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“It does this not in forgiveness –


  between you, there is nothing to forgive –”


            – ‘It Was Like This, You Were Happy’, Jane Hirshfield


“[...] We leave Santos at once;


  We are driving to the interior.”


            – ‘Arrival at Santos’, Elizabeth Bishop





I






Softest memory



My softest


memory starts


from the blue padded jacket my mother bought me.


Camel silk padding, that’s what


it’s filled with, she said.


Wearing it


turns winter into the warmest season.


Those fabric buttons that I sometimes toyed with


as I daydreamt about growing up and becoming


a singer or an actress, never a writer.


In the dream you were much kinder.


You asked me how I had been and where


I went and who did I meet, what I ate


this morning for breakfast.


Your head tilted to one side, you squinted at me


because of the afternoon sun. I liked this


quizzical, intent look as if you might be


startled or moved by whatever I had to say.


In the dream you wore a jade pendant.


And the clock on the wall had no hands, just


a diamante marking each hour.


And in the room we could hear


the ocean waves, breaking against


the history of ourselves.





Light Year



I’d pretend we’re looking at the stars


three billion years away in Ursa Minor:


a galaxy nonetheless:


starfield on a window from the spacecraft


docked to the furthest space station in history.


Even if a star dies, its light echoes around the cosmos.


The space between the stars are not empty but filled


                                             with filaments of dust and gas.


As the supernova shuttles through space


                              at the speed of light, its echo                         expands.


                                              Think of the star factories,


              do you know the two blue smudges are magellanic clouds?


              Can you remember the first image of our black hole


                                                                        where no light can escape?


Or imagine a black hole billions of times the mass of the sun?


For astronauts on the space station, the moon


appears to rise and set 16 times each day.


It takes a 25-second-long exposure with an iso of 3200.


We need to wait for millions of years


to build a galaxy cluster like Abell 2025:


stripped of their gas, they fall through hot, high pressure clouds.


Or for someone like me to make an irrevocable decision


based on an utter lack of rationale or evidence –


seen from above, the earth’s atmosphere simply glows red and green.





Twelve questions



After Bhanu Kapil


I am allergic to silence. I fill a silent room with my nonsensical humming.


I am a beginner and am always beginning. Every beginning is different and so daunting. I begin with the simplest wants, to make something that hasn’t been before.


I now live in the middle of an iridescent lake. Here I could feel nothing but water. The water is very real and all that I could touch for now. Water so pure and icy cold and shapeless. Water shifting around me.


I am in love with hope itself: radical hope that grows like wild grass.


I came from a city so safe we had problems imagining anything at all happening. A city of subways and footbridges and train doors opening and closing.


Whenever I pass by a tree stump I am reminded of dismembered bodies, dismembered memories, disconnected friends.


My body is imperfect. Marked with history, my body feels like so many opaque, turquoise glass pieces polished by the sea.


I dreamt that I woke up without fear, convinced that the duel had finally ended. When I woke up from the dream I knew it hadn’t.


I am responsible for my mother’s suffering.


What’s left to say or explain if we ever meet again?


How will you prepare for your death?


The earth is full of memories. Before the atrocity.


This is the earth that I’ll kiss at the end.





Dream Street



It wouldn’t have made sense


to go back, not even


for a nostalgic visit.


The houses have been torn down,


I’ve heard, by bulldozers.


Each cobblestone laboriously


hurled off the street.


The rich have moved in


to a street of mansions


and private, gated gardens.


The magnolia trees were gone.


Don’t ask me how.


The grocer run by a kind


Sikh, was the last to go.


On his last day, he gave away


the fruits for free. So many


mangoes and lychees left.


It wouldn’t have made sense


even to go back


to snap a picture.


The rich wouldn’t allow it.


There’s a sign right there:


trespassers: penalty £5000.


But each time, each count


of magnolia


bears the size of hope.





AIBU



sorry to ramble but I’m fuming


about MIL’s advice as to which yoghurt


we should buy for DD. She dotes on


every fridge magnet or calendar


with her grandchild’s photo in it.


Today, my friend coos at Nella


doesn’t she look gorgeous, just like her dad.


On my way to the playgroup,


I wonder what will happen if I refuse


to push the buggy any further.


I hate its poorly-designed wheels,


its beige canopy.


For my birthday, I’d like


to ask DH for a weekend getaway:
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