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Naming the Trees


Rubbing the moon dust from our eyes,


we keep walking


(and some days this is more than enough)





Introduction



We are often asked, as writers, why we write, and there are of course many different reasons. For me, being very much a writer of place, it usually starts from my cynefin: to bear witness, to share, to send a story out into the world.


This collection was inspired by Penrhos which is a much treasured nature reserve and forest on Beddmanarch Bay, an Area of Outstanding National Beauty and SSSI, on Ynys Cybi. It is the only accessible woodland on the small island. Originally part of the Stanley family estate, it was thought to be gifted to the local community in 1971 by Anglesey Aluminium.


It is a haven for wildlife including endangered red squirrels, ancient woodland, bats, fungi and thousands of migrating birds. It has been a nature reserve for the whole of my life and as for many others, it was very much part of my childhood. There are garlands of Penrhos stories to tell. Penrhos is part of our community history, heritage and wellbeing.


In 2016, planning permission was granted for a holiday complex that would mean the felling of many trees and the end to the majority of public access.


The Achub Penrhos/Save Penrhos campaign is led by a small group of women who have gained followers and supporters from Ynys Môn and all over the world. Together with the many Penrhos supporters, they have campaigned, protested and fundraised thousands to legally appeal against this decision.


What else would I tell you about Penrhos other than, if you can, go there yourselves. Walk the paths, walk the seasons, or virtually visit:


Facebook: Save Penrhos Coastal Park


Twitter: @PenrhosSave


Instagram: @savepenrhos_achubpenrhos


The fight continues to protect and preserve this beloved place for our future generations, just as other campaigns continue to fight to save their green spaces.


As Richard Llwyd (1752-1835) wrote in his poem ‘Lines Addressed to the Thrush, in the garden at Penrhos’


And now, proud leader of the feather’d throats,


Long may fair Penrhos with thy voice be blest





Penrhos





Mae’r onnen ar gyfer y breuddwydwyr


Ash is for the dreamers


Y gerddinen yw ein gwarcheidwad


Rowan to guard us


Mae’r fedwen ar gyfer cariad


Birch for love


Mae’r ysgawen yn gwaedu pan gaiff ei thorri


Elder to bleed when cut


Mae’r gollen ar gyfer dymuniadau


Hazel for wishing


Mae’r ddraenen wen ar gyfer y galon-gryf


Hawthorn for the heart-strong


Mae’r ffawydd yn ein hamddiffyn


Beech for our protection


Mae’r llwyfen yn sefyll ei thir


Elm to stand and fight


Mae’r Dderwen yn anadlu hen gyfrinachau


Oak to breathe old secrets





1. Show Us What it is to Love a Forest with Song



In this our imagined future


we watch them sound the trees


hoping for deadwood, knowing


the living are always harder to cut.


Ivy holds fast as roots are cleared,


heartbeats counted from face-cut


to fall in chorus of chainsaw-snarl,


creak and thud, till a parcel of birds


wakes us, carrying us back to their
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