WINTER DIRECTIONS

Snow-laden wind blew all night long.

It greeted me in the morning,

inviting me along the track

in the wintery new-born sun.

So I crunched on the frozen grass,

put my feet where the sheep had trod,

turned homeward to feel the west wind

biting with chill around my eyes.

This sudden new winter had came

from the west. And I drove slowly

down the narrow road to the shop -

over the stream and then straight on

through the tunnel of trees bending

in greeting to mirror-placed bows

'cross the road. Their trunks were quite grey

exposed to the smatter of snow.

Driving home ten minutes later

revealed the true pattern; with snow

quite plastered on every trunk

and each fence-post beneath the trees.

Special to see a grey winter

when travelling westwards - and then

transformed to white when looking east.

Next morning the snow had all gone.

