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Josh Bilton: Undersong
Cairn

A self guided walking tour of sites of Portland stone in Hackney

You are invited to follow a walking route that begins at SPACE and ends at St John-at-Hackney
Church. Your route will be marked by six cairns, which are human-made piles of stones, by way
of physical sites, poems and sounds that mark a point in the urban landscape. Each cairn is
numbered on the map below and corresponds to one of the six ‘cairn poem’ written by Holly
Corfield Carr, alongside four ‘sound cairns’ created by Josh Bilton (cairns 4 - 6). The first cairn,
marked by a mound of Portland stone, is to be found at SPACE. Take a piece with you and carry
it while you walk. When you reach the end of the route leave your stone on the pile under the bell
tower at St John-at-Hackney Church, which marks the last cairn.

Each cairn is numbered and marked on the map. Visit the link to the SPACE website below to
download the ‘sound cairns. Next to the cairn poems you will find photographs of the sites en
route. These will help you confirm that you have reached the intended location for reading and
listening to the corresponding cairns.

If you cannot download the ‘sound cairns’ please ask at reception to borrow an mp3 player. You
will need to leave your ID as a deposit.

www.spacestudios.org.uk

1.SPACE 129 -131 Mare Street
2.5 King Edwards Road

3.St Thomas' Burial Ground

4. St Thomas' Recreation Ground
5. Hackney Town Hall

6. St John-at-Hackney Church




Cairn1

Hold the stone close enough, long enough
to the body and you will feel or rather fail
to feel the difference between your skins
as you approach what Thomas Hardy felt
to be “the island’s personal temperature
when in its afternoon sleep as now”: (now)

take a moment here to collect yourself
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let your heel crack lame totem of stone

as if you could kick around power like that
before this transference takes place, takes
place and always twice so we can relocate
loss outside the body to somehow steady
the loss of the body. Each touch of such a
moveable mountain is a body taking place.

To be read and then listened to at the two
chest tombs found at the entrance of
Hackney-Saint Thomas’s Burial Ground

SPACE Mare Street



Cairn 2

If the day is bright enough, take
a good look at any one of the two hundred
and fifty possible portraits of you in the ten
street-level five-by-five windows of Five
King Edward’s Road. It would be helpful for
you to know that this most sought-after
warehouse conversion is constructed of
solid Portland stone or is mostly, sort of,
afterwhere, an afterhouse that constructs
its solidity from saying Portland stone at
least twice in its sales listing.

Under the rough burr of
white paint, the blur of the
double. This was a clothes
factory. This is a closed
fact: you do not live here
but here you are, there,
somehow steady, living,
your face in every window.

5 King Edwards Road



Cairn 3

At last! you can hear yourself think,
you hear yourself think. Not always
so aware of yourself as audience to
your own body, you happen twice,
once here and once again just here,
your hands drifting across the limits
of the overlap. Broken instruments
at the reaches but sometimes kept
in your pockets like language keeps
continually turning you out and out
into the world. When you die, two
monuments are raised to you: one
here and one again just here. You
can try and read the inscriptions

by your hand, find the lip of tar

or thin edge of white paint
covering the south sur-

face or between the

two where a wild

patch of grass,

the fuck you

so delicate

in biro

buries

the rock.

To be read and then listened to at the two
chest tombs found at the entrance of
Hackney-Saint Thomas’s Burial Ground

St Thomas’ Burial Ground



Cairn4

Always eventually you will hear the rain opening its mouths in the rock
but before this: fourteen fresh licks peel back to untended ceiling roses
and the first bald words scratched into the rock that called for the paint
in the first place. Before this: in the second place. Before this: the dying
down. Before this: heat. Before this: all four corners smoothing the air
in here to a skimming stone, lifting its weight from the surface and each
landing cracking open the sky in three, two, one before this: this sinking
as the flames rise before: this singing as the soul’s heat before: you bore
your name into the rock before:

To be read and then listened to inside
the open pavilion at the centre of Saint _
Thomas’s Recreation Ground St Thomas' Recreation Ground



Cairn 5

You walk up this flight
so you might better
look out but look out
like a statue looks
when set into a niche
or, if you are standing
among a crowd,
a classical pediment,
say, where the building
that has absorbed you
will have you squat
in increasingly smaller
corners of itself, or
if the crowd resists
this, a geological
pediment, then,
which describes
the slow retreat
of the mountain
behind a curtain
of rain. The next
day, there is only
scattered rock
and more sky
than you
remember.

Walk up the steps of Hackney Town
Hall, to be read and then listened to at
the top step looking out

Hackney Town Hall



Cairn 6

The body of the bell is made of two parts:
the ear and the tongue. The tongue’s song
is further divided into the tone, the name
of the note (which should be easy to recall
one being a rearrangement of the other)
and the hum, an undertone that sings low
and longer than the bell’s note, coming
from (it seems impossible) the bell’'s ear
so that the bell is always at once listening
to its own accompaniment, its own song.
In being struck, a bell vibrates to a blur
of two, one here and one again just here
ringing and ringing concentric rings until
until the ear pulls away from the tongue
and we are left with two bodies falling
to silence or one just beginning to speak.

To be read and listened to underneath the bell tower.
Please place your piece of Portland stone in the
corner of the front entrance to the church

StJohn-at-Hackney Church



