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Amulet

Inside the Wolf’s fang, the mountain of heather

Inside the mountain of heather, the Wolf’s fur.

Inside the Wolf’s fur, the ragged forest.

Inside the ragged forest, the Wolf’s foot.

Inside the Wolf’s foot, the stony horizon.

Inside the stony horizon, the Wolf’s tongue.

Inside the Wolf’s tongue, the Doe’s tears.

Inside the Doe’s tears, the frozen swamp.

Inside the frozen swamp, the Wolf’s blood.

Inside the Wolf’s blood, the snow wind.

Inside the snow wind, the Wolf’s eye.

Inside the Wolf’s eye, the North Star.

Inside the North Star, the Wolf’s fang.

Ted Hughes

Canto 4

(as told by Frankenstein to Dante)

…My teachers said, ‘Love 

can make you do the strangest things.

Like the lion that fell head-over-heels

in love with the drop-dead gorgeous maiden.

When the lion proposed marriage, her parents

of course where gob-smacked. “That’s a bit sudden.”

Not wanting to offend the jungle King

they suggested he removed his fangs and claws.

then they’s gladly discuss the wedding ring.

Teeth out, claws trimmed, Lion came back to impress.

But the parents laughed in his face. “Buzz off, sunshine.”

Which goes to show how love can tame the wildest.’

From ‘The Young Inferno’ by John Agard

illustrated by Satoshi Kitamura

Coire Fhionn Iochan

lapping of the little waves 

breaking of the little waves 

spreading of the little waves 

idling of the little waves

rippling of the little waves 

settling of the little waves 

meeting of the little waves 

swelling of the little waves

trembling of the little waves 

dancing of the little waves 

pausing of the little waves 

slanting of the little waves

tossing of the little waves 

scribbling of the little waves 

lilting of the little waves 

sparkling of the little waves

leaping of the little waves 

drifting of the little waves 

running of the little waves 

splashing of the little waves

                              Thomas A. Clark

Don’t

talk with your mouth full 

leave the table without asking 

speak to your mother like that 

let the sun go down on your wrath 

forget to write

go

without saying goodbye

Helena Nelson

Goodnight

I said my pajamas,

I slipped on my prayers.

I went up my slippers,

I took off my stairs.

I turned off the bed,

I jumped in the light.

The reason for it is...

You gave me a fright!

Trad.

I am the Song

I am the song that sings the bird.

I am the leaf that grows the land.

I am the tide that moves the sun.

I am the stream that halts the sand.

I am the cloud that drives the storm.

I am the earth that lights the moon.

I am the fire that strikes the stone.

I am the clay that shapes the hand.

I am the word that speaks the man.

Charles Causely

I’ve Been Known

to spread it on thick to shoot off my mouth to get it off my chest
          to tell him where
          to get off
to stay put to face the music to cut a shine to go under to sell
          myself short to play
          myself down
to paint the town to fork over to shell out to shoot up to pull a
          fast one to go haywire
          to take a shine to
to be stuck on to glam it up to vamp it up to get her one better to
          eat a little higher
          on the hog
to win out to get away with to go to the spot to make a stake to
          make a stand to 
          stand for something to stand up for
to snow under to slip up to go for it to take a stab at it to try out
          to go places to play
          up to get back at
to size up to stand off to slop over to be solid with to lose my
          shirt to get myself off
          to get myself off the hook

Denise Duhamel

LIMPET

I am a Cornish limpet, 

been here for a hundred years, 

sucking and gripping and sticking to this stone 

with a hundred thousand fears.

‘What if I get put in a bucket 

and dumped in the boot of a car, 

with wellies and jellies and a windbreaker 

and a shell in the shape of a star?

I’d miss my chats with the ancient crab, 

the swell and wash of the tide, 

the soothing stroke of anemones, 

the storms when the fish come and hide.

But I hang on tight and hope for the best, 

I avoid anyone with a spade, 

when the sun beats down 

in a glisten on the sea, 

my fears begin to fade.

Chrissie Gittins

Sίofra Si

Bίonn Sίofra Si

sίog na bhfiacla

as obair léi

gach uile oίche

ag eitilt go tapaidh

ó theach go teach

as bailiú fiacla

go cúramach

ag l ó isteál airgrid

faoi bhun piliúr

ag bronnadh sonais

gach uile uair

ag brostú abhaile

le breacadh an lae

ag súil go mór

lena cupán tae.

Celia de Friéne

What is Pink? 

What is pink? a rose is pink
By the fountain's brink.
What is red? a poppy's red
In its barley bed.
What is blue? the sky is blue
Where the clouds float thro'.
What is white? a swan is white
Sailing in the light.
What is yellow? pears are yellow,
Rich and ripe and mellow.
What is green? the grass is green,
With small flowers between.
What is violet? clouds are violet
In the summer twilight.
What is orange? why, an orange,
Just an orange!

Christina Rossetti 

