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On the Eastern edge towards the rocky summit
Traced from the sea-shore to the valley
Parallel to the river, crossings
Beneath the waterfall
A soul’s compass, a child amongst the grass
Soil, decomposition, former growth
The standing stone appears, sunlit
As lichen glistened, a longing
The hills spread out for miles, yet hidden
Fertile, every passing year, space
Constant wind, forgotten, as the halfmoon rises.









Photographs made in 2021 in the Dublin Mountains, Ireland
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