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To my cousin John Penri Evans, who took me back to Nant Mill
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Polar









Snowlight and sunlight, the lake glacial.


Too bright to open my eyes


in the dazzle and doze


of a distant January afternoon.







It’s long ago and the house naps in the plush silence


of a house asleep, like absence,


I’m dreaming on the white bear’s shoulder,


paddling the slow hours, my fingers in his fur.







His eyes are glass, each hair a needle of light.


He’s pegged by his claws to the floor like a shirt on the line.


He is a soul. He is what death is. He is transparency,


a loosening floe on the sea.







But I want him alive.


I want him fierce


with belly and breath and growl and beating heart,


I want him dangerous,







I want to follow him over the snows


between the immaculate earth and now,


between the silence and the shot that rang


over the ice at the top of the globe,







when the map of the earth was something we knew by heart,


and they had not shot the bear,


had not loosed the ice,


had not, had not…






























Ice









Where beech cast off her clothes


frost has got its knives out.







This is the chemistry of ice,


the stitchwork, the embroidery,


the froth and the flummery.







Light joins in. It has a point to make


about haloes and glories,


spectra and reflection.







It reflects on its own miracle,


the first imagined day


when the dark was blown







and there was light.






























Advent Concert


Landâf Cathedral









First frost, November. World is steel,


a ghost of goose down feathering the air.


In the square, cars idle to their stalls, as cattle


remembering their place in the affair.


Headlamps bloom and die; a hullabaloo


dances on ice to the golden door.







Inside a choir of children sing, startled


at a rising hum over their shoulders


like a wind off the sea, boulders


rolled in the swell as, sweet and low,


Treorchy Male Voice Choir’s basso profundo


whelms them in its flow and undertow,







and hearts hurt with the mystery,


the strange repeated story


of carol, candlelight and choir,


of something wild out there, white


bees of the Mabinogi at the window,


night swirling with a swarm of early snow.






























Winter









When the white bear came from the north


its paws were roses,


its breath a garland,


its fur splinters of steel.







Where it lapped at the lip of the river,


water held its breath.


Where it trod, trees struck silver,


fields lay immaculate.







The river froze, and broke, and froze,


its heart slowed in its cage,


the moon a stone


in its throat.







The Geminids come and go.


Voyager crosses the far shores of space,


leaving us lonely,


stirred by story.







On the longest night the moon is full,


an answering antiphon


of dark and light.


In winter’s cold eye, a star.






























River









As if on its way to the sea


the river grew heavy,


a knife of pain in its heart,


slowed, slewed to a halt,







words slurred in its mouth


frozen in a dream of death,


came to, foot on the clutch,


engine running.







Struck dumb,


in a curb of ice


stilled in its sleep


under a hail of stars.







Where a river barge cuts upstream


in aching cold the surface cracks.


The drowned stir in their dream


as boat and boatman pass.







The shoals lie low,


silvers of elver, salmon like stones.


The backwash cuts the floe


to spars and bones,







the brimming ribcage


of a drowned beast.






























Ice Music









Locked twelve floors up over the frozen Ely,


I show you the silver bones of the river


afloat on black water.







A hundred miles away, checking the sheep late,


you show me the light of the full moon through the larches


magnified in every lengthening snow-lens.







Stretched between us across the cryosphere,


white counties, fields, towns, motorway, blocked B roads,


the deepening geography of snow.







We both hear the music, the high far hum of ice,


strung sound, feather-fall, a sigh of rime,


fog-blurred syllables of trees, sap stilled to stone,







morning and evening, a moan of expanding ice


a timpani of plates colliding, a cry of icicles


tonguing the flutes of our tin roof.
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