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I livicate these poems to the bredrens and sistrens of ‘Occupy Pinnacle’, still fighting for Zion, still fighting for a rightful portion of land.



















She hope dem caution worl-map


Fi stop draw Jamaica small


For de lickle speck cyaan show


We independantness at all!


 


Moresomever we must tell map dat


We don’t like we position –


Please kindly tek we out a sea


An draw we in de ocean


 


          – Louise Bennett


 


Any any where Rastafari trod


Any any where Rastafari trod


Any any where Rastafari trod


Babylon a follow


 


Only one place him cannot trod


Only one place him cannot trod


Only one place him cannot trod


Holy Mount Zion


 


          – Rastafari chant
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Groundation









So begin this thing


with an Abu ye! Abu ye! Abu ye!


A heartbless. Step out


from the case of your sandals,


stand shoeless. Allow your knees


and then your forehead an intimacy


with stone; know your ground.


The emperor that landed here


in 1966 was led down his ites


and gold and green plane


by a rastaman. And tell me,


was it all for show –


the way he scorned


the red rolled out for him?


He walked, instead, on common


ground – the hem of Selassie’s trousers


brushed the dust of Babylon.


Reach through history; touch


this kneeling crowd – the tarmac


soft against the substance of its faith.






























The Shrug of Jah









                                                     In the long ago beginning


                                                     the world was unmapped.


It was nothing really –


                     just a shrug of Jah


something he hadn’t thought    all the way through


Our world was neither here          nor there


                                        with him


and neither                                here nor there


                              with itself.


          A world


                    which did not know


                                        if it would stay


                                        or go.


                             No.


                                        or go.


                                        if it would stay


                    which did not know


          A world


                             with itself.


and neither                                 here nor there


                                         with him


Our world was neither here        nor there


something he hadn’t thought        all the way through


                    just a shrug of Jah.


It was nothing really –


                                                     the world was unmapped.


                                                     In the long ago beginning




























Establishing the Metre









Like tailors who must know their clients’ girths


     two men set out to find the sprawling measure of the earth.


        They walked the curve from Rodez to Barcelona,


           and Barcelona to Dunkirk. Such a pilgrimage!


             They did not call it inches, miles or chains –


                this distance which as yet had no clear name.


                   Between France and Spain they dared to stretch


                      uncalibrated measuring tapes. And foot











OEBPS/9781847774323_cover_epub.jpg
KEI MILLER The Cartographer Tries
to Map a Way to Zion






OEBPS/a005_online.jpg
(ARCANET





