The rhythm of the oars, the gentle lapping,
wood dripping, in and out, the lagoon

in the dawn haze, you gaze at

the boat bow on ripple after ripple

and above, with trained wonder,

at gulls, geese and ganders,

messengers in the air’s irises,

the veins in your skin ready to meet

the shore’s bounty, the first

autumn reds and mauves

after the summer heat.

On the mainland the screeching

and whining of wheels, hooves

in rich claps on stones,

on grinding grit and slaps

of squelching mud.

Canvases wrapped on the bottom of the cart,
your brushes breathing whispers of grass.
A road then in a narrow valley,

the pupils of the gravel and the margins

of the rusty brown and red of branching hedges
along eddies of river water,

a bounty of flowing milk-grey
and gorges in vaults of pewter.
You spend the night on the streaming earth.
And wake in the fir trees’ severe green.
Canvases ready for a crowd
of leaves’ blood reds, your breath
in the threads of the first mountain blades.
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