Orchard
One sharp April frost
A memory by sunrise
Breaks blossom’s promise



Progression
A place of stone and absence;  
No grass quilt tucked white cottages here
Our houses are unpicturesque: rubble walls holed by few windows
Thrown thoughtlessly from the road 

Powys in summertime is all the greens the holidaymakers seek
By winter they recede, reveal the rock skull that revels
In storm, turns its face to the wind and the rain’s attack

A place of stone and absence; then
The new people came
Driven by disease and broadband, they 
See fields as parks for their city breed dogs
Grow new children that feed the school

Unfamiliar voices on the street
The door clangs in a resurrected shop
The whisper of woodsmoke is drowned by the drone
Of heat pumps at the new houses






