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    The Hundred Thousand Places


  




  

    




    

      

        The Hundred Thousand Places


      




      

        

          once again




          for the first time




          morning 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          a sea mist closing




          every distance




          cliffs falling away




          from the edge of a world




          only half accomplished


        




        

          listen




          feel your way out




          into what might




          wave or rock




          take form 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          you are not sure


        




        

          there where you hover




          over yourself




          stay there 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          as if you were implicated




          the lifting of the mist




          from the water


        




        

          the grey wake of a boat




          unmoored at dawn 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          colour




          the first




          candour


        




        

          the gorse flower




          tenderness




          nourished on rock




          in a salt wind 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          primrose




          of the islands




          opened




          by light




          first primrose




          of the islands 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          the lapwings




          call to you




          to confuse you


        




        

          veering away




          they call to you




          to confuse you 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          a wide stretch of sand


        




        

          you walk out




          into space




          as to




          an appointment


        




        

          with so much




          space around you




          intention




          drops from you


        




        

          here is where




          forward momentum




          runs out in




          pure extension 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          no longer




          ahead of yourself




          in imagination




          nor behind yourself




          pushing on


        




        

          you walk




          above yourself




          space spreading round you




          the sand




          bearing your weight 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          a path through the gold




          of bird’s foot trefoil




          delayed by the pink




          of thrift or campion


        




        

          as it turns




          in the long grasses




          you are coloured




          by events


        




        

          there where




          you lose yourself




          brightness




          takes your place 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          sit down on the rocks




          impatience exhausted




          thyme, thrift and clover




          where the space is wide




          hours should be wasted




          thyme, thrift and clover 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          green islands




          on blue seas




          blue lochans




          on green islands


        




        

          drifting between




          green islands




          a red boat




          on blue water 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          eight hundred




          acres of heather




          for the step




          and the stride


        




        

          on bright days




          the world is brittle




          the solid rock




          is insubstantial


        




        

          as you tread the deep




          accumulations




          a snipe cuts




          a curve in space 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          between sea and sky




          drifts of bugloss




          a blue butterfly




          lifting from the lyme grass


        




        

          cormorant and herring gull




          orpine and clover




          sorrel and sea kale




          redshank and plover 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          sunshine its climate




          openness its aspect




          detail its pleasure


        




        

          the fields are drenched




          in lark song




          in detail




          in dew


        




        

          knee-deep in flowers




          the red bull is lazy




          muscle-bound




          slightly drunk 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          as far as you can go




          over the machair




          there is only surface


        




        

          it is a plane




          of appearance




          where nothing




          is deferred


        




        

          lacking depth




          you walk on the richly




          embroidered ground 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          the blue butterfly’s




          moment on the purple




          thistle flower




          is indolent


        




        

          idly its hoarded




          blue is unfolded




          onto difference




          then folded again 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          heard but not seen




          the corncrake in the grasses




          steps through fragrance


        




        

          shy of exposure




          seeking the shelter




          of complexity and fragrance 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          asphodel, milkwort




          eyebright, ling




          the lovely particulars




          brighter than their names


        




        

          through crushed water-mint




          through particulars you come




          to a blue boat moored




          beside purple vetch 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          if you stretch out




          in the long grasses




          your weight is distributed




          over the headland




          to rest as lightly




          on the crushed grasses




          as sky on sea 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          turning back from the sea




          from margins and limits




          behind yellow dune and grey dune




          beyond the old hay meadows




          follow your inclination




          a drift of thistledown 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          the interior quiet




          thistledown and bog cotton




          a sweet scent




          of cattle and wool


        




        

          the place names




          are exclamations




          and sighs


        




        

          not a stranger in the glen




          without a rumour on the breeze




          not a stray sheep on the hill




          without word of it 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          along back roads




          to far dwellings




          single track




          with pausing places




          by vetch and clover


        




        

          behind a straggle




          of honeysuckle




          the distances




          laid on open




          dog rose petals


        




        

          through mud and manure




          to hill farms




          dark with neglect




          a depth of fragrance




          stored in the barn 


        




        

           

        




        

           


        




        




        

          at leisure a shape




          lifts from rock and flaps




          out over wastes




          a few wing beats
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