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For Ashley and Chingy










Autumn Gilt


The late September sunshine


Lime green on the linden leaves


Burns bronze on the slated roof-tops,


Yellow on the farmer’s last sheaves.


It flares flame-like on the fire hydrant,


Is ebony on the blackbird’s wing,


Blue beryl on the face of the ocean,


Glints gold on the bride’s wedding ring.


A sparkling rainbow on the stained-glass window,


It’s a silver sheen on the kitchen sink,


The late September sunshine


Is a chameleon, I think.


[image: A scene of a sun wearing a contented smile in the top left corner, emitting rays that fill the background. A chameleon with intricate black patterns on its body stands on a leafy branch, its tail curling in a spiral towards the sun. The chameleon’s long tongue extends outward.]










Tall Tales


I saw a silver mermaid


With green and purple hair,


I saw her sitting by the river


In her underwear.


No, you never, you never.


I did.


I saw a rolling-calf


With twenty-seven toes,


I saw the smoke and fire


That was coming from its nose.


No, you never, you never.


I did.


I saw the devil dancing reggae


In the bright moonlight,


I saw him sting a donkey


With his tail the other night.


No, you never, you never.


I did.


I saw your father busy


Reading your report card,


I saw him looking for you


All around the yard.


No, you never. You never! You did!?










Busy


Can’t you see I’m busy?


I’m otherwise occupied,


There’s no need to look so


Disbelievingly wide-eyed.


I’m counting all the leaves


On the chestnut tree,


I’m listening to the buzzing


Of the honeybee.


I’m contemplating whether


To have fish and chips for lunch,


And if I should quench my thirst


With lemonade or punch.


I’m watching those two grey squirrels


Playing in the oak,


I’m thinking I could buy something


If I weren’t so broke.


I’m feeling the grass tickling


As I lean back against the shed,


And I’m listening to the fascinating


Thoughts inside my head.


I wish that I could help you,


But as you can see,


I can’t stop what I’m doing now,


I am much too busy.


[image: A child sitting cross-legged, smiling with closed eyes and curly hair. Surrounding the child are various elements: fruits like cherries, acorns, a pineapple, a watermelon slice, leaves, two squirrels, bees and grass. The child has a heart on their sweater.]










Clouds


Little bits of cloud


High in the sky,


Little bits of cloud


Float slowly by,


Count all the bits


And that will be,


The number of fishes


There are in the sea.


[image: Two clouds shaped like faces, each blowing swirls of wind. Interspersed between the clouds are three fish with detailed scales and flowing tails, appearing to swim among the clouds.]










Rain


She makes the trees sway with delight.


She tells the long grass, ‘shiver’.


She puts the laughter in the stream,


And the gurgle in the river.


She drives the thunder grumbling off,


Orders the wind to sing,


Snuffs the lightning’s fire out,


Takes the roof tap-dancing.


She pours a drink for the thirsty earth,


Washes the face of the sky,


Puts a sparkle on the leaves


And a glint in the ocean’s eye.


She plays a tattoo on the windowpanes,


Paints doors a darker brown,


And creates a brand-new swimming pool


In the centre of the town.


In anger, she will pound the ground


With the force of a cannonball,


But happy, she sings a lullaby,


This celestial waterfall.










Fruits


Half a pawpaw in the basket


Only one o’ we can have it,


Wonder which one that will be?


I have a feeling that is me.


One guinep up in the tree


Hanging down there tempting me


It don’t mek no sense to pick it,


One guinep can’t feed a cricket.


Two ripe guava pon the shelf,


I know I hide them there meself,


When night come an’ it get dark


Me an’ them will have a talk.


Three sweet-sop, well I jus’ might


Give one o’ them a nice big bite,


Cover up the bite jus’ so, sis,


Then no one will ever notice.


Four red apple near me chair,


Who so careless put them there?


Them don’t know how me love apple?


Well, thank God fe silly people.


Five jew plum, I can’t believe it!


How they know jew plum’s me fav’rit?


But why they hide them in the cupboard?


Cho, people can be so awkward.


Six naseberry, you want a nibble?


Why baby must always dribble?


Come wipe you mout’, it don’t mek sense


To broadcast the evidence.


Seven mango! What a find


The smaddy who lef’ them really kind,


One fe you an’ six fe me,


If you want more, climb the tree.


Eight orange fe cousin Clem,


But I have just one problem,


How to get rid o’ the eight skin


That the orange them come in.


Nine jackfruit! Not even me


Can finish nine, but let me see,


I don’t suppose that they will miss one,


That was hard, but now me done.


Ten banana, mek them stay,


I feeling really full today,


Mek me lie down on me bed, quick,


Lawd, ah feeling really sick.










How Many?


The egret and the galing,


The owl and the patoo,


The vulture and the john crow,


Is there anybody who


Can tell me how many birds there are?


Six, five, four, three or two?


[image: A tree with stylised patterns on its trunk and branches. Five different birds perch on or fly around the tree, each with unique patterns and shapes.]


Answer: Three (The second names are Jamaican for the first.)










I Heard


I heard a moose play on a trombone


I heard a musician barking for his bone


I heard a dog whistling in a tree


I heard a bird laughing loud with glee


I heard a child buzzing in the air


I heard a bee chanting a long prayer


I heard a priest rumbling underground


I heard an earthquake shouting to his hound


I heard the hunter splashing against the piers


I heard the oceans and oh my aching ears.
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