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Dedication





To Maria Kaye de Bridge End; Joties Haigh de Lower House; Josias Nowlson; Joties Waterhouse; Ricus Lee; Joties Haigh de Lane Syke; Henricus Haigh; Adamus Marsden; Thomas Marsden de Bynne House; Thomas Haigh de Bynne; Joties Haigh fil de Thos. Haigh de Bynne; Joties Marsden de Hill Top; Rogus Marsden, fil Joties Marsden; Josephus Senior; Jacobus Thompson; Wiltus Aynsley; Joties Marsden de Bank; Edmund Mellor de Fforest; Joseph Eastwood; Maria Shaw vide; Daniel Shaw de Fforest; Joties Marsden de Pule; Thomas Shaw; Jacubus France; Joties Hinchcliffe; Thomas Haigh de Nedderley; Joties Haigh fil Thomas Haigh de Petty Royd; Maria Haigh, vid; Issabel Haigh; Edwus Kaye; Joties Haigh de Chappell End; Edwus Kay de Chappell End; Thomas Haigh Smith; Robtus Kay; Jacobus Hawkyard; Thomas Mellor de Clowlee; Joties Haigh, Haighouse; Lucas Marsden de Clark Lee; Rogerus Firth de Ausley; Joties Shaw de Clowyate; Jacubus Whitehead; Joties Shaw de Greenowlers; Anne Shaw, vid; Maria Whitehead, vid; Joties Shaw de Park; Lucas Marsden de Black Lee; Joties Shaw de Haigh Greene; Thomas Shaw de Trof; Joties Woodhead de Berrygreave; Joties Gudaws in jure Lane ux ejus; Joties Shaw de Orchard; Michael Shaw; Chris Richardson; Joties Marsden de Well Syke; Joties Holroyd; Willus Hust in jure Eliz. ux ejus; Willus Firth de New Inn; Joties Mellor de Dirker; Jacobus Haigh de Ashton Binn; Joties Newton de Stockwood Hill; Willus Hoyle; Samuel Bothamley; Joties Haigh de Lowerhouse; Elizabeth Lake de Horbury, vid; Joties Burges de Deighton; Joties Haigh; — Smith; Joties Hawkyard; Rogerus Haigh de lane Syke, Great Clough and Forest; Thos. Cordingley in jure ux ejus; Abrus Kay; Thomas Darby; Joties Haigh de Lowergate Head; Samuel Haigh de Uppergate Head; Joties Firth de Lingard Wood; Jacobus Haigh de Clough; Sibilla Dyson, vid; Jacobus Walker de Slaughwaite; Joties Kay, Barronethies; Thomas Rook; Josephus Haigh de Bridge End; Jacobus Haigh de Green Gate; Jacobus Hinchcliffe de Bradshaw; Joties Hinchcliffe de eadem; Joshua Haigh de eadem; Joties Earnshaw de Holme; Peter Hambleton; Jacobus Dyson; Isaacus Dyson; Joties Wood de White Lee; Samuel Whitehead; Samuel Haigh de Binn; Wm. Kenion in right of Anne his wife; Edwas Marsden fili Edwi Marsden de Lower Nedderley; Jacobus Greaves de Buckley Hill; Anne Firth.
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Thin Air



























A Glory









Right here you made an angel of yourself,


free-falling backwards into last night’s snow,


indenting a straight, neat, crucified shape,


then flapping your arms, one stroke, a great bird,


to leave the impression of wings. It worked.


Then you found your feet, sprang clear of the print


and the angel remained, fixed, countersunk,


open wide, hosting the whole of the sky.







Losing sleep because of it, I backtrack


to the place, out of earshot of the streets,


above the fetch and reach of the town.


The scene of the crime. Five-eighths of the moon.


On ground where snow has given up the ghost


it lies on its own, spread-eagled, embossed,


commending itself, star of its own cause.


Priceless thing – the faceless hood of the head,


grass making out through the scored spine, the wings


on the turn, becoming feathered, clipped.







Cattle would trample roughshod over it,


hikers might come with pebbles for the eyes,


a choice of fruit for the nose and the lips;


somebody’s boy might try it on for size,


might lie down in its shroud, might suit, might fit. Angel,


from under the shade and shelter of trees


I keep watch, wait for the dawn to take you,


raise you, imperceptibly, by degrees.






























The Tyre









Just how it came to rest where it rested,


miles out, miles from the last farmhouse even,


was a fair question. Dropped by hurricane


or aeroplane perhaps for some reason,


put down as a cairn or marker, then lost.


Tractor-size, six or seven feet across,


it was sloughed, unconscious, warm to the touch,


its gashed, rhinoceros, sea-lion skin


nursing a gallon of rain in its gut.


Lashed to the planet with grasses and roots,


it had to be cut. Stood up it was drunk


or slugged, wanted nothing more than to slump,


to spiral back to its circle of sleep,


dream another year in its nest of peat.


We bullied it over the moor, drove it,


pushed from the back or turned it from the side,


unspooling a thread in the shape and form


of its tread, in its length and in its line,


rolled its weight through broken walls, felt the shock


when it met with stones, guided its sleepwalk


down to meadows, fields, onto level ground.


There and then we were one connected thing,


five of us, all hands steering a tall ship


or one hand fingering a coin or ring.







Once on the road it picked up pace, free-wheeled,


then moved up through the gears, and wouldn’t give


to shoulder-charges, kicks; resisted force


until to tangle with it would have been


to test bone against engine or machine,


to be dragged in, broken, thrown out again


minus a limb. So we let the thing go,


leaning into the bends and corners,


balanced and centred, riding the camber,


carried away with its own momentum.


We pictured an incident up ahead:


life carved open, gardens in half, parted,


a man on a motorbike taken down,


a phone-box upended, children erased,


police and an ambulance in attendance,


scuff-marks and the smell of burning rubber,


the tyre itself embedded in a house


or lying in the gutter, playing dead.


But down in the village the tyre was gone,


and not just gone but unseen and unheard of,


not curled like a cat in the graveyard, not


cornered in the playground like a reptile,


or found and kept like a giant fossil.


Not there or anywhere. No trace. Thin air.







Being more in tune with the feel of things


than science and facts, we knew that the tyre


had travelled too fast for its size and mass,


and broken through some barrier of speed,


outrun the act of being driven, steered,


and at that moment gone beyond itself


towards some other sphere, and disappeared.
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