The Pantoum – Bernadette Horton

Croeso adref

His normally sunset coloured hair, now blonder, kissed by the European summer he believed in,
Strobing highlights in the harsh winter sun,
glinting against a backdrop of our humble Welsh street
set against the Clwydian range; Hiraeth, Home.

Strobing highlights in the harsh winter sun,
No screaming solstice seagulls, but gentle murmuring starlings greeted him
set against the Clwydian range: Hiraeth, Home.
A return to Wales, land of bara brith, rugby voices thousands strong, Glyndwr, last true Prince of Wales.

No screaming solstice seagulls, but gentle murmuring starlings greeted him
then a pause, his reflection in the mirrored door glass, yearned for,
A return to Wales, land of bara brith, rugby voices thousands strong, Glyndwr, last true Prince of Wales,
A joy only felt when Snowdon whispers in wintry white.

No screaming solstice seagulls, but gentle murmuring starlings greeted him
glinting against a backdrop of our humble Welsh street
A return to Wales, land of bara brith, rugby voices thousands strong, Glyndwr, last true Prince of Wales.
His normally sunset coloured hair, now blonder, kissed by the European summer, he believed in.
