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For Grant, Jude and Evie –


I hear it in the deep heart’s core


xx










A Summer Morning



I saw dawn creep across the sky,


And all the gulls go flying by.


I saw the sea put on its dress


Of blue mid-summer loveliness,


And heard the trees begin to stir


Green arms of pine and juniper.


I heard the wind call out and say:


‘Get up, my dear, it is today.’


Rachel Field










Three Good Things



At day’s end I remember


three good things.


Apples maybe – their skinshine smell


and soft froth of juice.


Water maybe – the pond in the park


dark and full of secret fish.


A mountain maybe – that I saw in a film,


or climbed last holiday,


and suddenly today it thundered up


into a playground game.


Or else an owl – I heard an owl today,


and I made bread.


My head is full of all these things,


it’s hard to choose just three.


I let remembering fill me up


with all good things


so that good things will overflow


into my sleeping self,


and in the morning


good things will be waiting


when I wake.


Jan Dean










Leisure



What is this life if, full of care,


We have no time to stand and stare?


No time to stand beneath the boughs


And stare as long as sheep or cows.


No time to see, when woods we pass,


Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.


No time to see, in broad daylight,


Streams full of stars, like skies at night.


No time to turn at Beauty’s glance,


And watch her feet, how they can dance.


No time to wait till her mouth can


Enrich that smile her eyes began.


A poor life this is if, full of care,


We have no time to stand and stare.


W. H. Davies










12 good things to do where I live



You can watch red kites fly over Minchinhampton common,


catch a glimpse of golden-crested wrens and pigeons roost at dusk.


You can skim stones on the Stroud canal,


swing over on the rope-swing at Chalford but don’t fall in, it’s deep.


You can buy Winstone’s ice cream in a cone


from the van parked near Amberley and eat frozen stars.


You can visit the farmers’ market on Saturday


and buy doughnuts, frosted with icing.


You can swim on a hot day at Stratford Park and splash sunlight.


You can cross the River Severn


and look for wild boar in the Forest of Dean.


You can stand in Selsey church and watch the sunlight glow


through the stained-glass windows,


casting rainbow shadows and feel the cool of stone.


You can buy fresh, warm bread from Hobbs House Bakery


and eat it warm with a hot sausage roll.


You can hit the cycle track and speed along the canal.


You can go to the cinema, eat popcorn,


slurp lemonade and then go upstairs to the bowling alley.


You can watch the sun slip over the distant hills like a great red coin.


You can stand in Farm Lane where there are no lights at night


and wait for the badgers that rootle for worms


and crunch snails like boiled sweets


beneath an orange harvest moon.


Pie Corbett










Wild Garlic



We were walking in the woods


after the rain


you and I two notes in search


of a new tune


when the river’s strings


sang its green song out of the ground


like onions growing out of cellos


at 4a.m.


Wild garlic sang the chorus


as we breathed the melody


only the recently bereaved can hear


and I told you we’d make pesto and pasta


and your mouth began to dance


back into a smile and suddenly


I knew the words which could


break a silence at 4a.m.


turn our tears into semi-quavers


a solo into a duet.


Hurry, gather as much as you can.


Tomorrow it will flower.


Dom Conlon










First Run of Spring



In the lanes there is still a negotiation with ice


and snow drifts hang through the hedges


like Winter’s big, white bum.


But the Sky is bird coloured:


bruised mauve of wood pigeon,


peach of chaffinch with wild streaks of bullfinch,


and the air sings dawn, dawn, dawn


down to every capillary and cell,


until my body rings.


Nicola Davies










Gazelle



Staring out of the window again


the green of the pitches is calling again


feel that itch in my muscles, the sigh in my bones


as the teacher’s voice muffles, I drift on my own


breathe in, close my eyes


breathe out and I’m there


outside on the grass, surrounded by air


No talking, no questions, no turn of the screw


just the drum in my heart telling me what to do


so I


run


and I run


and I run and I run


and the faster I go


the more I become


I am bullet and arrow


and cheetah


gazelle


I am peregrine falcon and phoenix from hell


I am synapse and fibre and neuron


and flame


I am Thor’s hammer lightning, too cosmic to tame


I am me


when I run


I can see


when I run


there is nothing that I cannot be when I run


I am anything
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