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  Girl Talking




  On our Eid day my cousin was sent to




  the village. Something happened. We think it was pain.




  She gave wheat to the miller and the miller




  gave her flour. Afterwards it did not hurt,




  so for a while she made chapatis. Tasleen,




  said her friends, Tasleen, do come out with us.




  They were in a coy near the swing. It’s like




  a field. Sometimes we planted melons, spinach,




  marrow, and there was a well. She sat on the swing.




  They pushed her till she shouted Stop the swing,




  then she was sick. Tasleen told them to find




  help. She made blood beneath the mango tree.




  Her mother held her down. She thought something




  was burning her stomach. We paint our hands.




  We visit. We take each other money.




  Outside, the children played Jack-with-Five-Stones.




  Each day she’d carried water from the well




  into the Mosque. Men washed and prayed to God.




  After an hour she died. Her mother cried.




  They called a Holy Man. He walked from Dina




  to Jhang Chak. He saw her dead, then said




  She went out at noon and the ghost took her heart.




  From that day we were warned not to do this.




  Baarh is a small red fruit. We guard our hearts.




  







  Comprehensive




  Tutumantu is like hopscotch, Kwani-kwani is like hide-and-seek.




  When my sister came back to Africa she could only speak




  English. Sometimes we fought in bed because she didn’t know




  what I was saying. I like Africa better than England.




  My mother says You will like it when we get our own house.




  We talk a lot about the things we used to do




  in Africa and then we are happy.




  Wayne. Fourteen. Games are for kids. I support




  the National Front. Paki-bashing and pulling girls’




  knickers down. Dad’s got his own mini-cab. We watch




  the video. I Spit on Your Grave. Brilliant.




  I don’t suppose I’ll get a job. It’s all them




  coming over here to work. Arsenal.




  Masjid at 6 o’clock. School at 8. There was




  a friendly shop selling rice. They ground it at home




  to make the evening nan. Families face Mecca.




  There was much more room to play than here in London.




  We played in an old village. It is empty now.




  We got a plane to Heathrow. People wrote to us




  that everything was easy here.




  It’s boring. Get engaged. Probably work in Safeways




  worst luck. I haven’t lost it yet because I want




  respect. Marlon Frederic’s nice but he’s a bit dark.




  I like Madness. The lead singer’s dead good.




  My mum is bad with her nerves. She won’t




  let me do nothing. Michelle. It’s just boring.




  Ejaz. They put some sausages on my plate.




  As I was going to put one in my mouth




  a Moslem boy jumped on me and pulled.




  The plate dropped on the floor and broke. He asked me in Urdu




  if I was a Moslem. I said Yes. You shouldn’t be eating this.




  It’s a pig’s meat. So we became friends.




  My sister went out with one. There was murder.




  I’d like to be mates, but they’re different from us.




  Some of them wear turbans in class. You can’t help




  taking the piss. I’m going in the Army.




  No choice really. When I get married




  I might emigrate. A girl who can cook




  with long legs. Australia sounds all right.




  Some of my family are named after the Moghul emperors.




  Aurangzeb, Jehangir, Batur, Humayun. I was born




  thirteen years ago in Jhelum. This is a hard school.




  A man came in with a milk crate. The teacher told us




  to drink our milk. I didn’t understand what she was saying,




  so I didn’t go to get any milk. I have hope and am ambitious.




  At first I felt as if I was dreaming, but I wasn’t.




  Everything I saw was true.




  







  Alphabet for Auden




  

    

      

        

          

            

              When the words have gone away




              there is nothing left to say.




              Unformed thought can never be,




              what you feel is what you see,




              write it down and set it free




              on printed pages, © Me.




              I love, you love, so does he –




              long live English Poetry.




              Four o’clock is time for tea,




              I’ll be Mother, who’ll be me?




              Murmur, underneath your breath,




              incantations to the deaf.




              Here we go again. Goody.




              Art can’t alter History.




              Praise the language, treasure each




              well-earned phrase your labours reach.




              In hotels you sit and sigh,




              crafting lines where others cry,




              puzzled why it doesn’t pay




              shoving couplets round all day.




              There is vodka on a tray.




              Up your nose the hairs are grey.




              When the words done gone it’s hell




              having nothing left to tell.




              Pummel, punch, fondle, knead them




              back again to life. Read them




              when you doubt yourself and when




              you doubt their function, read again.




              Verse can say I told you so




              but cannot sway the status quo




              one inch. Now you get lonely,




              Baby want love and love only.




              In the mirror you see you.




              Love you always, darling. True.




              When the words have wandered far




              poets patronise the bar,




              understanding less and less.




              Truth is anybody’s guess




              and Time’s a clock, five of three,




              mix another G and T.




              Set ’em up, Joe, make that two.




              Wallace Stevens thought in blue.




              Words drown in a drunken sea,




              dumb, they clutch at memory.




              Pissed you have a double view,




              something else to trouble you.




              Inspiration clears the decks –




              if all else fails, write of sex.




              Every other word’s a lie,




              ain’t no rainbow in the sky.




              Some get lucky, die in bed,




              one word stubbed in the ashtray. Dead.
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