“I am Out of Love with You for Now”
 (Dennis Brutus – South Africa)
I am out of love with you for now;
cold-sodden in my misery
your contours and allurements
cannot move me:

I murmur old endearments to revive 
our old familiar glow again
- like sapless autumn leaves
they rasp in vain.
“Roots” (Rienzi Crusz – Sri Lanka/Canada)

What the end usually demands
is something of the beginning,
and so
I conjure history from a cup
of warm Portuguese blood
from my forefathers,
black diamond eyes, charcoal hair
from my Sinhalese mothers; 
the beached catamaran,
gravel voices of the fishermen,
the catch still beating like a heart
under the pelting sun;
how the pariah dogs looked urgent
with fish meal in their brains,
the children romped, sagged,
then melted into the sand.

A Portuguese captain holds
the soft brown hand of my Sinhala mother.
It’s the year 1515 A.D.,
when two civilizations kissed and merged,
and I, burgher of that hot embrace,
write a poem of history
as if it were only the romance
of a lonely soldier on a crowded beach
in Sothern Ceylon.




“To an Expatriate Friend” (Mervyn Morris – Jamaica)

Colour meant nothing. Anyone
who wanted help, had humour or was kind
was brother to you; categories of skin
were foreign; you were colour-blind.

And then the revolution. Black
and loud the horns of anger blew 
against the long oppression; sufferers
cast off the previous values of the few.

New powers re-enslaved us all:
each person manacled in skin, in race.
You could not wear your paid-up dues;
the keen discriminators typed your face.

The future darkening, you thought it time
to say good-bye. It may be you were right.
It hurt to see you go; but more, 
it hurt to see you slowly going white.


“Parable” (William Soutar)
Two neighbours, who were rather dense,
Considered that their mutual fence
were more symbolic of their peace
(Which they maintained should never cease)
If each about his home and garden
Set up a more substantial warden.
Quickly they cleared away the fence
To build a wall at great expense;
And soon their little plots of ground
Were barricaded all around:
Yet still they added stone to stone,
As if they never would be done,
For when one neighbor seemed to tire
The other shouted: Higher! Higher!
Thus day by day, in their unease,
They built the battlements of peace
Whose shadows, like a gathering blot,
Darkened on each neglected plot,
Until the ground, so overcast,
Became a rank and weedy waste. 

Now in obsession, they uprear; 
Jealous, and proud, and full of fear:
And, lest they halt for lack of stone, 
They pull their dwelling-houses down.
At last, by their insane excess,
Their ramparts guard a wilderness:
And hate, arousing out of shame, 
Flares up into a wondrous flame:
They curse; they strike; they break the wall
Which buries them beneath its fall. 

