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Blessing by Imtiaz Dharker 

The skin cracks like a pod 

There never is enough water 

 

Imagine the drip of it, 

the small splash, echo 

in a tin mug, 

the voice of a kindly god. 

 

Sometimes, the sudden rush 

of fortune. The municipal pipe bursts, 

silver crashes to the ground 

and the flow has found 

a roar of tongues. From the huts, 

a congregation: every man woman 

child for streets around 

butts in, with pots, 

brass, copper, aluminium, 

plastic buckets, 

frantic hands, 

Imtiaz Dharker born 1954 

Imtiaz Dharker is a poet, artist and documentary film-

maker. She was awarded the Queen’s Gold Medal for 

Poetry in 2014. Dharker grew up a Muslim Calvinist in a 

Lahori household in Glasgow, is of Pakistani heritage and 

was married to Welshman Simon Powell who died in 2009. 
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and naked children 

screaming in the liquid sun, 

their highlights polished to perfection, 

flashing light, 

as the blessing sings 

over their small bones 
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Home Was Your Refuge 

Now They Call You Refugee by Nikita Gill 

Home is a language 

you grew in your mouth 

that no longer exists anywhere 

but inside your heart and head. 

Home is where 

you had to teach your children 

how to run from men who are dressed 

in war and blood. 

Home is now a legend 

a story of where you grew up, 

happy and safe before 

they set your entire world aflame. 

Home is where you ran to the sea 

because the place you once belonged to, 

now no longer remembers your name. 

Home was your refuge. 

Now, after cruelly 

taking it from you 

they call you a refugee 

Nikita Gill born 1987 

Nikita Gill began publishing her poetry on Instagram and 

publishing her work in paperback form in 2016. She is a 

Indian Sikh writer brought up in Gurugram, Haryana in 

India. In her mid twenties, she immigrated to the South of 

England. Gill also creates paintings, photos and illustrations. 
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Limbo by 

Edward Kamau Brathwaite 

And limbo stick is the silence in front of me 

limbo 

limbo 

limbo like me 

limbo 

limbo like me 

long dark night is the silence in front of me 

limbo 

limbo like me 

stick hit sound 

and the ship like it ready 

stick hit sound 

and the dark still steady 

limbo 

limbo like me 

long dark deck and the water surrounding me 

long dark deck and the silence is over me 

limbo 

limbo like me 

Edward Kamau Braithwaite born 1930 

Brathwaite was born in Barbados. He moved to Cambridge 

to be educated at Pembroke College before returning to 

Barbados to live. Alongside writing poetry he has also 

worked as a teacher in the Ghana, the West Indies and 

New York. His poetry has won many awards. 
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stick is the whip 

and the dark deck is slavery 

stick is the whip  

and the dark deck is slavery 

limbo 

limbo like me 

drum stick knock 

and the darkness is over me 

knees spread wide 

and the water is hiding 

limbo  

limbo like me 

knees spread wide 

and the dark ground is under me 

down 

down 

down 

and the drummer is calling me 

limbo 

limbo like me 

sun coming up 

and the drummers are praising me 

out of the dark 

and the dumb god are raising me 

up 

up 

up 
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Langston Hughes 1902 - 1967 

Hughes was an American poet and playwright who is considered 

a central figure in the Harlem Renaissance – a period of time 

when African Americans began to assert their identity and 

America became more aware of the intellectual contributions 

of black people. He was raised by his grandmother after his 

parents separated soon after his birth.  

 

and the music is saving me 

hot 

slow 

step 

on the burning ground. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Merry Go Round by Langston Hughes 

Where is the Jim Crow section  

On this merry-go-round,  

Mister, cause I want to ride? 

Down South where I come from  

White and colored  

Can't sit side by side.  

Down South on the train  

There's a Jim Crow car.  

On the bus we're put in the back— 

But there ain't no back  

To a merry-go-round!  

Where's the horse  

For a kid that's black?  
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Tatamkhula Afrika 1920-2002 

Ismail "Tatamkhulu Afrika" Joubert  was born in As Sallum in Egypt as 

Mohamed Faud Nasif to an Arab father and a Turkish mother. His parents 

relocated to South Africa in 1923 where they died from Asian flu leaving him 

orphaned at the age of two. He was then taken care of by friends and family 

before being given to a Methodist couple who renamed him John Carlton. He 

launched a welfare organisation called Al Jihaad which the government 

considered a terrorist group and jailed him in 1987. Upon his release, he was 

banned from writing for five years so used the name Tatamkhula Afrika as a 

pseudonym.  

 

 

 

 

 

Nothing's Changed by Tatamkhula Afrika 

Small round hard stones click 

under my heels, 

seeding grasses thrust 

bearded seeds 

into trouser cuffs, cans, 

trodden on, crunch 

in tall, purple-flowering, 

amiable weeds. 

 

District Six. 

No board says it is: 

but my feet know, 

and my hands, 

and the skin about my bones, 

and the soft labouring of my lungs, 

and the hot, white, inwards turning 

anger of my eyes. 

 

Brash with glass, 

name flaring like a flag, 

it squats 

in the grass and weeds, 

incipient Port Jackson trees: 

new, up-market, haute cuisine, 
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guard at the gatepost, 

whites only inn. 

 

No sign says it is: 

but we know where we belong. 

 

I press my nose 

to the clear panes, know, 

before I see them, there will be 

crushed ice white glass, 

linen falls, 

the single rose. 

 

Down the road, 

working man's cafe sells 

bunny chows. 

Take it with you, eat 

it at a plastic table's top, 

wipe your fingers on your jeans, 

spit a little on the floor: 

it's in the bone. 

 

I back from the 

glass, 

boy again, 

leaving small mean O 

of small mean mouth. 

Hands burn 

for a stone, a bomb, 

to shiver down the glass. 

Nothing's changed. 
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Moniza Alvi 1954 

Moniza Alvi was born in Lahore, Pakistan, and came to 

England when she was a few months old. She grew up in 

Hertfordshire and studied at the universities of York and 

London. Alvi worked as a secondary teacher for many years. 

Her poetry often explores the idea of being ‘out of place’. 

 

 

 

 

 

Presents From My Aunts in Pakistan by Moniza Alvi 

They sent me a salwar kameez 

peacock-blue, 

and another 

glistening like an orange split open, 

embossed slippers, gold and black 

points curling. 

Candy-striped glass bangles 

snapped, drew blood. 

Like at school, fashions changed 

in Pakistan -   

the salwar bottoms were broad and stiff, 

then narrow. 

My aunts chose an apple-green sari, 

silver-bordered 

for my teens. 

 

I tried each satin-silken top -   

was alien in the sitting-room. 

I could never be as lovely  

as those clothes -   

I longed 

for denim and corduroy. 

My costume clung to me 

and I was aflame, 

I couldn't rise up out of its fire, 

half-English, 

unlike Aunt Jamila. 
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I wanted my parents' camel-skin lamp -   

switching it on in my bedroom, 

to consider the cruelty 

and the transformation 

from camel to shade, 

marvel at the colours 

like stained glass. 

 

My mother cherished her jewellery -   

Indian gold, dangling, filigree. 

But it was stolen from our car. 

The presents were radiant in my wardrobe. 

My aunts requested cardigans 

from Marks and Spencers. 

 

My salwar kameez 

didn't impress the schoolfriend 

who sat on my bed, asked to see 

my weekend clothes. 

But often I admired the mirror-work, 

tried to glimpse myself 

in the miniature 

glass circles, recall the story 

how the three of us 

sailed to England. 

Prickly heat had me screaming on the way. 

I ended up in a cot 

in my English grandmother's dining-room, 

found myself alone, 

playing with a tin boat. 

 

I pictured my birthplace 

from fifties' photographs. 

When I was older 
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there was conflict, a fractured land 

throbbing through newsprint. 

Sometimes I saw Lahore -   

my aunts in shaded rooms, 

screened from male visitors, 

sorting presents, 

wrapping them in tissue. 

 

Or there were beggars, sweeper-girls 

and I was there -   

of no fixed nationality, 

staring through fretwork 

at the Shalimar Gardens. 
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Lawrence Ferlinghetti born 1919 

Ferlinghetti’s father died shortly before Lawrence 

was born, his mother was placed in a mental hospital, 

and a female relative took him to France, where he 

spent most of his childhood. As an adult he moved to 

San Francisco and opened a book shop which became a 

regular meeting place for many well-known writers. 

Ferlinghetti’s poetry is designed to be read aloud. 

 

 

 

 

 

Two Scavengers in a Truck, 

Two Beautiful People in a Mercedes by Lawrence Ferlinghetti 

At the stoplight waiting for the light 

nine a.m. downtown San Francisco 

a bright yellow garbage truck 

with two garbagemen in red plastic blazers 

standing on the back stop 

one on each side hanging on 

and looking down into 

an elegant open Mercedes 

with an elegant couple in it 

The man 

in a hip three-piece linen suit 

with shoulder-length blond hair & sunglasses 

The young blond woman so casually coifed 

with a short skirt and colored stockings 

on the way to his architect's office 

And the two scavengers up since four a.m. 

grungy from their route 

on the way home 

the older of the two with grey iron hair 

and hunched back 

looking down like some 

gargoyle Quasimodo 

And the younger of the two 

https://www.britannica.com/place/France
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also with sunglasses & long hair 

about the same age as the Mercedes driver 

And both scavengers gazing down 

as from a great distance 

at the cool couple 

as if they were watching some odourless TV ad 

in which everything is always possible 

And the very red light for an instant 

holding all four close together 

as if anything at all were possible 

between them 

across that small gulf 

in the high seas 

of this democracy 
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Chinua Achebe 1930 - 2013 

Achebe was a poet, novelist, professor and critic who 

was born in Nigeria. His first novel sold more than 20 

million copies and was translated into 50 different 

languages. He has won many different literary prizes 

for his writing. 

 

 

 

Vultures by Chinua Achebe 

In the greyness 

and drizzle of one despondent 

dawn unstirred by harbingers 

of sunbreak a vulture 

perching high on broken 

bones of a dead tree 

nestled close to his 

mate his smooth 

based-in head, a pebble 

on a stem rooted in 

a dump of gross 

feathers, inclined affectionately 

to hers. Yesterday they picked 

the eyes of a swollen 

corpse in a water-logged 
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trench and ate the 

things in its bowel. Full 

gorged they chose their roost 

keeping the hollowed remnant 

in easy range of cold 

telescopic eyes… 

Strange 

indeed how love in other 

ways so particular 

will pick a corner 

in that charnel-house 

tidy it and coil up there, perhaps 

even fall asleep – her face 

turned to the wall! 

 

Thus the Commandant at Belsen 

Camp going home for 

the day with fumes of 

human roast clinging 

rebelliously to his hairy 

nostrils will stop 

at the wayside sweet-shop 

and pick up a chocolate 

for his tender offspring 
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waiting at home for Daddy’s 

return… 

 

Praise bounteous 

providence if you will 

that grants even an ogre 

a tiny glow-worm 

tenderness encapsulated 

in icy caverns of a cruel 

heart or else despair 

for in the very germ 

of that kindred love is 

lodge the perpetuity 

of evil. 
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Wha me mudder do by Grace Nichols 

Mek me tell you wha me mudder do 

wha me mudder do 

wha me mudder do 

Me muder pound plaintain mek fufu 

Me mudder catch crab mek calaloo stew 

Mek me tell you wha me mudder do 

wha me mudder do 

wha me mudder do 

Me mudder beat hammer 

Me mudder turn screw 

she paint red chair 

then she paint it blue 

Mek me tell you wha me mudder do 

wha me mudder do 

wha me mudder do 

Me mudder chase bad-cow 

with one “Shoo” 

she paddle down river 

in she own canoe 

Ain't have nothing 

dat me mudder can't do 

Ain't have nothing  

dat me mudder can't do 

 

Grace Nichols born 1950 

Nichols was born in Guyana and grew up in a small 

village on the coast. She moved to the city when she 

was eight and her country was in the middle of its 

struggle for independence.  Her poetry reflects the 

heritage, values and stories of the Caribbean. 


