Lecture 8         clichés (3)       place

The homecoming

Suddenly, I spy it,
hunched,
a gull-white glint 
under dark Welsh skies.
In this guise 
It looks King of sheep -
they nestle round,
merge their blank stare 
with its lack of welcome
for this prodigal latecomer
who has soaked up all the rain.
Slate umbrella up, mocking me,
its door swings wide 
even while lit eyes flash me warning -
warming to its malice,
it lets me know
it welcomes some,
but since it’s me who sought this place 
I enter at my peril.
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