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LISTEN. PUT ON MORNING









Listen. Put on morning.


Waken into falling light.


A man’s imagining


Suddenly may inherit


The handclapping centuries


Of his one minute on earth.


And hear the virgin juries


Talk with his own breath


To the corner boys of his street.


And hear the Black Maria


Searching the town at night.


And hear the playropes caa


The sister Mary in.


And hear Willie and Davie


Among bracken of Narnain


Sing in a mist heavy


With myrtle and listeners.


And hear the higher town


Weep a petition of fears


At the poorhouse close upon


The public heartbeat.


And hear the children tig


And run with my own feet


Into the netting drag


Of a suiciding principle.


Listen. Put on lightbreak.


Waken into miracle.


The audience lies awake


Under the tenements


Under the sugar docks


Under the printed moments.


The centuries turn their locks


And open under the hill


Their inherited books and doors


All gathered to distil


Like happy berry pickers


One voice to talk to us.


Yes listen. It carries away


The second and the years


Till the heart’s in a jacket of snow


And the head’s in a helmet white


And the song sleeps to be wakened


By the morning ear bright.


Listen. Put on morning.


Waken into falling light.






























THE HILL OF INTRUSION









The ear the answer


Hears the wrecked cry


Of the one-time


Holiday boy who


Feathered his oars


On a calm firth


Held still by hills.


Now grey rock clenches


Round the rower over-


Taken by rough


White-haired sea-troughs


That ride the foam


Of Time’s bare back.


Wrecked pile of past


Events cindered


Into a charcoal


Of kindling power


And constellations


Of united hearts,


These make reply


To the flare flying


Off from the endangered


Watchman wornout.


The winds from a hill


Halfway Ben Narnain


And halfway hill


Of intrusion into


The silence between


My heart and those 


Elements of nature  


That are my food,  


Sound out alarm  


Over the baling  


Prisoners of water  


This night unsheltered.  


The ear says more  


Than any tongue.  


The ear sings better  


Than any sound  


It hears on earth  


Or waters perfect.  


The ear the answer  


Hears the caged cry  


Of those prisoners  


Crowded in a gesture  


Of homesickness.






























THE CHILDREN OF GREENOCK









Local I’ll bright my tale on, how


She rose up white on a Greenock day


Like the one first-of-all morning


On earth, and heard children singing.







She in a listening shape stood still


In a high tenement at Spring’s sill


Over the street and chalked lawland


Peevered and lined and fancymanned







On a pavement shouting games and faces.


She saw them children of all cries


With everyone’s name against them bled


In already the helpless world’s bed.







Already above the early town


The smoky government was blown


To cover April. The local orient’s


Donkeymen, winches and steel giants







Wound on the sugar docks. Clydeside,


Webbed in its foundries and loud blood,


Binds up the children’s cries alive.


Her own red door kept its young native.







Her own window by several sights


Wept and became the shouting streets.


And her window by several sights


Adored the even louder seedbeats. 







She leaned at the bright mantle brass


Fairly a mirror of surrounding sorrows,


The sown outcome of always war


Against the Wordperfect, public tear.







Brighter drifted upon her the sweet sun


High already over all the children


So chained and happy in Cartsburn Street


Barefoot on authority’s alphabet.







Her window watched the woven care


Hang webbed within the branched and heavy


Body. It watched the blind unborn


Copy book after book of sudden







Elements within the morning of her


Own man-locked womb. It saw the neighbour


Fear them housed in her walls of blood.


It saw two towns, but a common brood.







Her window watched the shipyards sail


Their men away. The sparrow sill


Bent grey over the struck town clocks


Striking two towns, and fed its flocks.






























GIGHA









That firewood pale with salt and burning green


Outfloats its men who waved with a sound of drowning


Their saltcut hands over mazes of this rough bay.







Quietly this morning beside the subsided herds


Of water I walk. The children wade the shallows.


The sun with long legs wades into the sea.






























AS BRILLIANCE FELL









As brilliance fell I girded me with voice.







But always all words waste from inward out


And I who was fastened to that furious choice


Turned out to hear myself as a contrary shout.







As the night signed I made making my house.







Yet always all words waste and alter into


A formal ruin lesser than that voice


So clenched in prison in my mortal tree.







At final night I perished into words.







And always all words ill-devise the tongue


That at poor best must sing the beast it guards.


As his blood sang the poem-imprisoned king







Sang me more than myself and made the whole


Descended house of night my house excel.






























THE NIGHTFISHING







1




      Very gently struck


      The quay night bell.







      Now within the dead


      Of night and the dead


      Of my life I hear


      My name called from far out.


      I’m come to this place


      (Come to this place)


      Which I’ll not pass


      Though one shall pass


      Wearing seemingly


      This look I move as.


      This staring second


      Breaks my home away


      Through always every


      Night through every whisper


      From the first that once


      Named me to the bone.


      Yet this place finds me


      And forms itself again.


      This present place found me.


      Owls from on the land.


      Gulls cry from the water.


      And that wind honing


      The roof-ridge is out of


      Nine hours west on the main 







      Ground with likely a full


      Gale unwinding it.







      Gently the quay bell


      Strikes the held air.







      Strikes the held air like


      Opening a door


      So that all the dead


      Brought to harmony


      Speak out on silence.







      I bent to the lamp. I cupped


      My hand to the glass chimney.


      Yet it was a stranger’s breath


      From out of my mouth that


      Shed the light. I turned out


      Into the salt dark


      And turned my collar up.







      And now again almost


      Blindfold with the bright


      Hemisphere unprised


      Ancient overhead,


      I am befriended by


      This sea which utters me.







      The hull slewed out through


      The lucky turn and trembled


      Under way then. The twin


      Screws spun sweetly alive


      Spinning position away.







      Far out faintly calls


      The continual sea. 







      Now within the dead


      Of night and the dead


      Of all my life I go.


      I’m one ahead of them


      Turned in below.


      I’m borne, in their eyes,


      Through the staring world.







      The present opens its arms.
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To work at waking. Yet who wakes?


Dream gives awake its look. My death


Already has me clad anew.


We’ll move off in this changing grace.


The moon keels and the harbour oil


Looks at the sky through seven colours.







   When I fell down into this place


   My father drew his whole day’s pay,


   My mother lay in a set-in bed,


   The midwife threw my bundle away.







Here we dress up in a new grave,


The fish-boots with their herring scales


Inlaid as silver of a good week,


The jersey knitted close as nerves


Of the ground under the high bracken.


My eyes let light in on this dark.







   When I fell from the hot to the cold


   My father drew his whole day’s pay,


   My mother lay in a set-in bed,


   The midwife threw my bundle away. 
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I, in Time’s grace, the grace of change, sail surely


Moved off the land and the skilled keel sails


The darkness burning under where I go.


Landvoices and the lights ebb away


Raising the night round us. Unwinding whitely,


My changing motive pays me slowly out.


The sea sails in. The quay opens wide its arms


And waves us loose.







So I would have it, waved from home to out


After that, the continual other offer,


Intellect sung in a garment of innocence.


Here, formal and struck into a dead stillness,


The voyage sails you no more than your own.


And on its wrought epitaph fathers itself


The sea as metaphor of the sea. The boat


Rides in its fires.







And nursed now out on movement as we go,


Running white from the bow, the long keel sheathed


In departure leaving the sucked and slackening water


As mingled in memory; night rises stooped high over


Us as our boat keeps its nets and men and


Engraves its wake. Our bow heaves hung on a likely


Bearing for fish. The Mor Light flashes astern


Dead on its second.







Across our moving local of light the gulls


Go in a wailing slant. I watch, merged


In this and in a like event, as the boat


Takes the mild swell, and each event speaks through. 


They speak me thoroughly to my faintest breath.


And for what sake? Each word is but a longing


Set out to break from a difficult home. Yet in


Its meaning I am.







The weather’s come round. For us it’s better broken.


Changed and shifted above us, the sky is broken


Now into a few light patches brightly ground


With its rough smithers and those swells lengthening


Easy on us, outride us in a slow follow


From stern to stem. The keel in its amorous furrow


Goes through each word. He drowns, who but ill


Resembled me.







In those words through which I move, leaving a cry


Formed in exact degree and set dead at


The mingling flood, I am put forward on to


Live water, clad in oil, burnt by salt


To life. Here, braced, announced on to the slow


Heaving seaboards, almost I am now too


Lulled. And my watch is blear. The early grey


Air is blowing.







It is that first pallor there, broken, running


Back on the sheared water. Now the chill wind


Comes off the shore sharp to find its old mark


Between the shoulderblades. My eyes read in


The fixed and flying signs wound in the light


Which all shall soon lie wound in as it slowly


Approaches rising to break wide up over the


Brow of the sea. 







My need reads in light more specially gendered and


Ambitioned by all eyes that wide have been


Me once. The cross-tree light, yellowing now,


Swings clean across Orion. And waned and very


Gently the old signs tilt and somersault


Towards their home. The undertow, come hard round,


Now leans the tiller strongly jammed over


On my hip-bone.







It is us at last sailed into the chance


Of a good take. For there is the water gone


Lit black and wrought like iron into the look


That’s right for herring. We dropped to the single motor.


The uneasy and roused gulls slid across us with


Swelled throats screeching. Our eyes sharpened what


Place we made through them. Now almost the light


To shoot the nets,







And keep a slow headway. One last check


To the gear. Our mended newtanned nets, all ropes


Loose and unkinked, tethers and springropes fast,


The tethers generous with floats to ride high,


And the big white bladder floats at hand to heave.


The bow wakes hardly a spark at the black hull.


The night and day both change their flesh about


In merging levels.







No more than merely leaning on the sea


We move. We move on this near-stillness enough


To keep the rudder live and gripped in the keel-wash.


We’re well hinted herring plenty for the taking, 


About as certain as all those signs falling


Through their appearance. Gulls settle lightly forward


Then scare off wailing as the sea-dusk lessens


Over our stern.







Yes, we’re right set, see, see them go down, the best


Fishmarks, the gannets. They wheel high for a moment


Then heel, slip off the bearing air to plummet


Into the schooling sea. It’s right for shooting,


Fish breaking the oiled water, the sea still


Holding its fires. Right, easy ahead, we’ll run


Them straight out lined to the west. Now they go over,


White float and rope







And the net fed out in arm-lengths over the side.


So we shoot out the slowly diving nets


Like sowing grain. There they drag back their drifting


Weight out astern, a good half-mile of corks


And bladders. The last net’s gone and we make fast


And cut the motor. The corks in a gentle wake,


Over curtains of water, tether us stopped, lapped


At far last still.







It is us no more moving, only the mere


Maintaining levels as they mingle together.


Now round the boat, drifting its drowning curtains


A grey of light begins. These words take place.


The petrel dips at the water-fats. And quietly


The stillness makes its way to its ultimate home.


The bilges slap. Gulls wail and settle.


It is us still. 







At last it’s all so still. We hull to the nets,


And rest back with our shoulders slacked pleasantly.


And I am illusioned out of this flood as


Separate and stopped to trace all grace arriving.


This grace, this movement bled into this place,


Locks the boat still in the grey of the seized sea.


The illuminations of innocence embrace.


What measures gently







Cross in the air to us to fix us so still


In this still brightness by knowledge of


The quick proportions of our intricacies?


What sudden perfection is this the measurement of?


And speaks us thoroughly to the bone and has


The iron sea engraved to our faintest breath,


The spray fretted and fixed at a high temper,


A script of light.







So I have been called by my name and


It was not sound. It is me named upon


The space which I continually move across


Bearing between my courage and my lack


The constant I bleed on. And, put to stillness,


Fixed in this metal and its cutting salts,


It is this instant to exact degree,


And for whose sake?







It is this instant written dead. This instant,


Bounded by its own grace and all Time’s grace,


Masters me into its measurement so that


My ghostly constant is articulated. 


Then suddenly like struck rock all points unfix.


The whole east breaks and leans at last to us,


Ancient overhead. Yet not a break of light


But mingles into







The whole memory of light, and will not cease


Contributing its exiled quality.


The great morning moves from its equivalent


Still where it lies struck in expressed proportion.


The streaming morning in its tensile light


Leans to us and looks over on the sea.


It’s time to haul. The air stirs its faint pressures,


A slat of wind.







We are at the hauling then hoping for it


The hard slow haul of a net white with herring


Meshed hard. I haul, using the boat’s cross-heave


We’ve started, holding fast as we rock back,


Taking slack as we go to. The day rises brighter


Over us and the gulls rise in a wailing scare


From the nearest net-floats. And the unfolding water


Mingles its dead.







Now better white I can say what’s better sighted,


The white net flashing under the watched water,


The near net dragging back with the full belly


Of a good take certain, so drifted easy


Slow down on us or us hauled up upon it


Curved in a garment down to thicker fathoms.


The hauling nets come in sawing the gunwale


With herring scales. 







The air bunches to a wind and roused sea-cries.


The weather moves and stoops high over us and


There the forked tern, where my look’s whetted on distance,


Quarters its hunting sea. I haul slowly


Inboard the drowning flood as into memory,


Braced at the breathside in my net of nerves.


We haul and drift them home. The winds slowly


Turn round on us and
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