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Hamime: My Mixed Language is My Mixed Identity



A Coupling with Henry Mayhew after Karen MacCarthy Woolf


The cant or slang of the patterer is not the cant of the costermonger, but


my Romani tongue, a wayside patrin of twigs and leaves, rustles


a system of its own. As in the case of the costers, it is interlarded


with secrets on bitti-barvals from distant shores. Scattered


with general remarks,


traces of the Indic spark its musika-hamima


while ordinary language is so smothered,


within the dominant vernacular, its patois, mother-tongue,


so subdued, that unless when professionally engaged


weaving tales of a Romani family


and talking of their wares,


their transient lives where only Romani blood ties


they might almost pass for foreigners.


because travellers are foreigners everywhere.


Patrin (pateran): Romani wayside signs made from leaves and twigs, also leaf, or pages of a book depending on context.  Hamime: fused, blended, adulterated, as in hamimé-ratêsko, mixed blood. Bitti barvals: breezes. Gry: horse.





Framed By Wood Grain



i


After the shock of discovery, the police


arrive, an ambulance must come and go, leaving


space where his body had been. Neighbours you never


liked gather outside watching the soap opera, say


Well, what do you expect with their sort in the road?


You become a rag doll; blank face stitched with button


eyes, fixed on the empty sag of his chair, the gap


at the table where his head had been. You question


But did I see him breathing? In stillness you hear


a train rush in your ears, feel your palms as prickles.


A bottle throws rainbows at the wall. Everything


is more-so, except him. You don’t speak, your mother


has left her cotton body, its stale sweat mixing


with mock orange, his gift of perfume, Je Reviens.


ii


Aunties come, just lift the latch, and walk in.
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