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       Geopoetics 
 
e places the Earth at the centre of our experience 

 
e develops heightened awareness of it using all our senses and knowledge 

 
e seeks to overcome the separation of mind and body and of human beings from  the rest of 

the natural world.  
 
e learns from others who have attempted to find a new approach to thinking and living, e.g. 
ΨoutgoersΩ like Henry Thoreau, Nan Shepherd, Patrick Geddes, Joan Eardley, Kenneth White 
and many others. 

 
e expresses the Earth through oral expression, writing, the visual arts, music, geology, 

geography, other sciences, philosophy, combinations of art forms and of the arts, sciences 
and thinking. 
 

e develops a network of Geopoetics Centres with a common concern about the planet and a 
shared project to understand geopoetics and apply it in different fields of research and 
creative work. 

 
e opens up the possibility of radical cultural renewal for individuals and for society  

as a whole. 
 
 
 
More information: 
www.geopoetics.org.uk  
https://www.facebook.com/ScottishGeopoetics/ 
https://twitter.com/SCGeopoetics 
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Rivers and Forests in the Age of Ecological and Climate Emergency 
 
Editorial 
 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ the connection between the failures of 
Governments in response to the global Covid-
19 pandemic and the ecological and climate 
emergency? Would it be too simple to say: 
capitalism? Not really. LǘΩǎ those who believe in 
the ΨŦǊŜŜ ƳŀǊƪŜǘΩ and austerity who have 
underfunded health and social services and 
who refuse to take action against the corporate 
multi-nationals responsible for polluting and 
destroying the natural world and so many of its 
species. 
        
At our June 2019 Expressing the Earth 
Conference at Wiston Lodge near Biggar, we 
had many talks, films and workshops about 
rivers and forests, so we chose them as the 
theme of Stravaig#8. Then came the Extinction 
Rebellion actions and Climate Strikes at schools 
worldwide, so we made the Ecological and 
Climate Emergency a key part of our theme. As 
a result, we received fifty poetry, nineteen 
essays and thirteen art submissions τ more 
than ever before. The standard was so high 
that this issue became 95 pages long. 
        
However, since the Covid-19 pandemic has 
prohibited the printing and distribution of issue 
8, we have decided to publish it online in 3 
parts. The first part focuses on rivers, the 
second mainly on trees and forests, and the 
third mainly on rivers again. You will find 
differing opinions on the large scale planting of 
trees in the Highlands in essays by James 
Fenton and others. We hope this will stimulate 
discussion about the best way forward. The 
poems, prose and artwork provide very 
personal responses to our theme and yet they 
form a cohesive whole. 
        
But what use is a creative journal to activists 
who are campaigning to reverse the effects of 
climate change on the planet and the 
extinction by humans of so many species, you 
may well ask? As the creative expression of the 
Earth in arts, sciences and philosophy, 
Geopoetics offers an alternative vision of the 
world which deepens our understanding of it 

and sustains those who wish to celebrate and 
conserve it. Geopoetics combines a love of and 
attentiveness to place and particularity, with a 
knowledge of global and historical issues of 
geology, climate, and culture. A truly green 
politics must have the generosity and 
imagination to connect the local and the global, 
emotion and strategy. Stravaig, the annual 
journal of the Scottish Centre for Geopoetics, is 
an important way of bringing together those 
who believe in a better world in which 
humanity sees itself as part of the natural 
world rather than separate or superior to it. 
        
The Covid-19 pandemic is a worldwide human 
tragedy and it has taken from us Tim Robinson, 
one of the great exponents of geopoetics in his 
writings about Connemara and the Aran 
Islands. In the late 1990s he gave a talk to 
members of the Scottish Centre for Geopoetics 
in Edinburgh at the invitation of Tony 
McManus. Yet this crisis has also shown the 
tremendous courage and self-sacrifice of health 
and social care staff and how communities can 
work together for the common good despite 
the many failings of the UK and US 
Governments. It remains to be seen what 
lessons will be learnt from what has happened 
and whether people will allow those in power 
to return to business as usual. 
        
We hope that Stravaig#8 will provide you with 
stimulating reading when staying at home and 
will encourage you to be as aware as possible 
of the landscape, bird life and other forms of 
life in the course of your daily walks outdoors. 
We welcome your thoughts on its contents by 
email, on Facebook and Twitter and we would 
encourage you to respond creatively to the 
Earth in whatever medium you decide. 
 
Editors: Sue Bell, Norman Bissell, Ullrich Kockel, 
Callum Sutherland and Caroline Watson.  
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Explaining a Few Things to Neruda 

 

Elizabeth Rimmer 

 

You will ask why my poetry 

speaks of leaves and green rivers 

and that family of goosanders 

spinning and diving and drifting downstream 

on the ebb tide this rainy morning. 

 

Where are the unemployed? you ask, 

the litter, the broken windows,  

graffiti curse-words and allegations, 

the lost generation, the hope of revolution? 

 

You will ask why my poetry is so pretty, 

all those woodlands and winter skies, 

when jobs are scarce and art is strangled 

and freedom is bought and sold with oil. 

 

In those fields we have no lapwings, 

no hares, a stillness of yellow rape, 

and wheat after barley after wheat. 

The skylark song is quenched in rain. 

The moon rises over green absence. 

 

Once there were bitterns in those reeds - 

salmon, kingfisher, tufted duck, 

children at the village school ς all gone.  

We wash the guilt of extinction off our hands. 

Oh, see, the blood of extinction on our hands! 
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Like a River Flows    

 

Liz Zetlin 

 

I would love to live  

Like a river flows,  

Carried by the surprise  

Of its own unfolding. 

ς John OΩ5ƻƴƻƘǳŜΣ άFluent,έ  

Conamara Blues: Poems  

 

What a river wants 

is to be wet and held. 

With each splash of rain 

the stream restocks    

swells and clarifies  

maybe even forgives 

what has passed before. 

Just as moments flow 

through ƳŜƳƻǊȅΩǎ sieve, 

I would love to live. 

 

In the morning light 

there is so much to be seen. 

Squirrels sprint through grape vines. 

Chickadees swoop and dive. 

Two sun sugar tomatoes ripen.  

Another two decompose. 

I eat three sugar snaps 

and yank a handful of weeds 

Grazing the garden, time slows 

like a river flows. 

 

I have almost always 

lived by a river. 

In this place, probably 

my last, behind our house 

a river steadily glides 

mostly disguised 

by ferns and trees. 

Every day I walk past 

all that a river implies 

carried by the surprise 
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of a cormorant on a log 

drying its wings 

a mallard sleeping 

a beaver heading upstream 

a salmon leaping, too often 

with a dread of beholding 

the sixth extinction  

evolving now beyond 

our controlling 

of its own unfolding. 

  

Jan Kilpatrick, Altan Dhu (Black Water)  
Dyes/Print on Textile (Photograph by Ricky Frew) 
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RIVERS, TREES AND REWILDING:      

Rewilding self and society on a stravaig about 
these Isles 
 
James Murray-White                                              
 
SECTION ONE: FOX 
 
Last night in Cambridge I felt lucky to see two 
foxes, maybe mother and son, at an outside 
bar. They came to scrounge around looking 
for human waste food τ our throwaway, 
consumer-based society is destroying this 
planet, but in the process wild creatures like 
foxes are benefiting from our wastefulness. 
Urban foxes live in the not quite so shadows, 
watching, scattering, scuttering away and 
towards; the shadow of the human psyche - 
the nearly wild.  
 
We humans sometimes aspire to wildness - I 
certainly do and this piece will reflect my 
recent efforts to do just that τ and I often 
feel on meeting urban foxes that they are on 
a reverse trajectory into becoming a top 
predator, having populated the detritus of 
cityscapes, and potentially vying with our 
species for ultimate dominance. 
  
In most cities LΩǾŜ lived in LΩǾŜ engaged with 
urban foxes: in Edinburgh I remember one 
night foolishly putting my hand out to stroke 
one as he munched on quasi-edible leftovers 
in the New Town. Thankfully he scorned the 
stroke as I realised this engagement with the 
wild wouldn't become a domestic 
arrangement. In Bristol, the so-called city of 
foxes, where they are tagged, named and 
relentlessly hunted down by BBC camera 
crews and studied ruthlessly by academics, a 
fox lived in a rewilding space at the top of my 
road, and many of us would drop off scraps 
for him, watch as he munched them, reflect 
on how we were both in a zoo-like situation, 
and happily chat with neighbours about how 
he was doing, or had we seen him lately. A 
neighbourly convocation on the joys and 
pitfalls on our close connection with the 

urban wild τ kind of like our Ψ{ǘƛƎ of the 
5ǳƳǇΩΦ 
 

I do sometimes still muse on what it might be 
like to adopt a fox cub as an animal 
companion, and, as well as the scary media 
pieces about foxes allegedly biting children in 
their homes, rejoice in the feel-good clips of 
folk ΨŀŘƻǇǘƛƴƎΩ cubs born in their gardens, or 
the Irish farmer pictured with his stunning 
fox family hanging round his neck. Ultimately 
I hold off from doing what it might take to 
become a fox father τ unless one jumps into 
my arms in fear, fleeing from pursuit by 
foolish hunters. Partly, I think, as LΩƳ a 
nomadic type, but also because I feel not yet 
fully in that place with a creature that could 
be, and should be, really wild and well in the 
wild, not domesticated and becoming 
anthropomorphised within a symbiotic cross-
species relationship. 
 
What I am able to do in the meantime, is 
adopt the principles of author Charles A 
Foster, who tried to spend time becoming fox 
(and a badger and a deer), and wrote about 
this in Ψ.ŜƛƴƎ a .ŜŀǎǘΩΥ 
άΧΦǿƘŜƴ he was living as a fox, and came 
face to face with another fox that had stolen 
his chicken leg. άL felt not just that I was 
looking and observing, but that I was being 
looked at and being observed. That was the 
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reciprocity I had longed for. I donΩt feel I got 
that anywhere ŜƭǎŜΦέ And he came off second 
best to the real fox? άhƘ yes! It was a better 
Londoner, a better liver. It could run faster, it 
needed less sleep, its teeth were sharper, its 
nose and ears were better. It was just 
ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊΦέ 
 
My deepest, most profound engagement 
came last summer, when, alone in a ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ 
house on the edge of Cambridge, amidst 
inner turbulence and a stuck feeling 
combined with a rage to go a wandering τ 
over three nights in the garden I met Mrs 
Fox, and our watchfulness of each other grew 
from a minute to about six minutes. Did this 
grow into a deep knowing of each other? 
Certainly a calm sensing, seeing into the soul 
perhaps τ an acceptance, an acknowledge-
ment. This encounter, profound in its quiet, 
triggered some events over the next few 
days: a calamitous meeting with an ex, an 
invitation to undertake a vision quest on the 
Knoydart Peninsula, and a definite shift into 
the next stage of my journey. LǘΩǎ too easy to 
say ΨŦƻȄŜǎ are my totem/power aƴƛƳŀƭΩΣ but 
ƛǘΩǎ clear that I have a profound engagement 
with this creature. I feel for it, I see the 
species as individual yet as a whole, I have a 
sense of predicament as they are 
stigmatised, hunted, admired, kept on the 
edge and I watch as they creep towards us 
and sometimes we, and I, towards them. 
 
This Christmas just gone, I was housesitting 
with a friend in an isolated cottage in a 
hamlet in East Sussex τ a truly idyllic spot, 
with wild space and woods just yards from 
the door. We felt both spoiled and deeply 
engaged with the connectivity to nature in 
the woods, up the track, tucked away. And 
yet, both being animal guardians, we became 
gripped with fear on Boxing Day: ΨǿƘŀǘ if we 
meet a ƘǳƴǘΚΩ We both talked of standing up 
for the fleeing fox, and what we might do if 
they did appear, or we encountered an act of 
barbarity τ man ordering dog to chase and 
rip apart fox. 
 

We ŘƛŘƴΩǘ encounter this, thanks be, and we 
found out later that much of that land is 
indeed protected, and while there are hunts 
across most of Sussex, they are rare where 
we were. We also heard of a friend of a 
friend who had stood up to the local hunt, 
elsewhere, with a crossbow, and they used 
violence, intimidation and ultimately the 
judicial system, to force him off his land. 
 
Sadly, on a short section of the A14 outside 
Cambridge, as I drove towards Norwich 
today, I saw three dead foxes alongside the 
road τ the further end of the shadow 
relationship: speeding metal tube hits once-
wily ginger-red creature of the night, seeking 
sustenance or returning from feed, on 
tarmac, hopefully quickly.  
 
SECTION TWO:  TREES - EXTINCTION 
REBELLION AND REWILDING 
 
Cultural change through XR & protest 
movements on climate 
 
Over the past two years LΩǾŜ gone from 
filming a river, indeed a tiny chalk stream, in 
South Cambridgeshire τ wading in the 
water, looking for evidence of otters and all 
manner of wild fowl, been up at the crack of 
dawn to film the river in various hues of light 
τ to setting up a network of rewilders, 
across the UK and internationally, in the 
name of Extinction Rebellion Rewilding. 
 
This Network, with 7,000 plus members, is a 
response to the growing rebellion around the 
country and the world, created by inaction 
on climate. We are seeing wildlife decreasing, 
feeling the air become thinner and tasting 
more pollutants in it, and we are all sensing 
how much plastic and chemicals are in our 
water, in our soil, within all the food types 
we eat, from animals, to fish, to plants. Just 
in the bay at Knoydart, eight of us collected a 
dozen bags of washed up, mainly plastic, 
rubbish from the mainland and from the 
boats, in a morning. How should we respond 
to the crisis that is upon us? 
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LǘΩǎ crucial to stop, and sense, and grieve, and 
feel it τ and find our ways to act. While I 
have been on the London streets with XR 
since November 2018, and will do so again, 
my action is creating, building, doing τ 
hopefully I can inspire through both. And LΩƳ 
so much more called to the hills and moors 
than the concrete streets. Give me the 
chance to engage with a farmer on the 
benefits of land restoration and rewilding, or 
the chance to plant, or do a soil survey (on 
wilded land for the new Community Farm 
Project on the edge of Cambridge), and LΩƭƭ 
throw myself upon it. 

LΩǾŜ challenged all our 7K members to plant 
at least five saplings of indigenous stock (and 
care for them on an ongoing basis) 
somewhere within this current planting 
season. By my poor arithmetic, ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 35,000 
trees! We might be responsible for helping 
nearly 50K trees be birthed this year! ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 
an ecological change right there, though who 
knows how many might survive, or whether 
it would equal the amount felled, with 
purpose or not, this past or coming year 
within the UK. 
The debate on rewilding I believe is right at 
the heart of the huge movement for social 
change that Extinction Rebellion is at the 
front and centre of. Where XR doesn't go far 
enough is to really put on the table the 
changes that need to be made: XR is in the 
phase of increasing pressure through 
roadblocks, and here in Cambridge, targeting 
the University for its compliance with fossil 
fuel companies, as well as the Councils for 
their inaction following declaring a climate 

emergency. Councils and Universities breed 
words and sweet plans τ XR and XRR seeks 
to provoke change and action. The 
satisfaction of planting one oak sapling is 
immense, coupled with the future care of it, 
or having the mind to enable land to rewild 
itself, or work with a minimum of human 
intervention. These are systemic regen-
erative actions, which are steps on the path 
to rewilding ourselves. 
 
Ψ²!¢9w[LDI¢Ω 
 
The River Mel is a tiny chalk stream that runs 
between the villages of Melbourn and 
Meldreth in South Cambridge, and joins the 
bigger River Cam at an unglamorous, difficult 
to access, confluence. The poet Clare 
Crossman lives by it, and wrote a suite of 
poems responding to the stream over 
seasons and human/ecological histories. She 
suggested we collaborate, and over a year 
and a bit I walked and filmed it, working with 
local anthropologist Bruce Huett, who 
brought both his local knowledge and his 
deep connection to Tibetan and Mongolian 
river spirits, bridging the gap between east 
and west. And finally I brought in wildlife 
cameraman and editor Nigel Kimmings to 
complete the team. Together we created the 
Ψ²ŀǘŜǊƭƛƎƘǘΩ film όплΩΣ 2019), which delves 
into how humans have responded to, and 
used, enjoyed, and sometimes abused the 
waterway. 
 
²ŜΩǾŜ worked with local children, elders, the 
restoration group, and a rivers specialist to 
examine the life it holds, and the journey it 
takes, both literally and metaphorically, for 
all who engage with it. This has coincided 
with a campaign on the fragility of the ¦YΩǎ 
chalk streams τ there are only 160 in the 
UK, and only 210 in the world. According to 
environment journalist Fred Pearce, they are 
ά9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΩǎ unique contribution to global 
ŜŎƻƭƻƎȅέΦ 
 
As Clare writes, for her the Mel άƘŀǎ always 
been a consolation, a healing force, and a 
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surprise in that it is different every ŘŀȅέΣ and 
she felt driven to respond to and honour it. In 
her poem, ΨCŀƭƭǎΩΣ she records her desire for 
connection, and loads water with human 
sense: 
 
If this chalk stream were more than element 
it would know that in this curving fall, 
it carries memory, losses, griefs, 
away, across this meadow 
and that here we live by waterlight  
 
Complementing her words, through visually 
recording, I found a peaceful pastoral energy 
τ a meandering that seems of itself, present 
and content in that much human interaction 
has finished, and the space the river occupies 
has no interest from humans in exploiting. 
Once it was wide and fast enough to support 
nine watermills for flour grinding. Only one 
remains intact, as a private 
museum/reliquary of what it once was: an 
ode to the former industry and ingenuity of 
humankind. 
 
Walking this space and coming to know and 
record some of the seasonality has been a 
deep process τ part stravaiging, and part 
sitting and watching, and then responding 
with cameras on. This has given me some 
down-time from the outward activism, and 
also a deep dive into creative response to a 
place, and the gentle beauty there. And we 
are using the project to draw attention to 
water use, and the importance of chalk 
streams in the overall ecosystem of which we 
are realising humans are but a part, not the 
whole!  
 
It was a pleasure to take the film to the 
Geopoetics Conference at Wiston last year: 
situating this project that is both art and 
ecological campaigning amidst the deep 
grounding of the ongoing communality of the 
work inspired by Kenneth White so many 
years ago. Bringing a reflection upon a tiny 
chalk stream in the South of our land up to 
the big mountains and serious water brought 
up ΨŎƘŜŜƪȅ {ŀǎǎŜƴŀŎƘΩ nerves, though 

hopefully it reinforces the interconnect-
edness of place, land, and we complicated 
people. 
 
 

NOMADISM AND STRAVAIGING THE ISLES τ 
Ψ¢h FIND A Iha9Ω  
 
Last June I took the decision to rent out my 
inherited house in Cambridge to a refugee 
family from Turkey. Whilst assuaging my guilt 
at having such a valuable asset, this has given 
me the opportunity to set out literally 
stravaiging about the Isle, poking my nose 
and feet into old and new places τ looking 
for the wild, and encountering all sentience 
that breathes there. LΩǾŜ been looking for, as 
David Abram so eloquently puts it, άǘƘŜ spell 
of the sensuous, in a more than human 
ǿƻǊƭŘέΦ From murmurations of starlings on 
Eastbourne Pier, flocks of rooks at 
Buckingham Carr in the Yare Valley in 
Norfolk, a giant hare that slammed into my 
speeding car late one night high on Alston 
Moor, to the sea eagle circling above as a 
group of eight of us completed a vision quest 
on the Knoydart Peninsula. All these 
engagements, interactions, soft dark sights in 
the corner of my eye, things softly present to 
all in the atmosphere, aware, wary, and alive. 
The fox on the street, slinking past. 
 
LΩƳ not new to this. LΩǾŜ lived in Mongolia, 
with genuine nomads in the Gobi; herding 
sheep and camels, hooked up to diesel 
generators to watch sport or Russian TV,  and 
lived with sedentary Bedu in the Negev 
Desert, trying to create a life somewhere 
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between clinging to old ways and the new 
Israeli culture. LΩǾŜ no problem going on the 
open road towards desert land, working with 
guides, and making slow and steady tracks in 
that space, going nowhere fast and perhaps 
going nowhere in particular, dreaming of 
being a modern day T.E Lawrence or some 
such romantic idol. But being a nomad here, 
in this gaggle of tiny islands clustered around 
this dis-unified one, is odd. LΩƳ coming from a 
place of great privilege, and trying to get 
back to a deeper engagement with land, and 
sense myself within it, and to lose myself, or 
to lose mind, in walking and responding. 
 
And I want some kind of home, or do I? 
Maybe this year has to be my Ψ¸ŜŀǊ of lost 
and ŦƻǳƴŘΩΣ to quote the great Christian 
theologian and former dean of Westminster 
Abbey Rev. Michael Mayne who wrote of 
how illness struck him deeply during a life-
changing career shift. Giving up and letting 
go of a place that no longer serves, to live 
itinerantly and wander with an ever-opening 
mind and heart, trying to be alive to the 
possibilities, is all. LΩǾŜ been an 
anthropologist abroad, engaging and 
listening and observing communities, deep in 
their rituals and patterns, and adapting to life 
at their pace and in their time-honoured way. 
My first film Ψ{ǘŜŀŘŦŀǎǘΩ όплΩΣ 2012) was five 
years in the making, a participant-observer 
project deep in the Negev, living with and 
working for Bedouin communities who were 
adapting to living within a state system and 
the collapse of old modes of living. Much 
tribal land was gone or had restricted access, 
and responding to hyper-modernism and 
geopolitics is challenging whilst ancient 
models of nomadic movement and pastoral 
grazing remain within the bloodlines. 
  
Every time LΩǾŜ returned to these islands after 
such travel and engagement has been a 
challenge for me. I struggle to find my place  
again, and never know where to find my 
home, and after a while I have kicked up my 
nest in the dust to go off and wander again. 
Engagement with indigenous people creates 

restlessness to find ƻƴŜΩǎ own rooted 
belonging! Now Brexit is having the same 
impact, as well as the inchoate pressing in of 
the need to respond to the ecological crisis 
upon the planet: the urgency to follow the 
advice of Prof. Jem .ŜƴŘŜƭƭΩǎ model of Ψ5ŜŜǇ 
AdaptaǘƛƻƴΩ and head to the hills, very much 
on the higher edge lands. To live in 
community, grow food, dig in, and get ƻƴŜΩǎ 
(ecological) house in order feels imperative. 
Writer Mick Collins takes this one step 
further, talking instead of Ψ¢ƘŜ Great 
!ŘŀǇǘŀǘƛƻƴΩ, where humanity becomes 
άƭǳƳƛƴƻǳǎ -- coming out of the ŘŀǊƪΦέ 
 
LΩǾŜ been trying to gnaw at the bones τ the 
very marrow of my life. Why am I here on 
earth at this time? I feel the pull to ask what 
are my gifts, how do I use them, and do they 
have meaning for me and others in my life? 
Should I keep pointing cameras and writing 
words τ any words, these words, and which 
images τ or is a simpler domesticated life of 
more use, supporting a family and growing 
deep love with another? 
 

Travel, stravaiging, and stopping does feed 
me, opening up to new possibilities and the 
wild and the quiet. This past year saw 
random and not so random forays into 
Cumbria and the tip of the Lakes, Somerset 
and the lovely community of Frome; Sussex, 
Devon τ Totnes and the Moor (including the 
ethereal Druidic qualities of ²ƛǎǘƳŀƴΩǎ 
Wood) τ tree planting recently on a 
rewilding small-holding in Carmarthen, 
followed by a blessed visit to the 5ǊǳƛŘΩǎ 
circle above /ƻƴǿȅΧΦΦ 
 
For Nature is love and finds haunts for true 
love, Where nothing can hear or intrude It 
hides from the eagle and joins with the dove, 
In beautiful green solitude." - John Clare 
 
The vision quest I undertook on the Knoydart 
Peninsula, guided by a team, with five other 
fellow questers, all tucked away in our spots 
on the mountain, for three nights and four 
days, was the hardest and yet most 
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invigorating and nourishing experience of the 
year. Though cold, wet, hungry, I became 
fully alive to the senses: the misery within me 
experiencing these points within the 
elements, and having to overcome and reach 
higher, looking deep at my inner resources 
and resilience, and the elements LΩƳ lacking. I 
felt a deep sense of connection to place, 
returning to my Indigenous Scottish roots, 
and, having been to the Peninsula before, for 
a wild New Year, many moons ago. The 
journey to and from our base camp: two days 
drive and a train journey across Rannoch 
Moor, in all its rewilded elemental rawness, 
topped and tailed the experience, which will 
keep deepening within me. I have done ΨǘƻǇ 
ǳǇΩ days since, and am now looking into 
training as a vision quest guide. 
 

CONCLUSION: REWILDING TO FIND A HOME 

Years back, after a period of significant post-
University debilitating illness, my search for 
spirit, connection and inner peace reached its 
zenith, and I investigated the monastic path. 
Ultimately it wasn't for me. After some time I 
kicked against the rules and the dogma of 
enforced belief, and yearned for intimate 
connection again. Stravaiging this past year  
and onwards has been in part a return to a  

kind of sense of exploration as wandering 
mendicant, part trickster, part real-time 
huckster in the worlds of film-media-art 
making and promotion. Part deeply looking 
for a grounded and rooted home in the midst 
of what I deeply feel as human unsettledness 
in the face of climate change, social injustice 
and unrest rising to a head, and part (or in 
reality, maybe a merge of all of these 
previous parts to make up the whole) simple 
enjoyment of movement, looking, connect-
ing, in the rhythms that appear. LΩve just had 
a lovely online connection with an XR activist, 
both of us talking about how we look at 
streams τ άǊŜǿǊƛƎƎƭƛƴƎέ was her choice of 
word to describe how the movement can be 
torrents, trickles, forming pools, beaches and 
banks. It is this deep sense of looking, daring 
to look, not averting our gaze, even amongst 
the darkness within or when staring through 
the eyes and into the soul of fox, that is the 
rewilded home. 
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Seawards 
 
Amanda Bell 
 
My neighbourhood is suspended like a hammock over the River Swan, all seventeen kilometres of 
whose convoluted course have been culverted and converted into storm drains and sewers. 
Walking past the Swan Centre, Swan Leisure, Swan Cinema, Swanville Place, it is possible to 
remain completely unaware of the river network weaving its way mere feet beneath us. But 
sometimes the river will reveal itself, by sudden subsidence, or geysers of drain water erupting up 
through shores. 
 
home from work ς 
a welcoming committee  
of floating chairs 
 
The main branch of the Swan rises near Kimmage Manor, and flows past Hazelbrook Farm, site of 
the original HB Ice-cream, and the former home of Miss North, the well-known water-diviner. 
 
twitching branches ς 
the weight of catkins 
in the breeze 
 
As it makes its way towards the sea, the Swan is joined by four contributing branches whose 
names are redolent of local history: the Roundtown Stream, the Blackberry Brook, Bloody Fields 
Water, and Baggotrath Brook. All five branches discharge into the Dodder Estuary near Ringsend. 
It may be that the river was named for swans nesting along the sloblands here before the land was 
reclaimed from the sea. 
 
tidal water 
feathered with grey light ς 
cygnets hatching 
  



 

15 
 

SPATE 
 
Stuart A Paterson 
 
LΩm playing my annual celebratory 
game of Pooh Sticks on the Nith, 
safely perched high up on Devorgilla Bridge, 
48 going on 10, the world near  
twice the size & me half as large as then. 
  
By Dumfries, all burns & tributaries are one 
blue whoosh of Nith, their names drowned 
willingly in liquid twists of sound, Euchan, 
Crawick, Shinnel, Cargen Pow now bullying 
through the town, wet boisterous boys together. 
  
Great trunks are scudding under, slalomed down from 
Auldgirth, Thornhill, limb & root torn & thrown 
as if by giants idly passing dark Carsphairn days 
away up-river, scattering ducks, barging 
their way to Glencaple, Kingholm Quay, 
the Solway Firth, then to a beach, & me. 
  
By the time theyΩve reached Mersehead 
LΩll have willed those thin twigs into mighty trunks 
thrown by the giant I thought myself when 
days were lighter, waters slower, rivers jumped. 
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Menno Verburg  Poo Climate Summer 

Linoprint depicting a familiar crew of friends (with apologies to E H Shepard) being 

frustrated in their favourite pastime by the effects of climate change. 


