[image: image1.jpg]the light was 50 rlght it made your eyes ache. The tlde was in and | made my

ata place where a smaller river empties into the Firth. When |t got too mud

again on the choppy water.




[image: image2.jpg]I'd seen my ospreys, and the gathering of swans, and satisfied | turned to head for home again. Walking back to the

bike | happened to glance upward, and there, flying toward me, was something huge, something | knew | had never

seen before. The hair crept on the back of my neck and | fumbled to get the binoculars back out again. As it

approached, it was like a brittle flying stick, side-on, growmg thicker as it neared. It flew hugely and slowly, and looked

as if it would pass d\rect\y cwerhead | knelt down on the eart

to make myself small, and steadied myself to focus the

ul!yand remember. It was big. Look at the wings, | told

tremulous for one so big. In profile, | could see

and the long legs and feet exteﬁfded just as far behmd

field, fixated by this uncanny cross in the sky. Then, as it moved slowl / out ofﬁs“ighft,:'i raced for home ____;g_e_ci_e_asa_ch:l_q‘

Activate Windows
Go to Settings to activate Windo:

holding its image in my head like a bowlful of blue,water mu '





[image: image3.jpg]DR S LA LY

Hunting the Stag- Polly Atkin (from Much With Body)

with the good camera this time, coiled around your neck

and your sheepskin hat with the ears flaps on.

He does not trot down from the hill to greet you, tamed by your need.
He has his own matters to attend to. What did you expect?

You know what you become when you're like this. Too much, too much.
Scanning for movement in the undergrowth, beady and atavistic.

When you press your palm on the stone gate post and wish your wish

is selfish. The heron passes asking what are you mmmy when you only look
Jor big things? A selfish wish never comes Waml |

He is higher than you can walk today, or c?lw
You cannot make him come to you.

Not the great stag with his rustling mane nol
the smail roe with hss saplmg antlers.
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Hedgehog, Hamnavoe (by Jen Hadfield)

Flinching in my hands
this soiled and studded but good heart,
which stippling my cupped palms, breathes -

a kidney flinching on a hot griddle,
or very small Hell's Angel, peeled from the verge
of a sweet, slurred morning.

Drunk, I coddle it like a crystal ball,
hellbent the realistic mysteries
should amount to more than guesswork

and fleas.
The Ash in the Moon.    Claire
“Talk of ‘saving the planet’ is overstated… Earth will be fine, no matter what; so will life. It is humans who are in trouble.” 

– Stewart Brand


Good Friday, 7th April 2023. Night. Reluctantly leaving the sofa to let the dogs into the garden, I catch the moon watching the house from behind the huge ash tree that dominates our southerly aspect. The tracery of bare branches makes the moon a monochrome rose window, just a little damaged on one side (full moon was yesterday), and the stillness of the night sets the view, curdles the yellow glow to cheesecake solidity, embeds the curving fretwork.
I calculate that I’ve stood here at night over 7000 times and never seen this before. The dice box of variables (weather, season, phase, timing, angle, etc.) has never previously shaken out this particular result, and I’m uneasily aware that I can’t do justice to this exquisite and special natural phenomenon. As when I open the Velux blinds on a winter morning and find the windows filled edge to edge with frost ferns, curlicues and starbursts, what can I do to adequately respond to this unexpected and unequalled beauty? How can I possibly mark or remember this in a way that doesn’t mean it’s somehow wasted on me?

My usual, typically human response, is to tell someone about it; get my husband or a son to come and look, as though sharing the magic makes it worthwhile - or perhaps just passes on the responsibility. Or I could photograph this moon view, capture a hundredth of its majesty on a tiny screen that can only weakly remind me of what I witnessed, never truly communicate it to others. And of course almost everybody has already seen the moon, and innumerable images of it: repeatedly rendered in watercolour or oil, potato-printed on a child’s painting, photographed full and pink over the Taj Mahal or the Great Pyramid of Giza - or just there on calendars, the cycling circle of fullness. As you read this, I’m sure that you can already picture the warm waxy illumination; perhaps your imagination gives it cloud-blurred edges, or even adds in the fishing boy at the start of all those films. You know what it looks like, I know what it looks like and yet…here I am writing about it…

The ash tree is at the corner of a small orchard that we planted into what had been the previous owners’ huge muck heap. They only kept two or three horses and it must have been a lengthy and inconvenient task to barrow the muck all the way up from the field or down from the stables, but they certainly kept at it. For years we cleared nettles and brambles from around the young trees, until they outgrew the threat and most of the nettles gave up the struggle for survival. The ash was merely background: the biggest tree in sight, immoderately producing seedlings at a rate that at times rivalled the weeds. Not an interestingly characterful tree like an oak or productive like the apples, we only ever noticed the problematic side of having a wooden structure three times the height of the house, shading the orchard and shattering every view of the distant Epynt hills, endlessly photo-bombing our sky. We’d occasionally talk about cutting, shaping or reducing it in some way, but we never really knew how. And then came Hymenoscyphus fraxineus - ash dieback. 

In my lifetime I have seen multiple cycles of natural disaster: the catastrophising headlines, absolute pessimism and a belated attempt to eradicate the problem; the inevitable failure and the gradual realisation that it’s complicated, needs a more nuanced response, even the accommodation of the enemy agent. With dieback, the shades of (ash) grey are many: not all trees are affected, many continue to grow while infected and some even recover, while those that die are a rich and vital habitat for birds, insects and lichens. So now humans, whose transport of trees from East Asia to Eastern Europe brought the disease to the UK, have largely stopped felling and burning the casualties; the advice is to only remove infected trees that may fall on people or buildings, and there’s no need to haul the timber away for special disposal. Too late for the thousands of trees already removed, but I suppose we got there in the end. 

In my mind, I can picture a speeded up film of all the discussions I’ve had about the big ash tree over the years: small figures of neighbours, farmers, family, Western Power and BT workers take turns to march rapidly into the orchard and we stand before the tree, pointing and gesturing, waving our arms to illustrate whatever aspect of usefulness or disease we are considering now. None of these earnest conferences ever came to anything: the talking was so much easier than the doing and the tree just kept going. It comes into leaf later now and the canopy is less full than it was, but it has taken no more notice of its death sentence than it did our plans for treehouses or owl boxes. In our human discussions, it has been a bully, an obstruction, a victim, a potential hazard and is now a noble survivor; happily for the tree, our projections are meaningless to it.   

The reality is that the ash and the moon aren’t there for me, and their glorious juxtaposition is my human construction placed on their accidental alignment. They are oblivious and indifferent to the thoughts and struggles of my species, which now, as we heat and trash our home planet, I find somehow comforting. It doesn’t excuse or mitigate the destruction, but there’s a certain justice in the realisation that whatever havoc we wreak, we aren’t powerful enough to destroy our planet; only ourselves. I’ll enjoy the view while I can. 

Lighthouse Ponderings.    Jo (Toft)

A lone chemtrail traverses the sky, north to south, and from my prone position it seems like I can feel the Earth move on its axis. My head is buzzy and light, I could fall off the world if I am not watchful.

`That’s not actually possible though is it! ` states my sensible ten-year-old. `Although it does feel like we are moving...` 

There's a considerable drop below our basking spot, and when he gets near to the man-made edge my legs feel like a nervous foal, wobbly and full of danger. The disaster driven imagination needs pulling back from the vision of his small body, limp on the granite teeth below. Stop that demon in its tracks.

Sunlight glints teasing on the incoming tide whilst the Siberian draft slipstreams around the whitewashed curve of the lighthouse, bringing honesty to the ocean's true temperature.

`I feel like I`m in bed. The concrete feels soft. ` he ponders, surprised, `It's really relaxing here. ` 

Brown dogs on the beach charge manic laps whilst the two-tone Collie gallops full pelt into the waves. This tidal inlet which curves enticingly around the sandbank, a sly siren call to the uninformed. Serpentine quick it will drag you parallel to the beach whilst you dip gaily, unaware of its grasp.

I have tried to swim against it. That liquid treadmill which only ceases momentarily, before changing direction as the tide turns; to drag the unsuspecting on their airbeds and paddle boards, and the naïve swimmers separated from the flock, out to sea. Unnerved at how useless my strokes were, swallowing down the panic rising in my chest. The relief when I suddenly felt sand beneath me and dug my toes into it, and dragged myself from the sucking tide to the welcome sandy shore. 

Best to dip just before the high tide when the drag is neither here-nor- there, or to paddle happily at low tide; ankle deep in splashy happiness, spying on sandy coloured fish and collecting seashells on the seashore. 

Two weeks ago, on the highest of Spring tides, a storm threw up tonnes of debris onto the beach. Haystacks of twigs and trees, liberally confettied with microplastics blocked the slipway, the path and beyond the tideline. Members of local swimming groups rapidly responded to the call on social media for clean-up volunteers, to which I joined, bin bag in hand and rubber gloves ready for action.

Backs bowed like cockle-pickers; dozens toiled. Exclamations of sadness as dates on bottles were read out, fishing line reeled from the twiggy mounds and the horror of a syringe. But the tiny pieces of plastic, razor sharp mocked our efforts Rubber gloved hands fumbling stamp sized pieces, whilst my arthritic spine creaked and groaned at the futility of our efforts. Poseidon, our disgruntled neighbour has returned our rubbish in disgust. 

`Apparently, the Earth is turning at a thousand miles per hour; and if it stopped abruptly everything on Earth would be catapulted into Space. `

The boy is amazed.

`Hold on tight!` I tease.

I imagine that without the seas, the soil and vegetation, the man-made structures, us and the animals, it would look a lot like the moon. Or maybe Saturn with its rings of debris that must have come from somewhere?
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Freed Foothold -Tightly Hold 

About the internal landscape of an emotional and dangerous situations. 

How a person may navigate their memories to recall a situation that presented danger and fear. Perhaps a certain place or a particular person.

FACING FEARS. ONES OWN PAIN. 

Remembering experience which caused loss and hurt and how these were dealt with then and how they may use the knowledge to deal with a situation now.

How someone may see themselves in that past situation and then how they see themselves in the present situation.

For example, feeling, ‘Fragile like a blue flower.’ Hiding, crying, afraid. 

How they felt perhaps and relating this to a feeling that they are on a cliff edge. Using a familiar natural landscape to relate to their experience.

They feel that they are Losing their foothold on life. They have a sense of falling. and out of control and then bracing themselves for a fearful ride and a tough landing.

How anyone may deal with that moment in time, a hard landing. A cruel experience. ‘Hold tight’.

