
How the Grass Speaks

The grass absorbs our dropped trinkets

green fingers pick pocketing our rings

and keys, but once I lost a voice there

in sharp stalks bowed and bent in March, 

tipped by sea salt whitecaps rolling

bullied kelp beside beached boats.

That thrill of being with the men now,

sleeping it off by coal-striped sand

outside the rumoured smuggler's pub.

When the wind emptied of my father’s song

and theirs, I heard in dreams, sea-whispers 

speaking in sibilants and murmurs 

Returned to ask ventriloquy for grief,

eloquence from the witnessing cliffs,

stories of the sand's stored footsteps

and found again the smell of printer’s ink

writing out my cosy baptism from that

slyly stolen lounge bar afternoon.


