Living Legends

Come visit 

Troswick 

Where the shadows play.

And strange birds hover

As blue 

Gentian fingers 

Poke up 

From below.

And the stones whisper around the bay

As the njugle sleeps by the mill 

As it clicks and grinds

And the years 

unwind.

Back to a time

When the trowies had life in their bones.

Spending days, herding clouds 

Down from Hallilee’s crown. 

And nights teasing stars

From Clumlie’s 

Waters like gems.

Whilst all the while

The Old Man of Troswick stands guard.

Watching, 

As the peat is raised from the ground.

And listening, 

As bleating lambs voices 

Deepen 

And break on the breeze.

And waiting,

As the stooks rustle and shuffle

Down to the byre.

By day, a friend for the hundiklocks, 

Wrapped in his black mac,

As he hunts in the shade of 

The tumbled stone dyke.

And by night, looking after the hedgehog,

That shuffles around, unafraid of the dark.

Chasing silver comet tails

And sniffing out slugs.

And even now,

In the late afternoon, the Old Man of Troswick is still watching just as before.

As you feel a cool breath

On the back of the neck.

Despite the day 

Being so very calm. 

