Uhta

The Anglo-Saxons had a four letter word

For the nether hour just before dawn,

When light is yet heavy and they might well have heard

A monster returning to a mere to mourn.

Stepping outside the fug of the hall,

They imagined the horror of man made beast –

The wanderer in exile, a northern Fall,

Walking away from lord, friend and priest.

Today it is still a sickening hour

To come into sense, short breathed and alone

Against inchoate panic tearing your power

To imagine the future down to the bone,

And lie in the half-light, scared of talking

Because over the moors your fears come stalking.

