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Like all walls it was ambiguous, two-faced. What was inside it

and what was outside it depended on which side you were on.






- Ursula Le Guin, The Dispossessed

国破山河在  
The state defeated though mountains rivers remain

城春草木深
City walls with spring flowering and saplings overrun 





- Du Fu, 'Spring View' 

SCENE I. Elsinore. A platform before the castle. FRANCISCO at his 

post. Enter to him BERNARDO.

BERNARDO: Who's there?

FRANCISCO: Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold yourself.





- William Shakespeare, Hamlet
0 Introit
From here you gaze out to gaze in  Extend to intend; outwards and downwards  Horizontal and vertical, the axes and the vertices  Never on a level with the walls of Micklegard or Nanjing, on which two chariots might pass, nor of cuddled Lucca neither, where the citizens still stroll in gangs together, passeggiata  WHEELCHAIRS, PUSHCHAIRS AND DOGS ARE NOT PRACTICAL  Their Roman forebearers even lower, narrower, than these, though slow to decay once abandoned  Neglect, and then long desuetude, patch-ups, and the ignominy of being overheaped by a mere earthen palisade  Yet never completely forgot; these stump teeth busted two jack-hammers in succession on Coney Street one day in 1965  From the NE and NW sides of the surviving castrum sprang this medieval semi-circumlocation in stone, flung around the later outsprawl, to define and defend; a node, a crux  An almost-ouroboros thwarted by the Foss and Vale of York ur-swamp, unable to gulp its tail. How much simply for show, none can say  But presenting its five piercings, gatans radiating cinquefoil to gates set in the bars  Gah-thuhns  And so, as any porous border between differing concentrations of solute will, enforcing a transactional frequency; a flow to control, monitor, record, police  A ligature for compression, town's tourniquet, to inspissate and enrich  How so?  By the usual king's shill's shilling, market-pence, council murage, guilds' closed shop  Membrane that remembers  Above all, perhaps, a wic, emporium, a merchant's stockpile; bond, brand, stash and store  Peasant-sweat congealed as accrual, for re-sale, trade and speculation in drought, flood, fire or famine  As the grain-sheen runs fluid between fingers so these golden heaps, draca-hoards, reside more and more in the fist-grip of commodity even as ideas, styles, poems, project  And so radiating out and drawn tight in from it like a seine, the wake-web of sea-lanes and land-routes: Bergen, København, Tours, Ни́жний Но́вгород, Lyons, Lübeck, Riga
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1 Bootham Bar
First-born, first-built, the bruised arch arcs; its Norman zig-zags catch, are hatched with, powdery snow  Touch it: Boreas' crystal breath. Admire even, but wait a while out of this cold. Gaze down into the scuffed perspex window set in the floor of Bean & Gone Coffee; white-fingered, thaw out among the grease fumes, discerning magnesian limestone saxa quadrata of best Calcarian outcrop, standard size block-for-all-jobs (concrete core seized up over centuries), of the gatehouse of the porta principalis dextra  A frozen dig! Just here the main via exited the zone of the castra, stone upgrade of the wooden stockade kit chucked up by Petilius Cerialis and the Leg • IX • HISP to bring the benefits of imperium when Brigantes turned brigands  Now up steps to roam the walk-through room, its stuck portcullis a blind, leaving the one above it to confirm the Why here?  Being command of the Aldborough Catterick Vallum route N by NW, or 180° back along High Petergate's strait crooked lanes and the pale leviathan of the looming Minster drawn up on God's hook  Bootham for boothum i.e. of the Scandi stalls outwith the Bar and its postern tower, the Taas Indian White Horse Jax hair for men The Pub Formerly Known As The Lamb & Lion  Or Anglo Galmanlith, as in lith for stone, or stane?  So names, etymologies histories breed diverge words dilapidate and date, cors rupted as Giles to Gilly, like the wall's stained fabric LE  T  R  BY  L TT  Murus to immure: CHILL 4 KAZ 2024  The bartizans be pukka but the year of most recorded use of that word is 1819, eve of the neo-Gothic  Though traffic is now barred from the Bar, see the Ninth marching through it to vanish forever in the Caledonian mists and a Pictish Teutoberg, hear collaudantes aurora below in the close raised to the dawn  Precentor, the one who sings before 
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Galtres Forest grown up to the wall
Winter solstice fire burns through brume; a ragged orange; sunrise with a clear himmel climbing to its low zenith  Too cold for snow now
2 Robin Hood's Tower 
Up on the rampart then, let's head out along the allure, but none of your agger swagger here; hold on to your hats, careful for cat-ice, tracking the rampart deasil parallel to the sloppy line of Gillygate backs  By crenel-and-merlon, defence and attack doubling, begin the broken rondure, taking the corporate liberty of walking on the Walls, towards a corner that was called Frost, then Bawing as bowing, base coignage to crook them SE  A Roman right angle where Angles are elided  Bishop Eborius known at Arles 314 CE now just a term for void and the church built to dip in Edwin with his folk as part of Pope Gregory's master-plan all gone  Where did Alcuin's lofty walls and shining Alma Sophia surge from our brief Northumbrian dawn?  None knows or will ever  Hrofas sind gehrorene, hreorge torras  Too-torn heart of a fitful see, see; where no-one is free from fear  Respect, RIP Paulinus and Egbert and Ælberht's library under Wand that wonder of the West  Some matter ought to remain stuck in the muck  18' of black sponge, archaeology's Dark Ages Dark Matter between our level and the basilica where Constantine was proclaimed imperator once attributed to flood and dire apocalypse is now a cumulative humbler oblivion: skin eggshells parasite eggs worms seeds faeces chitin fish- flesh- fowl-bone leaf-mould dead dogs sodden timber beetle elytra rotten a democratic detritus  Not even palimpsest, just much of a mulchness: as dreg is ON for sedimentary my dear detectorist mire from myrr for bog dirt from drit for shit anagramatised and we know what they ate who did the dumping  Precious little or nowt of Lindum green at the turn into Janus' month, shivering
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the highe walkes   statues   Fish-Ponds pleasant



to all sences 
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Distinctions dissolve; jumbled dreck is a lens to focus their dailiness, not incoherent exactly but well shy of grandeur narratives  The archbishop's palace waits under it all and the Dean's grass apron withers  Loose your bow-string twang toward the greensward ho ho ho let's up and go
3 Pepperpot Turrets

In full view of Bayeux's mammoth breezy barn it has no name, no, nor shame neither: Tower #28, with more than a hint of the Viollet-le-Ducs, its disnified sentinels complete with pointy hattes and uselesse arrowe slittes  Enfilading fire on history, it's what you notice not what you see  Result, imitation as the sincerest form of battery, although the kids fresh from The Shoppe That Must Not Be Named will approve  Silly is also from gesoelig as blessed, happy?  Make your mind up time is always never  St John's on the left hand now, in red-black brick palatial, across treed Lord Mayor's unWalk, the grumbling ring-road  No promenading there, nor sign of the celebrated daffs yet in the longest dryest bit of the town ditch, though there may be the odd snowdrop peeping  The dip in the ramparts around here is the other take on makeover, another make of takeover, testimony to the blocked up gate, porta decumana as was, when Monk Bar was cut to replace it  Arteries of empire silt; trace this one via the via's cicatrice in Little Groves Lane just visible at this leafless time headed NE for Derventio or was it Delgovicia, a few sad pedes only before petering out; or back along Chapter House Street to the Treasurer's House  In the cellar of which, in 1953, young Harry Martindale, apprentice boiler-repairer, saw the most famous York ghost-host, XX of Severus's finest severed below the knees by ground level, marching in full gear in at one wall and out the other, and fell off his ladder  His ignorance, like incompletion, guaranteed credibility
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 ENTER AT OWNERS' DISCRETION
at Oglethorpe

An art nouveau plaque celebrates the completion of the broke perimeter, drily fingers Edwin Gray's trade-off of his wall portion for the mayoralty  Consider what of the past is private, what public, and poems will go between  Rowntrees nestlés beyond if you stretch to see it, quite the sweetener back in the day, with rail, but hardly at all now as the taxi-driver said, Buggers shrunk the Kit-Kats and it's been sold off anyhow 

4 Monk Bar
Lift the lid on Lithgate, munkr sans monks or maypole, a bar not angled to the castra-grid  The entire town's skewiff; Christian cardinal defiantly plonked on pagan ordinal sets it awry  Urbs of the cock-eyed look where nothing is head-on, every viewpoint pickerel, glancing, fugitive, owing to a mismatch that mimics the Ure or Ouse unable to make up its mind south or east and winding fosse of the oozy Foss  The fort angled itself with the ness, the lie of the land and faced the bridgehead rigidly, but the new gatans hopscotched among its rubble brosnað enta geweorc lying sidling meandering beside the grid  The deus genius loci bends, kink is king  As the churches align Romanly, another twist, as Goodramgate does in bending to the archway and out  Ten minutes to get its portcullis down, two weeks to get it back up, and now they've given over on that particular windlass, for all this is the four-square strongest and tallest tower - just ask the five statues atop of it, heaving down their Jacobean boulders  Escaped from its pair of little-eases, perhaps, a little worn, resisting forcible return, and eyeing The Keystones' NECK OIL £5 · INCH'S £3.50 or the ice house in its ramparted beer garden, a Georgian igloo of brick built to keep the cold in  Part of the Scream chain, open even if the Richard the Third Experience, for York's favourite king, has succumbed to long covid  Yet a Little Italy still with authentic gelato and bottega non oscura round the bend mutated to be preserved in time 
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NIGHTLY BILE BEANS
 Keep You     


   HEALTHY 
BRIGHT-EYED & SLIM 

Mules, wagons, drays, coaches, tumbrils, carts, conveyances of every stripe; plagues and trades immemorial, passing through, the murage of daily to-and-fro, Master Mason Thos. Pak's 4/- p.a. 1435, funding upkeep of the fabric and of fat bischoppes  Gnaw a capon, make for the Model Shop, give the elbow to Elbow Lane, stay fixed to flux  Great Peter's 216 cwt strikes nine, the arms' gold lions inset on Saint George's red cross glisten in rain, are rampant beside Edward Three's flagrant fleur-de-lys 
5 Harlot Hill Tower
The work of clarissimi still visible running alongside and in the hole and corner of the fort where it runs out; a jagged square pit toothed with stones, it devours the gaze directed downwards  Admire and leave, trace again the pomerium next Merchant Taylor's Hall, the traverse bending more SE at semi-circular bartizaned Tower #31, Harlot Hill, a name that will never sinfully empurple an estate agent's brochure, buddleia-plumed  Towers are also half-hexagonal, rectangular or irregular, most having cruciform arrow slits with oillets: one along Jewbury has musket loops  Embattled parapets pierced by arrow slits: another has corbelled string course  However much is reconstructed C13 in C19 the stone is the same: oolitic, licheneous, rain-planished, permianently laid 260 mya in the Zechstein Sea  Carious with vugs, drizzled and salted by magnesium-saturate until cream-yellow; crisp, but yields to quirk and tracer when freshly quarried, quick-hardening, though soft-weathering, its pocks and gougings attracting those agog for shot-holes or their simulacra  Foraminiferous, fossil-lite by leaching, but telling of a Great Extinction event just as the flags of Yorkstone the canal age floated here whisper of what drives the next  Endless round as a god in itself, no idoling here: WORK EAT SLEEP WORK EAT SLEEP BREED DIE
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     a thousand pieces
shattering!
Peer down again into the now-greened moat; is that the dip of the once-submerged leg-breaker?  First daffodils tentatively sway. From which lift the eyes to one of Vision For York's multistoreys, Sainsbury's, four bunkers of pure ugly proposed for the defence of the inner city from the internal combustion engine, in this case built over a medieval Jewish cemetery; all is reared on bones, although from High Jubbergate's particular hortus iudeorum, once with its own gardener, in use until the expulsion of 1290, many but by no means all ranked bodies were exhumed, rescued for reinterment before they sloshed the concrete in
6 Layerthorpe Postern and King's Fishpool
Terce in St Cuthbert's  Cloud-shadow chequering, dispersing; checked, sun-shotted  Nailwort, white-flowering, primroses, huddle in the lee of the wall  Near where Fairfax's army massed for assault before the city yielded following Marston, the North with it, to turn the War of the Three Kingdoms  The postern then picturesqued with time decays to be deliciously rendered in oils from the far bank of the Foss, with its bridge too, and a rustic cart, crossing, recorded before being swept away by improvers  The road to Layerthorpe, better term for York millefeuille with them, runs out; but the wall halts  All below was spreading waters damn Normans dammed; peristaltic bulge of King's Fishpool, 100 acres of stew, a liquid chase doubling as the city moat from Tang Hall Beck back to Dunningdykes  Rupture in the boundary, the frame of the mandorla broken, where no crepuscular syntax of snickelway and wynd could knit  Everything in and on and passing through crown property, fish, flesh, fowl  Swans to up, geese to gaggle, fish-dams, eel-traps, a wetland greenly burgeoning as the sun enters the Ram; spawn guarded by phragmites, bullrush, sentinel heronry, curtained by birch and osier 


Coins glint     
   as dace or carp -


    Fine = 100/- 
for dumping filth in Foss



         to the piscary
prejudicial


6d 
for fouling 
     our plebeian Ouse

There the grass snake basking or curled in hidden throes of ecdysis: from the securely treacherous shore venture deeper, where the wind cuffs the pool's dark pelt, stir tench, roach, barbel; the monarch's fancy in a pike's white meat, bearded catfish, anadromous sturgeon  The long retreat of kingly sway leaves it to neglect, silt, stink, plague And so if you can't beat 'em, join 'em  Have rubbish infill the pool, encourage the citizenry to cart ashes dung cabbage-stalks rocks bones old bedsteads lead pipes crocks rags rotten punk down Peasholme Green and dump it official; amnesty the nuisance, Go Flytipping By Ordure; and build on the result  In which vein, the Destructor and its great flue; until it, too, is another monument bayed by tarmac superstores glass steel galvanize
7 Red Tower
Bad ides vibes  Spring equinox looming  No Linen Manufactory, Smithy, Tannery, Gas Works as mapped by Captain Tucker, 1852, five feet to one statute mile, and every water-tank and box-pew detailed  So, continuing city now, swamp unwoven as the Navigation exits right, Foss Islands Road our cicerone: pass by emporia Waitrose Quick-Fit Plus Travis Perkins B & M Home Store, almost at the pace of the bogged-down traffic on the inner ring road doing all the torcing  Stare across where Hungate's rookery stank to high heaven or New Hierosolyma maisonettes modestly sit, descry the new luxury apartments. Community; shoes to Choos and back in 3 gens  And here no longer with its pale foot riverine, nor with parapetted flat head of lead since hipped, a stable when it had a gable, Brimstone House after its jutting jakes was effluent, finally grown useful as a food bank while Croft Farm Construction upkeep the appearances which are its tradition, it stands 
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    & blue apices      in the garden     shine   
Standout red because brick, after an original idea by Richard III, stolen along with the rest of his residue post-Bosworth, and specified as such to save on super-pricey stone and labour  At which the York tilers' guild, given the contract, instantly run into a demarcation dispute with the stonemasons  Neither will back down; but work proceeds  All of a sudden the tilers find their on-site tools are going missing or being broken  Then one of them, John Patrik, or Partrik, is murdered  Charges are swiftly brought against the city's master mason William Hyndley and his assistant, Christopher Horner, who are both arraigned  And equally swiftly acquitted (the Archbishop looks after his own)  A carve up?  Maybe  But point made  The very frogs in the cellar could sing you this song  A street is a gate, a gate is a bar, and a bar is a pub: but a tower is always a tower  All future work on the walls will be in stone and stone alone  'Red Tower isn't a place. Red Tower is a man'
8 Walmgate Bar 
Fossgate dips its toe in the Foss and rises as Walmgate in a foray beyond St Denys where were the canabae; east of the fortress, a salient fact to prosper out on a limb  A Viking limn ramparting from the limes to latest bar, its usp debouches E, the one and only intact barbican  Proud thermopylae to embrace besiegers, their shield-roofs frail against rocks, bolts, arrows, boiling piss, pitch and spears, standing or falling in slither of fear-sweat and sewage  One arm still sags after a botched Roundhead attempt to petard was moistly hoist, tunnelling across from JENNY'S FISH & CHIPS  In the born-again coffee shop above swear on a short black by the Bible stack or clamber up for a roof view; the road to Hull, burgher me, debarrers of Divine Right while York fawned and started to stagnate
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Not yet gentrified, a murmurous haunt of benefit cheques cashing in the mini-mart, of patrons of Chef Lu's over the way - but what does real mean to such a palimpcestic mish-mash, with its chamfered voussoirs and kick-out jambs, Tudor rear projection on Roman-Doric columns with pronounced enstasis, survivor of council schemes, bombardment from Lamel Hill and riots on behalf of one through treason piteously slaine and murdered to the great heavinesse of this Citie?  Provenance is always a hazard, genealogies are from both legionary and legendary founders, and any swerve can serve: King Ebraucus may prove as true as Lud or as Eborakon to Ptolemy, even if Eboracum is sealed by actual Constantine plus Platorius Nepos, just as adaptation by folk etymology to Eoforwīc, will issue as a silver one, palpable, pinned to a black velvet cap  Euerwich is possible  Long before which point Efrog is Jórvík in Gymreig, wild boar bay, in situ, seat of rex super Humbrensis Eírikr Blóðøx Haraldsson, the stain at Stainmore  And if Edweard cyng gret Tostig eorl and ealle mine þegenas on Eoferwicscire freondlice don't exactly match the current appelation it's the first mention of God's Own County
9 Tower #37

Just a no-mark twist to the wall, call it Spotted Cow Tower or Sky Blue View  Crease in an increasingly conflicted page, recto vs verso, it had in its sights Tuke's Retreat, i.m. Hannah Mills, whose inmates were not routinely chained, beaten, starved, put on show  For friends of Friends however impaired or afflicted must still be vessels of the divine, in patience and hope green as corydalis, fumewort or bird-in-a-bush; native to moist, shady habitats in Northern Europe and Asia; spring ephemeral; valued for its deeply-divided, ferny leaves and racemes of spurred tubular flowers; mauve, purple, red or white; dies down to its tuberous rootstock  As slum-flowers still bud blight and die unregarded
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Not failed Smilesian self-helpers nor Galton's genetic refuse the othered dark matter within walls, eternal provocations to charity  Among these, crammed survivors of An Gorta Mór, slaveys, zero-hours chicory-pickers, streetwalkers, assumed incorrigible their in casual-causal cycle of spree and letting each week limp in penitent and in pawn  Would you do better?  So paternalism gives good a measure, sheds tiers to set a plimsoll line for poverty  Little glory in an Empire that rules the waves but cannot flush its sewers; at least it can't or won't cant of hardworking families when its wages make poverty  Never a 1d on an omnibus ½d for a concert stamp for a letter to a child dolls sweets marbles New Earswick plaister for ancient pain, did it mar Marx? - but hey we'll see utopia; a loop of Rowntree as rowan also fends off their enchantment; red as the best thread tines its speed and the midden-steam shall drive redress yet  From the record: Spinster. One room. Parish relief. Seems ill for want of proper support. House as clean as a sick woman can make it. Shares a water-tap with 11 other houses and a closet with 3 others  Rent 2s; 13 families share another tap, the grating beneath which is used for the disposal of human excrement; by which it is partly blocked
10 Fishergate Bar
Attacked 2x yn the tyme of Henry 7 repaired ons but stoppid up sins the Communes burnid it again  The corpo give up on this wuss Yorkie Bar as a bad loss, brick it and brick it up  (Bar barred at the gates: it is a kind of solution)  But the scorched stones finally uncovered blush for betrayal as the chiseled mason's marks are clear-cut as yesterday  Item: 20 perches of 6 ells wall to be built from here to the Foss; the first builder's contract, to Thomas de Staunton  Q: When is a bar not a bar? A: When it's a boar
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   name noted
   a brief recovered outcry 
Such an embarrassment on the embrasure it defaults to a prison: a pest-hole for plague victims and lunaticks, low upon moist ground whereon venemous vermin doth breed, very darke and the stretts & beldyngs within the wallez as without ar clerly decayed  Do the walls keep epidemics out or keep the killing air within? To demolish or preserve? As York every century or other is poised, dithery with directions; guild protectionism self-frustrates, outfaced by the flexi-labour upstarts Leeds Wakefield Halifax; silting above the dam, standing water curdles green in this early summer heat and haze of ephemeridae   The times' upkeep annulled not so much by true inertia as an acquired taste for service, an urge to twist the melon of wealthy leisure  To be run as a colder Bath or become a biddable NORWICH, live on gratuity and forelocking, no more, no less; come over all Hanoverian  Pap and pop  Suck it up  The S words stab slash slay are forged into shares in The Plough and other grand inns  Scots wha hae threat no more, so fold up the Council of the North and unfold a whist table  Quadrille, sedan, and set out for the Races; Society is the thing, and let Carr devise frontages for the county town to grandstand itself  But below the limpid surface Fyssher is still fishy, will lock step with Albert and Peel as well as the George Streets, and The Phoenix pub overlooked at the barram will be born from the flames of an iron-puddler's, not those that enwreathe some soul Arabian tree
11 Fishergate Postern
A beefed-up successor to Talkan, a square twin sister to Bootham  Take steps to what's left of a discreet side arch posternam iuxta Scarlet Pit Here the waul ends, sliced by Picadilly, opposite a Wetherspoons  A slitted circular tower on the Travelodge feigns as if to ghost the lost castle but its brutalism lacks the inutile medieval intricacy 
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Ouse out the Dales

So many cynosures varnished in oils and vanished although York Eye survives - Shoemaker's Maison Dieu, castle gatehouse (now just a draw-bridge's vacant yawn) - a rotten tooth canibalised but never drawn, long outlasting Debtors' Prison or Female Gaol; its sad panopticon rose and dissolved and fell in centuried shade  Patchwork and spatchcock this jury-rigged townscape word-stone time-drowned as the yelping of dogs over butcher's offal once drowned out a priest's saws  Alternatively climb the spiral staircase: sponsor a stone, catch the clatter-echo of ghost-wings and dust-motes streaming down a beam, abîme, in a long-gone dovecote; mind's columbarium  Gaze down then on a small bed fellowship of Red Campion, Ragged Robin, Lungwort, Aaron's Rod, Rock Dandelion, Common Knapweed, Cowslip, Nightflowering Catchfly; outpost on a B-line insects may walk, fly, ooze, creep along  You arrest a cycle and the drum starts to spin asymmetrically, throes the machine, breaks it up  Cream on grey T.M. OXTOBY & SON • PAINTERS   PAPERHANGERS • DECORATORS embossed ghost sign in exquisite Art Nouveau script opposite: for in the compass of the vallum you see a thing or two; object and signifier slowly break apart  As Baines's History, Directory and Gazetteer drizzles antiquarian relish over Mucky Peg Yard, Old Racket, Little Shambles, St Crux, Pudding Holes, Mint Yard, Whip-Ma-Whop-Ma-Gate, even quaint is not itself: there's generic Grape Lane from Gropecunt, and I did once spy a squatting form extruding groaning a great steaming brown barnaby halfway up Mad Alice Lane
12 Clifford's Tower
Sword-might morphs into legal, so much lighter on the pocket and conscience  Assizes, gaols, Governor's House and stabling for the three-legged mare; trade up ripped-out entrails for entails, grounds for the overawed crowds  The theatre of justice seen to be performed to be done 
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Its mound slides under a stone keep, heaped to take a wooden one; an arx so long all in ruine De Clifford's arms on the castle, coronet, wyverns and DESORMAIS, no defence for his gibbetted corpse  Heads Spiked Here: tragic Aske's, less gilt-heavy than Richard Oc-et-No's, crowned to Jew-massacre in London; King's Lynn, Stamford, Lincoln, a necklace of fires running north Mal Beast in hock to Aaron surfing Third Crusade fervour, backed by chain-mails (Them thieving our avoirdupoids! Hep hep eyup!)  Austere grinding of the poor switch anger to scaped goat and loose a mob  Breck OE a breach or gap in which a farrago of populist goading sits and titters and shits commonsensical bigotry  Taking your women, your work.  Saracens.  Jews.  They all piss in the same pot. Ours. Red meat to slake red walls as the poor Hebrews seek refuge a-tremble up on the mound: some hope  Besieged by kittim, desperate, panic and rabbi Yom Tov urge to a York Masada, mass mercy-murder  Josce immolates Anna, his wife, then their two children; other fathers do likewise, to be double-hacked after by Yom Tov and Josce  Yom Tov sees to Josce then himself after first torching the citadel  But there are survivors, who surrender next morning, clutching amnesty sick to convert  The mob tears them all to pieces, howling its glee  No survivors. Four lords count up their spoil  And so in time the fabric slumps, splits, is blown up. Its tump is rabbit-riddled, a Leaning Tower dwindling to a gigantic garden folly, the old gory  Bits periodically carted off for lime-burning or a cockpit at The Old Star on Stonegate  But the die rolls on to a mint new-minted  Queue here for tour  Immersive soundscapes  English  Heritage 

13 Castlegate Postern
Site of only: a post posthumous since 1827  Spaciously sidelined now by a floral traffic island, traffic skirling to hop-skip the Foss the Ouse; O go!


[Round-headed archway    ca. 16' x 11' 



3-storey flanking D-shaped
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hipped roof]


   as resident geese 

   waddle by
Castlegate shadowed in walls once opens onto Tower Street and Ali G's 29 States COSGRIFF & SONS Sourdough are roughly its site Beyond Bishopsgate Street St George's Fields occupied the peninsula between the two confluencing rivers Foss crossed by a famed Blue Bridge poppy-beset and ubi sunt the green where linen was laid to bleach and dry or fairs held? Wæron Þa baÞu Þær?  All beyond Skeldergate Bridge across to Foss Basin is severed and that shrunk remnant Tower Gardens is a dry dirt quincunx saltired by paths, sloping scruffily to the water  Joggers, dog-walkers, cyclists, tourists, and students criss-cross, sure, the drunks bench grateful in the sun, but still it's an ill transit if not a sick one  A moat once hugged the mound Browney Dyke ran free Castle Mill clacked and groaned on the dam and latterly a glass factory glowered opposite, barges rising and sinking in the lock  Despite all which change, a relict length of wall survives, tree-hidden, low and fugitive, too short to be improved by the Victorians, steals to the river's edge  A plaque to Ann Frank, her niemandsrose now lost  The mossed ashlar blocks seclude a Regency terrace with foxglove gardens, pedestrian access only: early June greens, shady, dead-ended  City of surgeons, opticals, architects, booksellers; Francis Drake as antiquarian, no sea-dog he  Far cry from the miseries and splendour of the county corporate zenith, the North's powerhouse of guild mercantilist gung-ho the invading Scots tax riots  From history into stillness: be and be hold  Genteel demeanours and scrupulous tones, a century of gentry meditation and market gardening  You may ask the Garlic Mustard, Jack-by-the-Hedge and cranny-grown Ivy Leaved Toadflax, lips yellow-edged pink, Mother of Thousands, wired to the wall by capillaries, for more; but they all will stay schtumm 
14 Davy Tower and Postern


Name     
 first noted  
early C14
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of etymology 
        dubious


solstice blank
this equipoise 
  of light



To do sext chant east, on either hand the Knights Templars and a Friars Minors paradisus claustralis, gardens that sweeten the air amid the stench and cherished huddle of even the most crowded towns  One anchor-end of the boom chains slung across Ouse for protection and passage-money collection  Hulks and cogs imagine it and the knarrs wherries lighters of more flare than tumblehome nosing up Foss below the wall  Which ends here in dignity of a Georgian brick summer house plonked on the old tower stump and a postern to replace an ancient wooden mansion-of-ease, Sugar House  A perpetually flooding frontage, black-ooze-besmeared, so we'll call it a pied à l'eau - each record inundation marked in the bar of The King's Arms up King's Staith where one nearly danced on the ceiling in 2000  Same for the Esplanade, the fluvium being squeezed over centuries as the city built up to and into it Crusoe's place of embarkation maybe on a quay where Butcher Cumberland's house had yet to rise  Depend upon it depending from it anyway you may espy under Skeldergate Bridge the delights of New Walk, originally levelled and lined with elms and limes for constitutionals  Hedged in its first Hanoverian iteration beside the flow that breaks our irregular circle and would descant on that secant  As in: a promenade that ruptures stony fixity may expose its pretensions, but as linear non-repeatability is itself frozen contra the current of circular recurrence  Got that?  Uniquity slicing the eternal round of cycle heaven its unresolveable arrow both being and becoming a skewer thorough the heart  But let other towns in the kingdom run before us in hurry of business, there is no place out of London so elegant to live in all neo-Palladian with Corinthian columns and Egyptian ornament as at the Assembly Rooms Smyrnium olesantrum flourishing, horse parsley of Alexandria, celery-like; umbels of small green seeds, and other Roman gifts  As is the fashion of containers old buildings and ways may serve to hold a new dream
15 Crane Tower and Skeldergate Postern 
Thus goeth the waul from the ripe of Ouse of the est part of this cite to Skeldergate's k slippy to shield or shelf, Norse warrior-trader oscillation
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       faded


 stub last sighted 

ca. 1860
But a different kettling of fish is Hyngbrigg with its arch cracked when widened by one archbishop to take his Jacobean swagger-coach and its proposed demolition by the corpo in 1807 contested by another because it inhibited his collection of Fair tolls  Who won the case and flourish-signed it Ebor but promptly died and so down went tower and yards of wall and all - and so provoked the big pushback, riding the new Gothick  wave  For is tearing down antiquity agreeable they opined merely to entitle Speculation & Folly, Dissipation & Cant, to ride four abreast just that much more conveniently between the raceground & execution yard no doubt with billet-doux snuff and scented kerchief, chief, to hand?  As ever the whip of counter-revolution drives on the revolution, like a top, in reaction against Empire style, because fear of Boney renders it baloney and gives the taste for native trefoiliage a shot of steroids  Old embattled walls having fewer charms than new bridewells and county gaols they taunt those attributed desirous to be thought good levellers, in anti-anti-aristo terminology - and so put on the back foot have them suddenly spluttering a no-yeah-no intention of removing walls, gates or towers of the city, never  The positivist spirit will return goes around comes around that old triad  Though neither would know what to do with Anne Middleton's alms, e'en so a barbarous stile has forever split civic enlightenment - the improving sheep from the aesthete goats - and the playing field is levelled indeed upon the plat-form of the wall  Which is this very year paved with brick and made commodious for walking on for all town-dwellers welcomes visitors for near a mile together: having an agreeable prospect of both town and country from them might, like those of Chester, be carried quite round the city  
16 Old Baile Hill 

We interrupt this stroll to slip thro railings onto a rise twinned with that across the river, its crown of trees planted for C18 leisure failing to conceal its scope of power, and not so old it mocks a search for it in the ancientest deeds as VETUS BALLIUM  Where town kids built a wigwam in lockdown, the one place left to runne free
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      blood

yes, blood red

To forestall sly Dano-Saxon infilling one of Eorforwic's seven shires was razed by the no-men Normans, but so casually the other six oops were too  Reaction revolt repulse, the old cycle Ground elder, devil's guts, rhizomic and seeding  Only for Swein to show up with his heavies So Morcar, Edwin, Siward, Maerleswein thegns get to go again and this time butcher castellan and garrison  Such that Guillaume le Bâtarde (OFr bastart, as in fils de bast son of the packsaddle) swears vengeance by the splendour of God no less  Bribes Swein to skedaddle, has the Baile back up in eight days flat: seizes his terrortory to beast an enema to the enemy within L'homme armé tank gunship F-351 ensure that if the hoi polloi won't spaniel to their overlords they'll be sullenly obedient for X generations, nightmares thickly seeded as Symeon's lament the crorpses rot for no-one survived to cover them with earth  Or, greaves set aside, command pens to hammer out his Hammurabi 1000 eyes for an eye 1000 teeth for a tooth  Imperial Measure of collective punishment and gauzier are the bitterest strips to bind knights' wounds  Hard choices to be made say push the envelope of starvation torture live disembowelling displays viol mass graves and no masses said over the écorchement  Harrowing is husbandry of words too for the leaner, fitter harvest vitally needed to secure all our futures  What price now the corpulent conqueror's deathbed regerets recorded by Orderic Vitalis for his fury of a raging lion in cruelly oppressing high and low, young and old, especially in Yorkshire; no more, friend, than the spittle required to make this ink run
17 Bitchdaughter Tower

Even at this furthest point the slightest on-tip-toe-in-the-attic view of the Minster will jack up property values - its stump sans spire and millennia + of pride before a faull a reminder that this sector was in archbishopal custody  So Bishophill > Bitchhill > Biche + doughter, woken from its OF bedchambre  If not a Yes sir the name is No slur  Yet always doubt a redoubt: as nightmare hangs over any prison, as we hang this hard right
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After late intestine brawls the new taste for ruines shoots like loosestrife on a bomb-crater  A social order recently assured of its dispensation will not only fetishise Golden Means but take to modelling danger, and toy with its old terrors  A pharmakon darkness is the just ice they devised to whistle through skate over such fears in bravado and flaunted balance  Takes archaeology as its first cousin, equilibrium as its librium  Discordancy is to be burked and sublimated Reason to be chearfull refuses to accept natural events with the dumb grace of savage ages and displaces the power of myth into every crevice of the urbs  City once softened by sacrifice wrapped in a white robe of churches and masyndews but you see that stumble as Melton leads his scratch army to slaughter at Myton, cut to tam o'shanter-ribbons crossing the Swale, a right old bish-bash-bosh  Do the Means always lead to means-ends and charity by subscription plus superscript?  Or is it presumptuous to detect it in Speed's first Yorke map, which abstracts the rough roundel to glow like the Rose Window, or Keepe's first guide to walking it? Hunt the Tansy Beetle, it's in decline  Green satin sheen  Compassing the mass via measure and leisure, as muremaster yields to Common Husband to CYC Asset Engineer  Skeletal history as the history of skeletons  There is no return, no rescue, no restitution; necessity's virtue, like Clementhorpe presenting its vista to us, from Saint Clement, patron of sailors, who dropped faith's anchor in the Black Sea when they lashed him to one
18 Victoria Bar, or Lounelith
Eliza left us A first bare foot in the Slope that will spiral ever upwards No bereftness there, no trauma-source required, a child's daily whippings don't cut it  Accept: and on  The origin of self-colloquy not a spur or sigh of indrawn breath as prelude or to prepare: no in-spiration  The magnetic north of her inclining is compassed complete as this black-clad clarity; to confound by calmly fronting autogenesis, rise uniformly clear ex nihilo  Con sealed words for all whose words were silenced; the discipline of the morning star to rise at five to practice the flute Greek algebra French
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Dark foliage treed and shady quiet even at lunch-hour these streets the other side of the wall from roaring Nunnery and fancy-dan Bishy Roads Behind the bar for a queen who could not credit it, this I love, & only love, the fairer sex & thus beloved by them in turn, my heart revolts from any other  Entanglement of lanes, embalmed crypt, a code easy to be astray in, as in a neat hand for Mariana Isabella Anne  A nameless tie in that soft intercourse which blends us into one  Citizen of a new mind that under mines the raw small-town son who wheels and deals to confound their bully preserves, men who burn you and your wife in effigy  As Halifax to Paris has this fulcrum: York  Beginnings, ends; a pickled foetus a woman's severed head for Cuvier anatomies aswarm with lice you singe off to saw the skull, part the curd-white brain-whorls in jus-glisten: seize the nerve to understand just this: how understanding may be possible is to break the taboo of a fixed orbit  Ascent as assent in that sacrament in Holy Trinity ANNE 4 ANNE and on to the conquest of Vignemale and Mont Perdu  As buddleia, beautiful enemy of the wall, for the sipping bee-mouth, a cascade made through Cunnery Wood or the servant's tunnel-passage to the Shibden buttery  Wants manning more than anyone can manage, ticked away so wantonly  Like Icarus, but I have not fallen so far: her dying gaze still fixed on the snows of Ararat
19 Sadler Tower

Semi-circular D  Battered base of mid-C13 type  To your left the sporadic revelries of Victoria Vaults, aromatic-breath'd Shahi Tandoor, and the Trafalgar - deadlighted but still hanging out its ships of the line  Proceed and the proceeds; empire and its dire-dear outcomes rippling from stone walls as wooden, then in sick-rich reflux; a sweet tooth slavish for blood-sugars that fire revolution and sop home revolt, if not revulsion  Easier to imagine the end of the world, unless Margaret Clitheroe's mummy mano in the Bar Convent indicates a Mene mene tekel upharsin to the 4x4s parking like the stone-weights pressed to crack-gasp her sternum   as the invisible hand    oppresses all force-fed its debt to kill uprisings, hope
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Yet view it also through the lens of the Devensian, at the wrong end of the telescope, the ice sheet halted ca. 12k ya just south, so many millions-tonned as to depress the Vale; glacial lobes racing to the Dimlington limit near Wroot over deformable lacustrine sediments of low basal shear stress before wasting back to deposit the Escrick, York and Flaxby-Tollerton moraines, impound the proglacial meltwater remnants of Lake Humber in looped, esker-belt glitterings  Such lithostratigraphy as would enthral William 'Strata' Smith had he known of such Quaternary doings, spurned by the Royal Geological Society as a working man, occluded under layers of class, robbed of his 23-banded map, a Jacob's coat palette of green sand, cornbrash, fuller's earth, lias blue, ditto white, London clay  The original deep time reader, from childhood cogitation on pundibs and poundstones, fossil-fossicker, he arrived at faunal succession  But better heads heard him here, acknowledged a Waterloo of earth's secrets, not to mention the coal measures hid in her skirts  And here the Museum rose too as his ovation, before the metropolitan rock-snobs' belated amends, in humble certainty of faith: I have left off puzzling about the origin of Strata and content myself with knowing that it is so 
20 Mickelgate Bar

A place to celebrate, yes - but not lose your head, or it will roll  Terminus of the Rudgate dog-leg of the Great North Road  So fate must knock at this gate resounding as Dardan or Timbria, Troien or Antenorides, for its ingress  Chancery Exchequer and Parliaments thread its needle, budged north, logistical for the Angevin front line  Power seethes, expands; withdraws, is scotched  Rieving lands grieve and bleed Collapses richly in ritual, musick and masque, a boy king's ceremonial sword tendered hilt-first to be touched without, surrendered and kept point à bas for the duration  Still cuts to the cold cuts, capitus kaput of duke Richard with its parchment coronet spiked on Margaret's gloat: let York over look York  Revenge rebrand recirculate; managers infight secretly by preference but will outsource it to you if they can't and slam the lid back on hard after
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Glimpse it, a reflex in Richard's gelid gaze when his Edward beat Henry at Towton and took his dad's head down to replace it with a Lancastrian dozen, the Edward whose brother was the other Richard beaten at Bosworth by another Henry who tied the knot with Richard's neice in the Minster uniting their Shaky Houses  The saddest spectacle that e'er I viewed; at it like toads in a sack, as my brother would say  And so rare as it is strange and high to such a curious strong work was the clemency of roundhead  Fairfax who kept his after the crushing of kingly reaction, allowing to march thorough the 12C arch (Roman coffins of coarse sandstone incorporate) the royalist army with drums and banners on high surrendering after the siege was lifted  The humiliation of not being worth humiliating it may be, but apt if so to Rhine's bravos and bullingdons; and rarer still the interdict on his own grim troopers' rapine and plunder to spare the Minster glass and city fabricke  To win to lose dispassionately in cool ardour gain or cede the North of every heart with its massy staples and corresponsive and fulfilling bolts
21 Toft's Tower

For insofar as this place had capitality something of the court stuck, a stück caught: it had been a Dresden, Antwerp, Padua, Luoyang, Czernopol, Odessa, none of yer Brummagem (where?)  Cartimandua's burial site maybe HQ of Dux Brittaniarum deffo Heptarchy's 京 London-on-Ouse Seat of the Council of the North heart of the Danelaw: a law unto itself  As King's Tofts once designated it, the administrative nerve steeped in vinegar of events, although the messuage delivered by that OE or ME toft is as homely as homestead  Steeped in the lees of its princely leases, auratic beyond the ruins and upcycled barracks, palace, court, gaol, mint, moot, and their flying buttresses  For nearby the walls of the transfluvial colonia set out, the mosaic law of intertissue glimmers under the ramparts still, as it metastasised beyond pure muscle; soft enceinte of a show-town peopled by traders translators pensioned-off legionaries; the imperium defanged beribboned as lux civitas et pax
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Even so a city, spinning beyond surveille, dog among the furies of idiocy  A hem, to interject, as much as a node or diode; to grant power full sway and suasion is to capitulate and adorn  O why endorse it at power's own bent word?  Iron, but velvet also, is laid down jazzy, and not eternally with a lotos-eaten nap or flock mildewed by compliance, not always an outliar genuflecting at compline's summons to merely complain  There is rest and there is rust to eat armour as the cut worm may forgive but will continue to devour and the undeniable feel of a Liberty, this sinistra side with the city's one breezy rise, where force may peter out  Art as entrism will find some way, meh  As overlooking Pageant Green a space of muster swine-mart trial by combat glimpse the guild plays' charismatic memory: Restharrow Herb Robert Selfheal  life as pilgrimage plus carnival's safety-valve, yet works of mercy on wagon stages girdle to stations along the stony round, to renovate our chances as our chancres
22 Hudson's Arches
An old tale: the youngest son, an apprentice, marries the boss's daughter  Builds up the business, counterjumps noblesse, presses aldermanic flesh  Dissenter to High Church Tory backflip as a finishing touch - I wanna be elected. Textbook  But that's just the start  Next, suborn a Stephenson, max your assets, seize and be seized by mania - suddenly the city is the levelled up hub of a new North  Scolecophidian hiss of steam, coiled in grease  Nexus and plexus of modernity, air condenses into solid, spokes filiate radiate silverly outwards as surpluses plait and fishplate syzygies  London, Edinburgh, Leeds, iron-linked  Carlyle's big swollen gambler, Railway Cyng, he breaks the stagnant pie-crust of centuries, pierces the stone swaddling-bands, station not stationary  Signs taken for wonders  Shunt in, back out; circulate!  Blood capital in its hero hour far surpasses pyramids, ziggurats and aqueducts  No gold about his pennyroyals; it's wage-squeeze and shakedown from the get-go  But how much he is its Fat Controller, how much it is his, through that dark mirror is unknown  
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Unlimitedly liable, one done deal can do for you  And so, the predictable over-reach; wing-wax softened by the fires of book-cooking, magic money trees aflame, dire ruin and combustion hurled to merdled exile  Even the Tussaud's effigy is melted down in the fires of disgrace  Still, only the magisterial curve of Prosser's barrel vault, a glassine Minster-monster of the steam age, torqued to accommodate the city's own bent, could constitute his true memorial  Where Dominicans had lent a heavy knee see sightseers alight  Soapey Sponge chuffs up NER for the hunt, reconciled  Give me convenience or give me death!  And lordly Hudson still keeps honorably silent about his fellow-thieves, though their stillettos still thicketted in his back  The city applies damnatio memoriae, guiltily making up decades on in a rash of streets, terraces, buildings, plaques  His body returns by rail the only way it could, and all the bells rang out

23 Barker Tower or North Street Postern

Hurrying along now, past Ghost Bus Tours the crowds curdling below crocodiles of schoolkids Geordie hen parties gaudy racegoers  Cholera Burial Ground under, Leeman's statue beyond, and now we draw a clear bede on the Minster risen across the river  Tread softly on WWII hero and shero dreams in shelters bored into the ramparts at Old Station Yard baring the colonia walls for the first time, the archaeologist given minutes to appraise the remains Don't you know there's war on, sonny? Followed by Baedeker raid beastliness  Double arches again to vault the A1036 as it forks its tongue plus the tall pale obelisk to fallen railway workers on the bend below as we slope down past The Grand and Krunchy's Sandwich Bar at the jostled crossing on the corner of dull rouge Rougier Street and buses swing by - even if The Maltings uplifts in its dip below the bridge - until the Aviva building stares blank and gigantic near the brink  In sure and certain hope that scare-prophets may some day weigh not a grain or scruple contemplate that shy blue plaque and memorial water pump with detached handle laid gently by in North Street Garden - although it doesn't take a coal-yard labourer's son who saved worlds of the poor from plague to put an Oftwat or a Hancack to shame
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First frosts White Campion Yellow Rattle Rough Hawkbite a bouquet for the poised equinox  Our waul once caterwauled as a song of sixpence running with a Tannery Row in parallax as oak bark, carted through the postern gate, steeped hides in stench vats to name Barkertowre  Circular on plan coolie-hat roof broken by a barge-boarded gable with single-light attic window in quoined opening at the water of Ouse  Where lived Keeper of the Chain, John de Poynton, or was leased to ferrymen, even to a Jennet Collynwood, to row the sick over to St Leonard's a mortuary too for the river-drowned in the decades after the arrival of the bridge, as now The Perky Peacock struts up, all cosy with rugs and sofas
24 Lendal Tower

Intermittent zigzags of bats skittering vespertine in the dusk  Dark clots, starts to leak from trees buildings riverbanks; between these thickening forms the river itself scribbles gleams of the ebbing day  As Lendal is a dwindling to Leon Lenny Len prisoners' intercessor; of his house of pity, the undercroft fragments straggle along the delimit  And this grete towre with a chain of yron to cast over the Owse once squared up as a Water Tower with brobdignagian cistern and Smeaton beam engine, Industry in a Medieval chrysalis with 1920s Jacobean panelling now a character let  Expanded-curtalled eddy fice it gazes over cod crenellations at the river-sliced city: up along Manor Shore and across at the Rowing Club slipway and upturned sculls; downstream, squinting, at the sheer backs of Revolution, City Screen, Guildhall, the facing shore echoing their revels  Chillier, as the boats for the UK's dullest river cruise with their Yorkshire names, Captain James Cook, are winched up out of season under the glowing windows of River House's PizzaExpress: Our Open Decks Allow You To Gain Panoramic Views Sightseeing Dining And Much More! This closed stretch of wall is interruptus at the Victorian Gothic lodge and gates of Museum Gardens where Shed Seven rang out soo anthemic in summer, true sons of spirited barbarism begins at home skirl one of the best-ever of the Beatles-cover-band-Oasis cover bands 
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     again again 
Worked out of the tissue of desire and dream nature became measure with a momentum hard to resist  In the city's claim to Ainsty in the acres selions weapontaks hundreds oxgangs messuages Þriðjungr curacles tofts serjeanties hides  All to soke the peasant good  And whether gifted into gratitude, and however holy poverty is, is beside the sword-point of collection held to the throat - albeit it is snapt off and laid athwart Constantine's sword it honeys extortion's pains with heaven  Bequest as power a gratifying warmth about the heart, in the next world as in this 
25 Multangular Tower (Elrondyng)
Still the most substantiating Roman stumped up in the gloaming  Red stripe of tiles to bind inner // and outer  // bonding coarse and bright a miniature auguraculum predicting our variegated scape: of lovely dark brick limestone glow fluted pilasters palmette leaf capitols snowcemed daub oak beams quaker-grey concrete fillet with dentils  Of a confection of skinny hagae that viking out behind street fronts - patched workshops for e.g. brewing smithy storage sties coops video gaming orchards  Such ínventories don't invént, but do convey excitements of the eye, a sithee seethe offered by the propriocentri city  Nor does that imply that every grassy coign must graze its cash cow - a clock golf course here would be to croquet a lawn within Stonehenge or squash courts against Hadrian's Wall and commit maltkiln  Well, let the boys be presented with praises of hevenes lord they will be digging foxes out of holes or following the fleeting courses of hares even as muremasters know their duties to keep the king's walls clene & honest without ramell breese & scrubs growing in & of the same: this to and fro won't ever much alter  But if you could scramble its height you may still see to where John Goodricke, 19, some wachet auf the skies went on out of sound into the everlasting silences the speaking fires  Sourd but deep-oiled and never soured by his fever-deafness; I never heard of any star varying so quickly in its brightness it was no illusion no defect of the eyes or bad air and undue diligence charted the change of the bright star set in the Head of Medusa, its languid pulse
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       β Persei

     an occluded body
Unaccountable for otherwise than by interposition of a body revolving and eclipsing Algol, or turning itself covered in dark matter periodically towards the earth  As like a sun his medal glowed just days before brotherhood with Maskelyne and Herschel arrived to catch his wretched sick transit out late in our northern cold; having catalogued β Lyrae δ Cephei to be likewise occulted staring up at the always same stars again
26 Anglian Tower 
Buildings speak and act no less than inhibitants, especially those so misnomered   For this stump of oolitic limestone from the Howardian Hills, not Calcaria's standard milk of magnesian, was angled to bung a Caesar-hole where the Picts blew in, no later  Chance-revealed by a burrow through the ramparts to link a stable and garden, its significance long subtended  In such gaps unstable tongues may clack, may tell how power clings on and then abandons its weakest charges  But is it always a good to be prised from the centre some will ask  Freedom rules and regs guild a lily of charity yet they contradict their terms in time, ossify, grotesquerie softened to the picturesquewiff  New content means new forms which is why revolutionaries never make revolutions, easily as we have almost accomplished ours  The city has bust open and scatters its complex organs over the landscape, demagnetized  Uprisings happen, inevitably, torqued into place and the real trick is to enter and shape their floe  What's in a name, the Ure becomes the Ouse, and express men mailed in balaclavas or phrygian caps do not scooter up and down at the drop of a red hat or a hat red - that's a right old fable, a shimmerer of the MSM rags  It's structure as stricture, and must mean the many groats against the few greats  And this is opposition lost and found over and ova, alas attended by stifficates of armour and attack - almayn revetts, halberts, murdors, drakes, sakers  Hu seo Þrag gewat, genap under nihthelm the tragedy of taking any step at all when, behind the crumbling stone, monumints  of a new economy, our own minds' walls do not seem to fall and knuckles drag out seem to hijack our resistanz for their resentiment
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The built virement unites knower and known  Stones talk sources  Flash joy of it, a quick shear of fellow ship from a felloe to break the mandorla frame, an eye that lets fall a tear; a ruptured edge is to lean on  Enlarging the mind it stops us falling over: stops us from walking through walls  
27  St Mary's Abbey Wall, Gatehouse and Tower 
But to digress a curtain wall initially with no military function used to edge the Manor Shore to Marygate Landing Tower, along where Dame Judi Dench Walk runs past the houseboats, pulled down around 1710  Imagine an approximate reversed         bulged around abbey and abbey church  Bettered with towers by a jittery sacrist, you must up your defence spending, gatehouse over an old herepath, and a church enclosed in the wall: murus petrinus incipiens ab ecclesia Sancti Olaui  A thin skin, & so it was that a battery against the mannor wall that lyed to the orchard throws down [a] peice of the Wall swiftly made up with earth & sods this happned that morning of Trinity Sunday, 16 June 1644, att noone the same day a mine under Mary-gate tower was exploded killing many & destroying records  Capt. Dawson with his Covenanters entered not notifying his superiors & was cut off after a skirmish in the orchard & bowling green & the incursion failed  Next day cries of 'Help' & 'Water, water' came from the ruines of the towr but they were only able to dig out two people alive & one corpse before attacks prevented them & they were compelled to leave many poore distressed ones dying in the dust  Imagine but imagine and metaphorize too against these bad swellings ancient Anne Ward enceinte and delivering Tristram despite Yorick's sending his man-midwife off for a Burton, the sloppiest of slanders; for a man may labour a digression but not digress a labour  The sweetness of a breast-fed book and mother and baby home here may come forth from the strong of a Monte Carlo triumph, even though that derring-do genius-bred-of-danger meme tries to look no father than a falling apple that couldn't be a charlotte or any other mother of invention decried as nesh or naish; shove that in your briar and smoke it out, they suggest  
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there?

Whirligigs bring in blessing-blessures not always obvs or obs. and orbits not always obits: or the only thing we learn from history is that we don't 
28 Queen Margaret's Gate
Matins for her?  But this is is her father's, the keystone that closeth up - and yet she has the better claim, journeying to her nuptials however dynastically nasty because in holly-green hope  No kop out there  As, down at Swinegate, way back, the digger driver prised up a slab with the back actor of his JCB and revealed a void: coprolites in that culvert, but gaming counters too, intagli of red jasper, chalcedony and cornelian carved for Mars, Roma, or Fortuna; hairpins, Syrian stuff, its silk threads Han Dynasty via Samarkand  Subterranean twin of the walls to which only a blind man may have held the clew strengthening what will help evade the noose tightening above ground already agreedy - the new siege by ICE and HGV of this most humane space  To be at only the very last grasp lifted by Crosland's cavalry following the verloren hoop and yer avant-garde YA-YA's - no memorial to either, naturally, since it would unavoidably obloquize the vandals so forcibly rescued from the certain consequences of their folly  Lauds, yet no lording it  Yet may we even imagine that one day the mystical lyre which is the heart of this material chord should sound in unbrokered strain; that human voices should storm the heights of heaven as the headhunted Aixman of tours wished and though all should sleep but little none should claim land food house money as private; that all be shared?  That is to ignore such as the off-the-peg Bath scimitar of St Leonard's Place with grand De Grey Rooms hacked to where the Hop-on Hop-off halts and the #1 to Wigginton sails by  Yet to project is to conceive change as where the square makes an exhibition of itself in Sweaty Etty's imago, bars champion bar none, whose new ditty shrugged off the grundies' mere dirty flesh putridity of taste if wounderful in execution, always to queer and query spirit as matter in life and death classes we continually attend, know it or not  He who does not learn when young can teach nothing when he is old as she who is old can always teach herself to be among the young


The troia is danced 
walkway gates close



at nightfall deasil

the process takes 


around 1 hour 

closes
systole
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    this circumspection
Notes

0. cuddled Lucca = Basil Bunting, Briggflatts II, l.84; wic (Anglo-Saxon) = trading settlement; Bergen, etc = some of these towns, like York, were linked to the Hanseatic League; 1. collaudantes aurora (Latin) = praising the dawn together (Office of Lauds); 2. Edwin = the first Christian King of Northumbria, baptised in York by Bishop Paulinus, 12 April 627; Alma Sophia = 'the enigmatic church of Holy Wisdom' whose location in York is still a matter of speculation (Mainman, 102); Hrofas sind gehrorene, hreorge torras (Old English) = Roofs are fallen, ruinous towers, 'The Ruin'; elytra = beetle carapaces; 3. Eugène-Emanuel Viollet-le-Duc = 19C champion of Gothic style, responsible for the 'exuberant restorations' of Notre Dame de Paris and the walls of Carcassonne; gesoelig (Old English) = originally meaning happy, its Modern English equivalent, 'silly', came to mean foolish, imbecilic, feeble (there is an archaizing usage of its original sense by Coleridge in 'The Rime of the Ancient Mariner'); The Shoppe That Must Not Be Named = at the last count there were three Harry Potter-themed emporia in The Shambles alone; queues to enter these are common, and at least one employs a doorman to limit the number of customers on its premises; Derventio ... Dervicio = present-day Malton and Millington, east of York; 4. For York's 'cock-eyed look', see Harvey, 10-11; brosnað enta geweorc (Old English) = the work of giants is decaying, 'The Ruin';  Bottegha non oscura (Italian) = the Botteghe Oscure (dark workshops) is an area of artisanal crafts in Rome; 5. clarissimi (Latin) = junior surveyors; pomerium (Latin) = religious boundary around Rome and cities belonging to Rome; bartizan = a protruding turret on a medieval defensive structure; vug = a cavity in a rock or stone, lined with mineral crystals; hortus iudeorum = Jewish graveyard; 6. Terce =  canonical hour at ca. 9 a.m., or 3 hours after dawn; 7. rosemary = the Emperor Charlemagne ordered rosemary to be grown in the gardens and farms belonging to the monastic orders; 8. Eborius = York as a Christian centre is first attested to by mention of Eborius, Bishop of York, at the Council of Arles (AD 314); canabae (Latin) = pl. of canaba (hut); the settlements clustered around Roman forts, often inhabited by superannuated legionaries; one ... piteously slaine ... = Richard III, a favourite of the city which, not for the last time, was on the losing side in the nation's dynastic struggles; King Ebraucus = the origins of the name(s) of 'York' are much disputed. Geoffrey of Monmouth claimed it was originally Ebrauc, or 'Karebrauc', after Ebraucus, its legendary founder, and this became the Roman Eboracum. Others adduce Brythonic Eburākon (a place of yew trees) or personal name Eburos as the source. The Anglo-Saxons conflated 'Ebor' with OE 'Eofor' (boar) to produce Eoforwic (a place rich in wild boar). In the Anglo-Danish period, from 866, this became Old Norse Yórvík. In Norman French the city was Eurwic or Everwic; meanwhile Yórvík, as used by the majority Anglo-Danish populace, became Yerk (14C), Yourk (16C) and Yark (17C) before finding its current form; Edweard cyng gret Tostig eorl and ealle mine þegenas on Eoferwicscire freondlice = Edward the king greets earl Tostig and all my thegns of Yorkshire in friendship; the written reference to Yorkshire, in a letter from Edward the Confessor to Tostig Godwinson, Earl of Northumbria; 9. Sky Blue = Chinese restaurant opposite the tower; Tuke's Retreat = shocked by the death of a fellow-Quaker Hannah Mills in an asylum for the insane, William Tuke founded The Retreat, pioneering the humane treatment of psychiatric disorders; sociology = Poverty: A Study of Town Life (1901), by Benjamin Seebohm Rowntree, a scion of the York confectionery dynasty, was based on research conducted in Walmgate and other notorious York slums; An Gorta Mór (Irish Gaelic) = the Great Hunger, or Irish Famine of 1845-48, which led to an influx of the Irish poor into British cities; 10. York declined in the late middle ages, revived in the late 16C, but lost its role in national politics after the abolition of the Council of the North in 1641; Francis Drake, author of History and Antiquities of the City of York (1738), the first York history, noted its subsequent evolution into the leisure capital of the northern gentry: '[T]he chief support of the city, at present, is the resort to and residence of several country gentlemen with their families in it ... though other cities and towns in the kingdom run far beyond us in trade and hurry of business, yet there is no place, out of London, so polite and elegant to live in'; 11. Talkan = original name of the postern, from Robert Talkan, Lord Mayor in 1399; Mad Alice Lane = now Lund's Court, a snickelway connecting Low Petergate and Swinegate, said to be haunted by the ghost of a woman hanged in 1825 for murder; 12. Aske = Robert Aske, leader of the Pilgrimage of Grace of 1536-7, a mass revolt of the North triggered by the Dissolution of the Monasteries. After its failure, Aske was executed on 12 July 1537 and his body hung in chains from Clifford's Tower; Richard Oc-et-No = Richard I, or 'Lionheart', from whose coronation feast on 3 September 1189 Jews were barred, triggering pogroms which spread from London to reach York on 16-17 March 1190; Mal Beast = Richard Malebisse and other local nobles saw the chance to annul the debts they owed Jewish moneylenders and led the violence (in which 150 Jews perished), much as right-wing British politicians and media outlets stoked the racist riots of summer 2024 for their own gain. Mal beast/Malbisse is also the boar, a 'beast without pity', and by etymological extension 'the city of York itself' (Ely, 130); 13. Waeron Þa baÞu Þaer? = Where were the baths?, from 'The Ruin', Exeter Book; 14. Friars Minors = the Franciscan Order; Cumberland = Duke 'Butcher' Cumberland, who brutally suppressed the 1745 Jacobite rebellion; 15. Ann Middleton = founder in 1659 of an almshouse for twenty widows which then became a hospital. Her statue fronts Lady Anne House, now Middletons Hotel (rebuilt 1827); like many York women less known to history than they ought to be, she used her position (as wife of a Lord Mayor) to improve the lives of her fellow citizens; 16. VETUS BALLIUM = old bailey, or baile; 8. caniculares dies = the Dog Days, proverbially the hottest of the year; Morcar, etc. = Yorkshire thegns; Orderic Vitalis = Norman-English cleric, author of Historia Ecclesiastica (1142); 17. nightmare = another sense of bitchdaughter; a faull = in 2012, after more than a millennium, Vivienne Faull was appointed the first woman Dean of York Minster; masyndews = maisons-dieu (hospitals); Melton ... Myton = during 1318-22, Scots raids into Yorkshire led to disputes between William de Melton, Archbishop of York, and the City, over the upkeep of defences near the Old Baile deemed to be his responsibility. In 1319, de Melton gathered and led a citizen army beyond York walls against the Scots, but was routed at the Battle of Myton; Speed = John Speed published the first map of York in 1610; tansy beetle = an endangered species which lives only along a 30 km stretch of the Ouse around York; 18. Eliza left us = the opening words of the diary of Anne Lister of Shibden Hall, near Halifax. Described as 'the first modern lesbian', Lister was educated in York and moved in York society; she was inter alia a mountaineer, an industrial entrepreneur and an amateur anatomist, who defied contemporary mores to lead an independent and highly fruitful life (cf. the song 'Gentleman Jack' by the Yorkshire folk duo Belinda O'Hooley and Heidi Tidow, the BBC 1 TV series of the same name, and online material at https://www.annelister.co.uk/); 19. Shahi Tandoor = according to the poet Tristan Moss, the best Indian takeaway in York; mummy mano = the relic hand of St Margaret Clitherow (1556-86), pressed to death (the torture peine forte et dure) for refusing to plead to the charge of harbouring Roman Catholic priests; 'Strata' Smith = William Smith (1769-1839), a self-taught geologist who published the first geological maps of England and Yorkshire, his home county by adoption. Smith graded strata by their fossil deposits and his Principal of Faunal Succession was a cornerstone of Darwin's Theory of Evolution; 20. Dardan or Timbria ... staples and corresponsive and fulfilling bolts = 'Prologue', Troilus and Cressida; Rhine = Prince Rupert of the Rhine, a Royalist miltary commander in the English Civil War; 21. capitality = see Harvey, x-xiii; Cartimandua = a resourceful Queen of the Brigantes c. AD 43-c.69; according to Tacitus she made her kingdom a client state of Rome (to whom she handed over the British resistance leader, Caractacus), divorced her husband and married her armour-bearer, and was defended by Roman arms when her ex-husband staged revolts against her rule; 京 (Chinese) = jīng, a capital city; colonia = the term, signalling the highest status of a Roman city, was applied to Eboracum in the third century AD when it was made capital of Brittannia Inferior. At this point it had spread to a substantial settlement on south-west bank of the Ouse, opposite the legionary fortress; this area had its own walls, within which were villas, temples and other substantial buildings; 22. far surpasses pyramids = Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels, The Communist Manifesto; Soapey Sponge = hunting-obsessed character in R. S. Surtees' Jorrocks novels; damnatio memoriae = term indicating that someone is to be written out of official accounts; 23. John Snows = John Snow (1813-58) of York was the leading anaesthetist of his time and founder of epidemiology, following his investigations into the 1854 cholera outbreak in London. As the inspiration for modern sewage and clean water provision he is regarded as one of the greatest figures in medical history; 24. a grete towre ... = from the Itinerary of John Leland (c. 1503-52); Troglodytes troglodytes = wren; Constantine's sword = on the death of Constantius Chlorus in York in AD 306, his son Constantine (the Great) was proclaimed Emperor there; a statue beside York Minster has him enthroned with a broken sword at his feet, the broken-off point lying athwart the remainder of the sword to form a cross: Constantine in hoc signo vinces; 25. hagae = long narrow plots, or selions, into which burgage plots were subdivided, stretching out behind house- and shop-fronts in Yórvík; maltkiln = the grotesquely oversized and environment-despoiling Maltkiln development planned on farmland at Cattall, North Yorkshire, by the Caddick Group and Harrogate Council: libraries, community centres, cinemas, theatres, youth clubs, parks, who needs 'em?; let the boys be presented ... = Alcuin, letter to the monks of Jarrow and Monkwearmouth, early 9C;  β Persei = Algol, in the constellation Perseus, whose periodic variation in brightness was determined by John Goodricke (1764-86), an amateur astronomer rendered profoundly deaf by a childhood illness. Goodricke proposed (rightly) that Algol was an eclipsing binary star and that this accounted for its variations in magnitude; he was awarded the Royal Society's Copley Medal in 1783, and elected a Fellow on 16 April 1786, but died just days before the news could reach him; 26. Picts blew in = the Anglian Tower, so-called because for long thought to be Anglo-Saxon, is now understood to be a late Roman construction plugging a gap in the fortress wall to counter Pict invasions (e.g. the so-called 'barbarian conspiracy' of AD 367); The city has bust open = Mumford, ch. 14;  Hu seo prag gewat, genap under nihthelm = How that time has passed, dark under night's helm, 'The Wanderer', Exeter Book; Senecio eboracensis = York groundsel, thought to have gone extinct in 1963, but recently discovered flourishing near the walls; 27. herepath (Anglo-Saxon) = a military road; murus petrinus incipiens ab ecclesia Sancti Olaui  = stone wall starting from the church of St. Olave; Anne Ward = York publisher of the first volumes of Tristram Shandy. Sterne's novel mocks the 'man-midwife' Dr John Burton (1710-77) as 'Doctor Slop'; yet Burton helped found the York County Hospital and materially improved gynaecological practice. As the character Rachel Green in the US sitcom Friends has it, 'No uterus, no opinion'; Monte Carlo ... charlotte ... naish = Dr Frances Charlotte Naish (1908-59), another of York's unsung women (Quaker) heroes, was a champion of breastfeeding and mother and baby and fathers' clubs who, with Dr Janet Vaughan, was also the first British winner of the Ladies' Cup in the 1932 Monte Carlo rally; 28. the keystone that closeth up = the Council of the North's toadying description of James I in 1620; the digger prised up a slab = see 'Tunnel Visions', Morris, 2018; YA-YA's = the Yorkshire Architectural and York Archaeological Society; Crosland's cavalry = in 1976, at the last stage of the decision-making process, the Secretary of State for the Environment, Anthony Crosland, quashed York City Council's approval of a dual carriageway around the Walls, thereby saving the historic centre from being completely garotted by traffic; Aixman = Alcuin served at Charlemagne's court at Aix; Sweaty Etty = a statue of York-born artist William Etty (1787-1849) stands outside York Art Gallery in Exhibition Square. In Etty's time, artists usually stopped attending life classes after they ceased to be students; Etty did not, and was criticized for his extensive use of the male and female nude in his work. His statue, however, results less from his reputation as an artist than from the fact that he publically opposed the destruction of Mickelgate Bar, and is commonly seen as having begun the modern campaign to preserve the Walls; troia = Roman maze-dance performed to fortify defences.
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