Gold is the Colour
White and carrying as a billowed sail
is the soul of a good man. With the death

of summer and the days docked, Alphege

and his followers are holed up in the city,
holding out against the Danish threat.
Red: betrayal by a feckless abbot.

Marauders wade knee-deep in red; throats
rasp and gargle with it, gutters run scarlet.
Carcasses of children serve as trophies
spitted on Danish spears.
Black clouds shroud this bitter autumn
wracked and ragged with screams. Tears
of bruised women spill like molten lead.

Was there a heart to find in Thurkill’s men

it would be black.

Give us gold! The chorus of the Danes.
Alphege won’t be ransomed: The gold 
I give you is the word of God he says,
but what can be bought with words?

He doesn’t know if he’ll see Canterbury again.
Grey: the old man stands immured on deck
under a stony sky. Heavy oars scythe

clean cuts in the sea. Dragon prows
carve through the polished granite estuary
reaching for haven like migrating birds.
Danes rediscover their barbaric hearts
revived in the wineskin dark of winter nights.
Then ox-bone and axe-haft drive all colour
from the hostage flesh and that frail body
lies battered and broken on the ground.

Green miracle. Green hope.
An oar dipped in the martyr’s blood


bursts into leaf.
Ordained as surely as man’s greed

another spring comes round.
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