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            Who can invent a new fear?

            anne carson

            
                

            

            La terre nous aimait un peu je me souviens.

            rené char

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
1
               preface

            

            
               
                  this spring is colder than winter

                  loss a resplendent fact those ties

                  we hold so dear to the living and

               

               
                  the dead I write about this failing

                  earth since there is softness amid

                  each grief our bodies repositories

               

               
                  of muscle and memory do not be

                  afraid let us speak ourselves into

                  splendour that is the joy I’m after

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            I. Grief Lessons
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               Bright Fear (I)

            

            
               
                  During these lengthening days of sunlight

                  and bright fear, there is too much language,

                  too little time. I am afraid. I search for desire

               

               
                  indoors, my hands steeped always too long

                  in soap, then the wetness and the drying,

                  to allow once more for soiling. Another

               

               
                  faint gesture at the world. I used to dream

                  about whole days of quiet. Now I seek solace

                  in sound, replaying Cantopop from the 90s.

               

               
                  On public transport, I keep my staff badge

                  around my neck, hoping it might ward off

                  a fist. A young man from Singapore was

               

               
                  beaten for wearing a mask: I can’t help

                  but remember his expression on the six

                  o’clock news. I enter a classroom feeling

               

               
                  what has come before, its inward twist.

                  All fear is grief: how my mother wants

                  me home, how tears come on like poems.
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               London, 2020

            

            
               During the early days of the pandemic, they wondered if language meant anything, when it was so clearly the body that faced an existential threat. Keep going, they told their body. One day, they began losing blood. Their period lasted for thirty days. It was the month lockdown ended in the UK, when people flew off on European holidays. Stress, their father once told them, can make you ill. It can make your hair turn white. They looked in the mirror that evening and saw many silvery strands sprouting, like dandelions. The worst thing about this, they confessed to their partner as they lay in bed, is that other people – no matter how much I love them – are all potential hosts. Each night, they would dream about being in a room full of friends, then realise that everyone was unmasked. In the dream, bodies became repugnant. It was in 2003 when they learnt that unseen droplets, breathed gently into air, could kill. People called it SARS. As a teenager, they learnt this English term alongside other words, like sacrifice, sacred, scared.
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               Hong Kong, 2003

            

            
               
                  At thirteen, school meant mandatory

                  medical kits: two face masks, a small

               

               
                  bottle of hand sanitiser. We sang

                  hymns praising the Lord through

               

               
                  our masks, standing far apart

                  from one another, empty seats

               

               
                  filling the hall. My father left

                  in an N95, came home late

               

               
                  with its firm outline on his pale

                  cheeks. All evening I waited for

               

               
                  him to return, so I could feel

                  his forehead, listen for a cough.
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               imperfection’s school

            

            
               
                  
                     
 
                        

	the day is
            
                              
                              	truncated



	my
            
                              
                              	mother



	thinks
            
                              
                              	I am her



	angel
            
                              
                              	my lover



	is kind
            
                              
                              	reminds me



	she is
            
                              
                              	dyslexic



	a linguistic
            
                              
                              	charm



	those nights
            
                              
                              	we read



	to each other
            
                              
                              	the book



	travelling
            
                              
                              	back-



	and-
            
                              
                              	forth



	between
            
                              
                              	us



	 
            
                              
                              	 



	there was no
            
                              
                              	word



	for this
            
                              
                              	in HK



	only slow

            
                              
                              	or lazy




	for a class
            
                              
                              	of thirty-



	six
            
                              
                              	the former



	means
            
                              
                              	you’re a lost



	cause
            
                              
                              	the latter



	try harder
            
                              
                              	depression



	does not
            
                              
                              	exist



	in families
            
                              
                              	like ours



	trust
            
                              
                              	the doctor



	if he is
            
                              
                              	your father



	 
            
                              
                              	 



	tutor-kings
            
                              
                              	milked



	our cash
            
                              
                              	the contract



	was never
            
                              
                              	equal



	we were
            
                              
                              	desperate



	for love
            
                              
                              	children



	of the
            
                              
                              	1990s



	born
            
                              
                              	in Asia’s



	World City
            
                              
                              	you are



	nothing
            
                              
                              	without



	a cerebral
            
                              
                              	cortex



	the
            
                              
                              	coloniser’s



	gaze
            
                              
                              	is your own
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