BUILDING 

1.
After we talked into the night
with me bewildered, on the edge,
life, home, future all in doubt, 
nearly crying with fear and being alone,
he decided. 

On Monday he would come,
would come to place the pole erect there, by the gap,
and bolt it down. 
Important to begin from the ground, he thought.
enough to cope with in a turbulent time.

He would work with a practical grace.
He would frame an edifice of hollow metal,
He warmed to the idea; told me

that together the men would climb the high roof
to the chimney where the blackbird called every night
That they would fix the broken gutter, the tiled portico, 
would recover every fallen fragment of the forgotten carving of home
from the black crack that opened in the wall that dark time.
They would hold it firm. 

That man will come. 
I know him to be a good man. 
I know he will build
and the foundation will remain. 

I breath deep,
heart tightening in tentative hope.
Maybe ruin can be averted.
Maybe I can find a way to make a moment certain, 
not let it leak away. 

2. 
I thought of Middlemarch 
a novel of pigheaded rejection and provincial myopia 
yet ending in a muted triumph.
For Dorothea, who could have been a heroine
but lacked opportunity, managed, continued, 
contributed to a more fruitful future.

[bookmark: _GoBack]I took out that book. 
Trembling.
I began to read.
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The day after, dazed, walking without aim,
I waited on the bridge watching the water.
The rain on my face.
Then an eddy in the river, a ripple and a round head, alert,
a coil of fur. 
And the otter curled over. Dived.
Gone. But a gift.S


KEEPING A MEDIEVAL BIBLE SAFE 
  (on a damaged Bible, Roderick Bowen Library, Llambed)


Below my magnifying glass lies old and fragile vellum 
where careful hands can finger images of heaven. 
Angel wings shimmer: illusions inked by hairs fine as a spider’s leg. 
God’s sacred words expressed in dense black marks. 

I hear of horrors, invasion, violence, fire; of blood soiling precious papers;
worse perhaps, of greedy fools who slash rough squares of paradise,
of blessed pages hacked from books devoid of human error, 
of gold and blue wonders sliced for sale in humdrum, noisome fairs.

A narrow space of paper provides a blessed chance 
and small worlds blossom from loving brushes. Each a miracle; 
each so easily ripped by a grasping punk and his knife.  
So many splendours gone. So few remain. 

I muse on my Lord’s glory, his body, scarred and gashed,
and he also crucified for gold and silver pieces. 



T

LARKSONG


Whole childhood summers have disappeared now 
 she can only remember days from when she was small 

Such as lying on overgrown verges,
in prickly grass and plumy green leaves  

Such as burying her face in orange and yellow flowers
perfumed spice on her lips,
Smelling dry grass in warm quivering air, 

Such as walking lanes edged by red and purple fuchsia hedges 
full of busy ladybirds close up, and spider webs and  blackberry flies, T

and hordes of  bees humming in low pink campion. 
 A child’s reveries feed on such food.

Days of lying under dark bushes overlooking winding roads
      or hidden in secluded dens of sappy branches 
     inhaling sharp green from creamy elderflower blossom,
an occasional splash of colour as an odd car slips by. 
Curious mechanical sounds, far off noises below
 
  Musing, alone, happy,
once she heard
birdsong
pouring from a huge calm sky 
a series of quick, clear calls
spelling
       miracle, miracle,
 over and over.
A cool disembodied voice
plunging deep inside her. 

Sun warming her bones, her face,
skin freckling, 
her eyes dazzled, gazing up,
a high blue cloudless space, 

A wonder: pure music 
       shimmering down.

 


SEA ICE 


On an earth freezing to winter 
a man prepares to leave his house.
He puts on his coat, his gloves, his smoke grey scarf,
takes three steps into the glassy evening. 
He is in thick snow now, clean as the breath of ghosts. 

On the television, a presenter
with thinning floppy hair informs the air that 
minute creatures fashion anti freeze in the heart of sea ice,
that they pulse through frozen oceans in private pools.
These are marvellous things to the man.

So that is what it is like, he says, talking to himself, 
pulling on a woollen hat for the air is arctic.
He is alone, a plump, sensitive man, 
grateful that no one mocks his worn coat, his ancient scarf,
his shabby boots careful on the new crisp snow.

He walks to the sea in a bubble of thick clothing
not happy perhaps but mulling over marvels.
His heart melts then freezes with each careful step. 

He muses on the mechanics of propulsion,
imagines cell walls engulfing minute prey, 
new cells flexing in meltwater wombs;
imagines how this motion might come to stop,
how tiny forms might liquefy to rock. 

Now he is no longer young he thinks about mortality
speaks to himself about ice, about living in time.  
He likes to move, then to reflect on movement.

Blue lights trace the leafless trees, 
black shapes twist over tire tracks.
As the snow thickens to sleet 
the silhouettes of smokers on the wharf begin to blur, 
the fine sparks of cigarettes sputter against fences half seen in half light. 

The street lights are petrol yellow 
as the glittering girls arrive in their splash of noise, 
tossing back cocktails in a stretch limousine of luminous pink
They have no interest in a frozen life, in any mere existence, 
electrically alive, bare legs like thin white sticks, 
spiky feet, enormous eyes.

They clatter up the quay in the sleet, 
slipping on icy cobbles screaming, laughing,
then they are gone. 
Their voices pale then vanish into fables of frost.

Sleet turns back to snow. 
As the sky clears the white moon hangs 
huge in a pulsing bitter sky
The quiet man walks on.

The sea washes in, grey, impersonal. 
now comes the night with its crashing teeth 
a brittle slew of stars, brittle startles of colour.
a salt smell 

	sea ice. 
D




THE WHITE ROOM
 

After he left I went walking 
through miles of buttercups, through green spaces, sheep; 
small yellow butterflies all over the bushes, 
pink roses with yellow hearts.

Then the white gasp of the sea. 
 
That was when I saw the melancholy lions
lying in the summery lane, 
huge, scrawny, scratching themselves, 
yawning in the monotony of flowers.
 
My heart in my mouth as one began to look , 
crouching low till she sprang: 
smooth as a yellow stream, 
purring with lion-pleasure 
in her passionate muscularity. 
 
The lions were peaceable then,
calm as they saw her carry me away,
knees pressing her rough flanks,
arms tight on her neck,
heart crowing in glory.

We leapt up, away into the still, warm air.
 
The tall grass waving in the sun,
honeysuckle catching the throat.
 
Everything was stark, 
everywhere shining, shining.
My eyes began to open on the creatures who speak in heaven.
even to the harvest mouse whispering past my foot
we each are running away.
 
The white bull came to me then, his tail 
quivering to its blackest tip, flicking, flicking flies,
He spoke of secrets amongst his quarrelling wives.
He was very tall, very still.
His eyes were black.
 
This is why I miss my appointments in the white room
where physicians explore the geography of souls 
I prefer my yellow lioness, heart glowing in the sun,
speak quietly with the sinuous mouse, the rattling beetle, 
I converse with the white bull with his black curving horns.
 
Jack cries. Again. But I no longer know him.
He insists I can be happy.  
He says he will sort out his wife.
I smile.
This is no longer relevant, no longer of interest.
 
The grasses are the colour of oats. They rustle with crickets
A lark is lost in the limitless sky
Its song falling, falling,  
rippling in circles.D

