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            SHELL (2007)

         

      

   


   
      
         
      15
    

         
            
               GASTROPODA

            

            
               
                  You think I’ve stayed home all my life,

                  moving at snail’s pace, sneakily living off

                  another’s labour? You think I’ve nought

                  to leave behind but empty shell? Come:

                  study me. Take my chambered shell apart.

                  Brace yourself for whirlwinds

                  coiled at my heart.
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               SHELL OUT
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               HATCH
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               MAIZE

            

            
               
                  
            ‘The first humans were created from corn.’
          

                  Popul Vuh, Las antiguas historias del Quiché

               

               
                  Mothers will understand this: The first ones I sent into the

                  world did alright, turned out to be human. But this lot!

               

               
                  Okay, perhaps I spoil them. Bearing them now not solitary

                  and naked like the first but many together, gift-wrapped

               

               
                  in silky down and swaddling clothes of papery layer.

                  I’ve overdone it, perhaps, in the way of security and

               

               
                  comfort. For can I get them to leave? Even when

                  mature they continue to cling for dear life to me and –

               

               
                  worse – to each other. Unwrapped, without the light of day,

                  they know they are useless but are still so shy, they are

               

               
                  prepared to die – together. To live, they must be forcibly

                  undressed and separated. That’s where my human children

               

               
                  come in. Skilled at brutality, they will happily rip these

                  children from me, strip off their clothing, pull them apart.

               

               
                  Because I know it’s for their own good, I watch as each little

                  one pops out like a pearl. Ivory. Golden. Milky.

               

               
                  Not all will stay that way. Some will be dried, popped,

                  parched, ground to be drunk or eaten. But I smile even as I

               

               
                  am myself cut down as spent and useless, for I know

                  enough of my progeny will be saved to be planted and

               

               
                  nurtured. Become, in their turn, mothers proudly displaying

                  their clinging children in their green array. The little ones

               

               
                  still attached to their mother, still clinging to one another;

                  undercover, in the dark. Scared of the single life. Yet

               

               
                  dying for exposure. To grow up. To ripen the germ

                  of Sun Father.
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               SHELTER

            

            
               
                  Growth rings inscribe

                  inside each shell

                  the markers of

                  a former life.

               

               
                  This shell, my skin,

                  outers a life

                  still stretched

                  still lived in.
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               GARDEN SNAIL

            

            
               
                  Snail locks up his mobile home for winter

                  pretends he’s not at home

                  and goes to sleep.

               

               
                  For goodness’ sake!

                  Who, when Spring comes

                  will tell him to awake? And how?

               

               
                  Who but the landlord of this trailer park

                  who dares to yell:

                  ‘Peel off and shell out. Now.’
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               TAÍNO GENESIS

            

            
               
                  We the people of Cacibajagua emerged

                  from the cave the moment Sun’s longest leg

                  splintered the horizon. All went well except that

                  the sentry posted at the entrance at his first sight

                  of Sun blinked. Unwary sentinels cannot go

                  unpunished. With his eyes eclipsed who knows

                  what could have slipped through his grasp?

                  So Our Maker turned him into stone for his

                  tardiness and there he stands still: Macocael –

                  He-of-the-insomniac-eyes, our petrified eternal

                  guardian. We filed out expectantly, each one

                  trying not to cough and break the spell

                  as Sun’s eye cracked open like guinep shell

                  and released us. We emerged dressed in our naked

                  best, not yet possessed of the feathers and beads

                  or the red anotto paint, the gift of Sun Father,

                  colour of worship and warrior, of

                  Hummingbird’s iridescence. We would come

                  into the world stained black with our sacred

                  juice, guinep, colour of difficult passage

                  and tumescence. We would bleach in the sun

                  for nine days; then to the water to gather

                  the sacred herb digo, for the washing

                  to remove the last traces of our birth passage.

                  Guinep stain running like rain till

                  we reached again bare skin, our palette ready

                  for our first painting. Oh! Before

                  inscribing our names we should mention that

                  there was another cave, that of Amayauna –

                  the others, the people who do not matter

                  (to our story). We were Taíno, the ones gifted

                  with guinep or jagua. With sacred bixa: the herb

                  anatto. The ones shelled out by Sun Father.
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               CASSAVA/YUCA

            

            
               
                  When the Seven Sisters signal rain, the mothers make

                  ready: cradle cassava sticks for planting, like children in their

                  baskets.

               

               
                  To each they offer the incense of tobacco. Water with their

                  tears. Buried under each grave mound: their people’s future

                  here.

               

               
                               Radiate roots penetrate Mother Earth,

                               douse for water. Children of Yuca

                               shoot up high, fertilized by Sun Father.

               

               
                  In their gardens, the mothers softly tread, in dread lest they

                  awaken sleeping child of Yuca without reason. Pray

                  for the day the newly risen one cries out:

               

               
                  Cut me down. For you, I die each season. This is my body.

                  Come, dig me, peel me, grate me, squeeze me, dry me, sift

                  me, spread me, heat me.

               

               
                  Give me life again. Eat me.
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               SKIN

               
          (After viewing Fernando Botero’s work)
        

            

            
               
                  He’s rumbled them, sketched them skin

                  stretched taut as drum.

               

               
                  Leaving flesh to make its ample statement

                  is so wise.

               

               
                  The rhythms of their stories freeze us

                  in black pearl eyes.
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               PEARL

            

            
               
                  Trophy wife, power object, your lustre fading

                  from neglect: Pull that rope from around your neck.

               

               
                  Don’t you want to be free? Come now, break the spell.

                  Let each pearl be. Or cast them before swine. What

               

               
                  have you to lose? Honour, like the pearl, is already used.

               

               
                  Keep a single pearl for contemplation of the kingdom within,

                  or ingest it for melancholy, madness, and other

               

               
                  lunar folly. Better yet, count it a blessing, save for longevity.

                  Too many lives already lost for this string.
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               THE SKIN OF THE EARTH

               
          (for Lyndal Osborne)
        

            

            
               
                  As startling in this gallery as pomander

                  of clove and orange, material from matter:

                  kelp, grass, stalk, stem, seed, and pith. All

                  return alive in the hands of the artist.

                  The essence not what we consume but what

                  remains and speaks to us across the room,

                  contained by its own weight as gesture, as

                  skeletal mountains of stalk, of skin.

               

               
                  So too we could lie, mountains of bones

                  beneath the skin of Earth that quietly

                  fashions our return. Not in that self-same

                  shell, that edifice of body, but encoded

                  in found matter like perfume

                  strong as clove, bittersweet as orange.

                  Tantalizing essence of what was once

                  the ripeness of ourselves.
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               SAILOR’S VALENTINE

            

            
               
                  Long after he is gone, a message

                  from a further shore arrives, the token

                  of a love alive. The wooden box

                  that sailors make for sweethearts

                  to display the lovingly collected

                  tribute shells in disingenuous array:

               

               
                  Helmets, false tritons, limpets, abalones,

                  whelks, olives, mitres, marginellas,

                  nutmeg and heart cockles….

               

               
                  On top, the message spells

                  in purple murex shells: ‘Remember me’.

               

               
                  She gazes into the open box and feels imperilled, feels

                  the undertow of old wounds gaping, feels

                  the wavering before her eyes

                              till she summons up the tearing that will cauterize,

                  that will flood the shells and speed them back her valentine

                  draining back to the grave, the empty sea.
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               C A N O E

O C E A N

            

            
               
                  permit me to skim your surface only my line

                  a little scratch my net a tickle my catch

                  like mites reaped from some great beast’s hide

               

               
                  down deeper? o no thank you the drowned

                  gnaw songs of hunger in that kingdom underwater

                  swallow splinters of gnashed pride wondering

                  how did they transgress?

               

               
                  i will just humbly take a little fish here

                  and try not to upset
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               HURRICANES

            

            
               
                  Winds that are born out of thin air beyond the Gulf

                  bring other heartaches than hurricanes.

               

               
                  Hurricanes expose these empty shelves in our lives.

               

               
                  Did you know they were there before the winds

                  signalled us?
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               LUCEA HARBOUR

            

            
               
                  Importunate waves run ceaselessly to kiss the shore.

                  O rigid land, so indifferently receiving them.
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               THE SONG THAT IT SINGS

            

            
               
                        so far from the sea I find myself

                  worldless. (Oh, leave it alone, but I meant

                  to write ‘wordless.’) And sometimes, like

               

               
                  tonight, I feel a hemispheric sadness: the

                  New World as tired as the rest. And there’s

                  a waterlogged moon getting ready to burst

               

               
                  like the gourd that spilled an ocean when

                  the seeker, like myself, disobeyed, took it

                  down from where it hung by a thread,

               

               
                  dropped and broke it. So how were we

                  to know that from it seas would stream

                  forth, bringing three ships with our eclipse:

               

               
                  the Black Sun? Yet how but by disobedience

                  can we change the world order? So what if

                  all we are left with is a sieve to carry water?

               

               
                  We can use it to fish up a poem or two

                  to sail from our flagpoles. Or plant vines

                  to swim seeking radiate air, colonizing

               

               
                  the light to store it for rebirth: a summer

                  virgin in lace-mantle

                  of silver.

               

               
                  So excuse me for interjecting an ode here

                  to silver: to my vine of such magical growth,

                  and to moonlight, to starlight, to fish-scales,

               

               
                  to sighs, to sadness and whispers, to the pure light,

                  to water, to ripples over stone, to veils, to jewels

                  and cutlery, to tinsel, to glitter, to winners’ cups

               

               
                  and chalices, to the lining of clouds, to watch cases,

                  to the instruments before steel, to erasures,

                  to anniversaries, to the snail’s trail, to mother-

               

               
                  of-pearl, to musical notes that are liquid. To our

                  Earth seen from space, to the light of the fireflies,

                  to ice, to crystal – petrification of light,

               

               
                  to reflections of mirrors – the soul’s shining.

                  To luminescence of eels, dust particles,

                  electricity. To anguish and the colour

               

               
                  of forgetting. To needles and pinpricks,

                  to the pure heart, the clear conscience,

                  the firm voice. To the keening that is never ending.

               

               
                  For the ocean is endless, the sea has no corners,

                  no turnings, no doors. And none can silence this song

                  that it sings.
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               SHELL BLOW
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               SHELL BLOW

            

            
               
                  I

                  Flesh is sweet but disposable, what counts

                  is shell. Like other objects beached, beyond

                  your ken, inert I lie, bleached and toneless

               

               
                  save for ocean song that only visitors claim

                  to hear. What if one day you accidentally

                  picked up the right shell – such as I; placed it

               

               
                  to your ear, pressed – by chance – the right

                  knob, there would pour out not the croak

                  of song soaked-up in sea-water and salt

               

               
                  but the real thing, a blast-out, everybody’s

                  history: areito, canto histórico, a full

                  genealogy of this beach, this island people.

               

               
                  You could be blown away by what is held

                  custody here, every whorl a book of life,

                  a text, a motion picture, a recording,

               

               
                  or what passes for such in our island

                  version. You could begin anywhere.

                  Encoded in are full facilities for fast forward,

               

               
                  play, playback and dub, reversible though

                  not scrubbable. For we – as you know –

                  are master engineers when it comes to

               

               
                  scratching out a living on vinyl, on dutty

                  or plantation. We is Ginnal at the Controls!

                  Nansi Nation. We can rib it up, dibble it,

               

               
                  rub it, dub it and fracture it. Splice it. Spice

                  it up. But like a spite, we still can’t find

                  a way to erase not one word. They say,

               

               
                  that is how History stay. Say you bound

                  to re-live it on and on. Unless you can find

                  a way to shell it out; pass it on.

               

               
                  PASS IT ON!

               

               
                  II

                  May we speak as I once did in tandem

                  with the old trumpet player, Shell-man

                  of the village who positioning me to his lips,

               

               
                  too-tooted out the notes to mark our

                  Angelus of work every day of the year?

                  Shell-blow for our mournings, our birthings,

               

               
                  to recount genealogies. For alarms

                  and warnings, for summons to meetings,

                  for connecting with the next hill.

               

               
                  Shell-man our bell-ringer, shell our telephone

                  to heaven and elsewhere. But I noticed

                  it got harder and harder for Shell-man

               

               
                  to blow notes that worth anything. People

                  no longer hearing, not wanting to listen

                  over the noise coming in. Harder for me

               

               
                  to give out when I couldn’t take in

                  what was happening in our world. Heart

                  so full, nothing resounding. The emptiness

               

               
                  tunnelling the brains of the children,

                  noise of the cities trawling them in. Shell-man

                  lost and faded, castaway and toneless as shell.

               

               
                  III

                  O what tidings I could pour into the right ear,

                  perhaps yours? The real thing, what the

                  ordinary visitor would not hear. Every time

               

               
                  shell blow, we exhale another tale. Shall we

                  give it a whirl? So go on. What you waiting for?

                  Pick me up. Let us sit mouth to ear. Let me

               

               
                  put my tongue in, just for practice. There.

                  Are you scared? Do you find that thrilling?

                  Disturbing? Tintillating? Or simply wet?

               

               
                  Would you prefer to hear ocean roar? O

                  I can offer so much more than that old

                  croak soaked up in salt water, burning sand.

               

               
                  I want to woo you. Till you rue the day

                  you listened, for there’s no turning back

                  till we get to the bottom of the rhythm:

               

               
                  too-toot of the conch, the funk of shak-shak.

                  By next shell-blow you blue and black.

                  For is head to head we have to go or if you

               

               
                  prefer toe to toe, wherever you have feeling

                  I am willing to go reeling off my song. For

                  it’s too long I’ve been lying here forsaken –

               

               
                  since ol’time someting done weh – and I been

                  trying to reconnect to the centre of that whorl.

                  To have someone press that button, to say

               

               
                  HEY, MAN! LISSEN! IT’S THE DAMNDEST

                  THING! COME: PUT THIS SHELL TO YOUR

                  EAR. AS SURE AS HELL THERE’S

               

               
                  SOMETHING GOING ON IN HERE!

               

               
                  Say what?

               

               
                  PASS IT ON!

               

               
                  IV

                  Baby, I want you. I want to be your creature

                  of legend called Dry-head, the one once you

                  take it up you can never put it down. Unless

               

               
                  you find a way to pass it on. Like Burr-Lady,

                  Clinging-Woman, like the Rolling Head, Dry

                  Skull, that still be walking, talking, looking for

               

               
                  a way to reconnect with some living-breathing

                  body, and go hoist itself on top of you.

                  If your hand just pass over the button or you

               

               
                  eye-pass the page – just a glance or glancing

                  blow – know you taking up trouble, you

                  hoisting history on your back that I been trying

               

               
                  to download, to unload the years. So full

                  I stuff there’s no space for the new.

                  Once shell stop blow is like time

               

               
                  stand still for people. As if they come into

                  the world just so. Been marking time

                  ever since. Convinced their name is Nobody,

               

               
                  born in a place that is called Nothing, for

                  it is Historyless. For History is invention

                  and nothing invent yaso according to

               

               
                  Famous Author that was the last

                  I was to hear about before all over

                  the Caribbean shell by any name stop blow:

               

               
                  kaachi, lambie, panchajanya, futoto.

                  And isn’t it surreal that I’m stuffed so full

                  of history yet the only reel in my head is

               

               
                  that ‘nothing/nothing’ mantra that is like

                  that stone that got thrown down into

                  the Caribbean basin, rippling out to form

               

               
                  the arc of islands (so said other Famous

                  Author) then sinking, sinking into itself,

                  into nada?

               

               
                  For one who’s been around as long as me

                  it’s hard to bear; that’s why I’m begging you

                  to lend me your ear. I will thank you,

               

               
                  praise song you. But beware! Once I grab you,

                  you can’t do a thing, can never fling me off,

                  for the more you throw, the tighter I cling.

               

               
                  Better to relax. Listen and learn. No harm

                  ever come of that. Say: Yes, free paper burn.

                  Back to school again. Shell it out. Pop ‘tory gimme.

               

               
                  First Lesson:

                  Faut al’la pou con la

                  ‘You must go there to know there’.

                  PASS IT ON!
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               SEND THE FOOL A LITTLE FURTHER

            

            
               
                  Likl bwoy, come here. Is April Fool Day. Tek this message to

                  that lady you see there. Do as she say. Make sure you don’t

                  tek fas’ open it up so read – I will know; I will give you bus’

                  ass! Plus you would find out it say: Send the fool a little

                  further. Heh-heh.
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               SHELL SHOCK

            

            
               
          ‘The story of a lump of sugar is a whole lesson in political economy, in politics, and also in morality.’
        

               Auguste Cochin, quoted in Manuel Moreno Fraginals, The Sugar Mill

               
                  [image: ]
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               QUASHIE’S SONG

            

            
               
                  Here the John Crows wheel

                  And the whip keeps time

                  And the days dip by

                  And the sun keeps turning

                  And the seasons fly

                  And I’m old, old, in a flash.

               

               
                  When was I ever young?
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               PEPPERCORN

            

            
               
                  Torn from the vine in a place of moist

                  heat and shade where I was growing,

                  skin once plump and reddish, glowing.

                  Suddenly, a job lot. Indiscriminately

                  thrown in, we are jumbled, shaken up,

                  rolled together, little knowing our fate

                  or destination, till black and shrivelled

                  by the sun, looking all alike now, we are

                  tumbled into hold of a ship for forty days

                  and forty nights (we guess – for black

                  is the fenestration).

               

               
                  Disgorged, spilled out, shell-shocked

                  I come parched and dried, my head

                  emptied, till shock-still I come to rest,

                  shelled-out, buck-naked. In the mad

                  ensuing scramble, who will come

                          who will come sample me,

                  view me, choose me, sort me out

                  for grade and quality, drive me home

                  to crush me, use me? Know that alone

                  I’m of little value, like a peppercorn

                  rental. All together, we can pepper

                  your arse with shot.

               

               
                  Over time, despite our treatment,

                  you’ll see, survivors stay pungent

                  and hot. You can beat me senseless,

                  grind me down, crush me to bits, to

                  powder. You can never lose my bite

                  on your tongue, my hold on your senses:

                  forever I’ll linger and cling.

               

               
                  In your mad scramble to possess,

                  devour me, remember, if you’d only

                  allow me to do a striptease, slow, peel off

                  my black skin, you’d be pleased –

                  or shocked – to discover: I’m white below.
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               SWEET

BWOY

            

            
               
                  Let’s get just one thing

                  straight, right? Beneath this

                  fine, upstanding pose, this self-

                  contained exterior, I’m absolutely,

                  totally, in control. Sure, I’ll let you

                  extract from me whatever you

                  desire – if you can pay the price.

                  So go ahead: grind me, juice me,

                  reduce me, fire me up, refine me,

                  till I yield what you want: this

                  shattered white crystal. Or – if

                  you like dark meat – this sticky

                  brown bag variety. I’m malleable.

                  I can crawl crude and slow like

                  molasses. I can also get spiritual,

                  transparent as rain, take you higher

                  with a kick that is deadly – I am

                  purest with age. Then I can

                  sweeten you, calm your rage.

               

               
                  I can’t hide my origins; under-

                  neath, I’m raw and I’m crude,

                  I’ve a terrible reputation. Yea, I’m

                  brutal, a user of men, consumer of

                  acreage, the more virgin the better.

                  I love it when the forests burn to

                  prep the ground for me. When – just

                  to serve – millions are captured and

                  shipped across the sea. Okay, those

                  good old days are gone but slave

                  consumers – like you – are still born

                  every second. That’s why I’m in the

                  driver’s seat. I dictate the rhythm.

                  My seasons not spring, summer,

                  winter, but strictly rotated by

                  my needs: planting, reaping,

                  croptime. Then what they call

                  ha-ha! – the dead season.

               

               
                  For a brief spell, I give you

                  room. Recovering from excess,

                  I put down roots, send up shoots.

                  Each year, like a sickness I bloom.

                  For I’m the only one allowed to

                  flower. Fire my signature. I burn

                  human fuel. I dictate the rhythm

                  of the dance. I grow as tall as I

                  please, then do a slow striptease,

                  as armies move to chop me down.

                  But life is a battle-ground and I’ll

                  always rise again. My recovery

                  quick, I come armed with the

                  weapons for battle: my razor-

                  sharp edges, my fuzz to work its

                  way under your skin. I choke

                  you with my lingering smell,

                  cover everywhere with my litter.

               

               
                  I can seduce young and old

                  with my upstanding demeanour,

                  pixilate them with my juice. Yes,

                  I’m the outsider, the interloper.

                  I’ve crossed the world to serve

                  you. I give you harvest: full belly.

                  An illusion. I sap the soil, end

                  fertility. I’ll drive you to penury,

                  abandon you, move on. Yes, I’m

                  wild and I’m wicked. I’m arrogant.

                  I don’t care. You’ll find me every-

                  where. I don’t discriminate. I’m

                  your foremost addiction. Your

                  kind will always treat me well. I

                  guarantee satisfaction.
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               CANE GANG

            

            
               
                  Torn from the vine from another world

                  to tame the wildness of the juice, assigned

                  with bill and hoe to field or factory, chained

                  by the voracious hunger of the sugar cane

               

               
                  the world’s rapacious appetite for sweetness

               

               
                  How place names of my servitude mock me:

                  Eden, Golden Vale, Friendship, Green Valley,

                  Hermitage, Lethe, Retreat, Retirement, Content,

                  Paradise, Pheonix, Hope, Prospect, Providence

               

               
                  Each with the Great House squatting

                  on the highest eminence

                  the Sugar Works overlooking

                  my master’s eye unyielding

                  the overseer unblinking

                  not seeing

                  the black specks

                              floating across

                                           their finely-crafted

                                                        landscape

               

               
                  At shell blow assembled the broken-down

                  bodies, the job-lots scrambled into gangs

                  like beads on a string O not pearls no just

                  unmatched pairings the random bindings

                  like cane trash no not like the cane pieces

                  laid out geometric and given names

                  and burning.
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               WEST INDIA CANE PIECE RAT (1821)

            

            
               
                  What is lower than a rat?

                  I’m lower than that.

               

               
                  For Rat can climb, can wriggle and work its way out

                  of the trap. Rat can flap and jump to freedom.

               

               
                  What’s better than that?

               

               
                  I sink to my knees in mud, rain or shine, weeding

                  the canefields, hoeing the line. Rat doesn’t plant

                  but it reaps what’s mine, or rather what’s Massa’s, for I

                  don’t own a thing. While Rat is free, Massa owns me.

               

               
                  I’m lower than a rat.

               

               
                  Rat breeds as it likes, rat pikni never done.

                  Slave woman work like mule, we can’t breed none.

                  And if we drop in our trace like Massa other beast,

                  he don’t give a damn, plenty more where we come from.

               

               
                  What is worse than that?

               

               
                  The only thing I’m sure of as I hoe Massa cane

                  is that when Rat die, him not coming back again.

                  Not a soul going cry as Ratta turn back into dirt, as him

                  burn with the cane-trash, as him vanish from the earth.

               

               
                  Seh who better than Rat?

                  I better than that.

               

               
                  For I know that if I’m careful and I eat no salt.

                  If I don’t mek Massa limb me, if I hold on to mi head

                  If I sing King Zambi song while I live in this here prison,

                  the minute that I’m dead, I fly straight back to Guinea.

               

               
                  What a day of rejoicing on that other shore, when the

                  nine nights are over and I’m home once more.

                  With the dead, with the living, with the children yet-to-be

                  in the bosom of my family I will once again be free.

               

               
                  So what you say now, Mister Rat?

                  What is better than that!
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               CANEFIELD SURPRISED BY EMPTINESS

            

            
               
                  It is not so much the shell shock as questions

                  we never asked that leave us cowering still

                  among the dead sugar metaphors.

               

               
                  Is this a legacy or something for which I am still

                  expected to pay? The circle on dust left by ghost

                  mules turning widdershins, turning the ghost

                  mills, turning the cane stalks into questions:

               

               
                  Are cane-cutters’ children destined to rise,

                  like stalks, bloom like cane tassels, or to sink,

                  rootwise, into anger ratooning still?

               

               
                  Still as the closed circle of the mill.

                  Still as the knife blade descending.

               

               
                  This still life could wear us down.
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               WALKING ON EGGS

            

            
               
                  hanging

                               on to

               

               
                  knowing

                               not knowing

               

               
                  the contours of the minefield

                               the trigger point

                  the charge

               

               
                               knowing

                  not knowing

               

               
                  the reversals possible

                               between madness

                  and cupidity

                               extraction

                  and loaded gun

                               between croptime

                  and planting

                               fertility

                  and empty shell

               

               
                  I feel sometimes collected

                               sometimes breakable

               

               
                  &

                  mindful

               

               
                  always

                  mind full of you.
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               WHAT COULD BE WRITTEN ON A GRAIN OF RICE

            

            
               
                  Far from Kun-Lun

                  the crane’s legs tied

               

               
                  I swallow the unfamiliar

                  with each breath.

               

               
                  Ku-li – bitter strength –

                  bound to sugar cane fields

               

               
                  to a circular season.

                  When my servitude ends

               

               
                  to mud I’ll indenture.

                  Plant familiar green

               

               
                  seedlings yielding grain

                  hard as tropic.

               

               
                  Bitter strength

                  husking promise.

               

               
                  Futures written

                  on this grain:

               

               
                  the sight of

                  Kun Lun

               

               
                  [image: ]
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