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Girl In The Chapel

Her short cropped hair

and pock-marked skin;

was it plague?

Was the rough, coarse shift

her only dress?

And why the Lady Chapel?

So many questions I need to ask

as she turns the pages of the holy book.

But all I say is:

"How can I help you?"

She points towards the altar candles -

then slowly disappears.








Nightmare

Through the gate and up the hill

this winding path continues still.

To the castle at the top,

is this where I have to stop?

No - the path still twists around

behind the towers on both sides bound

by walls of stone, cold and grey,

where Kings are buried - so they say.

Through the tunnel down the side,

towards the lake where black swans glide.

Turn this curve, I'll soon be free

but wait - what is this I see?

I have arrived back at the gate

and now I know that it's my fate

to wander endlessly this course,

guided by some mystic force.

This trail is for eternity,

there will be no escape for me!








Rhiannon

 

Rhiannon travelled all day long

through the wooded vale

and out across the heathered moor

with skin so pale.

Her coal black eyes stared straight ahead,

she never looked at me

as she rode along the winding path

that led down to the sea.

I saw her lips move constantly

as though in silent prayer

until she reached the water's edge

and vanished there.

She left no footprints in the sand,

as though the surging tide

had swept them all away

when the sea breeze sighed.

Thoughout the night I searched in vain

along the lonely shore

but never found a single sign

so looked no more.



But if ghosts really do exist

and spirits roam the earth so free;

then at some future point in time

when one such spirit will be me,

I'll stand upon this tranquil shore

and gaze across the land

until Rhiannon rides once more

along the drifting sand.








Spirit

Spirit of the night

hidden from the light;

shrouded by the gloom,

keeping out of sight.

Shadow on the wall

creeping down the hall;

moves from room to room -

isn't there at all.

 

The Seer

Something sits behind her eyes

and tells her things she shouldn't know;

and as she dreams throughout the hours

she hears the voices - soft and low

whispering in magic words

that tell of joy - or tell of woe.

In the silence of her room

she watches as the shadows show

hidden secrets, buried deep

in distant times, times long ago.

Then from some far off future day

she feels their pain begin to grow

as someone lives - and someone dies

she sees which way the wind will blow.

Then as the clouded image forms:

sometimes fast, sometimes slow,

filled with people not yet born:

she watches while the visions flow.








The Watcher

The man on the stairs

leans over the rail,

but I don't see

his face so pale.

He doesn't smile:

he doesn't frown.

He won't go up:

he won't come down.

He has no mouth:

he has no hair,

some people say

he isn't there.

But still he stands

and watches me

with blackened eyes

that I can't see.

As I sit gazing

down the hall,

his shadow flickers

on the wall.

Just one glimpse

and then he's gone,

but he'll be back

before too long.








Wuthering Heights

 

Heathcliff-like, you haunt my dreams,

central force of all my schemes.

Each decision carefully planned,

manoeuvred by your guiding hand.

Seeds you scattered long ago

only now begin to grow;

germinating slowly first,

unfolding with an unquenched thirst.

 

Across the barren wasteland calling;

as the burning sleet is falling;

Kathy walks with silent tread

through the lowlands of the dead

where ancient ghosts with hollow eyes

search the endless, sullen skies

and icy fingers pierce the skin,

trying to reach the soul within.

 

The air is filled with Ravens' cries

and jilted lovers mournful sighs.

Their bitterness will not be shaken,

nor their torment be forsaken.

Call your Kathy from her cold

and wasted, empty moorland road.

To Wuthering Heights, bring her back home,

no more these twisted paths to roam.

 

Out onto the frozen moor

where deep snow lies and north winds roar,

Heathcliff passes through the veil

with eyes so black and skin so pale;

as kathy waits beneath the Elm,

to welcome to her lonely realm

the one whose love she once rejected,

who now her heart shall keep protected.

 

When the day is quiet and still

look out towards the Heathered hill

just as the Sun is going down

and shadows swathe it like a gown.

Two lovers walking hand in hand

across the shimmering, whitened land.

Where they are going, no-one can know -

they leave no footprints in the snow.
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