Palm Sunday 



Portents have been 
ignored or misread 
for our ceremonies 
are different this year. 

Not sweet fronds 
tender under hoof 
but the iron smell 
of ox blood and hair. 

Not the delicate ransom 
of our Lord 
but the hollow ring 
of Danegeld. 

Not the Son but the sun 
-set of a Norse echo. 
Not the tree of Jesse 
but Yggdrasil. 

My captors move against 
stone certainties 
missing their heroes 
and the world-ash, 

singing harsh songs 
and breaking my bones 
with the gnawed relics 
of their feasting. 

Until an axe returns me 
to the quiet space 
of my hermitage 
and shows me 

the slap and swell 
of the North Sea 
slowly losing faith 
in its own Gods.
Gillian Laker
