Sinéad Morrissey

Publisher’s Notes

Talent will rise. Whether it comes at once to make a school
in one time and one place, like sickness,
or whether it follows inheritance (a frugal king),
through the single spine of every generation,
as sure as birth, poems will be written. 
I've watched this over years of publication. 
I cast my nets wide.

Accident, alignment of the stars, or what they've carried with them 

from other lives, have made them speak,

condemned to repeat, as from a rubric,

the million poems stored in the memory of language. 
Neat as karma, their numbers at any time

are neither less nor in excess of what they've always been. 
Cassandra-like, I predict them.

My waters are the English-speaking world.

My nets, publicity.

Their poems flow towards me — tens by the day, hundreds in a week —

and their great gift of sight, which is infectious,
becomes mine to unleash.

Centred in my hands, then, almost everything 
that war and travel teach.

Some never retreat once the black ink starts its shape. 
Some sculpt for months.

Some, the fortunate ones, are given what they sing

(as compensation for childhood bullying)

unceasingly. They have the queen bee's reproductive energy. 
Others sit under a Banyan tree for three days and three nights. 
Then bleed what they write.

All see round childhood's comer. Or through puberty's anger,
jealousy's pressure, sex's swagger, mercy's hunger.
They see shadows in the high noon of their lives
when the sun is hot and cocky and controlled. 
They feel contamination feed its oil

across their surface and can say, from memory, the colours that occur
when a water source is contaminated.
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