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Rough music: charivari, scampanate, Haberfeld-treiben, Thierjagen,
Katzenmusik, in parts of Britain also called rough riding or skim-
mity-ride. ‘Might include the riding of the victim (or proxy) upon a
pole or a donkey; masking and dancing […] mime or street drama
upon a car or platform; the miming of a ritual hunt; or (frequently)
the parading and burning of effigies; or, indeed, various combina-
tions of all these.’

E.P. Thompson, Customs in Common

*

I cannot dance upon my Toes – 
No Man instructed me – 

Emily Dickinson 



The Betrayal 

Something is broken – 
Milk not rising from the floor
to resume the shape of a jug, 
the stone splashed
with creamy stars

Something has broken through 
what was clear –
It makes a dark star in glass –
the way distance
draws on the unseen

Broken and new
as a staggered chord,
the next moment 
comes racing back
along your glance
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Skater 

Out into the cold
goes the line you draw

across this pond.

Under deep dark
its track runs true as a dream,

bruised and blue.

Night is its own weather.
A stillness gloves

sheet-ice and sedge, 

that cluster of willows above
the darkening rim. 

When you move and break the silence

alarm thuds an ice drum
tuned tight as the skin

that binds your bones. 

In an elegant 
enlarging lens – silver, ornée – you 

and the moon must drown

together. Go on, then, 
where glass

waits to splinter

and every step’s new, 
your skates hush-hush

your water-double

through that broken mirror
where moonlight 

hurls your shadow forward – 
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The line behind you brightens
with crystal, then darkens

as you draw it out

of your perfect future, that blank
you recognise

at every turn as you bank

on a widening curve, 
and the ice-star at your foot pulses…

Night, dark water

and this is you, slicing
the dream membrane 

that holds them apart – 

when out into the pond’s 
cold eye 

you go alone.
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