It’s difficult with the weight of the riffle.
Leave it—under the oak.
Leave it for the salvage bloke
Let it lie bruised for a monument
Dispense the authenticated fragments to the faithful. 

(From In Parenthesis by David Jones)


The morning is damp. Across the room Mari inhales and then exhales. The long sweet breathes of a child floating in deep sleep. Even at this hour I can hear Gwen rustling downstairs. Her skirts scraping against the flagstone, the clunk of pots, the sharp intake of quiet breath when she catches her hand, her arm in the edge of the hearth. Even from upstairs I can see her purse her lips, examining the wound, carrying on. 
The mountain will roll over soon. The sun begin its climb bringing birdsong with it. My leg is aching, always worse on damp mornings. A dull ache that makes its way up through the upper leg and then into the groin. I struggle from the bed. My work will be slow today. Daniel said he will take the joinery at the higher levels. I can work from the floor. I know he is not skilled enough, not yet at least. I have no choice but to accept him, otherwise we will lose the Edwinsford and with it a good month’s wages. 
Reaching for my fathers stick I lift myself up from the mattress and pain shoots up my calf. My shirt is pressed and waiting on the chair along with trousers and boots I can just about still lase myself.
I attempt the stairs. 
“David Morgan, what have I told you!”
Gwen is immediately by my side. Her small frame, able to bear easily twice its own weight. Her right arm is around my back and grips the space under my shoulder blade. She guides me down the creaking staircase. Pulls out a chair with her free arm, seats me in it as she would a child. Straightens my jacket, dusts the shoulders. 
“Daniel better pull his weight today or I’ll have words with his mother.”
“He works hard Gwen. The boy is just 15.” 
“Well, if I hear you’ve been up a ladder I’ll have Mr Jones round here before you know it!” 
Her eyes are darting, fierce. But hidden behind them is genuine concern. Gwen is kind, but you would be a fool to cross her. For a nearly silent hour in the mornings, it is just the two of us. Children sleeping heavily upstairs. She is still the same young girl that could outrun any boy at school. The girl with a singing voice so beautiful even her humming can pierce a damp morning through. 
I glance down at my father’s mahogany stick leaning against the humble oak of the kitchen table. He was a man of sixty before he needed it. Here I am not yet 35 and hobbling like a pensioner.
“Self-pity will get you nowhere Mr Morgan.”
How does she do that, reading thoughts?
Placing a plate with oat bread and cheese on the table in front of me, she cups my face in her course and knowing hand just for a second, makes for the stairs. 
Eat up. You best be off.  

Leave it under the oak.
Leave it for the salvage bloke.
 
My leg is suddenly hot, the heat reaching up my thigh and into the groin. Trees about me are spinning, grabbing at men and boys as they run about like sheep let loose in panic, eyes wide with the horror of a lamb split from the ewe. I am on my back staring up at a sky that stretches towards all the places I cannot be. I am not sure when or how I got here. I am unsure if I still have my foot. I cannot feel it, only an ache that pulses louder by the minute. I must be bleeding. I could just stay here now. Allow the ground to swallow me, find rest. 
If you don’t move, you’re a dead man. If you don’t move, you’re a dead man. 
 
