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Half of what I say is meaningless; but I say it


so that the other half may reach you


– KHALIL GIBRAN, Sand and Foam
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If on a sunny day you climb the steep path leading up from the little wooden bridge still referred to around here as ‘the Bridge of Hesitation’, you will not have to walk far before the roof of my house becomes visible …


– KAZUO ISHIGURO, An Artist of the Floating World






















Fielder









If I had to put my finger on where this started,


I’d trace a circle round the one moment I came to, or the one


that placed me, a fielder, just past the field, over the rope,


having chased a lost cause, leathered for six …


when, bumbling about, obscured in the bushes,


I completely stopped looking for the ball –


perhaps irresponsibly – slowed by bracken, caught by light


that slipped the dark cordon of rhododendron hands,


a world hidden from the batsmen, the umpires and my team,


like the thing itself: that small, seamed planet, shined


on one half, having reached its stop, out of the sphere of sight.


And when I reflect, here, from this undiscovered city,


well north of those boyish ambitions – for the county,


maybe later, the country – I know something of that minute


holds something of me, there, beyond the boundary,


in that edgeland of central England. A shady fingernail


of forest. The pitch it points at, or past, a stopped clock.


Still, in the middle, the keeper’s gloves


clap at the evening. Still, a train clicks


on far-off tracks. And the stars are still to surface.


The whole field, meanwhile, waiting for me,


some astronaut, or lost explorer, to emerge with a wave


that brings the    ball like time itself    to hand. A world restored.


But what I’d come to find, in that late hour


was out of mind, and, the thing is, I didn’t care


and this is what’s throwing me now. 




























The Word









I couldn’t tell you now what possessed me


to shut summer out and stay in my room.


Or at least attempt to. In bed mostly.


It’s my dad, standing in the door frame


not entering – but pausing to shape advice


that keeps coming back. ‘Whatever is matter,







must enjoy the life.’ He pronounced this twice.


And me, I heard wrongness in putting a the







before life. In two minds. Ashamed. Aware.


That I knew better, though was stuck inside


while the sun was out. That I’m native here.


In a halfway house. Like that sticking word.


That definite article, half right, half


wrong, still present between enjoy and life.




























Prayer









First heard words, delivered to this right ear


Allah hu Akbar – God is great – by my father


in the Queen Elizabeth maternity ward.


God’s breath in man returning to his birth,


says Herbert, is prayer. If I continued







his lines from there, from birth – a break Herbert


chimes with heav’n and earth – I’d keep in thought


my mum on a Hereford hospital bed


and say what prayer couldn’t end. I’d say


I made an animal noise, hurled language’s hurt







at midday, when word had come. Cancer. Now, so spread


by midnight her rings were off.


                                                   I stayed on. At her bed.


Earlier, time and rhythm flatlining, I whispered


Thank you    I love you    thank you


                                                             mouth at her ear.


She stared on, ahead. I won’t know if she heard.




























Hill Speak









There is no dictionary for my father’s language.


His dialect, for a start, is difficult to name.


Even this taxi driver, who talks it, lacks the knowledge.


Some say it’s Pahari – ‘hill speak’ –


others, Potwari, or Pahari-Potwari –


too earthy and scriptless to find a home in books.


This mountain speech is a low language. Ours. ‘No good.


You should learn speak Urdu.’ I’m getting the runaround.







Whatever it is, this talk, going back, did once have a script:


Landa, in the reign of the Buddhists.


… So was Dad’s speech some kind of Dogri?


Is it Kashmiri? Mirpuri? The differences are lost on me.


I’m told it’s part way towards Punjabi,


but what that tongue would call tuwarda,


Dad would agree was tusaanda –


‘yours’ –







truly, though there are many dictionaries for the tongue I speak,


it’s the close-by things I’m lost to say;


things as pulsed and present as the back of this hand,


never mind stumbling towards some higher plane.


And, either way, even at the rare moment I get towards –


or, thank God, even getting to –


my point, I can’t put into words


where I’ve arrived.




























The Path









They’re there. To the side.


It’s hard not to stare


at the centre of the screen


and the stopped kerb.


Struck. But, dear me, look past


what the worst want you to see


and share. And, dear self, even


when the scene strays far from
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