’

7 ‘No dialects please ...

Merle Collins

In this competition

dey was lookin for poetry of worth

for a writin that could wrap up a feelin
an fling it back hard

with a captive power to choke de stars
so dey say,

‘Send them to us

but NO DIALECTS PLEASE’

We’re British!

Ay!

Well ah laugh till me boushet near drop

Is not only dat ah tink

of de dialect of de Normans and de Saxons

dat combine an reformulate

to create a language-elect

is not only dat ah tink

how dis British education mus really be narrow
if it leave dem wid no knowledge

of what dey own history is about

is not only dat ah tink

bout de part of my story

dat come from Liverpool in a big dirty white ship
mark

AFRICAN SLAVES PLEASE!

We're the British!

But as if dat not enough pain

for a body to bear

ah tink bout de part on de plantations down dere
Wey dey so frighten o de power

in the deep spaces

behind our watching faces

dat dey shout

NO AFRICAN LANGUAGES PLEASE!
It's against the law!

Make me ha to go

am start up a language o me own
dat ah could share wid me people

Den when we start to shout

bout a culture o we own

a language o we own

a identity o we own

dem an de others dey leave to control us say
STOP THAT NONSENSE NOW

We're all British!

Every time we lif we foot to do we own ting
to fight we own fight

dey tell us how British we British

an ah wonder if dey remember

dat in Trinidad in the thirties

dey jail Butler

who dey say is their British citizen



an accuse him of

Hampering the war effort!

Then it was

FIGHT FOR YOUR COUNTRY, FOLKS!
You're British!

Ay! Ay!

Ah wonder when it change to

NO DIALECTS PLEASE!

WE'RE British!

Huh!

To tink how still dey so dunce

an so frighten o we power

dat dey have to hide behind a language
that we could wrap round we little finger
in addition to we own!

Heavens o mercy!

Dat is dunceness oui!

Ah wonder where is de bright British?

Source: Horovitz, Michael (ed.) (1992) Grandchildren of Albion: an
illustrated anthology of voices and visions of younger poets in Britain,
Stroud: New Departures.



8 Mama Dot warns against an Easter
rising
Fred D’Aguiar

Doan raise no kite is good friday

but is out he went out an fly it

us thinkin maybe dere wont be a breeze
strong enouf an widout any a we to hole it

fo him he’d neva manage to get it high-up

to de tree top ware de wind kissin

de ripess sweetess fruit we cawn reach

but he let out some string bit by bit

tuggin de face into de breeze

coaxin it up all de time takin a few steps back
an it did rise up bit by bit till de lang tail

din’t touch de groun an we grip de palin

we head squeeze between to watch him

an trace its rise rise rise up up up in de sky
we all want to fly in like bird but can only kite
fly an he step back juss as we beginnin

to smile fo him envy him his easter risin

when bap he let out a scream leggo string

an de kite drop outta de sky like a bird

a sail down to de nex field an we runnin to him
fogetting de kite we uncle dem mek days ago
fram wood shave light as bird bone

paper tin like fedder an de tongue o kite

fo singin in de sky like a bird an de tail

fo balance string in de mout like it pullin

de longess worm an he a hole him foot

an a bawl we could a see seven inch a greenhart
gone in at de heel runnin up him leg

like a vein he groanin all de way to de haspital
on de cross-bar a bike ridden by a uncle

she not sayin a word but we hearin her

fo de ress a dat day an evry year since

doan raise no kite is good friday

an de sky was a birdless kiteless wait fo her word

Source: D’Aguiar, Fred (1985) Mama Dot, London: Chatto & Windus.



9 Them & [uz]

Tony Harrison

ata{ ay, ay! ... stutterer Demosthenes
gob full of pebbles outshouting seas -

4 words only of mi ‘art aches and ... ‘Mine’s broken,
you barbarian, T.W.!" He was nicely spoken.
‘Can’t have our glorious heritage done to death!”

I played the Drunken Porter in Macbeth.

‘Poetry’s the speech of kings. You're one of those
Shakespeare gives the comic bits to: prose!

All poetry (even Cockney Keats?) you see

s been dubbed by [As] into RP,

Received Pronunciation, please believe [As]
your speech is in the hands of the Receivers.’

‘We say [As] not [uz] T.W.! That shut my trap.
I doffed my flat a’s (as in ‘flat cap’)

my mouth all stuffed with glottals, great
lumps to hawk up and spit out ... E-nun-ci-ate!

Source: Harrison, Tony (1981) Continuous. 50 Sonnets from the School of
Elogquence, London: Rex Collings.



