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For Kayla and Lilia





This Is Not Your History






An End



Charcoal from her pencils


smoulders in the brascenos,


where, long ago, boards


replaced windows,


and fathers sealed front doors


while mothers sewed up leg-slits


in hearth-blankets,


then bibbed their children


face-to-the-fumes.





This Is Not Your History



You surrender to my music,


story, food, unconsciously.


Forget your own. Afraid


it will control you.


We make war and love,


differently to you.


Pepper, salt, and hyssop,


change things and God


has many names.


Not-God, many explanations.


A slice mimed above the head,


across the throat. An eye lidded.


Fingers touched to thumb.


Only look. What you hear


can tell you. But you


see your own way.





Bare Hands



Just that, nothing more, no internet,


facebook, mobile, knitting needles,


rolling pin, sledgehammer, hopes.


Just her silent palms face upward, ask,


what will I teach my children


now the world’s new again,


speaks different languages,


talks to each other,


knows when liars or the confused


try to set the path? Just feel.


Just that she mustn’t spoil.





There Ought To Be A Song 1



There ought to be a song about poets


who listen for silence then try to write it


interrupted by things which make them angry


or afraid – afraid’s the hardest to admit.


About paper, pencils and books, the only places


where a day can park itself,


not get in anyone’s way, be jostled,


break anything, be broken.
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