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SECOND LANGUAGE

English not being yet a language, I wrapped my lubber-lips around my thumb;

Brain-deaf as an embryo, I was snuggled in my comfort-blanket dumb.

Growling figures campaniled above me, and twanged their carillons of bronze
Sienna consonants embedded with the vowels alexandrite, emerald and topaz.

The topos of their discourse seemed to do with me and convoluted genealogy;

Wordy whorls and braids and skeins and spiral helices,

unskeletoned from laminate geology —
How this one's slate-blue gaze is correspondent to another's new-born eyes;

Gendans, forget-me-nots, and cornflowers, diurnal in a heliotrope surmise.

Alexandrine tropes came gowling out like beagles, loped and unroped
On a snuffly Autumn. Nimrod followed after with his bold Arapahoes,

Who whooped and hollered in their unforked tongue. The trail was starred with
Myrrh and frankincense of Anno Domini; the Wise Men wisely paid their tariff.
A single star blazed at my window. Crepuscular, its acoustic perfume dims

And swells like flowers on the stanzaic-papered wall. Shipyard hymns

Then echoed from the East: gantry-clank and rivet-ranks, Six-County hexametric
Brackets, bulkheads, girders, beams, and stanchions; convocated and Titanic.

Leviathans of rope snarled out from ropeworks: disgorged hawsers, unkinkable lay,
Ratlines, S-twists, plaited halyards, Z-twists, catlines; all had their say.

Tobacco-scent and snuff breathed out in gouts of factory smoke like aromaric camomile;

Sheaves of brick-built mill-stacks glowered in the sulphur-mustard fog like campaniles.

The dim bronze noise of midnight-noon and Angelus then boomed and clinked in Latin

Conjugations; statues wore their shrouds of amaranth; the
thurible chinked out its smoky patina.

I inhaled amo, amas, amat in quids of pros and versus and Introibos

Ad altare Del; incomprehensibly to others, spoke in Irish. I slept through the Introit.

The enormous Monastery surrounded me with nave and architrave. Its ornate pulpit
Spoke to me in fleurs-de-lys of Purgatory. Its sacerdotal gaze became my pupil.

My pupil's nose was bathed in Pharaonic unguents of dope and glue.

Flimsy tissue-paper plans of aeroplanes unfolded whimsical ideas of the blue,

Where, unwound, the prop's elastic is unpropped and balsawood extends its wings
Into the hazardous azure of April. It whirrs into the realm of things.

Things are kinks that came in tubes; like glue or paint extruded, that became
A hieroglyphic alphabet. Incestuous in pyramids, Egyptians were becalmed.

I climbed into it, delved its passageways, its sepulchral interior, its things of kings
Embalmed; sarcophagi, whose perfume I exhumed in chancy versions ofthe l-Ching.

A chink of dawn was revelated by the window. Far-off cocks crowed crowingly
And I woke up, verbed and tensed with speaking English; I lisped the words so knowingly.

I love the as-yet morning, when no one's abroad, and I am like a postman on his walk,
Distributing strange messages and bills, and arbitrations with the world of talk:

I foot the snow and almost-dark. My shoes are crisp, and bite into the blue-
White firmament of pavement. My father holds my hand and goes blah-

Blah with me into the ceremonial dawn. I'm wearing tweed. The universe is Lent
And Easter is an unspun cerement, the gritty, knitty, tickly cloth of unspent

Time. I feel its warp and weft. Bobbins pirn and shuttle in Imperial Typewriterspeak. 
I hit the keys. The ribbon-black chinks out the words in serial.

What comes next is next, and no one knows the che sera of it, but must allow
The Tipp-Ex present at the fingertips. Listen now: an angel whispers of the here-and-now.

The future looms into the mouth incessantly, gulped-at and unspoken;

Its guardian is intangible, but gives you hints and winks and nudges as its broken token.

I woke up blabbering and dumb with too much sleep. I rubbed my eyes and ears. 
I closed my eyes again and flittingly, forgetfully, I glimpsed the noise of years.

TURN AGAIN

There is a map of the city which shows the bridge that was never built.
A map which shows the bridge that collapsed; the streets that never existed.
Ireland’s Entry, Elbow Lane, Weigh- House Lane, Back lane, Stone-Cutter’s Entry —
Today’s plan is already yesterday’s — The streets that were there are gone.
And the shape of the jails cannot be shown for security reasons. 

The linen backing is falling apart - the Falls Road hangs by a thread
When someone asks me where I live, I remember where I used to live.
Someone asks me for directions, and I think again. I turn into 
A side-street try to throw off my shadow, and history is changed.

Belfast Confetti 
Suddenly as the riot squad moved in, it was raining exclamation marks, 
Nuts, bolts, nails, car-keys. A fount of broken type. And the explosion.
Itself - an askerisk on the map. This hyphenated line, a burst of rapid fire…
I was trying to complete a sentence in my head but it kept stuttering, 
All the alleyways and side streets blocked with stops and colons. 

I know this labyrinth so well - Balaclava, Raglan, Inkerman, Odessa Street - 
Why can’t I escape? Every move is punctuated. Crimea Street. Dead end again.
A Saracen, Kremlin-2 mesh. Makrolon face-shields. Walkie-talkies. What is 
My name? Where am I coming from? Where am I going? A fusillade of question-marks.
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