
full moon
rainbows
in faintly tinted
shades of silver.

Come live with me and  
	 be my love
upon this fecund patch of soil

And there will be

dawns of cold blue light
days of mud
	 and 
evenings softly sliced 
		  with shafts

RD somewhere

Come live with me and  
	 be my love
upon my old 
inherited farm. 

And I will offer

TV and bleary eyes
and rugby in the 
wee small hours

while mist and moon
and owls 
 	 align
		  outside.

I’ll know what nights
we might see



		  of golden green

between 

corded, crumpled hills.

and sometimes,
heavy dew

Come live with me and  
	 be my love
in the house that I will  
	 build for you

and there will be
rust and junk
and old machines

and sky
and rain
and kids
and love.


