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'When [ first came here, there was a

smith’s anvil in this place, and | was then a

young bird; and from that time no work

has been done upon it, save the pecking

of my beak every evening, and now there

is naot so. much as the size of a nut

remaining thereof. - Blackbird of Cilgwri-

(Guest, The Mabinogion) Artwork © Jackie Morris

(from The Lost Words by
Robert Macfarlane)
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Artwork © Jackie Morris (from The Assassin’s Apprentice by
Robin Hobb)
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From ‘That Morning’ (Ted Hughes)
[...] the salmon
That came on, came on, and kept on coming
As if we flew slowly, their formations
Lifting us toward some dazzle of blessing
One wrong thought might darken. As if the fallen
World and salmon were over. As if these

Were the imperishable fish

That had let the world pass away [...]



