                                                          Long Live the King
Devoid of value beyond veins, valves plus arteries

my golden heart gasps wildly

like a contracted wife brought suddenly to child-bed

via the middle passage

which carries coal to the Caribbean.

The white-ribbed hull where my caged lungs

catch the wind in bellowed sails

was cracked in the whip of capture.

Loyally, I served the king who sold me on

for white-goods.

The timbers of hand-hewn Colonial verandahs

are skimmed by skirted hem-lines

of bun-headed ladies who lean over white tea-cups.

Silver spoons stir the black sea

to Imperial taste. White milk, white sugar

from the plantation owned by your very own

Sir Thomas.

