THIS TIDE OF HUMBER

1.  If you come to the edge of the world
You need to be ready to throw away the part of your ticket that says RETURN
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2. The vast grief of the sky…its insatiable cry


3. No(thing) can turn GONE into COME


4. A city that hangs by a hook…dropped like a plumb-line, down
Through underground layers


5. the slip of mud,
the slap of sea


6. the mud is a person washed up
on the shore, a body smoothed and shaped,
stroked from calf to thigh to nape.

The taker and giver
make themselves up out of each other,

water-fingers linger in the deepest folds,
limbs open and close back into the river,

an arm or a leg or a hip
heave out from under the sheet


7. the fish crying silver
in nets made of air


8. Freed men and women
rise up and walk out of the water

The lifted mud is only a hint
Of the lost land beneath

Between the shorelines 
That yearn for each other.
Water and mud,
Mud and water, intricate lovers.

9. Even your stranger’s feet remember
pacing the ground under the water,

the tracks of women and men, crossing,
criss-crossing …
through storm and calm, hunting
the sun and rain, scents on the wind

10.  Voices sing through the tide
The rustling, the breathing, the music

of travellers takes you out where the land
would have been, walked over, washed away,

rolled in…

over and over, return, repeat…their tracks
a braille of messages delivered from half-built edges.

11. The women stop

their washing, their stirring, their kneading
and pounding to listen.

12. the heart is a fish
and luck is the hook
that flicks it up between water and land…

and holds it there
at the edge of the world

