
(RST uses nature to describe lovingly his  50 year marriage  - A Marriage) 

 

We met 

 Under a shower 

Of bird-notes. 

 Fifty years passed, 

Love’s moment 

 In a world in 

servitude to time. 

 She was young; 

I kissed with my eyes 

 closed and opened 

them on her wrinkles. 

 “Come” said death, 

choosing her as his 

 partner for 

the last dance. And she, 

 who in life 

had done everything 

 with a bird’s grace, 

opened her bill now 

 for the shedding 

Of one sigh no 

 Heavier than a feather. 

  

 

 

 

 

The Moor 

It was like a church to me. 

I entered it on soft foot, 

Breath held like a cap in the hand. 

It was quiet. 

What God was there made himself felt, 

Not listened to, in clean colours 

That brought a moistening of the eye, 

In movement of the wind over grass. 

 

There were no prayers said. But stillness 

Of the heart’s passions – that was praise 

Enough; and the mind’s cession 

Of its kingdom. I walked on, 

Simple and poor, while the air crumbled 



And broke on me generously as bread. 

 

 

The Other 

There are nights that are so still 

That I can hear the small owl calling 

Far off and a fox barking 

miles away.  It is then that I lie 

In the lean hours awake listening 

To the swell born somewhere in the Atlantic 

Rising and falling, rising and falling 

Wave on wave on the long shore 

By the village, that is without light  

And companionless. And the thought comes 

Of that other being who is awake, too, 

Letting our prayers break on him, 

Not like this for a few hours, 

But for days, years, for eternity. 

 

 

Moorland 

It is beautiful and still: 

 The air rarefied 

As the interior of a cathedral 

 

Expecting a presence. It is where, also, 

 The harrier occurs,  

Materialising from nothing, snow- 

 

Soft, but with claws of fire, 

 Quartering the bare earth 

For the prey that escapes it: 

 

Hovering over the incipient  

 Scream, here a moment, then 

Not here, like my belief in God. 

 

 

 

Kneeling 

Moments of great calm, 

Kneeling before an altar 

Of wood in a stone church 

In summer, waiting for the God 



To speak; the air a staircase  

For silence; the sun’s light  

Ringing me, as though I acted 

a great role. And the audiences 

Still; all that close throng 

Of spirits waiting, as I, 

For the message. 

  Prompt me, God; 

But not yet. When I speak, 

Though it be you who speak 

Through me, something is lost. 

The meaning is in the waiting. 

 

 

 

Snippets 

 

“You have to imagine a waiting that is not impatient because it is timeless” 

 

“My whole vocation as a priest and preacher is as one who is to present 

poetry; and when I preach poetry I am preaching Christianity and when 0ne 

discusses Christianity one is discussing poetry in its imaginative aspects. 

Poetry is religion, religion is poetry.” 

 

Sometimes nature came to RST “like the first day of creation.  I saw the sun on 

the hillside and fell to my knees to praise God.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I know how I have found a hare’s form on the hillside and I have been able to 

put my hand into it and feel it still warm, and this is my feeling of God – that we 

don’t actually find him but we find where he has been, we find the place still 

warm with his presence, but he is absent,  and we find his footsteps, his 

footprints, but we never actually come upon him because how can we? If we 

could comprehend God we would be God ourselves. 

 

 

We go to look for Abercaug, where the cuckoos sing, a place that can never be 

reached, but that is not a cause for despair. 

 



It is this great absence 

that is like a presence, that compels me to address it without hope of a reply. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	


