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Catherine Walsh has offered the following poem for setting.

“and the student or scholar who

is aware of the significance

of diacritical marks will not

be inconvenienced by their

absence”

 

 

 

soaking. knees to chin.

 

        thinking how much

more uncomfortable

               you must have been

how loud the burbling

of the washing-machine

seems

 

 

                  during the siesta

 

 

conversation

drifts up the ventilation shaft

(there are 4 floors below)

 

 

                  snatched and strange

 

I understand nothing

 

 

(from Making Tents © Catherine Walsh 1987)

Emily Crossland would like to collaborate closely with a composer to create a new work for the festival. Two examples of her work can be seen below (these are to give an example of her style and are not for setting).

The Stranger on the Southbound Train

(for Peter Moran)

 

Near seven billion bodies on the face of the earth, each one eager from birth to find a place in the knit-work network of humankind, never knowing the blindness with which they proceed, paying note nor heed to the fact that we leave behind a legacy of only snail trails and criss-cross lines.

 

Tracking the trail of a man travelling by train, his brain frail and tired, his body lacking sleep; he stumbles, weary, from the platform to his seat. He has no need for his lazy, bloodshot eyes to meet any other gaze.

 

“Tickets please!”

 

The train guard, a mirthful man of considerable girth, grins down at the wreck, clocking his post-party state with a laughing respect but pausing only to check his railcard. Moving on down the train, feeling that nothing today could make him frown, he whistles a refrain and ponders a while his fortunate lot ‘til his feet meet a bag in the aisle, right in his way.

 

The girl grabs her offending possessions and, resting her bag in her arms, she begins to make amends. “I’ve been sleeping you see…” But a fleeting alarm, with its sudden stab of fear, brings her to an abrupt end; did she nod off and miss her stop?

 

“You didn’t miss the station!” laughs the mother, patiently waiting on the platform, passing pacifying phrases through the mouthpiece of her phone, while she watches the potential passengers weaving about her.

 

One man, neat clean and clipped with a briefcase in hand, steps onto his train, slips quickly into a seat and is soon leafing through sheets which show his latest grand plans. Something causes him to pause and peer out through the windowpane, where he sees, framed, a forlorn figure, crumpled into the corner of a carriage on the nearest northbound train.

 

The figure’s brain is tired, wired from a fun-filled night and now ill with the morning light, but quite unexpectedly he still has the will to raise a smile for the stranger on the southbound train.

 

 

Spring 2008

Things we don’t talk about in England

 

Wooden lips crack.

Parched peelings and sawdust

placed in the space in her face where her voice would be,

 

If she had a voice.

 

But I cannot make the dummy talk,

And with the wincing pricks of woodworm wreathing her body,

I would not touch her.

 

The fragrance of festering varnish and neglect.

 

I cannot breathe.

I do not want to hear her voice.

Her wheeze won’t leave my mind,

like a catchy ballad or an horrific dream.

I know how she sounds when she sings.

 

Perhaps she knows me.

My rot. My stench. My song.

 

She would not touch me either.

 

 

Summer 2008

Billy Mills has offered the following poem for setting. Setting of excerpts is acceptable.

Liffey

 

 

1

 

came here 

& near

a source

 

one

of these:

 

poetry

 

craft

 

wisdom

2

 

lake

bog

willow

 

the sea

is near

 

the way

circuitous

 

slowly 

turns

slowly

runs

a trickle

 

trickles

 

3

 

slowly it turns

slowly flows

turns & flows

 

between fields

between time &

a hedge against

 

stone & brown

bog swirl past

fire past whose

house whose

 

sisters three

4

 

these tiny events that make a life:

 

sun & rain sound

of children taste sweet

or glimpse hidden

a moment

 

as these needs

as beauty

 

calm

 

quiet

 

as small things

particulate transform

render tolerable

bring

 

as these

 

as it comes down

as it circulates

source to mouth

 

it enters

it proceeds

it merges

 

as its name is

 

as it gives force

5

 

there were three sisters lived there once:

one to weave, one to show, one to make things grow

 

in a small quiet place on a small quiet road

 

bees drift lazily through the orchard

 

horse grazes in the far field

 

a rhythm of cattle, of milk

 

& one went south & one went west and one remained behind

6

 

small road in the mountains

flat space grass cropped 

water flows great stones

cold & smooth

the same river twice

 

the same child walks

 

& down down down

& under

feed memory

 

brown here water is

cold & clear brown bog

cotton gorse above granite

in scud light

 

granite & shale

goats clamber among

7

 

to remember one

told stories

at every stop

 

the work on water

canal                mill

to have entered

the same river twice

 

weight

on the shoulder

 

& sun gone now 

splendour 

memory

same river

same genes

stream

8

 

as if a river

as if it flows

as if

 

under grey stone

great arches

canal goes over

this placid water

these plains

this commerce

 

between stone 

water will

be medium

motion between

a principle

 

to bring down

9

 

& then came down to the river

in the cold days after the fall

10

 

would it be so if

 

what is 

the status of memory

of meaning 

(a memory)

 

of questions

 

to have fallen

to have never seen

as it is seen

 

to turn back

the system

a part of

 

oh flow now

to this my city

 

& as it were

night & warm

humid air

 

enters

this space

11

 

the small everyday things shine 

 

a word a gesture

cloud say

or grass a bird

rain in the gutter

light

 

arc of what happens

& slides between trees

willow & beech limestone

weir light broken flash

cusps of light cut dazzle

ripple between leaf & water

slow refraction bends traffic

 

a small place

a corner

an opening out

home

12

 

a map of water moving

down to save to meet

the sea our needs the city

 

in these times of water

of rising

the tide turns

 

as these words

as I write them

as they speak

 

not water but

a certain form

 

these words

as you read them

as they flow

 

not water but

its resonance

 

different & clear

our small deeds

against the tide

 

 

