bluebells, 

When the garlic, white and heady 

Fills the air with scent 

And gentle anemones raise pale faces. 

Let me lead you off the well trod way, 

Show you secrets I have discovered. 

Perhaps the green woodpecker 

 Will flash bright plumage for us, 

Or the hunting buzzards swoop 

Low between branches. 

I will tell you stories of lost forests 

Of mysteries and mythic beasts 

And night walking these paths 

When they were silver with rain. 

Hoping your dark eyes will sparkle 

As they have before at my wild tales. 

I’ll play the bard for you, still intending, 

You should realise how easy it is, 

To step into those living stories. 

Listen to the rustling tree talk, 

Stargaze with me, when owls cry, 

And the fox family go hunting 

Through the clustering hazels. 

This world is full of magic, 

Waiting for you to discover it. 
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Perceptions 
 

 

In your eyes I see, 

Strength and compassion, 

Forest and hill. 

A soul that knows 

The cry of landscape, 

Hears tree whispers. 

I see hunger for beauty, 

For wonder and glamour 

- Not the crude, modern kind 

But fey and Celtic magic. 

 

In your eyes I see 

Questions never on your lips, 

Unvoiced uncertainty and longing. 

A wild being in formal guise, 

Playing convention, a solid role. 

You seem a strong, sheltering oak. 

Formidable and firm, 

Nurturing life around you, 

Storm resistant, weathering. 

Most perceive only surfaces. 

 

In your eyes I see 

A graceful woodland spirit, 

Guarded against the unkind day, 

With subtle mask illusions 

Dryad in hiding from the world 

Untamed soul, wilderness touched, 

Too tender for this careless place 

Needing rich soil for your roots 

The freedom of open skies, 

A fellowship of soul kith. 
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The path I trod 
 

 

I followed the way of awen 

Surrendered my fate to the flow 

In service, trust and truth 

Let it render and remember 

A new future for me. 

 

Life careening into chaos 

All assumption stripped severe 

Pretence exposed in wild awakening 

A new river course cut 

The flood plain swamped. 

 

What had been pain and poverty 

Transmuted into rich ripeness 

Finding my own voice vibrant 

The road before me broadening 

I grew in hope. 

 

I followed the way of awen 

It taught me letting loose 

Tears became gifts of goodness 

Trust brought heart healing 

In three drops of wonder. 
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Honouring 
 

 

You, the song on my lips, 

The wild vitality of a drawn breath 

When walking is dancing, 

And dancing a sublime art. 

 

Yours, the flame in my heart 

Consuming the past, the dark, 

Purging old sins, transforming 

My clay into bright silver. 

 

You, my dream and aspiration, 

Keeper of my hopes, desires 

Shape the path of my future, 

All that I will be. 

 

You, my soul friend, my playmate, 

Awen bringing, magic weaver, 

Nourishing my spirit, 

Blessing me with wings. 

 

From one heartbeat to the next, 

My joy, my reason and delirium, 

The best of me comes to life 

Only through being yours. 
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Fire My Spirit 
 

 

Leaping energy of potential and passion, 

All consuming, bold in hunger, 

Merciless beauty, formless power. 

Danger and sustenance combined. 

 

Soul of the hearth, home centre, 

Foodmaking domesticity. 

Warding off night and winter. 

Let me nurture as you do. 

 

Wildfire destruction, ferocious, 

Taking the old, the new, 

In brilliant conflagration 

Teach me to cleanse and recommence. 

 

Fire, forge and candle bright, 

Lamp flame, engine, incinerator, 

Managed into useful combustion. 

Let me learn discipline and restraint. 

 

Solar flame, orb in the heavens, 

Enormity beyond comprehension. 

Heat and light enabling existence. 

Teach me my place in the cosmos. 

 

Dreams of dragon breath, 

Realities of the funeral pyre. 

Ending and beginning intertwined. 

Bless me with your chaos. 
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No Assumptions 
 

 

It finds its own shape. 

Crafted with trust, honesty, time. 

Makes its own form. 

I do not love in order to demand. 

No expectations. 

Only the slow discovery 

Or what is, and might be, 

The choosing of ways. 

My path one of acceptance, 

No desire to take or change. 
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This Silent Voice 
 

 

I write words in sand 

And messages on water, 

Whisper to the wind 

Questions I had no chance 

To ask of you. 

Trapped in this silence 

Not knowing 

If just for a moment 

I stole your heart. 

I tell the bees 

There is no human ear 

Entrusted with my secret 

My poems to you 

Are carved in the sky 

Littered prettily in meadows 

Where none will read them 

And I listen to the larks 

For news of you. 
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Hawthorn 
 

Faerie tree, boundary maker, 

You of the thorny undergrowth. 

Amongst the first to take leaf, 

Your shoots called bread and cheese, 

By those in poverty, glad of bounty, 

Taken freely from the hedgerow. 

Sharp and crisp to the palate, 

Good for the heart in many ways. 

 

May flower, your blossoms come, 

As Beltain approaches with warm days, 

You mark summer’s beginning, 

As my farming ancestors reckoned it. 

Delight of pale flowers shedding petals, 

Your musky perfume on the breeze, 

A deeply suggestive scent, 

Inviting courting couples to gather you. 

 

Your haws come with the Autumn, 

Red fruits, bland to consume, 

Beloved of songbirds and rodents, 

Foraging in your tangled branches. 

Yellowing leaves as the year fades, 

Stripped away by lashing wind, 

Leaving you bare, exposed, 

To sleep the dark days through. 

 

Glisten of frost on your branches, 

An otherworldly silver frosting, 

Enchanted denizen of an ice kingdom, 

Jewel of a winter’s morning. 

Sheltering robin and wren 

From the ravages of falling snow, 

Safe haven in through stormy days, 

Dreaming of the May. 
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Tree Climbing 
 

 

I remember the first tree we sat in, 

He too young for scaling heights,  

Short of limb, eager of heart, 

Desirous of lofty branches 

His small hands could never grasp. 

 

We found an old willow, serene, 

Broad branches sweeping low, 

Easily gained by son and mother, 

A perfect seat for two adventurers, 

Making a little nest. 

 

It was no small feat, lifting him, 

Holding him firm as I climbed, 

To sit at his side on the bough, 

Sturdy enough to tolerate 

My ample weight. 

 

Side by side, feet swinging, 

Like two birds in a bush, 

We shared our merry secret games, 

And I felt like a child again with him, 

Careless lost youth revisited. 

 

His tiny hand in mine, his trust, 

That I would keep him safe, 

Hold him steady and secure, 

Precarious perch made certain, 

Confidence in my hands. 

 

His absolute faith awed me, 

Happiness in simple things. 

When did I stop enjoying life? 

Forgetting small pleasures, 
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Weighed down by responsibility. 

 

My son in the willow tree 

Teaches me to kick my legs, 

Watch birds, swat at insects, relax. 

His infectious smile wins through, 

My world-weary exhaustion. 

 

I want to be innocent again, 

Free of care, doubt, anxiety. 

My child shows me laughter, 

Delight, foolish playfulness. 

He reminds me of myself. 

 

I am still smiling as we walk 

Holding hands and bound for home, 

My steps lighter, we converse, 

Nonsense baby chatter, like birds, 

Flitting through the woods. 

 

I carry the moment with me, 

Talisman against darker days. 
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Fidelity 
 

 

I will marry the man 

Who blesses with laughter 

Makes cake offerings 

And gifts with his hands 

Who dares to dream 

And test his limits, 

Gasps at the sunset, 

Hungers for beauty 

And is moved to tears 

By hope laden poetry. 
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Taking Wing 
 

 

Wind rider 

Effortless gliding 

Feathers against a blue sky 

Fierce. 

 

Voice crying 

Pierce the racing clouds 

With hunter’s celebration 

Startle. 

 

Air master 

Steep thermal riding 

Soar until earth is nothing 

Conquer. 

 

Bring swift death 

Falling destiny 

Life ends, and life continues 

Eternal. 
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Death of the Corn King 
 

 

As I hold the blindfold out 

You see the cloth, and realise 

My deviant intentions. 

I step closer to you, 

Our bodies almost touching. 

Your breath slows, deepens. 

Anticipation holds you thrall. 

You wonder where this will lead. 

I bind your eyes, taming wild hair. 

Arms around you, I claim you, 

Make firm the knot, 

Stealing away your vision. 

Place you at my mercy. 

Still and placid, you wait. 

I anoint your forehead 

With a slow kiss  

On your sunned skin. 

And then, your wrists, 

Captured before you. 

Ankles united with bonds. 

I tie your thighs, 

Hands dangerously close 

To your groin. 

Then down, 

Down to the cool grass, 

I take you, lie you, 

Powerless and unmoving. 

Symbolic sacrifice 

In this late summer rite. 

 

When you have died 

In the womb of the earth, 

I will kiss you back to life. 

Like the Goddess Isis, 
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Opening her thighs to make 

Her lover-God stand anew. 

You will fall and rise for me. 
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Learning to Consume 
 

 

Let me eat you 

Tasting the soil 

In which you grew. 

 

Rich sun creation, 

Nourishment, warmth 

You hold still. 

 

Rain that kissed you 

Moonlight, star blessed 

Windswept, vital. 

 

 * 

 

Let me eat you, 

Tasting keen fear 

The metal cage 

 

Plastic wrapped 

Machine flavoured, 

Carried far. 

 

Dishonoured workers 

Pained, weary 

In the process. 

 

 * 

 

Let me eat you, 

Line caught, hunted 

Free until death. 

 

Hand reared, nurtured 

Flora, fauna cherished 
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To abundance. 

 

Feast with integrity 

Nothing discarded 

All respected. 

 

 * 

 

Let me grow from 

The food of this soil 

In relationship. 

 

Truth in my head 

Magic in tasting 

Eat with awareness. 

 

Peace in my heart 

Not sullying to feed 

Living in balance. 
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Reluctant soldier 
 

 

There are times to stand and fight, 

When refusing nurtures injustice, 

Condones unpardonable acts. 

Conflict to be won with words, 

Triumphs bought dearly with blood, 

Martyrs and heroes, their time comes. 

There are battles fought with money, 

Played out in hearts and minds, 

Wars to control perceptions, 

To possess and manipulate. 

Combat to the death – entered blindly. 

When we don’t know we need armour 

And every weapon a person could draw, 

When we are conquered by stealth, 

Rendered weak by our apathy. 

Every day another fight lost. 

 

Open wars are the easiest, 

When your foe has a face, a name, 

Your cause a standard you recognise. 

How do you fight the invisible? 

No battle cry can sound a revolution, 

If you see no enemy at all. 

Who brings us low, who poisons us? 

Who threatens to destroy our world, 

Tears up all that is great or good? 

Who cuts down trees and traditions, 

Discourages free speech, free though? 

Who condones, condemns, collaborates? 

We do this to ourselves. 

 

There are times to stand and fight. 

I would make a shield of alder, 

As my ancestors did in ancient times, 
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Firm wood to protect me, 

Taking blows bent on destruction. 

I will ask permission for the wood I use,  

For the blessing of such aid, 

I will ask the tree to shield me, 

From attacks I cannot survive alone. 

Hoping that under such guardianship, 

I may free myself from this endless fight, 

Be neither victim nor tyrant in future days, 

Live a more honest life. 
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Cry out 
 

 

Cry out for the soul 

Brave enough to own fear 

Heartbroken by this brutal world 

But sweet with compassion still. 

Rejecting cynicism 

For a bold doctrine of hope. 

 

Call to wakefulness those 

Whose anger will make 

A cleansing tide of change 

Red with passion, not blood. 

To die for justice, not crush it 

With the taking of life. 

 

Sing of the few who see, 

Who listen and understand 

Open to truth, moved by beauty, 

Humbled by nature’s wonder 

Spellbound, inspired, willing 

To break convention’s safe illusion. 

 

Praise to the dreamers who dare 

The vision chasers, peace carvers 

Who chip futures from blocks of now 

In new shapes, radical, vibrant. 

Knowing we can better this. 

Enslaved by lies no longer. 
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Hail, fellow weavers 
 

 

This tapestry, woven together of shared intent 

Bringing our own threads and colours 

Some twined together, others appearing only 

For dazzling moments of change. 

 

Those of you who inspired but did not stay, 

Whose designs took off differently  

So that I never glimpsed the full pattern, 

Only the potential. 

 

Those of you who I did not even see, 

Who brushed alongside my own creations, 

Making some sense of me, or none, 

Unrecognised, but present none the less. 

 

Those of you who snared and tangled, 

Your plans full of knots and distraction, 

People of the scissors, thread breakers, 

Makers of lumps and ugly chaos. 

 

And those who have sat beside me, 

Sharing warp and weft, twining your lives 

Through and about my own pictures 

So that we have one story. 

 

You I love best of all. 

 

To every one whose colours touched mine, 

Whether I knew it or not. 

Whether you intended help or hindrance, 

I thank you for the richness 

Of the cloth my life has become. 
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Wood lessons 
 

 

Living wood rhythms 

A different scale 

Slow. 

Breathe. 

Wait. 

 

Human ingenuity, 

Biting steel saw, 

Slowing. 

Work. 

Patience. 

 

Metal devouring wood. 

Hand held, exertion. 

Slower. 

Demanding. 

Hard. 

 

Wood paced labours, 

Through rings of years 

Slowly. 

Cutting, 

Contemplation. 

 

Slipping away of cares, 

Becoming the task, 

Slowest. 

Significant. 

Focused. 

 

Love in toil undertaken, 

Dignity of effort 

Slowed 

Purposeful 



BRYNNETH NIMUE

 
 

 43

Healing. 

 

Self in the action of cutting, 

Clarity and meaning. 

Slows. 

Completion. 

Soulful. 
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The Druid’s Bird 
 

 

Between the kingdom of the night 

And the country of the sun, 

The blackbird stands as guardian, 

Sings up the day to come, 

In hedgerow and on lamppost, 

Draws music from the heart, 

With golden beak and feathers black, 

He bids the day to start. 

 

In modest browns the henbird goes 

Through shady woodland grove, 

Her earthen plumage simple, 

Her tale with magic wove 

Radiant her spirit creeps, 

Beneath the bracken fronds, 

And beauty in the simplest things, 

She honours in her songs. 

 

With falling notes sung to the sky, 

He hails the change to come, 

As darkening clouds spread far and wide, 

The blackbird sings his song, 

Calling to the driving winds, 

To bless the land with rain, 

Singing up the needful storm, 

That plants might grow again. 

 

Hear him sing of nest and branch, 

Of worms and summer days, 

In his song a thousand truths, 

Voiced in graceful ways. 

Calling if you have the ear, 

For his enchanted song, 

To forest deep and meadow fair, 
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Where wild souls belong. 

 

Stood betwixt the golden sunset 

And the waiting dark, 

The blackbird sings of mysteries 

In tree and root and bark, 

A song of journeys to be made 

And wonders rare and fey, 

When you pass beyond the gloom 

His voice will guide your way. 

 

Between the kingdom of the night 

And the country of the sun, 

The blackbird stands as guardian, 

Sings up the day to come. 
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Moon Ritual 
 

 

In the tranquil night, 

Pale moonlight touches the land, 

Healing and blessing. 

 

With strands of silver, 

Drifting tresses of long hair, 

Falling through the sky. 

 

Fine, slender fingers, 

Reaching out from the heavens, 

To caress the earth. 

 

She illuminates, 

Shining paths between the trees, 

Roads to mystery. 

 

Hidden tracks emerge, 

Secret ways across the land, 

Trails to Otherworlds. 

 

Do you dare to walk, 

The paths of the rising moon, 

Chasing after dreams? 

 

Dabbling hands and nets, 

In woodland pools to capture, 

The moon’s reflection. 

 

Walking ancient ways, 

Forest dark and moorland wild, 

Into the beyond. 

 

Free yourself and fall, 

Ecstatic into madness, 
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As she summons you. 

 

Forget banal day, 

For ethereal silver, 

And the touch of night. 

 

Rise like the ocean, 

Bleed for her, change within her, 

Drown in her music. 

 

And sound your response! 

Poetic insanity, 

Calls your soul to speak. 

 

Howl with the chorus, 

Of prowling wolves who linger, 

Deep in the shadows. 

 

Cry with the barn owl, 

Sing with a thousand voices, 

In celebration. 

 

Tonight you are free, 

All things lie within your grasp, 

If you follow the moon. 
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It is temporary, this. 
 

 

Between waves and land, 

I am with you. 

Where shifting waters  

Kiss the sky 

I am yours. 

Sat at dusk’s threshold, 

We are touching still. 

Walking the borders of sleep 

Embracing in memory. 

 

Wake in the dawn with me, 

Dreams coalescing to flesh, 

Liminal possibility realised 

Where skin meets skin. 

 

All is temporary and change. 

I do not know if love or hope 

Are eternal, I do not think 

It matters. 
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Forest Touched 
 

 

Squatting in grass, tear stained 

Between fear and elation 

Seeing things. 

 

Dew soaked shoes, blurred vision 

Grief shifts to curiosity, 

Watchers in the trees. 

 

Forest and spreading oak, 

Heavy thud of auroch, 

Bristling boar spirit. 

 

Three figures amongst alder 

Humanish, and other, 

With silent encouragement. 

 

Cross the threshold 

Forget all else, and flee, 

Into madness and temptation. 

 

Tomorrow will find me, 

Awake in a hedged field 

Like a drunkard. 
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Air My Breath 
 

 

My word, truth and honour 

The life of me. 

 

 

Vibrant in my blood cells 

Inhale, exhale. 

 

 

High winds and freedom 

Rush of liberty. 

 

 

Breath and voice, 

The song unleashed. 

 

 

 

Silence. 

 

 

 

 

And space. 
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Affirmations 
 

 

Even when I stand alone 

I am held 

For the earth holds me. 

 

When my actions go unseen 

I am witnessed 

By sky and spirit. 

 

My words are known 

Trees hear me 

My song as a bird’s. 

 

Should the future alarm me 

The ancestor’s understand 

They too have been afraid. 

 

If I weep bitter pain 

The rivers ebb and flow 

As they have always done. 

 

As I walk the land 

I am surrounded 

By all that has been. 

 

I can reach out, 

Knowing I am nothing more 

Than any other breathing thing. 

 

Held and not held 

Seen and unseen 

Silent, and witnessed. 

 

Loved 

Only when I understand 
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That it is so. 

 

May tides of spirit guide me 

To see possibility, 

And release fear. 
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Holding on 
 

 

I take this ache of absence, craft it 

Into a space of certain shape, 

Held as possibility, I take 

A precise gap with me 

Wherever I go. 

At my side, the sculpted 

Emptiness that waits 

To be occupied. 

Walking in woodland, 

Canalside, night street. 

An echo of what will be. 

I take this missing to my bed, 

Lie with it, cherish it. 

And inside me, this space, 

Exact and waiting to be filled. 

I sing with it, hearing notes 

That have yet to be played. 

Songs as yet unvoiced. 

I dance around it, sit with it. 

This space that waits for you. 
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Pity Them 
 

 

Rain heavy with dust 

And all the tears unshed 

Over those cold wreckers 

Who lure ships of dreams 

To crash on despairing rocks 

How many proclaim hope naive? 

Optimism a fool’s game? 

Weep for those who mock 

With jaded tongues, bitter 

Knotted in disbelief 

Certain of stasis and failure 

Lost for lack of vision 

Howl for the dream crushers 

Not because they break you 

- Fresh imaginings will bring wings 

But they are doomed to lie 

In the endless silt and slime 

Of their own, banal indifference. 
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Cat Theory 
 

 

Sleep in warm places 

Relish softness 

Stretch with languid pleasure 

Gaze at flames 

And out of windows 

Chase invisibles 

Hunt airborn seeds 

Eat wildlife 

Take pride in your tail 

Require respect 

Guard your dignity 

Even in moments 

Of kittenish delinquency 

Do only what you must 

Savour inaction 

And welcome worshippers. 
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Ancient Voices 
 

 

They speak 

Voices in the bloodline 

Calling to bone 

And the soles of feet 

Deep ancestry 

We feel them. 

 

They whisper 

From soil once tilled 

By long dead hands 

Their bones now earth 

Land parents. 

We know them. 

 

They sing. 

In the old stories 

The dancing music 

Skills passed down 

Grandmothers, Grandfathers 

We honour them. 

 

This our heritage. 

These our people. 
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Grandmothers 
 

 

Who worked for love, no money paid 

For toil and service in the name 

Of kindred and home, 

Before the water ran hot, 

Or light came at a flick. 

Grandmothers who scrubbed, 

Boiled soap and soiled clothing 

Hands swollen and red. 

Who lived without vacuums 

Ready meals, or prospects 

Each day’s toil familiar, unremarked. 

Labours of love and duty, 

Offered quietly to the hearth, 

Nest builders, nourishers, 

A heroism never spoken of. 

Food magicked from tight rations. 

Gifts spun of scraps and determination 

Doorstep scrubbed, bedding aired. 

Still time to fashion a dolls dress 

In tiny, clever stitches. 

Never too busy for a story or song 

As the jam is made, socks mended. 

Grandmothers who gave their all, 

Worn out by life, worn away 

To faint ghosts of memory, 

Their dedication shaping lives, 

Crafting brighter futures 

So easily taken for granted. 

We do not work to the bone, 

Strive exhausted from one 

Newborn to the next birth, 

Bodies locked in fertile cycles 

Of heartbreak and hardship. 

Mislaid for now, the art they had, 
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Make do and mend, transforming 

Poverty into honest beauty, 

Life lived with courage and hard soap. 

Proud, strong and fierce. 

Let me remember the wisdom 

Of the Grandmothers in my blood. 
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Unravelling 
 

 

Tangled in cobwebs 

Sticky ghosts of past times 

Binding and inhibiting 

Limbs slowed heavy 

With the cling of old fear 

Spiders have eaten me 

Down to dry husks 

Of mistrusting distress 

Over and over. 

Desiccated arachne feast 

The joy sucked out 

Left to hang in cobwebs. 

 

Fellow creature, you dangle 

Trapped in deceiving lines 

Of old webs and traps 

Heart sore from the banquet 

Eaten to the core. 

History’s gripping tendrils 

Snarled around, strangling 

You to disbelief 

Stationary, not calling 

The hungry ones to come 

Panic lures them to devour 

The web’s captive. 

 

Together we might break 

Threads of honeyed delusion 

Apprehensions that crippled, 

Bound us not to run. 

We can unpick the web 

Decide we were not insects 

For guilt spiders, shamers. 

They cannot eat us over 
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If we do not sacrifice 

Freedom to their jaws. 

Break these webs with me, 

Begin a new life. 
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Frozen days 
 

 

Ice cares not 

For status 

Wealth or dignity 

Takes no concern 

Over safety 

Challenges the surefooted 

Breaks fragile bones 

While inviting games. 

 

Ice demands humility 

Patience, courage, the wisdom 

Not to walk upon 

It’s treacherous sheen. 

Sends us scuttling in 

To our own constructions 

Huddling cold anxiety 

Gnawing isolation. 

 

Ice permits reaching out 

Honouring weakness, need. 

Compassion to be found 

For those exposed 

Unsheltered, ravenous. 

A chance to claim community 

Explore necessity’s outline 

Let all else slide.  
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Willow 
 

 

We cut you brutally in winter, 

Working through the short, frozen days, 

Fingers numb, breath like fog, 

Pollarding you back to your stool. 

We took armfuls of slender withies, 

Lithe, straight growth for weaving, 

For fences, baskets, fish traps, walls. 

Where once your trailing branches whispered, 

There was only barren silence,  

The small hard knots of wood we left, 

The only sign you had lived. 

But with the spring, you came again, 

Leafy shoots, plentiful and strong, 

You returned to life. 

Smaller branches carelessly dropped, 

Rooted in the cold days, sprouted anew, 

To make fresh trees, new lives. 

Willow you are mighty in demise, 

Resourceful beyond death’s grasp. 

Life’s essence abounds in you, 

Unconquered survivor, renewer, 

Regeneration your annual miracle, 

Providing fresh crops of supple wood, 

New swathes of rustling beauty. 
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Ghosts of a lost forest 

 

The history of Britain is the history of trees.  

Vast, luscious, deep forest, ruined over centuries, 

Cleared for timber, settlement, agriculture.  

Leaving only the pollen from vanished woods, 

To hint at splendours lost, landscapes changed.  

Pollen speaks subtly of trees long departed,  

But says nothing of their growing, their height,  

What shape they took. Paints no picture, 

Tells too thin and vague a story 

 

Excavated wood holds a magical potential, 

Giving voice to trees once silenced and destroyed, 

Taken by the woodsman’s axe, did the tree renew? 

Revealing images of times passed, grandeur despoiled, 

Of things we might have lost forever.  

So much to study, boats and barrels, tree-rings, 

Glimpses of lost forests, myths, ghosts and dreams. 

 

Old human remnants, dug from the earth 

Tell of slow domestication, taming the wild-wood, 

Natural forest cover, grown up since the ice age. 

Transformed to managed woodland, open farm.  

The march of human progress, tale of transformation, 

Greenwood, plundered, reinvented, re-imagined. 

 

Analysing a timber you might reconstruct  

The shape of log from which it was hewn,  

And from that log imagine the tree reborn.  

Read in the pattern or straightness of grain  

The shape of a tree cut in lost ages. 

But not the tree itself. 

 

True wild wood, extinct so long ago, 
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Home once to bears, wolves, wild swine, wild cattle,  

All long vanished into legend, deprived of habitat. 

Ghost forest, alive only in the dreams of learned men, 

A lost treasure, whole groups of wind-blown trees, 

Still submerged in waterlogged, prehistoric peats.  

Mix of oak, yew, alder and ash, 

We will not see your like again. 
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Birch 
 

 

I came when the land was barren, 

And ravaged by winter’s hand, 

In long, frozen years of waiting. 

I came after the ice. 

 

I came when the soil was starving, 

And lived on little more than air. 

To lay down my leaves like a mantle, 

I came to give. 

 

Others followed me, benefiting 

From my life and death, and life again, 

From soil nourished by my presence, 

I came before them. 

 

My dancing leaves, my many voices, 

My pale bark, my beauty fair, 

Silver lady of the forest, 

I remain. 
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My Goddess 
 

 

When the pain takes me 

And wracks my body 

I will reach through 

And beyond. 

I am not ruled by suffering. 

It is merely a door, 

A way of transcending, 

Opening, 

So that you can fill me. 

I welcome the fear, 

Hard knot in my chest, 

Heartbroken and unable 

To bear more. 

Still I revel in this chaos, 

My unravelling mind 

And ravaged body 

Show me the way 

To your embrace. 

Beyond the terror 

And the distress 

Lies tranquillity, 

Harrowed, I may reach 

That place of peace. 
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Small Offerings 
 

 

Soft caress of whispering air, 

Hush over skin like the gentle exhale, 

Of newborn breath, turning feather light, 

Drying, hollowing and scattering. 

Bird kin, swirling scavengers descend, 

Tearing at air-buried offerings, 

Casting remnants to the four winds. 

There will be no waste. 

 

Purification in the brilliant rush, 

That purges holy and heretic alike, 

Racing power, flickering bright. 

Creation and unmaking in a flash, 

Consuming all, hungry ever. 

Smouldering through pure gifts, 

Leaving anonymous dust, 

All things become as one. 

 

The long, slow descent: waterbound, 

Lost traveller on a final journey, 

To forgotten ancestors of a first sea. 

Swelling, bloating as fluids mingle, 

That which is free rejoices, 

A mere drop in the ocean, 

In wave, ripple and rising mist, 

True cleanliness waits here. 

 

Lowered into the close embrace, 

Of the first and last mother, 

Heavy, dank and welcoming, 

Teeming with unending life, 

A thousand mouths and roots to feed,  

Digesting grave offerings, 

Returning the clay to the clay, 
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A final resting place. 

 

Four paths to the setting sun, 

Four means to a tranquil passing. 

Four ways to leave no evidence. 

Four roads on a new journey. 
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Into the Mound 
 

 

Hands and knees slick with mud, I crawl, 

Head first into the dark grave, 

Offering myself to stillness and silence. 

I turn my back upon the light, 

The sweet smell of moist death in soil, 

Age old decay and mouldering time, 

Taste them in the air. Savour the aroma of history, 

Accustomed to the sun, I am sightless, 

My fingers guide me, feeling out, 

Damp earth beneath me, rock around me. 

I inch forwards into the unknown, 

The impenetrable darkness swims, 

With lights of my own imagining, 

Swirling dark dream colours. 

Seeing nothing and everything. 

The tomb chill creeps into my bones, 

I am amongst the memories of those dead, 

Standing before a long night corridor, 

That leads to otherworlds or oblivion. 

Trickling drops of water, 

Seeping from the soil above, 

Seeking out the deep heart of the world, 

Caressing rock, dissolving debris. 

Time has collected in pools here, 

My life, the flicker of moth wings, 

Nothing more: I sense my brevity. 

I sit gazing into the beyond, 

Above me, the tread of footsteps, distant cries, 

Children and the modern trappings, 

I hear the passage of slow seasons, 

The drift of days through warmth or snow, 

The gentle rhythm of lengthening, shortening night, 

Life rising and falling like the river’s tide. 

I see death, grotesque and beautiful, 
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The rotting down of past aspirations, 

The maggot-ridden corpse that feeds, 

The soil that feeds the plants above. 

I see the delicate harmony of beginnings and endings. 

Lying the grave of ancient peoples, 

I hear the slow sweet pulse, 

Life, like blood in veins pounds slow and deep, 

Drawing me into its patterns. 

Turning in the cramped, damp chamber, 

I slither through the narrow breach, 

Pushing out from the earth belly, 

Startled afresh by light, 

Overcome by myriad colours, 

The vibrant, glorious disorder of the living. 

I emerge from amongst the dead. 

Reborn, carrying the memory of dark places 

In the slow beat of my own pulse. 
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Earth My Body 
 

Rocks my bones 

A face of flowers 

Grown from soil skin 

Feet of clay, flesh of mud. 

 

Sand sleepy in eyes, 

I am hot magma 

The clashing of plates 

In shuddering quake 

 

Cliffs ground to pebbles 

I am slow weight 

Solid certainty 

Voice of ancient ages 

 

I swallow history bones 

Made rock of life. 

Crushing transformations 

Grinding change 

 

Caverns, pits, darkness 

Ways in and down, 

I am secret and open 

Mysteries beneath. 

 

I am endurance, perpetuity 

Carved legacy of civilizations 

Ruins and remembrance 

Abode and mausoleum 

 

Earth my body 

And to dust returning 
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Words for the return journey 
 

 

If you walk in dark places, 

I will go after you. 

I do not fear the shadows, 

Or the deep pits. 

If you are lost there, 

I will seek you out 

And hold your hand. 

These owl eyes see enough, 

Midnight places of the soul 

Hold no real terror. 

It is familiar country. 

The trick is to remember 

How to find the paths 

That lead out. 

Back to woods and meadows. 

Out of the dead places. 

Remembering how to laugh 

And to love the world, 

How not to be swallowed 

By fear or pain. 

Remembering you are loved, 

Needed, cherished, desired. 

And that no matter how bleak the day, 

There are still blackbirds singing, 

Leaves on trees and random 

Acts of kindness. 

Courage, my love. 

Take my hand, one step, 

It is enough to breathe and walk. 

The path is beneath your feet 

Even if you cannot see it, 

Yet. 

 



BRYNNETH NIMUE

 
 

 73

Beyond the window 
 

 

Green paled to yellow 

And flamed orange, scarlet 

Now with grey days 

Of mist and rain, 

Bold reds darken 

Brown and weary 

Dying away to winter 

And bare branches. 

Only autumn’s rituals, 

The beauty of aged leaves 

Ripening nuts and fallen seed. 

In the still times, 

Frozen, snowbound 

New life lies waiting, 

Hope and possibility, 

In the turn of the year. 

Even as leaves vanish 

Swans arrive from Russia 

And trees dream of spring. 
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Self knowledge 
 

 

Strip off this mask, and all pretence 

At confidence, and competence 

Illusions of power and importance 

Take off the guise, be vulnerable. 

 

Pull off those clothes and flash trappings 

Fabric of lies, in proud wrappings 

Relinquish fashion’s endless flappings 

You are human underneath. 

 

Go down to skin and honesty 

The beauty of imperfection, 

Down to the truth and liberty 

Of owning who you are. 

 

Release the weight of fitting in, 

Conformity a heavy load, 

Let go the need to be approved, 

Rejoice in naked freedom. 

 

Flay off the skin, all that is you, 

The sense of self, the old, the new, 

Tear away all you once held true, 

Let this sacrifice be brutal. 

 

Strip away the tender layers 

Identity no more than wares 

Broken with tears, and with prayers 

What else is there in you? 

 

Go down to the bone, the last, 

Splintering fragments of certainty. 

Go further, to the heart, the guts 

The entrails of your soul. 
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Life will dismantle you, 

Journey though, and beyond pain, 

Show the last spark 

That is your core and essence. 

 

Then you will know. 
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Casting 
 

 

We make this circle of our community, 

A temple fashioned in the moment, 

From our shared intent. 

 

Hand to hand, we gather as equals 

Circled by the horizon 

Housed under sky’s bright dome. 

 

This, the circle of standing stones 

The round perfection of sacred grove 

It is moon, sun and earth. 

 

We honour the cycle of seasons 

The eternal spirals of life 

Dance of death and renewal. 

 

We hold the circle of existence 

Feet firm on the soil beneath, 

Eyes raised to the heavens. 

 

This, the flow of graceful spirit 

Honouring harmony and balance, 

Turning about the centre. 

 

We make this circle of our love 

Bonds of kinship and shared vision 

Sacred in truth and beauty 
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In Memory 
 

 

No more will she sing to us of swallows 

But on bright wings she knows them, 

Flown to celtic otherworlds 

Of her ancestors. 

 

Joyful soul, her music lives 

In ears that heard, hearts recalling 

Her song will carry in summerlands 

Through the realms of renewal. 

 

I will remember in the autumn 

Migrants gathered on telephone wires 

For the long journey south 

None left behind. 
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Dark Clarity  
 

 

Whatever lies beyond 

We cannot know. 

 

We, the living 

Bound to wonder. 

 

Tied to the flesh 

Unable to grasp eternity. 

 

All things pass 

Our seasons too brief. 

 

Honouring the turn 

Grieving the changes. 
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Crow 
 

 

On midnight wing I follow death, 

Haunting the battlefield,  

And the carnage of motorway edge 

 

I fly with the Morrigan 

Choosing the dead from the living 

Bringing meaning to mortality. 

 

I am the hoodie,  

Shape shifting, heart stealing 

Changing, forming and inspiring. 

 

Honour bound, I offer you law, 

In your world and beyond it, 

I am strength and wisdom 

 

My cry on the winter’s air, 

An omen, a prophecy 

Find your flight and follow if you dare. 
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Turning Sunwise 
 

 

Dark luscious buds swell 

Frost white coating 

Winter deep. 

 

Maiden snowflake dance 

Flowering catkins 

Dust the wind. 

 

Veils of blackthorn sweep 

Celandine shines 

Days lengthen. 

 

Nodding bluebell sea 

Garlic scenting 

May time. 

 

Midsummer dog rose 

Honeysuckle 

Perfuming. 

 

Meadowsweet, poppy 

Summer’s bounty 

Fields bright. 

 

Sweet bramble flower 

Fruit shapes forming 

Autumn pledge. 

 

Ripening, fading 

Seed heads drying 

Darkening days. 

 

Tree fire colouring 

Yellow, crimson, 
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Glorious. 

 

Nut rich abundance 

Wind torn leaves fall 

To earth mould 

 

Bare branch standing stark 

Sloes sweet with frost 

Winter sleep. 

 

Dark luscious swell 

Frost white coating, 

New spring dreams. 
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On the cusp 
 

 

Yesterday winter, 

Crack of frozen 

Dead things 

Bitter cold 

In waiting. 

 

Today spring, 

Blossoms come, 

Catkins, nests 

New life 

Celebrating. 

 

Yesterday alone 

Doubt laden 

Sorrowing 

Black ice 

Cruel sky. 

 

Last night 

Sheltering, 

Love touched, 

Snow melt, 

Comforting. 

 

Today, hope, 

Bright birdsong, 

Heart healing 

Buds opening, 

Faith restored. 
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Spirit Wood 
 

 

Stately, silent and watchful, 

Wisdom of time lived and contemplation, 

Rooted deep. 

Drawing nourishment from the rich mould, 

Fair of form, 

Reaching into the sky, 

Standing between the worlds. 

 

Steadfast in winter, 

Marking the slow turn, 

Of days and planets, 

Then dancing wild, 

In snow and gale, 

Yielding to the storm. 

 

Green clad, shimmering, 

Vibrant with new life, 

Waking to spring. 

Flowers at your feet, 

Calling the wild birds, 

To sing for you. 

 

Peaceful in summer, 

Shading life from light, 

Shielding cool earth, 

Basking in warmth, 

Rejoicing in sweet rain, 

Strong and growing. 

 

Radiant in autumn, 

Generous, gift bearing, 

Garbed in bright copper, 

Tousled by winds, 

Feeding the cool earth, 
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And hungry creatures. 

 

Secretive dryad, 

Stately, silent and watchful, 

Glimpsed or imagined, 

A face framed in leaves, 

Rooted deep, 

Ivy twined spirit, 

Fair of form, 

Reaching into the sky, 

Standing between the worlds. 
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