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            For my grandmother
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            Today’s plan is already yesterday’s – the streets that were there are gone.

            […]

            I turn into

            A side street to try to throw off my shadow, and history is changed.

            – ciaran carson, ‘Turn Again’viii
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               Český Těšín

            

            
               
                  Four a.m.

               

               
                  Waiting alone where light rises

               

               
                  between night and day,

                  between Prague and Kraków.

               

               
                  In both cities, people will wake.

               

               
                  But for now I am morning.

                  The train arrives or it doesn’t.

                  I am the only witness.

               

               
                  When the disconnected payphone rings,

                  I know it is my mother.

               

               
                  No one checks my papers.

               

               
                  In one story I stay in that city forever,

                  in one I board, and in another I am still waiting.

               

               
                  I am daybreak; I am everywhere.
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               What I Return to Each Time it Rains

            

            
               
                  I keep a secret flat in an undisclosed city.

                  All my good china is there.

               

               
                  I visit whenever I need the perfect garden sunlight

                  that shines through the bay window.

               

               
                  Inside the flat is a diorama of the building.

               

               
                  Many of my friends have stayed in the flat.

                  I have to tell them where I keep the key.

                  I am surprised by how well it’s hidden.

               

               
                  Each time, just before I go,

                  I buy a copy of the day’s paper

                  and leave it on the kitchen table.

               

               
                  One of my guests

                  has begun to fashion the newspapers in miniature

                  and situate them in the diorama.

               

               
                  Anything good I’ve written, I wrote there.

               

               
                  The city has a nickname

                  which I cannot state here, for obvious reasons,

                  but which translates into something like

                  ‘the place that is nowhere’.

               

               
                  My guests are surprised by the sweetness of the raspberries

                  growing in the lilac-flush parks. 5

               

               
                  In that city my dreams are vivid and perfect.

               

               
                  The swans on the lake by the castle

                  come in as many colours as you can imagine.
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               The Tale of the Three Sisters I

            

            
               
                  Once there were three little girls – triplets –

                  who lived among lush and unkempt grasses

               

               
                  outside the city in a wooded, unnamed place.

                  Their hair grew thick and their fingers strong.

               

               
                  Their house was nestled into the earth

                  and deer grazed in the fields behind it.

               

               
                  Love or war will come for you, their mother would say.

                  It just depends which comes first.

               

               
                  What came was hunger and bread and habit.

                  They took turns cooking. They braided one another’s hair.

               

               
                  As time went on, their hair grew thinner or did it?

                  They had no photographs.

               

               
                  Concrete sprung up around them

                  and a sign now marked the city’s limit.

               

               
                  A highway cut across the fields, but the deer still

                  appeared from time to time. January: a blizzard

               

               
                  that settled in the floorboards and eaves.

                  It can’t be long now, said one sister, watching the snow.
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