“I want my own
 Speech, to be made
Free of its terms
I want the right word
For the gut's trouble,”
           WELSH-, R.S. Thomas


A Heart Behind Glass

Behind glass, along with others, Xhosa, Quechua, Alawa. 
Locked-transparent, inside foreign interpretation. 
I can only speak the nice words- 
                                                                           Diolch, 
                                                                          Bore da, 
                                                                          Diolch 

I curse that glass, using everyday-familiar things I have on 
my person. Reach in, easy as menyn, retrieve the thumping
membrane, fictile and beating-
                                                                       Os gwelwch yn dda.                            
                                                                       Ga I goffi? 
                                                                       Ga I goffi os gwelwch yn dda?
                                   

I have returned it to wood, the kitchen cupboard, just above
the tins. My children swing from phrases easy. Roll its calon
-hum over and over, tongues-falling-freely- 
                                                                          Mam! Alla I gael mwy o datws stwnsh? 
                                                                          Dwi angen wee! 
                                                                          Rwy’n dy garu di.
 
 













Red

I think of you my love. In the reflection
of the tree lights. Red. A haze of warmth.
and dancing there, all the things that could
have been.

The sofa is a warm dull ache that holds red
bones. And carols sing, always of birth.
I think of you my love. Late at night 
on Christmas Eve. 

Let empty arms hang-heavily from their sockets.
Wrap presents to distract my fingers from their 
loss. I think of you my love. Beneath 
the woollen jumper-folds of skin. 

The crevice where you should have been. 
I could not knit you whole this time, but  
dropped a stitch. Know this, that I think
of you my love. 

As I put these finished garments all to bed. 
And leaving  a stocking out, as I do them. 
I fill it to the brim with hope. And notice, 
it is red.

 






