                        The Barn:
[bookmark: _GoBack]And in the field where the barn stands now like a tombstone rising up from the mud – as though those corrupted philosophies had haemorrhaged – the herons wade without purpose. The honeysuckle which clung to the barn with such energy yesterday seems doomed, flowerheads hang forlorn and the low grey sky moves slowly over the roof like a heavy blanket drawn with a mournful inertia over it all.
