The Rev’d Thomas with Scythe, Manafon by Ross Cogan
The gaunt, tall man, black clad
with just a line of white at the neck 

like a bird’s wing flash, bends 

low over the scythe. Too low. 

Unlearned limbs, a narrow back, above

all a mind that won’t stop

imposing itself between the ebb 

and flow of the blade’s tide, 

conspire to blur his lines and the scythe 

stutters over tussocks like a tongue 

blunted on alien vowels. 

Unlike Prytherch, whose learned hands

belie his face’s blankness, the parson 

never could write a fine edge onto steel 

with the whetstone, so he chewed 

the churchyard grass instead 

of cutting clean, or else trampled it 

and like sly old sins under God’s 

roller, it rose again in the first rain. 

And rain here is never long absent.

The grass, crouching beneath the belfry’s hour hand 
shade, or clumped round the date-stamped 

stones, will endure. It will send its white roots 

alike into the thin soil of the hills

and the rich, river-soaked loam 

of the valleys and dumbly defy time 

and humanity and even the blunt 

machines of the godly, for it too 

in its unshaven impudence 

is a winner of small wars.
