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                [I]

            

            
               
                  Do you see how simple it is

                  Do you see how it sleeps in my hand

                  Do you see how it is part of sleep, its closed eye, its perfect silence, perfect because it evolved as silence and still holds, do you see how the depth of silence and the depth of sleep are one thing, and if the stone –

               

               
                  If the stone were broken open

                  There would be at the core limitless emptiness

                  The one idea certain to cure the world now gone to waste, a language lost that would have returned us to ourselves, the one image of God that the stone kept brought to light and the damage done, the sleeping God –

               

               
                  The sleeping God now woken

                  And calling to silence: wind over stone, fever-wind

                  And you are slow to breathe as rain hits the clitterfield blood-dark, as the run-off makes low-ground, goes to the hairline fractures, a rubble of feather and fur, of beak and bone, finds out the shallow graves –
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               [II]

            

            
               
                  The scaffold’s counterweight

                  Is a granite block cut to the ounce and harnessed

                  In darkness ready to stall at the point of breakage, jittering, shocked by the drop, caught in a timeless silence only stone can hold, stripped of moss, lichen, snail-track, birdlime, unlike itself, transported, put to work –

               

               
                  Put to work as a navvy digs a ditch

                  Who thinks of the end of things as he feels the chill

                  To his back, as the blade breaks stone, this man knee-deep, he sings the Hosannah Hymn, its beat a brace to his shoulders, thinks of the end of things as a wild shout into light that might be soon, might come to him –

               

               
                  Might come to him in a dream

                  Of stone walls, a halter, the hymn, again

                  The hymn, a deadness which is lack of birdsong, lack of weather, his wife beside him to reckon with his cries-in-sleep unless he beds down in the ditch, stone his pillow, roots fresh-dug, that milky churchyard smell –
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                  You find yourself eye to eye

                  With an angel dressed in white stone,

                  She has about her a sulky look and her hair is touchable; she seems pre-occupied but you know she can hear you, can hear that you love her for her blind eyes, her mouth because it offers up to kissing, nor does she flinch –

               

               
                  Nor does she when you trace the line

                  Of her cheek, her throat, let your hand then fall

                  To her breast, which tests cold and smooth and hard. Find her in church or among broken pillars on a day of shadow-flood and sunlight: in that broken glare she seems to spread her wings, but she’s bedded in –

               

               
                  Bedded in with the dead

                  Or with you by the sea’s edge skimming stones

                  Beside you waiting for a night train, at the market, a fruit-eater eyeing up the prime cuts, at your door to play the uninvited guest, full length on your bed, wings folded to a line of light, her hand between her legs –
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                  To Scorhill, to thoughts of the end of things,

                  A chill to your back as you lean against the kingstone

                  And look out to where faithless wives would come to wash in the ice-water of the pool, circle the stones three times, then put themselves through the quoit of Mên-an-Tol to purify, to pray for deliverance, to live or die –

               

               
                  To live and walk back across the moor

                  Sinless and scoured, the press of her breasts

                  Clear on the wet of her shift, her husband at the door to watch her come, new to him now, while her lover holds that same image in the deep of his eye as she will call to him under her breath, as her husband sets out –

               

               
                  To Scorhill, carrying mallet and wedge

                  To split a stone for the deadweight, no thought

                  Of the voice in stone or the man who will take the drop giving Hosannah Hosannah under his breath. In the house daylight is half-light. She stands between bed and kitchen, glad to be nameless in that nameless place –
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               [V]

            

            
               
                  Stone hides itself in itself and thinks itself

                  Invisible. Its breathing is the near-death rhythm

                  Of hibernation. There is nothing of this in the word stone; and everything. The word of God is stone. Your lover’s last look back is stone. You take stone to your heart. You lift a stone from the beach and it fits your hand –

               

               
                  Fits just so, is sure to find its match

                  In the way your fingers close and make a seal,

                  The rub of salt to flesh (augur of sin, so quick in memory), how it leaches heat from your skin, reads your palm, tests your smell, measures your heartbeat, settles to sleep, as stones roll in the wavebreak, as daylight dies –

               

               
                  Dies touch by touch and you are left to chance,

                  To moonrise, to what you know of bones and the sea,

                  Of the bloodless shapes that come to you in dream. The stone is at your bedside between the book you have set aside and the photograph of your children who can never, now, be called back from the world –
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                  A place where visions come

                  In stillness out of wavebreak, the skyline

                  A running flame, a firestorm on the surface of the sea and a sudden billow moves with the swell towards the shore where the air is ash and coals, unbreathable, as bedrock heaves and splits, as the sky burns –

               

               
                  The sky burns. There are men walking

                  At the sea’s edge, men of coals and ash, their footfalls

                  Scorch the stones, a wind off the sea stirs them to flame, they let go a litter of fire, airborne, that becomes a circle of birds, wings outspread, burnt black, and from somewhere a chorus of voices telling all this –

               

               
                  All this held in a fierce harmony

                  You said, the vision come and gone in an eyeblink

                  As you stood at the tideline, stunned, locked off from all other sights and sounds. Later you lay in bed, set in the deep of your eye the image that soon went to dream: sea, sky, birds, boots on broken stone –
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               [VII]

            

            
               
                  She opens the door a fraction, then

                  A fraction more: opens it on a whisper

                  Since she has it in mind to slip in beside you and please you as you sleep, slowly, wordlessly, keeping her face turned from you, although you’d know her by her touch and the deep sweet smell she brings to the task –

               

               
                  The task you will hold in memory

                  On waking, the touch but more the smell. Of course

                  She has seen the hagstone, her token, strung up on the lintel; she reached to it as she came in and the room sank back to darkness. She is your lover’s lover; she reads your names as palindromes, yourselves a mirror image –

               

               
                  Mirror image face to face, a smudge

                  Of shadow between: her mark, spit or sweat

                  Or press of lips … Her fingers rest on your eyelids, a means of capture, her breath narcotic as she leans in. If you could see how your skin puckers at her touch, could hear your shout as she spreads and straddles you –
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                  A witch’s thumbstone has been left

                  On the windowsill as if to catch the light; a pattern

                  Of scarring – see there? – on the underside where it turned in a mash of foam and broke open, the upperside rubbed smooth year after year when she brought on her other self, near sleeping it seemed –

               

               
                  Near sleeping as she sang

                  Under her breath to bring to its best

                  The linctus for grippe, for flux, foul-sweat, quinsy, brakebone, sang to women in labour, to men under the knife, sang at the fever-bed, sang as best she was able given the plum-dark blemish and twist to her jaw –

               

               
                  The twist and broken teeth

                  Where the scold’s bridle choked back

                  Her scream as they brought the branding iron to her arm. Later she kept the stone under her thumb as she sang their names, spat after each, turned in a circle, soft-footed, her little solo firelit dance of death –
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                  A presentiment of death that settled in you

                  Like a stone, stone-cold and deep. Midwinter, pale light,

                  Foxtracks on the riverside path. ‘Why do we write at the tip of the world’s end, tell me, why do we write if everything will burn? I have dreams, but sometimes visions. I want to shake them off but they go with me to give sight –

               

               
                  Give sight of a day when birds will roost

                  In daylight, the wind drop to silence, and silent

                  Shapes, that want to be anything or anyone, drift in a found darkness: they shift and smudge, yes, and give sight of a white bed in a white room, the sound of small machines, time holding back as if it might soon fail –

               

               
                  Will soon fail and the room then fold

                  Like paper to make an origami hare, and that is my dream

                  Of death. I sometimes think the fire on the seam of the sea that falls into sight as I come close to sleep must be hell-fire, and firewalkers the true prophets. There has been a fox here. Look. This is a blind light –’
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                  There’s an echo trapped under this capstone

                  A shout overlaid by a howl, fluctuating music of the hunt,

                  Which you might get as tremor if you flatten your hand on the surface, tremor or something more like an itch. If there had been bones among the ash, if there had been a torc, a ring, a dogtooth amulet (as you imagine it) –

               

               
                  You imagine it as on the day they lit

                  The pyre and hollowed out the cyst and set the stones,

                  The day turf was cut for the mound and his name was lost. As you sit close by, eyes closed, holding that image, something flies in, touches down, lifts off: something big is all you can tell since your eyes stay shut –

               

               
                  Eyes shut, one hand on the stone, the other

                  Over your mouth in case the echo should rise

                  In you and break through and everything change. What might come of this now you have it in memory, now you know the place, now nothing will shift the itch? It must have been a hawk, a crow, an owl unlucky in daylight –
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               [XI]

            

            
               
                  Think, now, of the music in stone; think

                  Of what song a stone might sing. The moor at first light

                  Is a running sea and you in the midst as if going naked into the tideline chop, the sea bed shelving under your feet, a chill to your skin that sends you further out, your mind coming clear, the sky unfolding where you look up –

               

               
                  Look up at a circling sunstruck bird

                  Fire from its pinions kindling the moorland gorse;

                  A web holds water-beads: broken wheel of reflections as you go through without purpose or plan except that you want the deep of the moor as you want the deep of the tide, the songline between land and sea –

               

               
                  Between land and sea and sky

                  Province of the goddess, where you’re held

                  In a moment of blindness and there comes on the air, somehow drawn down, a monotone of catastrophic beauty that could upturn the world, could bring the world to its knees in sin, and that is the music in stone –

               








OEBPS/images/logo_online.png
faber





OEBPS/images/faber_colophon_black_rgb_online.png





OEBPS/images/other_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780571382576_cover_epub.jpg
David

Harsent
Skin





