Borges on the wall

A song of truth I can drive out –
How the blind and brittle poet

asked to be hand-led by youth

down to the sea and along the harbour cobb –
trembling index of saint Andreas,

whose knuckle-bones stretch to Jutland...

His stuttering tread faltered

against uneven, frost-stained stones,

until, at the end of the world,

he stood to face the North Sea’s unlocked cruelty

(here, some versions say he faced the wrong way)

And then hurled verses of Beowulf at the spindrift,

expelling the storehoused grief of a life on loan

his pampas-dry, defiant tongue 

lacing songs of the long-dead with latin accents, 

the frayed syllables sinking into spume and spray:

Næs hearpan wyn – gomen in geardum –
Who knows at what wharf whose 

hands hauled that cargo home?

