Ceilidh at the temple of Solomon

Homeless, the band

of Egyptian troubadours strikes up

-wards, rising high on

pillars; playing

to an audience 

of gargoyles and green 

-men amongst the gormless 

angels: fully fledged,

seraphim; all in adoration, save

the falling one, bound (head

-first) to hell in cords.

Here’s an invitation: 


“Take your partner for the dance



macabre”

The fiddler leads off a pavane,


playing largo and lazy:



‘The abbot and his wife 



bid fareweel to paradise’
One of the penny-whistle players takes it 


into a galliard, an after thought for a dance: 



‘The mason’s apron



splattered with blood’
Then the piper, alternating three-four and six


-eight measures (for good measure):



‘The bishop worships the 



looking-glass’
The rhythm-section: gittern, citteren, mandolin,


keep it all strung together; reels, jigs, quadrills:



‘Captain Wedderburn’s wooing of



the Earl of Rosslyn’s daughter’


‘Our Johnny’s breeches burst again



(The hoose is scarce o tatties)’


‘The hoary Knight glowers at 



his pretty red-haired page’
At one point, someone, perhaps the fife-and-drum


show-off, gets ‘Avarice’ confused with ‘Charity’


but nobody notices; the dance goes on 





and on







and


all that there is 

here, is human;

fertile and flawed.

So, we dance

the dance and sing the song

of songs, with our

multifarious melody,


stuttering rhythms,



incoherent harmonies.

Amongst birlin miracles 

and raucous revelations,

themes repeat, reverberate:


the Sulamite maid; 



the shepherd loon;




the fause knicht.

Calling for a Circassian Circle,

a king (blind-mad or

reckless) to take a sword

to split our infant

-ile constructions: 


“It’s a house and monument 


of idolatrie, and not ane place


for teiching the word”, 

Ranting John has received wisdom, 


“Hae it haille demolishit” 



It remains 

our inherited habitation, where 


we cannot separate the dragon


and the ash


tree, from the fruit 


and the fall;


the searching eagles 


and hoodie craws, from 


the olive-bearing dove;

congregating 

in the ceilidh, 

we can reclaim all the dances.
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