

[image: ]













KEI MILLER


There Is an Anger that Moves









[image: ]

























Contents







Title Page





I In This New Country


How we became the pirates


After all you do not know


Always under your breath


A whole song to the colour orange


The only thing far away


You say bomboclawt softly


Your dance is like a cure


How quickly you grow


Where we might fit





II The Broken (I)


I


II


III


Tangent a


Tangent b


Tangent c


IV


V


VI


VII





III Tongues and Prophecies


Speaking in tongues


the church woman goes through menopause


the church woman experiences Shekinah


the church woman visits a hospital


A hymn for Aunt Grace


Like how Sunday comes


New York poem (2006)


What the evangelist should have said


The silent things








IV The Broken (II)


I


II


III


IV


V


VI





V Testament


Book of Genesis


Book of Exodus


Book of Leviticus


Book of Numbers


First Book of Chronicles


Second Book of Chronicles


Book of Proverbs


Book of Songs


Book of Jonah


Book of Lamentations





VI There Is an Anger that Moves


In praise of the revolutionary properties of ice cream, but in particular, the flavour Chunky Monkey


In praise of the contribution of pots


Hurricane story 2004


A benediction for Bogle


For the girl who died by dancing


The candle we made


An allowance for Ula-May


The death of a fish woman


The discovered Ark





Acknowledgements


About the Author


Caribbean writing from Carcanet Press


Copyright






















I


In This New Country



























How we became the pirates









In this country you have an accent;


in the pub, a woman mocks it.


You want to ignore her but wonder


how many hearts is she being bold for?


Hate in this place


is restrained as the landscape,


buried, usually, under a polite ‘cheers, mate’.


And what a thing to mock –


the way we shape words differently.


But maybe it’s the old colonial hurt


of how we became the pirates, dark people


raiding English from the English,


stealing poetry from the poets.


So English poetry is no longer from England.


You swear – Lady, if I start a poem


in this country


it will not be yours.






























After all you do not know









In this country, having just arrived,


you might be desperate enough


to buy plantains online – after all,


you do not know what is what


or where to find things like ground


provisions, or heat, or the sounds of your people.


At nights you look through the hopeful window


of a computer screen, waiting for Jamaica


to come falling through and fill your flat.


It will happen, you think, if you stay


awake, keep the channels open,


Google the right word, like kumina,


pocomania or Elverine, your mother’s name;


if you find a place where you might click


on a hand of plantain, remembering


then, the yellow insistence of morning


food, as if the sun rose from your small plate.






























Always under your breath









In this country, you leave the CD playing all day


hoping it will witness to the empty flat, a gospel


of warm. Yes, you want to return one night


and find the carpet, the walls and the cold


curtains caught up in an island spirit;


you want to open the door, hear the room


hallelujah from its diaphragm, joining


the chorus of a reggae tune almost illegal


here. Always under your breath


you say boom-bye-bye to the weatherman


insistent on his babylon creed of chill and wind,


saying there is no such thing as Heat. But you –


you still believe, and go to bed sucking your thumb,


thinking of your mother and your fat aunts, listening


to the tired CD spinning on a thread of belief.






























A whole song to the colour orange









In this country, you realise sipping cocoa


was luxury back home – as if bones


ever needed thawing there. In this new country


you sing songs to tea and coffee and hot


chocolate, to kettles, radiators and all forms


of exhaust. A whole song to the colour orange.


But mostly, you Hosanna


to sheep and wool: to knitted scarves,


sweaters and socks. All praise any coat


of any colour. All praise the sheared lamb.






























The only thing far away









In this country, Jamaica is not quite as far


as you might think. Walking through Peckham


in London, West Moss Road in Manchester,


you pass green and yellow shops


where tie-headwomen bargain over the price


of dasheen. And beside Jamaica is Spain


selling large yellow peppers, lemon to squeeze


onto chicken. Beside Spain is Pakistan, then Egypt,


Singapore, the world… here, strangers build home


together, flood the ports with curry and papayas;


in Peckham and on Moss Road, the place smells


of more than just patty or tandoori. It smells like


Mumbai, like Castries, like Princess Street, Jamaica.


Sometimes in this country, the only thing far away


is this country.






























You say bomboclawt softly









In this country, one Sunday morning,


you might remember shining


your black shoes at 3 a.m., not for church,


but for a dance only just beginning


on Spanish Town Road.


You remember the DJ prophesying


unholiness to dark ladies who saw


no blasphemy, but got caught up


in the spirit of his words


                                    if you an yu man deh


from high school      an a dutty gyal come


              an tek him weh


an you have her number               den call her


              an tell her


she can tek her stretch-out pum-pum self


an kip him!


Remembering this, you say bomboclawt


softly, like a prayer, like Amen.


Words once profane seem holy here.


You reach for them, as your grandmother would


reach for scripture – something to sustain you
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