Lambing Language
I couldn’t fall. She despaired, pulled faces,

pleaded. Others kneaded, eased passage, 

greased tubes. She convulsed and

I tumbled down heavily. Breathing out noises,

a fat tongue fooling each sound. She shone

as I staggered proudly around

in the wet new words.

But I wouldn’t give her quiet, I begged

for nourishment. Slurring syllables as I suckled,

my eagerness tripped her, made her

kick out. She dragged me through bogs of plurals,

webs of pronouns, until we were weary.

Hesitant.

But even bruises had names and I felt bravery swell in my lungs.

She was in my ears always, I made her the middle

of every sentence I circled. When I staggered and heard

others curse my clumsiness, I would hide in her, tasting

new noises as she spat them in my defence.

I run, a bird on four legs, labelling

the world from behind the shallow walls. Sometimes

I see shadows of how I may mutate. Swollen with syntax, fat

with cliché, chewing, banal, bland

nothingness.

Shitting accidents carelessly,

Until soiled language greys my coat and I am too stubborn

To wipe it away.

When a farmer’s accent stains my skin.

I will be mutton in two tongues.
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