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The Passing of Winter 

 

When arctic wolves are howling 

And wind whistles through the trees 

When badgers doze in deep sets 

And snow covers Autumn’s leaves. 

 

When dripping water freezes 

Forming stalactites of cold 

When the geese and swans have flown away 

And the year is growing old. 

 

When the red breast of the robin 

Is set against the white, 

And the orange glow from wood fires 

Shines out in darkening night. 

 

When the stream and paths are frozen 

I must be on my way. 

Though the rising of a new sun 

Is still many hours away 

For I must be gone by morning 

Long before the break of day. 
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The Moon 

 

The man in the moon smiles down at me 

from his dust filled world and his tranquil sea. 

He winks his eye from his pale face; 

His back turned away from deepest space 

With power so strong that he causes tides 

Motionless in the celestial sky. 

On a Winter’s eve or a Summer’s day 

A smiling face in the Sun’s warm rays. 
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Arrival 

 

A tall ship once arrived in port 

With skull and crossed bones stowed away 

From where they came, the crew said naught 

Treasures buried where they lay. 

 

With skull and crossed bones stowed away 

They loaded keys of food and ale 

Treasures buried where they lay. 

The cry went up, “Prepare to sail!” 

 

They loaded keys of food and ale 

Soldiers marched along the quay 

The cry went up, “Prepare to sail!” 

Muskets primed, their minds ready. 

 

Soldiers marched along the quay 

The motley crew and captain saw 

Muskets primed, their minds ready. 

Ruthless upholders of the law. 

 

The motley crew and captain saw 

Too late, it seemed, they were undone. 

Ruthless upholders of the law. 

The battle had not yet begun. 

 

Too late, it seemed, they were undone. 

From where they came, the crew said naught. 

The battle had not yet begun. 

A tall ship once arrived in port! 
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Snow in the town 

 

The candles in the hearth flicker in the breeze 

From the barely open door. 

Their ghost-like shapes dancing in the invisible breath 

The brick wall behind melting to the colour of butter. 

Outside, the fragile glass of the leaded window 

Biting cold of a Winter’s eve, 

Snow silently wrapping the tiny town 

In a blanket of smothering white. 

Only the tiny streams of smoke rise though tall chimneys 

And fight their way against the constant flow of flakes 

The inhabitants bar their windows and doors against the night. 
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Frozen wastes 

 

Sheets of white iron 

Melt in the watery sun 

An iced up digger stands by the piled up carcasses 

Of dead fridges 

The tip of an ice-berg as far as anyone can tell 

The decaying metal frosted with enamel 

Under the rust tinged sky. 
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More rain 

 

Patterns on the window 

Patterns on the pane 

Patterns in the puddles 

Made by the rain 

 

Rain upon the rooftops 

Rain at the door 

Rain on the gardens 

Rain on the floor 

 

Rain on the treetops 

Rain in the glens 

Rain in the sunshine 

Rainbow here again. 
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Devon Sky 

 

A lonely cottage on a headline high 

A million white pin pricks glitter the sky 

A spyglass trained far out to sea 

A tall masted ship, bringing hidden booty. 

 

A moonless night and an incoming tide 

A team of smugglers silently hide 

A flash of lantern against the dark 

A howl of an owl and an answering bark 

 

A team of horses impatiently stand 

Barrels of spirits pass from hand to hand 

A final push and a look-out’s call 

A leap of faith over dry stone wall 

 

A growing dawn and all is done 

A distant memory; a rising sun 

A lonely cottage on a headline high 

A watchful presence and a whispered sigh. 
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Shipwreck 

Far out at sea 

Far out at sea 

A sudden storm brews 

From the ocean deep, 

A tall ship rolls 

In the waters creep. 

Far out at sea 

Far out at sea 

A vessel cut down like a fractured tree. 
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The South Stack Lighthouse 

 

As the wind whistles 

And the wild waves pound 

The South Stack Lighthouse 

Stands on hallowed ground. 

 

A floundering ship in the swell they saw 

Heading for the rocks and the jagged shore 

And they gazed in horror as the light went out 

As the captain fought to bring the boat about. 

 

As the sea surged and the rain poured, 

The lighthouse keepers prayed to their Lord 

While they battled the weather to fix the light 

The generators started and the bulb burnt bright. 

 

As the wind whistles 

And the wild waves pound 

The South Stack Lighthouse 

Stands on hallowed ground. 

 

And the strong storm raged on far out at sea 

While the lighthouse keepers drank mugs of tea 

But a gigantic wave hit the tower full on 

And when the water receded, the men were gone. 

 

When the rescuers reached the lighthouse they found 

The tower was empty; not a single sound 

From the men who had been there only hours before 

Just an empty table and an open door. 

 

As the wind whistles 
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And the wild waves pound 

The South Stack Lighthouse 

Stands on hallowed ground. 

 

And it’s said that on a still and moonless night 

You may catch the glimmer of the South Stack’s light 

And three ghostly spectres of the men who gave 

Their lives in return for the ship they saved. 

 

As the wind whistles 

And the wild waves pound 

The South Stack Lighthouse 

Stands on haunted ground. 
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Snowfall at school 

 

Behind the ice pane, 

next to the frozen sill, 

under the pin-board of grey, blanket wool 

and canopy of ice. 

In the space after the glass-splintered blizzard, 

Whirling dervish post-its 

fall  

softly to the coated playground. 

On each, a note, 

a message; 

All is still. 

Snow. 
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Moonlight Spiders 

 

When all is dark and silent 

Along the Helford River 

When the crows have settled in their nests 

And the leaves no longer shiver. 

As boats tug gently at their ropes 

And dream of oceans deep 

Then the moonlight spiders venture out 

From down in Frenchman’s Creek. 

 

As the tide laps calmly by the quay 

And the villages all sleep 

As the river rolls on endlessly 

From its source far up at Gweek 

And joins the other tributaries 

that flow down to the sea 

Then the Moonlight Spiders spin their webs 

So very silently. 

 

They do not know about the tales  

Of smuggling in the past 

They do not see the fading ghosts 

Or jump at shadows cast 

When wreckers’ lights shine out at night 

To show that all is well 

The Moonlight Spiders spin their webs 

And cast their own strange spell. 

 

Now in the early morning light 

As the sun rises once more 

Intricate webs of silver hang 

From trees to the forest floor 
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And sparkle as bright as stolen jewels 

Plundered from crown or ring 

Dew drops form into precious stones 

As the birds begin to sing 

 

But the Moonlight Spiders have disappeared  

Like spirits of the night. 

Leaving behind their precious gifts – 

As strange, unearthly sight. 

As the sun rises over the sea 

And the World is filled with light. 
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Arctic Pantoum 

 

Between the North Pole and the Arctic Circle 

Lie the lands of the Midnight Sun. 

On a clear day you can watch seal pups play 

Where the white polar bears run. 

 

Lie the lands of the Midnight Sun. 

In the Earth’s coldest place. 

Where the white polar bears run. 

Feel the biting wind on your face. 

 

In the Earth’s coldest place. 

You can see the Northern Lights 

Feel the biting wind on your face. 

Marvel at the incredible sights 

 

You can see the Northern Lights 

High up in the Arctic sky 

Marvel at the incredible sights 

You may stop and ask yourself, why? 

 

High up in the Arctic sky 

Where the white polar bears run. 

You may stop and ask yourself, why 

Lie the lands of the Midnight Sun? 
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Arrival 

 

A tall ship once arrived in port 

With skull and crossed bones stowed away 

From where they came, the crew said naught 

Treasures buried where they lay. 

 

With skull and crossed bones stowed away 

They loaded keys of food and ale 

Treasures buried where they lay. 

The cry went up, “Prepare to sail!” 

 

They loaded keys of food and ale 

Soldiers marched along the quay 

The cry went up, “Prepare to sail!” 

Muskets primed, their minds ready. 

 

Soldiers marched along the quay 

The motley crew and captain saw 

Muskets primed, their minds ready. 

Ruthless upholders of the law. 

 

The motley crew and captain saw 

Too late, it seemed, they were undone. 

Ruthless upholders of the law. 

The battle had not yet begun. 

 

Too late, it seemed, they were undone. 

From where they came, the crew said naught. 

The battle had not yet begun. 

A tall ship once arrived in port! 
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Snow in the town 

 

The candles in the hearth flicker in the breeze 

From the barely open door. 

Their ghost-like shapes dancing in the invisible breath, 

The brick wall behind melting the colour of butter 

Outside the fragile glass of the paned window 

Biting cold of a winter’s eve 

Snow silently wrapping the tiny town 

In a blanket of white 

Only the thin streams of smoke 

From wooded fires, 

Rise through tall chimneys 

And fight their way against the constant flow of flakes. 

The inhabitants bar their windows against the night. 
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Scarecrow 

 

Out in all weathers 

I balance on one leg 

Alone in the middle of a corduroy field 

No shelter from the bitter breeze 

My straw stuffing shivers with cold 

My outstretched arms used as a perch  

By the starving birds I am meant to frighten away. 

I never have new clothes 

Just an ancient tweed jacket: torn trousers 

In winter buried up to my knee in freezing snow 

battered hat dusted with white on my football head 
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Moon Power 

 

Master of the tides. 

Lord of my own seas. 

though I am always dry and dusty. 

My pockmarked skin, 

Only visible when my pale face 

reflects the warm light of the sun. 

Stuck in cold, lonely space, 

I go through many phases every month. 

But as I wax and wane, I smile, 

Unable to turn my face away  

from the beauty of 

The Earth. 
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Lack of Light - Night 

 

High on a hill 

A dark castle, towered and turreted. 

Triangular flags twist and turn 

In the evening breeze. 

Over the drawbridge 

Slow, heavy footfalls. 

Limbering Night steps silently out. 

Thick hands grab greedily at the pale, cowering moon. 

His black cloak expands, 

Enveloping all around him; 

Draining everything of colour. 

His deep, dark eyes do not 

See the creatures and fiends 

Lurking behind him 

As he slowly covers half the World. 
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Tornado 

 

Like a hurricane bringing death and destruction 

Flattening towns in need of construction 

Cutting a swathe of pure devastation 

Whipped up at sea spreads 

across many nations. 

Unharnessable power 

that cannot be tamed 

Leaves businesses 

wrecked: 

people 

maim 

ed 
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Wind 

 

Twisting 

Twirling 

Shaking, Swirling 

See the effect of the breeze 

Grabbing. Shaking. Buffeting 

Breaking 

Applaud all the valiant trees! 

As they stand 

Tall 

Cheerless 

Resolute 

Fearless 

Resisting the long Winter freeze! 
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Stormy Weather 

 

The morning will start fairly quiet 

With mild conversations before lunchtime 

giving way to an area of increasing high pressure  

as a depression moves slowly in. 

This will be followed by heavy outbursts 

leading to possible arguments 

With occasional snide comments. 

 

The evening will grow worse 

With severe conflict covering most of the house until dawn. 

 

The forecast for tomorrow is much the same. 

 

And the outlook; 

Very unsettled towards the end of the week 

As the strong fronts die down and 

maybe go their separate ways! 
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Volcano 

 

There’s a pent up, het up feeling, 

I can’t hide. 

A boiling, fluid aggression 

Simmering deep inside. 

I’m working myself into a lava 

annoyance welling up, 

spewing my molten anger down 

the mountainside. 

I can’t help bringing  

Destruction and death 

Volcanic homicide 

 

And all to avenge my feelings of loneliness and isolation. 
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Snow unfair! 

 

At playtime when the sky turns grey 

And rainy clouds have blown away. 

When the air is filled with cold, 

Snow is on the way, we’re told. 

 

At playtime, the ground is covered white 

And the air is filled with a yellowy light 

Then the sky turns strangely grey 

And we’re not allowed outside to play! 

 

At playtime we all stand and stare 

As feather flakes drift through the air. 

We dream of snowmen, frozen toes 

But, as everybody knows - 

 

We’re not allowed out in the snowy land. 

We clean misted glass with the back of our hand 

And watch as the infant classes go 

Outside in their wellies to play in the snow. 
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The Passing of Winter 

 

When arctic wolves are howling 

And wind whistles through the trees 

When badgers doze in deep sets 

And snow covers Autumn’s leaves. 

 

When dripping water freezes 

forming stalactites of cold. 

When the geese and swans have flown away 

and the year is growing old, 

 

When the red breast of the robin 

Is set against the white, 

And the orange glow from wood fires 

Shines out in darkening night. 

 

When the streams and paths are frozen 

I must be on my way. 

Though the rising of a new sun 

Is still many hours away 

For I must be gone by morning 

Long before the break of day. 
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Snowfall at school 

 

Behind the ice pane, 

next to the frozen sill, 

under the pin-board of grey, blanket wool 

and canopy of ice. 

In the space after the glass-splintered blizzard, 

Whirling dervish post-its 

fall  

softly to the coated playground. 

On each, a note, 

a message; 

All is still. 

Snow.
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Winter 

 

Outside in the cold, 

Glass trees, iced in white, 

Quiver above the arctic ground. 

 

Outside in the cold, 

Pillar-box berries, gloved in ice 

Cling onto black frozen branches. 

 

Outside in the cold, 

Birds shiver in padded, woollen nests and long 

For the warmth of the sun on their feathers. 

 

Outside in the cold, 

The wind tears at exposed faces, 

Bites deep into souls and fingers. 
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Winter Cover 
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Snowman 

 

I stand in gardens and in parks 

In freezing temperatures after dark! 

I have a broad base instead of toes, 

Smell carrot with my carrot nose. 

Don’t shed a tear, it’s no surprise, 

I cannot see with button eyes. 

And on my head an itchy hat 

And woollen scarf with knitted cat.  

I can’t hear a thing as children play. 

Laughing as they skate away. 

Yet I sense they built me from the ground 

Though I never heard a single sound. 

Then off they go to have their tea 

Now there’s no one left outside but me! 

Don’t get me wrong; I don’t complain 

For I dread the coming of the rain. 

But there’s a secret that only I know: 

A warm heart beats in this body of snow! 
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Scarecrow 

 

Out in all weathers 

I stand on one leg 

Alone, 

In the middle of a ploughed field 

Staring out across the misty hilltop. 

No shelter from the bitter breeze. 

My straw stuffing shivers with the cold. 

My outstretched arms used as a perch 

By some of the cheekier crows. 

An ancient tweed jacket and torn trousers 

The only things keeping me together. 

As I stand, silent 

Up to my knee in freezing snow 

Shoulders and floppy hat dusted with white. 
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Storm Force 10 

 

The wind blew with such force, 

Only the strongest trees survived. 

It even pushed ships off their course, 

And windmills dreamt of times revived. 

 

Only the strongest trees survived. 

Their roots clung bravely to the ground 

And windmills dreamt of times revived. 

The air was filled with splintering sounds. 

 

Their roots clung bravely to the ground 

As tiles were flicked from roof and barn. 

The air was filled with splintering sounds. 

People were screaming with alarm. 

 

As tiles were flicked from roof and barn. 

A tidal wave whipped up at sea. 

People were screaming with alarm. 

Searching for shelter. Where could it be? 

 

A tidal wave whipped up at sea. 

It even pushed ships off their course, 

Searching for shelter. Where could it be? 

The wind blew with such force. 
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Wise Questions? 

 

Why did they come? 

How did they know? 

Those Wisest of Kings 

On camels so slow. 

 

They followed a star 

But could they be sure? 

That the direction was right 

On that strange distant shore. 

 

Why chose such gifts 

For an infant so small? 

Who began life with nothing 

In a stable so poor. 

 

Did they know that their journey 

Would be part of His tale? 

Three ships of the desert 

On a hot, dusty trail. 

 

 


