The End of the Line                                                                                                                                                                                                    
One slender line stands stretching skywards, scarcely seen to untrained eye,                                                                               One whip-like slash through wide horizons, first of sentinels, silent spy.                                                                                        Listening where Glyndwr held counsel, lurking in the rock-cleft's lee,                                                                                           Sensing every breath and whisper from Plynlimon to the sea.                                                                                                          Here no blade of grass dares waver, no bleak fence-post strides alone,                                                                                          No forester's forgotten tree-trunk, reaching, bleaching to the bone,                                                                                                Dares resist the storm-gale's twisting. Waves of grass on heather blown,                                                                                      Soft white wool-wisps sprinkled, flying shadows, peaks fey felines prowl.                                                                                                       No man moves. Kites, plaintive crying, wheeling where the wind-hounds howl.                                                                           Secret thus, intruder's spying silhouette, though starkly shown                                                                                                        'Gainst the silver lakes and skyline, neither name nor purpose known.                                                                                     How it came, was brought or bidden? - Simply carried, raised, secured.                                                                                          One year’s vital information, one quick tick on chic clip-board.                                                                                          What bribe bought its invitation, what bare lies a traitor lured?                                                                                             
Stand alert! The gull-grey army, marching westwards, swords a-flail,                                                                                               Claiming hilltop upon hilltop. - Who will witness, tell our tale?                                                                                                       'Ware the creeping infiltration! – Neighbours, brothers  - friend or foe?                                                                                                       Await the weeping of a nation sold for England's cities' glow!                                                                                                      Here not men nor sheep may hear it, smothered by that sighing slow.                                                                                                   Kite and man shall learn to fear it. - Find that look-out, lay him low!                                                                                            One short signal-imperfection saved a moorland sorry fate,                                                                                                           One small cross , a fresh election , liberates a fledgeling state,                                                                                                       Or repeated sound-reflection, murmuring  'Too late, too late!'.                                                                                                      One long line of wisest warriors heard the blades' whirr  from afar,                                                                                               Walking by the stream's meander, guided by the dark  night's star,                                                                                                Solemn, sharing with the skylarks sights they soon may see no more,                                                                                           
Armed with words, with truth and beauty, fearless, flawless. - This is war!                                                                                   One slow convoy, spied approaching from far precipice's height -                                                                                                  Feel the blast, the churning concrete, roar of conurbations' might! -                                                                                                On the wild-land close encroaching. - War by day and snore by night!                                                                                         One rough track, the hills defending. - Who will bar invaders' way?                                                                                                 Quiet, cacophony unending, trees or truck-way, flee or stay?                                                                                                                   Birds and bats of Ceredigion, lend your livelihoods' delay! -                                                                                                         Hear the saw's incessant droning drawing nearer day by day,                                                                                                           See the web of wires ensnaring spread to steal your homes away!                                                                                          One fine crack in ancient peatland widened by a wanton wheel,                                                                                                   Sixty thousand tonnes of concrete reinforced with spars of steel                                                                                                     Buried in the bog forever, monument to manic zeal:                                                                                                                  Draining, drying, scooping, scarring - wounds that weep but never heal,                                                                                                 Still with greenhouse gases seeping, soon their sourness we shall feel!                                                                                                                        
Sunken by the sun's sea-warming, though more monsters thrum in chant,                                                                                    Needless, useless, science scorning, mock the storm-clouds' swirl in taunt.                                                                                    Heedless, blind closed-mind investors hide from profits-warnings gaunt. -                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                One last desperate protestor knows which moans her dreams will haunt!                                                                                          One battle-ground from Borth to Newtown, forests felled and strewn with grey,                                                                                        Graceless, place-less, soul-less wasteland, mountains' magic shorn away,                                                                                           Waiting for the occupation's end. - May peace prevail some day?                                                                                                                       Months and millions, metres later, tidy upright towers grow                                                                                                        From a blighted bare-swept upland, land whose history none shall know.                                                                                                               Unlike Manx legs, its lines rotated from the rolling, wild  plateau,                                                                                                      And industrial-mutated, yet no product yields to show.                                                                                                                                                       Watch its people, landless, songless, penniless, now eastwards go!                                                                                                One tall mast, the scene surveying, monitors the calm atop.                                                                                                           One memory, one exclamation-mark. - Beyond one line, full stop!                

