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On the railway embankment,
in the matted tangle of no-man's-land, 
between the souring milk bottle
and broken chair with spilled spring -
a glimpse of blue flowers.
Blue flowers!
Seen only from the transitory world 
of fish-eyed travellers.
The train moves on and soon
I forget where and when exactly...
yet, when all else diminishes,
blueness remains,
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spreading into banks of bluebells,
forests of forget-me-nots,
meadows of love-in-the-mist.
A new journey recalls the memory. 
I glance through grimy glass,
recognising the familiar -
milk bottles, rusting springs,
charred wounds of chair carcasses...
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and beneath, maybe...?
but the train speeds onward 
and shredded petals of lost blueness
blow and scatter themselves 
all along the receding track.
Chrissie Bury
I inherited my love of poetry from my mother and my grandfather. After several years of reading, writing and analysing poetry, I have still not discovered the magic formula for a perfect poem. I shall continue the quest however as occasionally I get tantalisingly close, it can be great fun and put life into perspective of sorts and sometimes, of course, send me close to madness.
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