
Verbeia: Beside the River Wharfe

Steady and swift, the river flows 

like a vein of love coursing through the land.

A red sun hugs the dale. I do not want to go.

A trout leaps. Above, the cawing of a solitary crow.

A frog hops. Minnows dart and part their band.

Steady and swift, the river flows.

Mayflies dance. A duck calls. My spirit grows.

I dust my bare feet of grit and sand.

A red sun hugs the dale. I do not want to go.

The alder rustles. The gentlest breeze blows.

The afternoon heat is softly fanned.

Steady and swift, the river flows.

Farther up the dale, home bound cattle low.

I watch the freckles appear on my hand.

A red sun hugs the dale. I do not want to go.

I feast. I am sustained. I glow.

I am gripped by a love that is the land.

Steady and swift, the river flows.

A red sun hugs the dale. I do not want to go.


