BRUNANBURH

Celts named Wirral for its myrtle wood

but later this sea-bound flatland

was a Scandinavian haven.

Testament to Ingimund’s children

who grubbed up the woodland scrub

creating harbours and pastures

farming the scraggy wasteland

ignored by loam-bound Saxons.

Norse knowledge of fecund seas

filling the kinship bellies with fish.

Their forges, salt stores, smoke sheds

embedded like forts in the landscape.

Keen was the Viking love of birds

naming Tranmere for its cranes

greeting clouds of screaming pewits

finding food and magic in

auks, larks, spoonbill, bittern.

They heard ravens blazon curses

clamours from clacking stork bills

wing beats of secret eagle owls

the fluted tunes of golden orioles.

Lucious Holocene sunshine

bringing Mediterranean fauna

to medieval Merseyside.

Now, in Chronicle year 937,

blue-eyed youths pause in sun pools,

their thoughts pounding ahead

to tomorrow’s muster with

Olaf’s reckless war on Saxons.

The lads watch as white tailed eagles

trawl the tide-line longboats

scavenging for fish scraps.

Soon these sea eagles will gorge

fly-blown Viking corpses

scattered at the battle of Brunanburh

like fish heads from a feeding frenzy.
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