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            To Dylan, Aniyah and baba Cruz
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               ATLANTIC GROUND

            

            
               
                  Where bones build pace under

                  Water over grown with currents

               

               
                  Where pickaxes solder sparks

                  Plunged into such cranial soil

               

               
                  Where sounds collide to become

                  Muffled blankets by those bones

               

               
                  So that I may scrape them clean

                  Of their funeral salt holdings

               

               
                  So that all those bones assemble

                  Pulled together by coral music anchors

               

               
                  To walk once more water bridged so

                  Dance this blue fabric painted there

               

               
                  By a mind that moves eyes hands

                  Back forth by and by sea made land
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               DOWNTOWN L.A.

            

            
               
                  Dark finds me waiting for a world

                  Birds bring to my patch of green,

                  Wings sow light, songs keep time.

               

               
                  My eyes sieve this dark till I make out

                  Stations in thick night, so many lookouts

                  Now clarify to settle into their names:

               

               
                  Trees, homes, powerlines, crisscross fences,

                  All meshed with sky, curved all around me.

                  Now the first engines unroll linoleum traffic,

               

               
                  My refrigerator shudders at the prospect

                  Of overtime, two lights over my stove frown

                  As I count down the years ready for daybreak.
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               THE BORDER

            

            
               
                  Everybody took from a circle

                  What only arms could carry,

                  Yet this circle never depleted

                  As you would expect if people

                  Dipped into a bucket or a vault.

               

               
                  Instead it grew more pronounced

                  Seemed more circular if such a thing

                  Exists for a shape already manifest

                  Readymade for this world, all ready,

                  A whole world before those people

               

               
                  Gathered, their faces shining with

                  Conviction, for they know what they

                  Bring to the circle and what they take

                  From it, that no matter the exchange

                  That circle grows by giving them more.
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               DEREK WALCOTT

            

            
               
                  The walk to the corner shop

                  From the tenement yard

                  Armed with a shopping list –

                  Groceries on trust until

                  Payday wipes the balance

                  Sheet clean for another week.

               

               
                  Days sharing midday shade

                  With the watchdog asleep

                  On dirt, bed of this earth,

                  Paws sprinting in a dream,

                  As you watch the day cool

                  Down for you to join friends

               

               
                  For a game of Catcher or Hop

                  Scotch – the one where you kick

                  A dry mango seed along squares

                  Drawn in the dirt as you hop

                  On one foot – while you wait

                  Your turn, watching, this happens.
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               AXE

            

            
               
                  Tree scar heal takes

                  ten years to seal what his axe

                  opened that three o’ clock,

                  dozen-noisy-crows afternoon,

                  crow-settled oak, lookout, so

                  many black fruit out of reach.

                  Axe-swing, gunfire bark

                  cracks, splinters spark.

               

               
                  At last her cries stop him.

                  He throws axe at tree foot,

                  storms away in a huff.

                  Tree weeps for seven days

                  through ant visits, squirrel

                  laps, enquiries by four

                  pileated woodpeckers upside

                  down as if prospecting.

               

               
                  She stores axe in used shed.

                  What made him grab axe,

                  aim at that tree and swing

                  with all his might, several

                  times, before her pleas

                  stopped him, takes a decade

                  to unravel, packed neat,

                  tidy fold, tree, scar, tell me.
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               I DREAMED JB SAYS TO ME

            

            
               
                  I dream JB says to me, Perfect the art of walking backwards

                  In the open as you explain geography to an oncoming crowd.

                  We pace on membership treadmills as this unfolds,

                  Next to each other, we face the same blank wall.

                  I am too out of breath to reply, so he continues,

                  There’s a word for what we do for free, ignored, anointed,

                  Persecuted, that word slips my mind. I suspect you know it.

                  I don’t. I shake my full head empty, still breathless.

                  Can a word stand for anything for any length of time?

                  I can’t hear you out of my left ear, so you need to speak up some.

                  The clock runs out for both of us, tells us to walk cool.

                  I want so much from this life yet my life asks nothing much of me.

               

               
                  This body whose hairline shin fracture, shortsightedness,

                  Manifold hungers keep my mind turning over even in sleep.
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               1960

            

            
               
                  Conjecture is everything…

                  A redheaded boyo dropped

                  Off by my mother with a nanny

                  During the week, while my parents

                  Rotated on the buses as driver

                  And conductress (as she was called

                  Back then) with her nutty ticket

                  Machine whose clickety-clack

                  Mimeographed mum’s heart.

               

               
                  As for dad his ticker stopped

                  Aged 53, the same as his bus

                  He aimed down Blackheath

                  Hill into the sprawling capital.

                  The year was not as cold as feared.

                  Carnival was only 2 and the 50s

                  Passed on its signs, No blacks,

                  No Irish. They bought a two-up

                  Two-down, redbrick number.

               

               
                  My year petered out like a wet

                  Guy Fawkes, left me standing,

                  Not with a broken heart, but

                  Stuck up to my ankles in data

                  From an era where a stranger

                  Looks into my pram and tells

                  My mother that my red hair

                  And brown skin made me a

                  Bloody freak of nature.
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               WHAT I LEFT OUT

            

            
               
                  I said watch this shoemaker, his wife, called, Teacher, and a

                  punishment cupboard

                  papered with wire brushes that can scrub flesh off child bones. I

                  added how us sprigs learned by rote, sometimes in a spellbound

                  singsong,

               

               
                  class follow-along or else ting-a-ling. Teacher’s sergeant major

                  call of someone’s name, fresh cut whip flexed in her ample hands,

                  drew our breathy reply, all eyes on that pliers of a bendy weapon

                  whose invite nobody cared for.

               

               
                  I left out the fact that I found what

                  jumped out her mouth to be good

                  without knowing why, that when

                  she said, times tables please class,

                  the whole of us began as one throat

                  with a few stragglers who skipped

                  to catch up but kept on with mouth

                  mimicking to avoid detection by her.

               

               
                  I left out the smell of old leather

                  whose milk warmth lulled us.

                  And the old man moving in shadow

                  seen out eye-corner, head facing

                  front, his worn hammer that spoke

                  by measuring, sometimes, the way

                  we said something, as if to help us

                  along the path cleared by Teacher. 13

               

               
                  Enough about that oblong cupboard

                  she threatened to lock us in for a time

                  if we failed to tidy letters, square numbers

                  or got in the way of her forced teaching,

                  The cupboard of a thousand brushes,

                  all of them recounted in my sleep,

                  if count is what I redo when I rock

                  from side to side at their sight.

               

               
                  A child locked in with those brushes made the sound of a

                  soul lost for good,

                  nothing like the balloon, yellow, my first, that I spent my

                  lungs blowing up only to let it slip

                  from my grasp and zip around the room until empty.

               

               
                  Not to mention the bouquet of skunks, seven cubs plus

                  mother, bathed

                  by streetlight, making tracks down the narrow neck of an

                  alley, as though beings on that scale

                  could be arranged in a vase by an unseen hand.
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               SUN RISES IN MID-CITY, L.A.

            

            
               
                  Call for wings, alligator skin, eagle eyes, dog ears, leopard speed GPS

                  coordinates if body ever hopes to slip that helicopter whose searchlight

                  combs late night revelers, two-job commuters, down in Arlington

                  Heights.

               

               
                  Ripe for sprawl, mechanized dust, engine backfire or gun, cause drum an’

                  bass sweet so, wild so, madness take over and you muss tek a draw, buss an’

                  lick shot to rass, hence the sky patrol, cloud from countless pistons,

               

               
                  lands inside screens, coats laptop keys, prints fingers, spackles this chance

                  to sit alone before things rev, crescendo, old me, oh my, surrounded by

                  twisted palms flat against three of four skies, their honkytonk blue,

               

               
                  poised for squawking parakeet pinball machine flyover, as all things stop,

                  twist, turn, look up, follow their zigzag, cut, bob and weave, scattergun

                  plantings among palms, if body ever hopes for more than –

               

               
                  potluck green flurry, brass instrumental warm ups, their blessing of a life

                  lived noisily serving animal flimflam, flux, speed, in good, quarrelsome

                  company.

               

               
                  Call for wings on these mornings, temporary ones to join a crew bound

                  for the next best feed amid high-topped perilous, aged-outside-the-cask

                  trees, just to shoot, oh, well, yes, the breeze, among sheltering royals,

               

               
                  at sea, their held-breath, firework branches burst, splay, under jet belly,

                  crisscrossed skies, ink, pong, made by this splurge, cough, spit, concrete

                  graveyard don’t give a flying fuck city! Yo! Unheeded camp cry to

                  commerce 15

               

               
                  whose plugged drains, traffic-light eyes, shuttered noses, stuffed mouths

                  signal indifference to people huddled in doorways, beside shopping carts

                  laden with their last precious bundles tied with frayed twine.

               

               
                  Music crowded at my birdfeed helped by a tinny fountain, versus wind-up

                  wake yu-all jive, hustle for a dollar dustbowl conurbation. If body could

                  ever hope, only not-I, but me, you, us, them dread could isolate, pl-ease,

               

               
                  selected engagement with this city, sky that just happened, might be

                  a happening thing, pierced by palms on a growth spurt to some more

                  opulent heavenly place,

               

               
                  where shopping carts fill for all and one door opens to another in a haven

                  free of locks, guns, sirens, scalding dust, where splintered I, bifurcated lens,

                  wait for that flock, come now, up close, here, not just for me.

               

            






OEBPS/images/new_logo_online.png





OEBPS/images/9781800170094_cover_epub.jpg
FRED
D’AGUIAR

CCCCCCCC





