Spirit of the Road

A ghost haunts the Priory.
The days are shortening, turning black

since we met in the station café

on her way back. She was here,
this spirit of the road.

She caught flowers in her camera, 
their starfish petals yellow and red
now only daisies are left,
whiter than her face, bedded under shadow 

where a monk frowns at the cold earth
of the Physic garden, nurturing,
Feverfew, Dead-nettle. 

She is beyond the healing of plants,
their dried leaves, their sap cannot not touch her.

From the highest window I see the moat
bubbles betray the moving trout.
She walked across mud soaked grass

to the circle of water, with her sister and brother.

A day for family reunion. 
Sun sinks behind a withered tree,
trapped eels wriggle under nets
This is the pool from which the monks fed.
Their souls disturb the water.

She continues searching.
On the wet lawn behind clipped hedges
creatures are hiding, a magical horse,

a Lion dog, the bull with no horns.
Did they guide her?

The rooms of the house are tombs.
Perhaps there she found peace.
The Prior’s chamber where a canon
bends holding a quill pen.
The Doll’s House with its tiny fires,
a child’s room, a doll in a cradle. 
The Priory ghost drove
the caretaker’s family away, 
flitting, pale, persistent through chambers.

Houses like bodies hold memories.

She has her own haunting 

holding fast to those she must protect,
seeking happiness lost earlier
waiting to thaw, the doll before the fire.
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