Knockally Steps
The ancients surround this mysterious place,

The hills breeze down towards their roots of stone, tree and creature,

Ghosts are seen and leave their presence,
The light shines through the thick foliage, 
making patterns of camouflage.

The Caithness stone lies flat and strong, 
hidden amongst the gorse and bracken,
A trap for those unaware,

In light or dark, the nooks and crannies lure their prey.
In these woods of life and death, 
where beauty and beast like to dance,

No one wants to walk alone, 
unless they know the Green One.
So as you head towards your destiny 
or take a turn in the wrong direction,
If strangeness and fear makes you scared, 
there is a place called Knockally Steps.

It’s somewhere in this fantastic space,

Past the gothic do-cote bats protect,

Near the hidden garden that one forgets,
Next to a dry-stone dyke that rocks,

Beside a crofters broken gate,

Around a ruined house that stands for time,
Amongst the glinting leaves and silver birch,
Where decaying bark and wild garlic are sublime.
The deer, the sheep, the owls, the crows like to wander not to far,

These are the creatures we like to know,

But when you are lost in the mist,

Sounds that crack and shadows past,

In the daylight or in the dark,
The Knockally Steps is your hope.

Cracking, groaning, howling,

The grass, the broom, the mushrooms,

Gather from the hills, rivers and woods,

To talk about the truth.

It must be madness, it cannot be true, 
The creatures crouch and listen,
Noises can be heard in the dimness, 
a lantern flickers in the distance,
The Knockally Steps are close.

They must be next to that tree or post,

The moon shines through that stormy cloud,

The stars flick and turn a merry dance,

A stream rushes across rocks and pebbles,

The wild wind howls above the branches,
A wave in the distance crashes, sound, vision, thought.

If you are lost, the Knockally Steps beckon.
Daedo 
2

