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Blackberry-Picking

Late August, given heavy rain and sun
For a full week, the blackberries would ripen.
At first, just one, a glossy purple clot
Among others, red, green, hard as a knot.
You ate that first one and its flesh was sweet
Like thickened wine: summer’s blood was in it
Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for
Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger
Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam-pots
Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our boots.
Round hayfields, cornfields and potato-drills
We trekked and picked until the cans were full
Until the tinkling bottom had been covered
With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned
Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered
With thorn pricks, our palms sticky as Bluebeard’s.
We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre.
But when the bath was filled we found a fur,
A rat-grey fungus, glutting on our cache.
The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush
The fruit fermented, the sweet flesh would turn sour.
I always felt like crying. It wasn’t fair
That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot.
Each year I hoped they’d keep, knew they would not.
     
 
    Seamus Heaney



when I walk I try to keep my mind empty and at the same time open, eyes 
darting here and there, my ears on full alert, what sound may I hear by the 
lake shore
what wonders will I see.

then from no-where but everywhere a line of poetry leaps into my mind.

I can hear little clicks inside my dream.   
Night drips its silver tap
down the back.
At 4 A.M. I wake. Thinking 
other voices whispering in my ears.
I am wide-awake.

   (Anne Carson from The Glass Essay)



to walk
to look
to hear
the loon is near by
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The feet of people walking home
With gayer sandals go—
The Crocus— til she rises
The Vassal of the snow—
The lips at Hallelujah
Long years of practise bore
Til bye and bye these Bargemen
Walked singing on the shore.

Pearls are the Diver’s farthings
Extorted from the Sea—
Pinions— the Seraph’s wagon
Pedestrian once— as we—
Night is the morning’s Canvas
Larceny— legacy—
Death, but our rapt attention
To Immortality.

My figures fail to tell me
How far the Village lies—
Whose peasants are the Angels—
Whose Cantons dot the skies—
My Classics veil their faces—
My faith that Dark adores—
Which from its solemn abbeys
Such ressurection pours. 
                     Emily Dickinson



to walk
to think















Crow’s Fall
When Crow was white he decided the sun was too white. 
He decided it glared much too whitely. 
He decided to attack it and defeat it. 

He got his strength up flush and in full glitter. 
He clawed and fluffed his rage up. 
He aimed his beak direct at the sun’s centre. 

He laughed himself to the centre of himself 

And attacked. 

At his battle cry trees grew suddenly old, 
Shadows flattened. 

But the sun brightened— 
It brightened, and Crow returned charred black. 

He opened his mouth but what came out was charred black. 

“Up there,” he managed, 
“Where white is black and black is white, I won.”

   Ted Hughes






