


[image: cover.jpg]






[image: img1.jpg]





Published by Out-Spoken Press,


Unit 39, Containerville


1 Emma Street


London, E2 9AH


All rights reserved


© Adam Kammerling


The rights of Adam Kammerling to be identified as the author of this work have been asserted by them in accordance with section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


A CIP record for this title is available from the British Library.


This book is in copyright. Subject to statutory exception and to provisions of relevant collective licensing agreements, no reproduction of any part may take place without the written permission of Out-Spoken Press.


First edition published 2020


ISBN: 978-1-8380211-4-6


ePub ISBN: 978-1-8380211-6-0


Typeset in Adobe Caslon


Design by Patricia Ferguson


Printed and bound by Print Resources


Out-Spoken Press is supported using public funding by the National Lottery through Arts Council England.


[image: img2.jpg]




Seder




For Walter and Herta Kammerling




pl. Seders, or Sederim. Judaism. A ritual feast commemorating the exodus of the Jews from Egypt held on the first nights of Passover. Origin of Seder Hebrew: seder – order, arrangement.





in the grass



they declared our blood


the wrong shade


I was not murdered here with Aunt Ruth


I pick up a beetle with two fingers


                                     watch its belly palpitate


there is a goldfish in the horse pond


a white stork stood at the barracks





                  so tell us



       Reverend Father in this school assembly of


dust and new smells how you found god in the Cold


War’s failing liver; the jungle training your eye to pick


skulls through the scope from fifty metres drop bodies


through windows tell us how you came back changed


married your sweetheart for a dowry of cornbread and


then your daughter snatched from school by a man


you knew he took her for two days nearly


ending your life in half-knowing your knuckle-pit


screaming rife in the closet ammo in the drawers


rifle       rifle       rifle        rifle       tell us


father that you crouched darkly in his garden your


face shoeblack blurred to pop his head like a grape


this whole gymnasium’s fraying their sleeves tell us


your index finger opened and then closed the glass


circle to make the wall wet with him but you won’t


tell us how she came back changed and you father


stroke the hair lock from her face but the screaming


bushes to bathroom window but the equation that


could tie his brain into a permanent zero but faith





what faith



I am fifteen talking to my parents


in this memory sitting on the kitchen table


my parents we need to talk in synagogue


it isn’t ringing true and I am


reading right to left


not saying not even thinking


what Grandpa experienced


will come much later it sits


in the stomach of our household


I cannot keep going where


I do not believe the words


I know that my parents would have


asked me not to sit on the table so


can assume my memory placed me


as a rebellious act it was not


a rebellion I remember being


moved to tears there at fourteen


years inhaling sharply to chase


the solemnity of that Hebrew song
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