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Stranger in the Mask of a Deer





FOREWORD





that this line appears new & complete & full formed & clear 
& perfectly distinct is an illusion a lie a betrayal a trick of 
the light that it has been cast down & broken & gathered & 
mended is nearer the truth that it is an arbitrary juncture in 
the process of endless reassembly is as good a definition as 
any as good bad indifferent as any





BEGIN





where do i begin
father
grandfather
ancestor


begin here
four & a half decades ago
the bones cast
a name given
yours 


this body
this clot of muscles & blood
skin & nerves


but surely there were other forms
other faces of the dice


how far can you cast your mind back
as far as that hill ridge
or the next


begin with cold
a burning cold


tell me where the cold lives


north of here
the far back of hills
nival rivers
cryotic soils


& what is it 
this cold


it comes & it goes
a huge white animal
an unceasing hunger
a quenchless thirst


but surely there are other forms
other faces


whatever form it takes
it is always the same
do not cast yourself in its way
it will take you to your death


& to my beginning


that also





DARK





& when i look around i see darkness
a great darkness reaching beyond sight


& in that darkness other voices
heard & not heard


come to me little one
are you cold
i will wrap you in these skins
come


& when i look down i see my fathers hands 
& he his fathers hands
& so on & so on
down the long human chain


father
grandfather
ancestor


do not follow
whatever form it takes


come to me little one


help me
i cannot hold on
i am falling


come to me


& when i look down
this clot 
              of words letters glyphs


                                                          this





CAST





to cast the mind back
six hundred generations
bones muscles blood
terminal pleistocene


ice veins
debris tails
boulder lobes


little one
dreamer
can you cast your mind back
to before you were
islanded
 
do you remember it
your death 
& rebirth
 
your skin burning
& the form of a great bear
ursus arctos ursa major
its thirst screams echoing the hills


mother
grandmother
ancestor


come to me little one


i am cold


you have slept these long years these long long years


burning


what did you dream of 
all those millennia under the ice


i dreamed a woman 
a woman singing 
gently singing cradle songs
& carrying a sliver of ice
 
a blade so sharp it could cleave the world
 
but she bathed me cleaned me
wrapped me in these skins
& i slept
 
i have slept these long years
 
am i awake
am i dreaming


& what did you see
what did you see as you looked into her eyes


i cannot tell 
all i remember 
is that voice 
that melody


& all the while the stars overhead
wheeling turning 
about the pole or post
that holds the sky aloft
 
& such a long time
that even the fixed star itself
ceded to another
& so on & so on
 
other forms always the same
 
each moving around 
the great precessional gyre
waiting its turn 
some twenty six millennia
to ascend
again
 
eight stars
eight ages
eight true directions
 
α umi          alpha ursae minoris or polaris
γ cep            gamma cephei or errai
α cep           alpha cephei or alderamin
α cygni        alpha cygni or deneb
δ cyg           delta cygni
α lyr            alpha lyrae or vega
τ her            tau herculis
α dra           alpha draconis or thuban


again & again & again


little bear
dear one
did you lick your paws in the stadial night
curled in your hibernal nest deep beneath the ice
as polaris gave way to errai to alderamin to deneb
each shining bright & true above you
watching over your sleep


i cannot tell


little bear
dear one
did you feel their lights rain down upon you
in the long cold winter
did deneb the luminous one
awaken you with its bluewhite radiance
 
& did you not feel it
a great blade about your neck


am i awake
am i dreaming
 
                  she has left 
                                            me
                            dreaming


her thirst screams 
echoing the hills


& who is this
who is it that comes from the south
to wash in my nival rivers
the blood from their hands





DREAM





how do i begin
mother
grandmother
ancestor
 
teach me how to see


begin with dream
with what comes to you in the dark


nothing
but this clot of images sounds senses
 
but was there language there
something spoken did i hear it right
 
wake up 
it seemed to say with words made of silence
wake up 
& the night & the day will bleed


am


i


awake


a blade so sharp it could cleave the world


am


i 


dreaming


last winter whilst on medication for chronic pain i began to have 
visions in the darkness at the edge of sleep 
a kind of phosphorescence hovering in the room above me 
faint at first but unfurling growing in detail 
alive
 
effects on the brain & central nervous system 
 
tiredness headache weakness confusion disturbed 
concentration disorientation delusions hallucinations elevated 
mood & hyperactivity excitement anxiety restlessness 
drowsiness dream & sleep disturbances numbness pins & 
needles loss of coordination uncontrolled shaking abnormal 
muscle movements slurred speech coma & fits
 
& the more i looked the more real they became
stark visions of limbs faces eyes impossible anatomies 
suspended for minutes at a time in the silent darkness 
 
& at first i was scared heart racing chest aching but as the 
dark of winter deepened i began to accept them & welcome 
them
like family
 
delusions 
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