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Half-stumbling, wet-cheeked, I leave behind my Greenwood patch
And climb high above white cutting crags just dusted dry.
Beneath the clouds, I see sky-scraping pine trees catch
the first light of a fiery evening sky.

Swift-steps, I brake-bold against a footless edged terrain
Hawk-eyed, I see below, chestnut shrivel with ice-burnt leaves
While sweet-scented cones shimmer wet in a wintry rain
And red squirrels take stock amongst grey rodent thieves

A sudden night-flutter, a hoot, like a final farewell
Abandoned, a vagrant owl, calls out pitifully drenched
Hidden in winter’s shadow, nature waits for summer’s bell
Ah my blind-mind, this wooded landscape will always remain entrenched.

Perched far above the rock-face, quivering lips are quelled by thin air
In a stupor, gloved palms clutch my dream-catcher owl feather with care.




