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‘Nothing is lost, nothing created: everything is transformed.’


– Antoine Laurent Lavoisier, Elements of Chemistry (1789)




Boom!


There was this baby who thought she was a hand grenade.


She appeared one day in the centre of our marriage


– or at least in the spot where all the elements of our union


appeared to orbit –


and kept threatening to explode, emitting endless alarm-sounds


that were difficult to decode.


On the ridge of threat, we had two options.


One was attempt to make it to the bottom


of the crevice slowly, purposively, holding hands. The other


was see how long we could stand there philosophizing


that when she finally went off we’d be able to take it.


But then the baby who believed she was a hand grenade


was joined in number: several more such devices entered


our lives.


We held on, expecting each day to be our last. We did not let go.


As you might expect, she blew us to smithereens.


We survived, but in a different state: you became


organized, I discovered patience, shrapnel soldered the parts


of us


that hadn’t quite fit together before. Sometimes when I speak


it’s your words that come out of my mouth.




I Phone You From the Sumo


I had a seat close enough to see the buttocks


of the largest wrestler wearing a blue mawashi


and the waterfall of flab all down his body


and it must have been right as he craned his


leg with the ease of a ballerina to ear-height


that I felt alone in a stadium of five hundred


in a city of forty million.


I watched


as time froze, as the scattered salt floated


above the dohyou, as one by one the spectators


blinked into nothingness and the streets emptied


until I was the only girl in Tokyo. On the line,


an echo meant that we talked over each other,


the freshness of our relationship palpable


in those awkward, tentative questions. How are you?


What’s the weather like? Does anyone speak English?


I had no idea that six months from then


we’d conceive a child, that we’d already be married


and the whole fragile dust matter of love


would grow bones, teeth, a pulse, an opinion.


Neither distraction nor distance nor curiosity filled


your absence. Imperceptibly,


and without any ado, this whole wide world had changed


its orbit to turn around you.




Anonymous


On the monitor


a sea at night.


Silver-edged squalls


toss, argue.


My bladder a white hull


seen from underwater.


The sac a lifeboat,


waves agitating at its sides.


A tiny survivor huddles there,


hazelnut


of rounded shoulders


and curled up legs


(too early for knees, she says).


Eight weeks and four days.


The heart insisting,


insisting,


candlelight shivering


on the far shore.




The Days of the Ninth Month


for Olivia Chapman


They are not days, they are cenotes


riven in eternity, raindrop


by raindrop,


wet troughs plunging gravity, bending physics –


month of centuries, month of drowning


in my own flesh, month of Joshua’s stopped sun


around my waist. Her due date sat fixed
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