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Yellow & Blue





























on a morning early


when no one


is around


the scree slope


tumbles into


the green lochan





 


 


 




it happens


casually


in the light


available


on a path


that leads


away from it













the truthful ones


the sea-rocks


the skerries


rise from rough waters


into veracity


breaker of boats





 


 


 




skerry of the sea-bent


skerry of the dulse


the yellow skerry


skerry of the strife


to name the rocks


is to navigate


successfully among them


the sparkling skerries


skerry of the anchor


skerry of the deer


landing place of the swan













a tantrum or gale


threw rocks at the gable


tore out the garden


that sat above the sea


in lovely ferocity


poured over breakwaters


piled up plastic


against the blue door





 


 


 




it is a new place


this morning strange


in a light that knows


nothing of the old place


that stood intact


on a bright morning


before the storm













on rocks by the shore


a sheepdog is barking


to round up the waves


but the silly waves


break





 


 




speed of the running wave


composure of the standing wave


wit of the rippling wave


delight of the breaking wave





 


 




in a wilderness


or bewilderment


of sandwort


and bladder-wrack


small shell place


sheltered













lying back


in the marram grass


out of the wind


listening to the wind


one degree of separation


delivers the sound





 


 


 




there is nowhere to go


there is nothing to do


what would it be


to go somewhere


to do something


who would it be













cumulus nimbus stratus


sandstone basalt granite





 


 




it appears the moment


it is mentioned


the hill of bog-cotton


appears and disappears





 


 




the residue


of the dissolution


of being


together


huddles


in desolation


by a lonely shore













anything added


may be subtracted


forms half remembered


drift and snag


on jagged


truncated forms


quickly redescribed





 


 




when clouds lift


from misty poetry


to see


is to be enlarged


by a faculty





 


 




the peeling


birch bark


has a radiant


fringe of light













kitchen midden refuse


ashes bones limpet shells


fragments of pottery


a bit of pumice


a nodule of flint


the hilt with crossguard


of a much-corroded sword





 


 


 




on the cliff edge


the remnant of a net


has blown to cling


to a teasel head


torn blue windflower













flowering gorse bush


leaning over


towards the sea


as if its growth


were towards completion


of yellow in blue





 


 


 




as leaves have grown


back on branches


songs have come


among the leaves


a gathering


in the young


whitebeam













when one thing is tied


loosely to another


the rope drips


dew and sea water


the blue rope


dips in water


then tightens





 


 


 




everything


seems full


until need


fills it













an island across a strand


unapproachable approachable


unapproachable





 




an island defended by a wall


long ago breached by


ragwort and mountain ash





 




an island washed away


its lambs at pasture


under the sea





 




vision leads the mind


beyond islands to a light


or supplement of possibility













some negative features


cut into glacial till


reveal structural elements


a hearth and post holes


a rammed stone floor


extending to a wall


of neatly laid courses


by a threshold stone





 


 


 




sheep and cattle and pigs and goats


saithe and cod and crabs and hens


oats and flax and chert and flint


wood and bone and stone and iron













the vague line of a wall


may be no more than


a fortuitous arrangement


of broken stones


but where it has disappeared


a wall should be inferred


the fort of stillness


continually remade





 


 


 




from speed and noise


a strategic withdrawal


from conformity and self-interest


an abstention


from conspicuous consumption


an absolute retreat













against change it defends itself


against difference it defends itself


against trust it defends itself


against peace it defends itself


against doubt it defends itself





 


 


 




centuries of rain


onslaughts of heat and cold


loosened the structure


loss of authority


the need to stand unguarded


brought it down













in stillness the hills


bulabhal chaipabhal


bolabhal bleabhal


are resting bells


then a wind blows


chaipabhal bolabhal


bulabhal bleabhal


through the syllables





 


 


 




in a high slow turning of gulls


gliding and hanging


dropping and rising


joy samples its levels













the news is news


at the bus stop


in the rain


it is always the same


distant wars


the cleared land


forgotten





 


 


 




the morning bleak


a line of moles


hung on a wire


the burn swollen


bones picked clean













their faces are red


not from shame


but from the wind


from exposure


to their own


waywardness


big red men


striding in an innocence


regained





 


 


 




they go along streets


through doors


into company


airs about them


bare faced













he fell to the floor


people say


but the floor is a ground


not constructed


but given


unconditionally





 


 


 




drinking and falling


down on the earth


getting up and drinking


drinking and falling


down on the earth


getting up and drinking













what excuse to arrive


at an age and feel


preliminary


still raw


the tired strategies


of no avail


only error allowing


access to the real





 


 


 




there are flowers


in the window


of the house collapsing


into the sea


blue flowers













it is fitting to stand


longest by graves


marked only with


an uncarved stone


inserted roughly


into the earth


on a mound of grass


surrounded by a harvest


of gold by the sea





 


 




father brother friend


loving husband


wife of the above


relations set in stone


a man and his daughters


a mother and her sons


ragwort round them


the sea near them


grass over them













roots of silverweed


leaves of nettles


fear of eviction





 


 




it looks as if the ragwort


grew up in response


to a splash of yellow paint


on a fence post





 


 




some quite ordinary
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