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    To my children
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    and in memory of my stepbrother

  


  
    Lance Corporal Nigel David Moffett
  


  
    killed in action
  


  
    in Afghanistan, 30th May 2009
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    A world with a hundred kinds of home will accommodate
  


  
    a thousand kinds of homesickness. 

  


  
    – Pico Iyer, The Global Soul

  


  


  


  Accent


  


  
    Stowaway inflections and locally-produced slang
  


  
    have passports of their own, a visa for the twang
  


  
          that tells me you’re not Xhosa
  


  
    but a Geordie raised in Grahamstown, maybe. It’s a blitz
  


  
    of souvenirs on the ears, the way you bring your bliss
  


  
          of home that much closer.
  


  
    

  


  
    Home? Or everywhere? Like combing coral
  


  
    or sand and snow globes, or a wave-shaped petal
  


  
          from Sydney’s Manly Cove
  


  
    my voice fossils places. The way sound chases
  


  
    itself in tunnels and halls, the way senses
  


  
          fold memory into five
  


  
    

  


  
    is an accent’s suitcase aesthetic. Listen.
  


  
    There’s an address, a postcard in the tone,
  


  
          the foreign rhythm
  


  
    and that emphasis, that accent on the off-beat
  


  
    which echoes longing clearly; the picked-up place-music speaks
  


  
          where you ache to be, with whom.
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  


  Open-Mic Night at the Memory Karaoke


  


  
    Memories restage the past in nostalgia’s spotlight.
  


  
    The mind’s golden hits
  


  
    are fished out of the karaoke box
  


  
    

  


  
    and dribbled back into the mic,
  


  
    but with a difference. Contestants stagger
  


  
    to counterpoint under the influence.
  


  
    

  


  
    Our first flat gets up. I cringe at the damp-
  


  
    stains, the broken fire, expect it to sing
  


  
    controversial recreations
  


  
    

  


  
    of my dirty laundry. Instead it rings
  


  
    out bad times without their sting: no loo
  


  
    for three whole weeks (the crowd finds this funny);
  


  
    

  


  
    an argument’s subtexts in the key of
  


  
    triviality; slap-stick orchestrations
  


  
    of an ant-hunt with deodorant.
  


  
    

  


  
    Next, a Russian doll from Berlin sheds skins
  


  
    like a girl thinning into silence
  


  
    until she is lost in mistranslation.
  


  
    

  


  
    My first car revs speed convictions under
  


  
    a blare of goth rock. A grand piano
  


  
    lifts its wing: chords of my mother take flight.
  


  
    

  


  
    Some recollections are reticent.
  


  
    The pair of jeans I refuse to throw out
  


  
    belts out a chorus of friendships but zips
  


  
    

  


  
    up about its stain. A death and a birth
  


  
    neck shots of shadow at the bar, refusing
  


  
    to sink into song, like oil on water.
  


  
    

  


  


  


  
    But most are ecstatic to slide into tune
  


  
    (whether tone-deaf or drowning-cat)
  


  
    until I get why Odysseus was tied
  


  
    

  


  
    to the mast and deafened to the Sirens –

  


  
    this Juke-Box comfort, sing-along’s certainty,
  


  
    the voice lyrics give to dumb aches,
  


  
    

  


  
    comprehension so harmonic you could drown
  


  
    inside its ear. At last, the transparency
  


  
    of this deafening blast from the past:
  


  
    

  


  
    …Hit me, baby, one more time…

  


  
    It wasn’t love, babe. Just rhyme…
  


  


  
    

  


  


  Second-Hand Words


  


  
    As Barbara Cartland would put it, I love you madly.

  


  
             – Umberto Eco, The Name of the Rose

  


  
    

  


  
    Today is the day of rogue acceptances, when an ear becomes a weir
  


  
    for the winning word. So watch your syntax. We’re
  


  
    playing frisbee with linguistics on the construction site
  


  
    of authenticity. It’s too late to bolt at the sight
  


  
    of roses. Summer will come, oozing red,
  


  
    laden with more hearts for the taking and silences to be read
  


  
    into. Before I answer, answer this: will it stay this way, a three-tier
  


  
    terrace of time in a kiss? Will a polished tear
  


  
    of moon on my finger make you a prince?
  


  
    For asking, you’ll get a full set of finger prints
  


  
    but not fingers. Try to be more specific.
  


  
    My hand? Get lost somewhere in the South Pacific
  


  
    where second-hand words are served with coconut bread.
  


  
    Love’s unoriginal. This is the day where futurity’s bred
  


  
    and the moon’s a blow-up dingy I row out to sea
  


  
    to rinse out my sullied replies. Here. Pick Oui, Hai, Da, or Si.

  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  


  Yesterday, I Failed


  


  
    I failed, and the failing was great thereof.
  


  
    I failed all the way to the sulphur cliffs of cynicism,
  


  
       then bungee-jumped.
  


  
    I shot a hole in one in failure.
  


  
    I failed and changed the course of history.
  


  
    I failed admirably, catastrophically, unremittingly, relentlessly,
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