HPEN2019 Writers World                                                                     Jane Manley

A Response to session 1  27.02.2021 – Georges Perec’s Literary experiment
Venue - Six Nations Rugby Match – Wales v England, Principality Stadium, Cardiff behind closed doors with roof shut
Date and Time – 27.02.2021 Kick Off 16.45 hrs

Prelude
White haze and red mist hover above the stadium as two nations wait
a dragon sits lonely in the stands 
breathing heavily as she glances across at the red roses

boy George venerates the sod with a private affirmation one hundred not out

fire reaches into the sky set lose from slender holding pens
fed by the smog of testosterone seeping from the offset tunnel

the Hs stand to attention 
safeguarding both ends of the pitch 
waiting waiting waiting
stark white simultaneously they menace and welcome

now inspection of the troops
silent and respectful as they judge the other side 
straight lines heads up shoulders back
their war chants are silent but seen in the faces
the camera intrudes into personal spaces 
intrusive unacceptable outside of this arena
anthems sung not sung words unknown
Alun sings loud and proud roaring his verses
as the flames illuminate his passion behind
cigarette cards tattooed on the screen
the faces I read but the rest hieroglyphics   
First Half 
(Accompanied by Braham’s Piano concerto number 2)

he whistles always he
like boys in the playground arms and legs in a blur
in the air on the ground and the in between places
are they liminal spaces

arcs drawn slice through the air
slashing through the molecules which bind our life source together
the trigonometry of play is continuously calculated 
as the ball is cwtched cocooned kicked and abused across the field
towards H and H who are still waiting
for the perfumed kiss of the leather as it takes flight over the bar

the suits look concerned frowns intensified by masks
who will lip read Eddie and Wayne’s profanities today
while the referee semaphores his intentions to all

the rucked Scunthorpe nurtured grass groans
where fallen bodies slide tearing roots from turf
and the dragon’s claw clutches at air
praying for the deserved resolution

again the camera bearing bird circles
above the fight
it presents paradigms but the rules for me
remain unknown



a dragon’s representative runs
now on pointe in dye soaked boots
the stain leached from the blood of a rose
jumps for the sky to claim his prize
surely an arabesque to make a dancer proud

the man boy is fast  
he falls to the ground with his love in hand over the line
his groomsmen caress and exclaim on his skill
as he grows in stature and confidence
the dragon’s H is ecstatic as the kicker 
adept at calculating pythagoras’s theorem 
feeds the open mouth before him

lines mutate unravel unfold and reform
toes kiss leather torn from the sky
manoeuvres replayed slowed down monotonous to me
and the other voyeurs who examine 
men trapped in the machine
free again and the sweat meanders into every crevice
mixed with blood dye chlorophyll
this noxious substance worn as boldly 
as the woad patterns of the ancestors

look at these men drawn from the power of mountains
they do-si-do together 
heel to toe
take your partners waltz across the grass
then destroy them as you liberate the ball
and repeat
and repeat again
run run run boy run man
no straight moves now
nature abhors a cliché
curve and swerve every time
confuse the dragons or roses 
with spirograph precision and cool

throw me down coos the number eleven
love me hate me 
but never ignore me
the quartered dragon in the stand
smiles

two lines are formed like an equal symbol seen from above
but they are not
see the scaffolding that is built then buckles
as he is offered to the sky
equality destroyed as the stolen ball 
is cradled in his arms as if a newborn

then

gods are addressed as he stands before the alter
a private dance a prayer to the shining wood bar
breathe now fill those lungs
step kick observe
this time his god is not appeased
as H denys the request
the rose wilts a little more

no dragon tears are shed
as the tide ebbs and flows
red and white symbiotic as a pink mist
the black mantled conductor
orchestrates
as Canute never could

on the screen a thirty number 
sudoku to be resolved
arms around necks
knees in a groin
while distorted jaws
grimace their silicone smiles

busy as a hive
with no queen to order the chaos
a scrum falls
my eyes shut nostrils wrinkle
with the smell of anaesthesia and pain

again they throw
head protectors sway like bluebells in the breeze
for a moment 
the tall single stemmed rose
dazzles with his beauty

forward 
dummy right now left
but today the rugby muses 
are capricious and laugh
such violence is balletic when slowed
by the powerful behind the monitor     
Half Time              
the big cold boys pontificate 
for cash
remembering past glories
and the home bar juries will deliver
their own verdicts
depending on which blood lines they adhere to

but always Nigel Owen will steal the show.

Second Half
(Accompanied by Beethoven’s Symphony Number 9)

another pause as the conductor halts play
all genuflect before him
shoulder to shoulder
as a small man throws the pearl
before them

a shout 
a dragon and rose can be seen reclining together 
just for a moment
as though lovers on the sand
the ruck mesmerises 
jewel coloured slippers are torn apart
from the silk string them binds them
they dissipate across the field of play

choose your enemy 
the one on the left please
slide forward then lie on the green
as it caresses thigh and arse 
skin blue with the weight of his sinew
glory remembered where the track marks show

familiar faces ground into the mud
only to rise as a phoenix
and always the black suits
chant in code
down the wire to invisible translators of note
the dragon’s flame singes the rose thorn

concentration now lost
I ponder aloud
will DHL deliver the next try
or will the velvet of Guinness seduce all
when at the bottom of the heap
can the rose smell the dove enhanced armpit 
of the beauteous Hardy
and will the children beg mammy 
to capture the bird to improve their game

a young dragon is smiling to himself
but the camera has seen whatever it was 
he got away with it this time
here come the fluorescent tenders of wounds 
real or imagined they do not discriminate
and the dragon’s breath wafts points over the bar again
a continuous buzzing from sideliners 
up and down mirroring the ball
as they hold flagged lances in hand denoting rank

for the love of all that is sacred
remove the kick predictors 
they offend 

dragons fly faster
even without the crowd
they are in their own kingdom
and the roses must bemoan the wrath of H
their offerings still diminished

slapped backs and shoulders
strapped thighs shins
wrists and heads
is it armour or deception
as the bruises bloom white and red

from the air the spectacle impresses
synchronized swimmers splashing in mud coloured sea
each begrudging the other space and ball
instructions shouted screamed whispered and signed
en masse the before vision of fragrant cleansers and potions
or the after of a man’s cologne

throw it to the lines again rosie
but the engineered Everest of men collapses
as a mine where the pit props have sheared
an opportunity lost as the oval orb tumbles away
the hero falls with a kick to the neck
but he rises straight up and on with the game
no footballers here 

the silent bellow from viewers unseen
vibrates through the cool welsh air

I do not understand the patterns or rules of this game
it is written in a language I cannot translate
so I read it as in an adopted tongue
writing words that complement the movement observed

that huddle of men moving along as a crab on the beach
wrapped together by biceps of tungsten
until the soft under belly is exposed as they roll 
a british iteration of the trojan’s horse
each face creased with concentration
as if a woman giving birth

the final unheard whistle is blown with gallic nonchalence 

it is ended 
the engagement over
flames reignite as the dragon triumphant 
scorches the earth with her flame
roses hold heads high
congratulations all round commiserations none
the miscellany of nationhood is confusing
choose your flag and take a stand
this is not a game
this is war


Wales 40   England 24
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