Visually-speaking
Non gave birth to St David during a storm in about AD462. Her holy well is renowned for curing eye-diseases. The poem was written during an adjournment of a public inquiry about a community wind farm.
I’ve been stuck in the chamber too long with dead

breath doing the rounds between “yes wind farm”,
“no wind farm and don’t wreck a speck of my grass

or the planet will shrink to pea-sized piss”.

I’ve been stuck in the chamber too long with “turbines

kill my world – I’ll crack my balls before I let them step

an inch towards my precious fossil fuelled, polluted palace

on the hill” – “oh, and if the wind farm’s built…

I’ll never get to paint again”.

I’ve been stuck…

struck by “climate change poo poo”

by “nobody has a right to mess with my view“

by “what about the dead poet who

loved

this

spot?”

And today I walk

St Non’s Bay

- she who cured the eye yet now

has the view of

towers puking clouds up and outwards.

I’ve been stuck in the chamber too long with mud-stuck plod;

with “wind farms look like bog brushes – kill our birds, sheep
horses, fish and children”; with “wind farms fizz our brains and

bring the psychos out”; with wind farms look like manic

crucifixions

and don’t forget what happened to Jesus”.

So I throw a penny into Non’s Well –

after all she gave us David

p’raps she’ll sort out climate change as well.
