At Stonehenge

By Patricia Harvey

The wait is over 

for this circle of stones.

I am here at last.

A random sparrow shelters

in the shade of lintels and pillars,

as the curious move

counterclockwise around the rocks.

Even the moss and lichen seem old

and wise by association with the circle.

These big slabs of rock

are not unlike the limestone

quarried outside of Bedford and stacked

into the Empire State Building – both

only monuments of different eras.

Yet, it is the horizon

of the Salisbury Plains that feels
so familiar: rolling hills of corn,

alfalfa, and hay divided neatly

by the occasional copse of trees.

I could be back home in small-town

Indiana; just waiting for the beans to blossom,

listening to the corn grow in the July

sunshine, lulled by the white noise

of interstate traffic.  Except 

for those rocks behind me,

it would be the same six thousand miles away.

