Song of the Ruthwell Cross

Listen. I came across hushed darkness,

a ballast of hope carried in the cargo

hold of incomers who spoke

as with stones in their mouths.

I grew from a chipping

a splintered sliver of rock

grafted to gravel and sand

I took root in shallow soil

sprouting a sandstone trunk

and out-branched lintel-arms.

A ballata of script pricked

its tongue into my rough skin.

Not even the dour haters

of lush stone and carved flesh

could obliterate or scour

smooth my lapidary tattoos.

Thrown down and split like logs

I lay pavement-hid, till invented,

I rose, resurrected and whole, 

singing praise from the entrails of earth.

