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Look – five forms moving fast through the forests to Ness.

Look – here it comes, its bones are plastic, it builds itself from pallet slat & bottle-top, rises from sift, is lashed & trussed with fishing line. It is drift: it has cuttlefish nails & sea-poppy horns, it breathes in rain & it breathes out rust.

Look – here he comes, his bones are willow & he sings in birds. He rises in marsh, slips forwards by ripple & shiver. Between his tree-ribs birds flutter, then swoop ahead to settle, sing, quiver. His head is a raven’s, his eyes are wrens’ nests. By day from his throat fly finch & fire-crest & in anger he speaks only in swifts.

Look – here she comes, her skin is lichen & her flesh is moss & her bones are fungi, she breathes in spores & she moves by hyphae. She is a rock-breaker, a tree-speaker, a place-shaper, a world-maker.

Look – here they come, their eyes are hagstones & their words are shingle. They rise on the shore, rock-cored, flint beings, scattering chert to signal their passage, sending stones through time to foretell their seeings.

Look – here as comes, who exists only as likeness, moves as mist & also as metal, cannot be grasped or forced, is the strongest & strangest & youngest & oldest of all the five, slipping through trees, past houses, rolled by the wind at years each minute – rolled by the wind as if through time & in it.




it, he, she, they, as

All five know where they must go &

with what they must grapple &

where they must go is to the Green Chapel




Listen. Listen now. Listen to Ness.

Ness speaks. Ness speaks gull, speaks wave, speaks bracken & lapwing, speaks bullet, ruin, gale, deception.

Ness speaks pagoda, transmission, reception, Ness speaks pure mercury, utmost secret, swift current, rapid-fire.

Listen again. Listen back. Listen to the pasts of Ness. Listen inland to the long-gone wood, which rings with the cries of wildcat & brock, heorte & hind, doe & bocke, hare & fox, wild fowle with his flocke, patrich, pheasant hen & pheasant cock, with green & wild stub & stock.

Listen to the wrench of the door in the Centrifuge Dome. Listen to the rise of the still encroaching ocean. Listen to the silence of the merman who would not talk, e’en when tortured & hung up by his feete. Listen to the rumoured motion of the rumoured bodies on the rumoured shore.

Shut up & listen, though, will you? Really listen. What the fuck is that, coming from the Green Chapel?
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In the Green Chapel

I

The Armourer says:

Who will describe the Chapel’s design and position?

‘I,’ says The Engineer.

‘Ten tall thin crosses on the west wall, and ten on the east.

Five on the north – and the south wall is open.

Its status as a building of worship is unmistakable, so too the nature of its god.

Its roof is ferro-concrete and strikingly vaulted.

Its pillars are ferro-concrete and devoid of fluting.

Its architecture is a perfect marriage of function and form.

It lies close to the Centrifuge, close to the Armoury,

And its ruination is controlled.’

The Armourer says:

Who will describe the Chapel’s ornament and flourish?

‘I,’ says The Botanist, looking thoughtfully around.

‘Elder and bracken thrive on its outer walls.

Shingle fills the nave and the transept.

Gulls have built nests in our control panels, whose doors hang open, whose springs loll, whose dials tilt.

Its lichens and its mosses are fascinatingly many, though I will not detain you with their Linnaeans now.’

The Armourer says:

Do not. Tell me instead: is the Chapel fit for our purpose?

‘It is,’ says The Botanist.

The Armourer says:

Who will number the congregation?

‘I,’ says The Ornithologist, stepping forwards and bowing to The Armourer before speaking.

‘Our congregation numbers the gulls, the black-backs, who have travelled so very far to be here with us today.

Our congregation numbers the ghosts of those who worked here to make today possible, including the indentured Chinese labourers who kept grasshoppers in jars to remind them of home, and the German POWs who raised their voices in song.

Our congregation numbers the curlew and the brown hare, the fishermen, sailors and lighthouse keepers, the water deer, the foxes and the swaying valerian …’

The Armourer cuts across The Ornithologist, says:

Enough of your pieties. Who will take the service in the Chapel?

‘I will,’ says The Physicist, stepping forwards in his greatcoat, though curiously his feet make no noise on the shingle that increasingly fills the nave and the transept.

‘I intend in the service to speak only in equations, for they are the purest of utterances and they address only the world of matter, and they have no correlate or purchase in the sphere of politics and yet they possess a vast and calculable power to alter the world we inhabit.’

The Armourer says:

Physicists have long flattered themselves thus, and I see you continue the tradition. Nevertheless I thank you all for your work and preparation. We are ready to bring in the bomb to complete its trajectory.

The Engineer and The Physicist go into the narthex and wheel out of it a long green gurney, on which is laid a toothpaste-white finned missile a little longer than a man. WE-177A – for this is the missile’s name – is banded twice round with yellow and once round with red.

The Armourer says:

Let us sing ‘The Firing Song’.

They all begin to sing in a cracked chorus, and then further voices that do not seem to possess corresponding bodies join in with them:

‘Oh happy band of pilgrims, look upward to the skies

Where such a light affliction shall win so great a prize!

Song of the bomb, the arming song, the firing song …’
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It

It is Drift. Drift nears Ness. Drift is a world-shaper. Drift makes itself up as it goes along.

Drift loves lists. Drift is tide, gravity, storm, waves, wind, gyre & coastal aspect, among other things. Drift also acknowledges its debts to the plastics & fishing industries, & to the global capital flows that determine prevailing trade currents. Drift looks drastically disorganized to the untrained eye but is in fact a micro-manager of obsessive-compulsive tidiness. Drift’s favourite holiday destination is two tiny cove-beaches on the English south coast, one of which gathers right-handed gloves in its jetsam & the other of which gathers left-handed gloves in its jetsam.

Drift is consistently underestimated by those who encounter it. Drift is frequently seen as lacking any clear direction in life. Drift’s school reports repeatedly drew attention to its lack of commitment, its inability to settle on a single course of action. Weary careers advisers submitted Drift to the usual psychometric aptitude tests, which remarkably did not recommend that Drift become either a prison warden or a zookeeper, but nevertheless failed to conclude that Drift had a single clear path in life. Afloat on the job market, however, Drift began quietly to impress in its various workplaces with its skills of improvisational spontaneity, untiring gathering, its devotion to habitat creation & its ecumenical readiness to admit all-comers to its care.

Drift is highly discriminatory but wholly without prejudice.

Drift relishes equally the company of sea-coal, Lego Star Wars figures, barnacles & gull feathers. Drift is fully reconciled to the unattached life. Drift has been known to unite shoes with long-lost partners & more generally to matchmake wholly unlikely relationships, but also to be the cause of unnumbered break-ups. Drift speaks an unpretentious tongue, a mongrel patois pâté of this-&-that, bodged into anyoldcreole.

When you’re with Drift, time does really strange things. Drift is one of those friends who make sequence shiver, lay out odd things side by side, fully disassemble the normal for a while. Today with Drift is pre-Cambrian, today with Drift is Anthropocene.

Drift doesn’t really do time, though – Drift more does space.

Drift is always becoming. Drift has unbounded potential. Drift is unimaginably vast & if you had to describe Drift you would need a new kind of map & a new kind of language. The only end to Drift would be the end of the oceans, which in turn would be the end of the planet – & no one really wants that.

When you’re with Drift, space does really strange things. Drift is a hermit crab taking an Avon face-cream tub as its shell on a Pacific atoll. Drift is four hundred & thirty-four rusted steel fishing globe-floats in a single bay on a south-westerly island of the Lofoten archipelago. Drift is the wood out of which humans were first carved. Drift dislikes being made to represent anything, because Drift disapproves strongly of symbolism, allegory & indeed all systems of fungibility which devalue the glittering particularity of all that Drift makes. Drift is matter plus
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