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Questions for the Police at Royal Infirmary



Am I making too much eye contact


Do you always work nights


What will I have for breakfast


Did you know the coffee machine does not work


Should I look at those old ladies’ bruised faces


Are you sick of your job


Why am I looking at you without disgust


Is it because this country is so new to me


Do you think soap operas use the right props for your badges


Did you call the police as a kid


Was it a prank or a threat


What makes you talk: the lack of windows or the colour grey


If you were in the interrogation room, could you tell my great granny lied


Are you kind when no one watches





I.



“A sense of being responsible for a crisis may also give a feeling of control.”


 – Empathy, Mei-mei Berssenbrugge (1989)
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Incisions, incisions, incisions –


Gloved fingers stretch my skin for the ink to set.


I’m convinced if I turn my blank slate


into a puzzle, an exhibit, you’ll be looking


and not looking into me, a site for stencilling


future’s blueprints. I’ve practised letting strangers


apply pressure on me. Elbow my shoulders


as they resist the coming of black outlines,


which safeguard every lost charm –


a swallow faces a mountain it can never reach.


Needs to needles. Blessed are the pains


that numb other pains: I kneel on a butterfly


with time’s spiral as wings. Close by, a naked night-


rider gallops the pitch dark. Her eyes glow, hair flies.





Surgeons’ Hall Museum



You are an animal seeking structures


               A structure seeking animals


                              Animals your shattered facts


                                             Shattered facts your animals


Death allows a love too violent for the living


               The living, a violent love of death


                              Violence lets live in the afterlife


                                             The afterlife lets in


Your feet are weak from the silence of saws


               The silence of what you saw


                              A foot snapped, bound heel-shaped


                                             Fissured into rot


You desire some biography


               Some reads bandaged, aged six


                              You are like those who desired her jiggly gait


                                             Named that lotus feet


You name a woman by her suffering


               A woman names you her suffering


                              Which you inherit without knowing


                                             Without her knowing





Skin. Me.



Here a black star that stops smudging was someone’s shoulder, now a waxy bookmark. Here a snake that hisses at its eternal reflection was someone’s chest. Laurel leaves anchor a boat between faded nipples. Hair floats around them in formalin. Here you fantasise about being skinned, hung whole in a glass box. Your thigh, a pantry of food tattoos, cracking with lines of a leather couch: ramen spilling from tumultuous soup, a muscular, blue mushroom, a pomegranate halved next to a grumpy, clothed avocado drinking from a nonic pint. Here you are, of clothes, of skin, of sinews, of bones, of nothing away from other visitors, flipping the big book. Gratitude, in many hands, is incomplete. If you count people in jars too, the hall gets crowded. Here, the more marked you are the easier it is to identify


you.





Sometimes, you are at the wrong party



A note in Cantopop can’t be found in other music.


It’s a girl convincing herself it is what it is.


Friends may forgive you by saying


drinking and travelling are ways


to self-medicate, while you want to punch


and get a refund from everyone


who encourages you to dream bigger.


               A classmate says if I were from your background,


               I would not make it here. Another says


               everyone should have a three-year plan.


               So every three years, you quit your job,


               rack up student loans, delete your Instagram.


It’s not too late. Let quiet fill your room


with the mothers you were afraid of becoming –


Yours used to visit a pawnshop monthly,


thumbing cash from a raised counter.


When she redeemed her jewellery, she smiled


as if you would never return again.





Master Narratives



In the graveyard, we know not to pick bluebells


but I step on a snail. The sun hushes.


Behind Burton’s sandstone tent of a tomb


is a stair to look in. Glare on scratched glass.


Bones invisibly bedded on two ends.


Isabel burned her husband’s last books,


hoping they would taste good. In their image,


I translate my flesh into empires, possessed


by the thing that also reads as 東西 eastwest.


Why do I still believe – like a stranger –


that being understood could save us?


As moss eats into benches, statues,


nameless headstones, we watch our steps,


watch for that faint crushing of shells.





The Tattooist



               The Dutch soldiers came with tobacco,


                              the Japanese with brothels.


Long before their arrivals


                                             we had always sharpened our teeth,


               lining, webbing our limbs
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