Monday, 25.03.19.  Similes and Metaphors.
YOUTH HOSTELLING
Boots, lead weights, heavy but
The cindered path spongy and springy.
Rucksack an overweight demon on the back but
Inside manna cheese, chutney chunks of bread.
One foot in front of the other mimicking processionery caterpillars.
Vistas pour in like lens capturing trees dancing rhythmically.
Birds voicing their delight, children at play.
The river cackling, pouring molten silver over pebbles.
Hills and tumps baked like round brown loaves.
Uphill breath whistling, a demented bellows.
This freedom to roam the snakelike ribbons
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The colours daubed higgledy piggledy
Faint odours some sweet as bubblegum
Some sickly as stinkwort
Is a life to cherish like a beloved
Seeing the hostel arms opened wide
Welcoming, enfolding the weary
A promise of soft velvet rest.
