Through the Telescope

I don’t want to go to sea Mam.

Over roofs jumbling down to the shore
across the gull-ridden two-tone sea
cliffs curving a dipping arm, 
grey smudge of mountain is
penciled on a pale page of sky.
Screw-eyed I squint while
stink of lambing shed 
shepherd’s meaty hands
pipe smoke in a hut 
nestle in the  cushions of my mind
comfy as 
a pair of slippers. Eye 
tunnelling the spying tube
through galleon -rolling glass
I yearn for far-remembered hills.

Queasied by suck and roar of waves
I dream of flocks, not shoals, those
bleat-bounded lanolin-laden
almond-eyed  gorse-grazing
whickering companions of
 my boyhood days.

Send me back to the mynydd Mam.

Not aboard the rough ride of
barnacle- bowed  boats
slick with scales and blood
that took my dada, 
tossed him to the salt spiralling
away from your arms
your under-the-skin demands.

Through telescope’s tube
I pinpoint my desire-
A boulder-strewn hill anchored
not in roll and  buck and swell, rather
layer upon rocky layer;
a tight- fleeced yellow-toothed flock
new lamb in a steaming sack 
slipping onto straw
[bookmark: _GoBack]in an owl-ghosted barn.

But
the black lens cap of duty
cuts the light
snaps shut the dream.

Now
the blue peaks are just
a blur on the horizon 
and I am netted.


