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            Without hallucinating the child puts out a sample of dream potential and lives with this sample in a chosen setting of fragments from external reality.

            D. W. WINNICOTT

            The word is a thing in our consciousness, as Ludwig Feuerbach put it, that is absolutely impossible for one person, but that becomes a reality for two.

            LEV VYGOTSKY8
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                  1

                  There is the church bell tolling

                  from the simple steeple.

                  The cobbles are whale-backed and shining.

                  The road is a ribbon cast into the valley.

                  The light is the first spring light

                  when it is still winter.

               

               
                  It is morning in the village on a Sunday.

               

               
                  There are no casual and inevitable sounds,

                  no routine greetings,

                  no clatterings of wheels passing over

                  the uneven ground.

               

               
                  What is there?

                  2

                  I begin to lose my voice

                  but the tall red school still stands

                  on my tongue

                  at the edge of the fen

               

               
                  and somewhere in the building

                  high and hidden away

                  time comes and goes

                  lording it
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            ‘Paddock calls’

         

         
            
               
                  FIRST WITCH: I come, Graymalkin.

               

               
                  SECOND WITCH: Paddock calls.

               

               
                  THIRD WITCH: Anon.

               

               
                  MACBETH, Act 1, Scene 1
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                  and fell asleep

                  the night neverended

                  spell of a person unsleeving

                  sweat-yellow

                  flat on impact in the mattress

                  the night a tunnel

                  and so full of dreams

                  corridors and classrooms

                  teachers falling from dreams

                  eye caught on edges

                  bleeding in

                  levitating in the heart of night

                  a pendent bed

                  suspended up among a

                  strained extension of thin leaves

                  that memory

                  which memory

                  the warder of the brain

                  attendant on a fume-horde

                  semi-faces in whorls of smoke

                  would light the way to

                  temple-haunting martlet

                  winding as ivy

                  tendril of fairy lights

                  brittle columns

                  in the midnight castle

                  moon

                  stripped eye

                  groups the most complex

                  and mysterious ordeals, there

                  around the table

                  abandoned banquet

                  jawdrop committee

                  a kind of cantilevered voltage 12

                  hanging out over

                  objects over thoughts

                  fragments or wholes

                  eyelashes tears

                  tears eyelashes

                  I can’t come in

                  Miss

                  I have an eyelash in my eye

                  fuck you you fat bitch

                  I have a tear in my heart

                  I cannot speak

                  these eyelashes are stuck
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            I wake in the dark with half a suit on, the sun coming over the far hill, sleeves in a buttery light. Kat is still sleeping until, at seven, I gather her into my arms, hoist her into the day and step out to the car.

            Paddock, send out your tranquility in the surface of water.

            Where the place? A heath, Paddock at the edge with her note. A drowsy bank, intricate with flowers. A fen, stretched out in the wordlessness of memory. A school.

            A school fringed round with oxlips, violets, wild thyme and honeysuckle. A school built in an old field on the edge of a new town, dressed in ribbons like Mollie the carthorse. In the meadow at the end of the fen. A bespoke facility. A public-private partnership.

            A neat grid, marked out in assured white paint. A punctilious grid, the mesh of the fence surrounding the tennis courts. An austere grid, the wide glass windows of the school. An undistinguishable grid, lines trembling in pixels.

            A sylvan pagoda; two, three cones; a bag of aggregate.
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                  darkness cycles

                  in and out

                  the glass halls

                  same day eternity, tooled

                  as if children went on for ever

                  frogspawn stacked up

                  that I cannot hide myself

                  crying on Sunday night

                  eyes in the small hours

                  crying on Monday morning

                  under a structure of blossom

                  with a hacksaw

                  and a tape measure

                  and a heap of memories

                  good man

                  struggling man

                  good man going again

                  at the speed of fragments

                  rubble lip of a wave

                  self-squadron

                  that scattered

                  pinned in this centrally

                  so tired I

                  cat and asleep

                  weak in my boxers mid-afternoon

                  and after that time a comet

                  rumourous scar

                  not alone gladly

                  just gliding stunned

                  in wire mesh

                  footnotes

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         15

         
            Every morning, I come to a stop before the fence and stare at the chemical blue of the tennis court. They arrive.

            Hail. Old friends, doubled. Faces ghoulish in the northern aspect, blushing in the southern. From gorse and fibrous sinews of roots to the wild uncertain rose, light-tongued sweet brier, apple-like, shouldering fragrances. Hail. Hail. Hail.

            Hail, old faces, pageant of translucent petals, strains from dual climates. All hail my sisters, dressed in tatters of executive wind. All hail my Cobweb, my Blossom, my Moth, hazy, half-recognised, resurgent. And hail my familiar equivalent, Paddock. There at the edge of the fen.

            And wakes it now to look so green and pale? Learning is something that has to be sustained. Can it be sustained under such pressure? Paddock distant and unperturbed, waiting like a rock in the middle of a sound.

            Finally, in the beginning of spring. Ditchling Beacon, from where you drive down into the sky, coming to every morning levitating on a carpet. From where you drive down onto the multi-coloured pile of mid-Sussex, where golden knights strafe the trees. Thameslink. Tranquility of stupefaction.

            But it is only interstitial morning. One of the many trick mornings of the night, niches in the castle wall. And yet I would not sleep, sitting in my car at the tennis court. Suddenly, the grid in the fence. Harmless there. Almost dissolved by sky.

            So, into the Resources Room. All hail, colleagues. Moth: the lid of their tupperware. A salad of lettuce and sliced frankfurters. Popping the little pink discs happily into their mouth. Killing swine. 16

            Cobweb swings one leg over another and tucks into their couscous. The graphic novel Black Hole. This virus in the background, just a kind of buzz. Mustardseed coughs into their mask. The bell goes and suddenly the room is empty, folded up and slid into the soul.
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                  half a thought to

                  interview, Colman

                  blimp inflatable

                  mustard dummy

                  over three lakes

                  hairpin rollicking lawn

                  no end of dream pageant coming out

                  haunting the blades and daisies

                  with theatrics

                  silly tenacities

                  the Teach First

                  dreg squad

                  small-time Mussolini club

                  cudgelling your book

                  into distant damnation

                  here come the students

                  of Pimlico Academy

                  The Petchey Academy

                  bursting

                  the wire knives

                  of their entrainment

                  Red Cross knight stuck

                  on his true tears

                  congregate at the entrance

                  playing fields chained shut

                  talk to your friends

                  the principal discovers himself

                  an iron thimble

                  mushroom foreplanted, glade care

                  Securicor edge

                  and good thoughts of a coffee shop

                  too much wig, say, in the face to think

                  is this thought, to that

                  sandstone faun 18

                  blended off pantheon

                  drones on pudding parade

                  yolk slopes

                  conciliatory facades as

                  whole air vents, grid events

                  a thousand white electric miniatures

                  marching over the drawbridge

                  depression

                  into the castle

                  old slow moon

                  wanes, quickly dreams

                  away the time

                  weak sweat

                  soaked into cotton

                  washed off and

                  vanished down the plughole
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