An English meadow

I like this little walk with nothing 
To see, except the oak tree. With nothing
To hear, save the wind there. With nothing
To feel, only the lull of solitude.
My peaceful mind is a new blank canvas;
Me, an empty palette, space-like and clear
 At one with the world’s unpainted picture

Now coloured in simply by being here.

Tiny, white lambs’ wool clouds hang motionless

In the biggest painting in the world.

Birdsong fills the air, and a fresh breeze ruffles 

The coats of skewbald horses stood stock still.
Buttercups and purple meadow flowers,

Hedgerows and cabbage whites float from scene to 
Scene as the air fills with the pungent smell 

Of mellowest rapeseed; tempera yellow.

The golden sun permeates everything,

Affirms everything, sees through everything: 

Benign rays of a pagan deity.

No-one owns anything as it’s all free.
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