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When the gorse is out

“When gorse is out of bloom, kissing is out of season”
- British folklore

Make a bud of your sweet mouth. Waft about
like you're hot as the tropics. Wear yellow.
Tell sika deer you taste like coconut.

Charm a shy one to a clearing to feast,

wait for her gentle tread on lowland heath

and let it tremble you. Honey her tongue.

Or come to the beach when the wind is wild
and your heart is a rattle of stonechat

in its armour of prickle and thicket,
stubborn as sea thrift. Be salt and spindrift.
A gathering. A perch. Stage a comeback

for the slate grey bird who was almost gone.
His russet-red chest is bursting with song.

Blaze open. Go on. It's kissing season.



