Tŷ Canol

You are the little roof over my head,
to bach – my house, my center.
Look up; see the tips of the downy birch sway,
your twisted canopy shading an understorey 
of hazel, holly and honeysuckle.

And your fine crocheted blanket of roots 
pulse below moss covered boulders; 
generations of lichen dangle like tassels,
old man’s beard anchored to sessile oaks;
 the sick and the dying are never lost.

Reach in; feel your ancient heart beat 
with every footstep; voices of giants singing
over rocky crags and glacial streams that fell 
from the peaks of Carnedd Meibion Owain, 
to the whispering shores of Trefdraeth.

