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BLOOD


I have rubies sewn in . . .









QUESTIONS OF PERCENTAGE


are you done


with the percentages – yet?


which side are we


falling down on – then?









THE GALLEY KITCHEN


In her narrow kitchen


above the pinboard


with the calendar


from the Chinese takeaway


and a family photo that came in the post


she imagines a picture of the Pope


(beside a picture of the Queen).


Watching over her


as she brings the soup


up to boil. Gazing upon her


as she adds in cannonballs


of peppercorn.









THE LONG WALK


I have rubies sewn in, but he


says, that this is where I am


this room with its three-bar heat.


In our afternoon stupor, Bing Crosby


emerges in low hum, and we


sit here in this cardboard house


tea drinking and bickering like cats


but I have these blisters buried deep


and a whip of the fronds on my back


and even in this central heat I am cold


sweat. In my hand, I am still


holding Aunty’s tiffin tin, still


putting off the chore of serving her


lunch in her cane chair


in her golden throne – Buddha Aunt.


I light candles in the cathedral


incense in the chapel, hold ledger


and spice. Swing the tiffin offering


before removing silk slip, pushing over my ayah


to run free – calling for my brother but


met by Mother Jamaica at the shore


reaching in to our great ruby days


with old shackles


she burns sage.


Takes my dying brother


from my arms


(leaving me his hand always to hold).


This handing down of corpses.


We wear bones. Smuggle


them with the golden bangles. Each


one an inheritance to hold


as our neighbours lay down in the ditch


to die. Our black crone pulls at the tree


handing my mother an urging of fronds


for when they put us out like rats


in their kitchen, like bats in their attic


(she hands down the palm switch).


In this refuge, he croons, this is the end


of my story, but I carry these blisters


and hold out this lash of bound leaf . . .


He gets another pot of tea and fetches


the packet of McVities. I will like this one


he announces, and we spend the rest of our day


watching my war made real


with white faces. I say it wasn’t


like that, except the planes.


The planes were really bombed


before we could get to them. We


really did have to walk. Did you


know? I tell my granddaughter


my mother made a switch from a palm tree


to whip me up the road when I wanted


to lie down and die


You wanted to die?


She cries.









CARTOGRAPHER’S TRAP


She always loved a fresh start


like she always loved fresh sheets


a new dress and the start of the school year


but she never thought they would leave


and when it came, the leaving


it was not fresh but stale.


She pulled all she was behind her


and left. They all did. Leaving


only weight. A dent of their dragging.


Yes, she always loved a fresh start


but this leaving was bloodshot


snot faced, tear streaked. A leaving


without orchestra.
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