Towards the Sea

Unnoticed by his sullen downcast eye

I pass that four-hundred-year-ancient boy

− rucksack, iPod, morning-showered scent −

still dawdling to school reluctantly.

Abandoning the field where one magpie

picks over summer, climbing the autumn track

I scrape between the brambles − devil-spat −

and beads of hawthorn blood darkened to wine.

A blackbird panics − his staccato cry,

the small-scale swoop of wings − and there’s the stench

of something rotting sweetly in the hedge

behind the grizzled beards of traveller’s joy.

The earth is stretched like vellum: thin and dry.

Each footfall strikes an echo underground.

The present is dislodged in measured drops

to calcify with other worn out time.

Wintery up ahead, a flap of sky

hangs white and vacant in the arc of trees.

I know what’s waiting in the space beyond:

the blunt edge of the land. And endless sea.

