Enlli from Selected Poems by Christine Evans

We get to it through troughs and rainbows
flying and falling, falling and flying

rocked in an eggshell
over drowned mountain ranges.

The island swings towards us, slowly.

We slide in on an oiled keel,

step ashore with birth-wet, wind-red faces
wiping the salt from our eyes

and notice sudden, welling

quiet, and how here the breeze

lets smells of growing things

settle and grow warm, a host of presences
drowsing, their wings too fine to see.

There’s a green track, lined with meadowsweet.
Stone houses, ramparts to the weather.

Small fields that run all one way

west to the sea, inviting feet

to make new paths to their own

discovered places.

After supper, lamplight

soft as the sheen of buttercups
and candle-shadow blossoms
bold on the bedroom wall.

Outside’s a swirl of black and silver.

The lighthouse swings its white bird round
as if one day it will let go

the string, and let

the loosed light fly

back to its roost with the calling stars.





