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Note to Reader





This is not a play. This is a poem in several registers, set at night on the Severn Estuary. Its subject is moonrise, which happens five times in five different forms: new moon, half moon, full moon, no moon and moon reborn. Various characters, some living, some dead, all based on real people from the Severn catchment, talk towards the moment of moonrise and are changed by it. The poem, which was written for the Severn Project 2009, aims to record what happens when the moon moves over us – its effect on water and its effect on voices.
























prologue









Flat stone sometimes lit sometimes not


One among many moodswung creatures


That have settled in this beautiful


Uncountry of an Estuary







Swans pitching your wings


In the reedy layby of a vacancy


Where the house of the sea


Can be set up quickly and taken down in an hour







All you flooded and stranded weeds whose workplace


Is both a barren mudsite and a speeded up garden


Full of lake offerings and slabs of light


Which then unwills itself listen







All you crabs in the dark alleys of the wall


All you mudswarms ranging up and down


I notice you are very alert and worn out


Skulking about and grabbing what you can







Listen this is not the ordinary surface river


This is not river at all this is something


Like a huge repeating mechanism


Banging and banging the jetty







Very hard to define, most close in kind


To the mighty angels of purgatory


Who come solar-powered into darkness


Using no other sails than their shining wings










Yes this is the moon this hurrying


Muscular unsolid unstillness


This endless wavering in whose engine


I too am living






























New Moon









Flooded fields by the Severn. Waveridge Sand, only walked on by the Wind. Almost dark. New Moon not yet risen. Car noise continuous.







Two sleepwalkers struggling along, one painfully thin with eyes closed (that’s the Moon), the other writing, (that’s me). I’m always out here, noting things down in my nightbook being interrupted …







Enter a wobbling light. A bicycle. A Birdwatcher with infra-red telescope. Off bicycle. Sets up telescope and trains it on reeds. Gasps. Checks with the naked eye. Makes bird calls. Shakes head. Points telescope at reeds again. Shrieks.







birdwatcher


Impossible! Not here! Not now! Please not! Rare visitor. Rare? Not breeding surely! Not now! Please!







Notice a fisherman walking home, with the Wind in rustling clothes following.







fisherman


It’s late. I don’t like it walking on the mud at night.







A little horse trots through, knowing its way.







Did you see that?







Shhh! 










Did you see that?







I’m so sorry. I’m going to have to ask you to be quiet. I’m recording all this in my nightbook.







(whispering)


I caught a really strange fish once, being about five foot in length and three foot in breadth, having two hands and feet and very grisly and wide-mouthed …







wind  (very emotional changeable)


What happened please tell me


What happened to Florence Saunders







One minute a child next minute 


A thousand years old


The wizened prisoner of the waters







Enter the satisfied sound of the river licking and sucking. There’s the Fisherman with his foot stuck. The Birdwatcher ‘s watching. There’s the Moon poor thing looking for eels among the reeds. She’s asleep apparently. She’s been walking since Dusk. She looks exhausted. Don’t touch her. Keep moving the stones out of her way.







moon


Can’t sleep. Little light left on. Low tide alongside me like a ploughed field. Nothing growing. Only the fresh cracked fat of the mud. Maybe seventeen or so white birds plop out across grey each whistling to itself and a hogweed seed whips over. Zzzipp. Can you see one. This is wetlands. Full of wildfowl. Keep looking. This is sediment. This is ordinary surface stuff with a shoe sticking out of the mud with a leg in it. Or is that a heron standing out of bounds on the reservoir Wall. which’ll soon be twenty foot underwater







She begins to rise slowly through the trees and then out, shedding a weak, low battery light, so that everything (even the stones) looks up:
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