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            I am suspicious of heroes. How do they survive?

            — Vahni (Anthony Ezekiel) Capildeo

            
                

            

            
                

            

            The shipwrecked, tremulous navigator anticipates the work of the compass.

            — Max Horkheimer and Theodor Adorno

            
                

            

            
                

            

            I am not nostalgic. Belonging does not interest me. I had once thought that it did. Until I examined the underpinnings. One is misled when one looks at the sails and majesty of tall ships instead of their cargo.

            — Dionne Brand

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               HERO WORSHIP

            

            
               
                  I wake to stay in bed again, decide

                  every minor error of mine will remain broken in its wildness.

                  Nights of loss now end peacefully and rarely with restless

                  sediment. Beyond doubt, I no longer feel alone.

                  Update on security incident is the subject of these siren emails;

                  so it seems ghosts keep trying to hack the university’s global

                  trade routes. I dream about our sacred technicians haunting around

                  the anxious clock. Deep breathing. Remain

                  vigilant. I remind myself I am the translation machine. Excavated,

                  I am multiplying. In the morning, it must have snowed

                  even if I did not witness it.

                  This inert world seemed so buried with an off-white energy

                  yet to be exploited, and I made a gambit to get my body out of there,

                  a homecoming in disguise, my old return. Jupiter, Saturn,

                  Mercury aligned a few weeks ago without me even knowing.

                  Yet I could still perceive it. I think I slept right through it,

                  like a dress rehearsal before death.

                  No matter how many rooms

                  I gift my heroic molecules, they refuse to fall in line,

                  to deterritorialise. To be honest, I am excited to know what aporias

                  you will be planning soon, I praise our tenantless sun.

                  This year, I resolve to be both at home and not,

                  wet with words, my fingers within language

                  then doing without.

                  One childhood ambition was to project myself way into the past

                  like a statue.

                  I wanted to end by walking backwards, trace

                  slower circles in my back garden; in the distance,

                  beyond the steel mountains, I hear a train slip back into

                  the platform of its avant-garde station with a click, that snap of setting

                  a pen’s cap back on. The hands of the train are lifted

                  straight up as if to say: Okay.

                  You got me. I admit it,

                  I yield my tempo.

                  Just let me surrender over

                  all my worlded goods to you.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               IMPERIUM ABECEDARIAN

            

            
               
                  Oh! Adventurer

                  Oh! Boss

                  Oh! Coloniser

                  Oh! Despot

                  Oh! Emperor

                  Oh! Fascist

                  Oh! God

                  Oh! Hero

                  Oh! Imperator

                  Oh! Jailer

                  Oh! King

                  Oh! Leader

                  Oh! Monarch

                  Oh! Nazi

                  Oh! Overlord

                  Oh! Pioneer

                  Oh! Queen

                  Oh! Ruler

                  Oh! Sovereign

                  Oh! Translator

                  Oh! Usurper

                  Oh! Voyeur

                  Oh! Wanderer

                  Oh! Xénos

                  Oh! You

                  Oh! Zealot

               

               
                   

               

               
                  
            let us start the clock
          

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               PERSONS NOT WELCOME

            

            
               
                  I left all my slippery toy soldiers on the washing machine lid

                  those wet miniatures

                  travel sized men I will have to scoop up in the morning

               

               
                  I clutched my dirty clothes to my chest like a bouquet of limbs

                  in last night’s omen

                  I was a child                      lost in that hallway again

                  I was a newly sewn doll longing to be filled up with sand

               

               
                  on a branch I saw three apples                     made of metal

                  waiting to mutate

               

               
                  A bruise the size of an eye leading to

                  rust the size of my nation

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               HOSTIS

               
                  take care, do not know me,

                  deny me, do not recognise me,

                  
                      

                  

                  shun me; for this reality

                  is infectious

                  — H.D.

               

            

            
               
                  Flying home, west, I hitch my pity

                  onto the mosquito trapped under the cling film

                  of this exotic dragon fruit salad. On its last long leg we shared

                  one vessel. Its authority to inflict human suffering unsettled me,

                  as I carefully ate around the heritages housing its stuck body.

                  I had read an article that said our kinship with them

                  can be most compellingly imagined through the metaphor of war.

                  You have killed nearly half of all the humans

                  who have ever lived; there is little of history left over you have not

                  yet touched. And so, the article explained, even expat mosquitoes

                  will, one day, clandestinely evolve some resistance to their poison,

                  artemisinin, with each new generation. Unless we modify

                  the fertility genes in the females; eradicate, in an entire genus,

                  the vector for disease. Genius

                  and victory. I have just watched the final scene from In the Mood

                  for Love again on this plane. I cried again.

                  I fled a similar unpicked itch.

                  Those strangler figs in Angkor Wat cosset a stonier intimacy

                  better left tongue-tied in the flesh. I wanted to be back on that buried

                  path towards enlightenment. Try again

                  the inauthentic itinerary for touring a mountain home for the gods.

                  Pavilion Indochine Hotel. Tick. Your prophylactic regimen. Tick.

                  Rain as warm as blood. Tick. And my hired driver for the day,

                  not much older than me,

                  chain-smoked American cigarettes, texted his boyfriend,

                  blared Khmer pop from his tuk-tuk camouflaged in Coca-Cola

                  logos. Later, left alone in a Lucky Burger, probing

                  the meaty dregs of a mango smoothie with a straw,

                  I felt like such a nobody. And how I loved that bad air. How

                  did it feel to have just conquered a world wonder? Plundered

                  it with the lens of a dirty phone assembled in Shenzhen, China.

                  Even the foreign ear of a guest cupped

                  against a wall can rob stone of all its kissing music.

                  The photographs of statues I kept near to my wallet like a deck

                  of lethal military technologies. Headless men

                  filled to their necks with stagnant water. Yet the mosquito and I,

                  we both consented to lengthen our link a little longer.

                  Inside our cabin ecosystem,

                  perfectly calibrated so that host rules reign supreme,

                  homesickness infects us both.

                  Nostalgic, I smuggle the mosquito in an old scar

                  behind my right ear, and listen, from its blurry world below,

                  for the wet choral buzzing of larva who curve

                  their sleep beyond muddy colonies: might they dream

                  of more classic things, of past lives lived out in a touched

                  and looted and ruined state.
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