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Sayang / Sayang







	

n. / love


I have lived with this word


for 28 years and only now


is it taking root in my mouth.




	

 


 


 


See also: beloved, sweetheart









	

n. / waste


The thought of throwing food away.


The last bite of beef noodles,


gone rubbery and cold. Go on,


don’t make me save it.




	

 


 


 


 


See also: regretful loss









	

n. / pity


All this fruit left on the branch,


steeping in its own rot.


Who knows how long we have


before a plastic bag


of windfall rambutans


turns into sweet slop.




	

 


 


 


 


 


 


See also:


We’ll eat it anyway / yes darling / my dearest / love is always dear / love / is never a waste / love is eating scraps for fear of waste / love is / chiding you to finish your plate / love, eat up / eat up love / what a pity / such a shame to waste love / love, how much we’ve wasted













Portmeirion



“[English] has no grammar to describe something which


has already happened for you and which will be for me.”


    – Carlo Rovelli



1.



Physicists debate


    whether when we


remember something


    we access


that original memory


    or a shortcut in the brain.


There is debate, too,


    amongst scientists


over whether too many


    shortcuts might,


over time, disintegrate


    the source memory.


The way English teachers


    year after year


kept photocopying


    the photocopies


until the original text


    faded completely.


The way oil


    from fingertips


can destroy


    a precious document


over time


    if handled too often.


The way I keep


    memories in


a temperature-controlled


    vault and hide the key


at the back of the


    cupboard of my mind.


NASA recently photographed


    a far-off star


orbiting a far-off


    planet, light years


from us, already winked


    out of our future.





2.



Last Christmas


    my mother gave me


a Portmeirion cup,


    last one from her beloved


wedding set, a wreath of


    dark leaves on its lip.


She had wrapped it


    in soft cotton t-shirts


and blue bubble wrap,


    gently tucked it in her


carry-on, a small bird


    travelling miles to reach me.


One day I saw a similar set


    in a charity shop,


dinner plate bloom of


    forget-me-nots and


heartsease, and felt a black hole


    yawn open inside me.


Though it has yet to come,


    it’s coming.


Though it has yet to happen,


    it’s happening.


This is the only way to explain


    how afraid I am of my mother dying:


My fear is a collapsing star


    eating all light.


The cup is still in the


    cupboard, untouched.





3.
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4.
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5.



The first circle


is a litany of laurel leaves around the edge.


The second circle


is the one I pace into the ground.


The third circle


is a dropped headlamp, looping small moons.


My body takes on sadness the way lily pollen stains everything.


Accidentally, gently, permanently.





Summer preserves haibun



after Aimee Nezhukumatathil


Thinking about pickling dark strips of stars and preserving them in vinegar. By the end of the day, every point of light small as a pink peppercorn, ready to be scooped out with fingers and eaten whole. By the end of the week, a galaxy of jars lighting up my pantry, each hand-labelled: first night in Crete; full moon marmalade; Chania harbour w/ Venus in distance, best before December. The kitchen humming like a Geiger counter, piccalilli ticking. I swam for miles that summer. Relished the sour pull of my shoulders as I carved through saltwater with just my arms, rarely kicking, preserving my energy for the way back.


after the storm


            the ferry was cleared for travel


    carrying long-life goods


& a memory of heat


    for winter





Self-portrait as things that let the light in



skylight


(I winch myself open daily)


air well in a Peranakan townhouse


(imagine a courtyard holding onto daylight and rain long after it passes, a study in the architecture of the sublime)


capiz


(there is a church in the Philippines with windows made only of squares of this shell, light so thick it is a congregation streaming in and filling every pew, you could lean your whole body weight against it, press your hand to the oyster tongue pulse of it)
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The photocopied page has no
resemblance to the original
textbook. No one even knows
if the book still exists or indeed
if it ever existed. When I go
to check it out, the library has
never heard of it. The handout
is a blurry photo of a jadeite
cup and saucer, or it is a poem
in the shape of the Hanging
Gardens of Babylon, or it is a
feeling of a plug socket being

improperly  grounded, as
told from the perspective of
electricity. A crackling charge
lingers. I look at the page.
In the top left corner is a
puckered shadow of an old
staple copied again and again
over the years. Ghost trapped
in an AP English worksheet.
That old familiar feeling, like
someone has reached back in
time and dragged me out of
cold storage.
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(When the old family photos came into
my possession, I looked at them so
regularly I gradually convinced myself
that I remembered specific events — my
3 birthday, Chinese New Year '98 -
though of course I didn’t. The mind loves
tricking itself.)

(The rest of the wedding
china is kept in a storage box,
perfect and unused. By which I
mean safe. Not from chipping
or breakages, safe, by which

I mean safe from me.)

(There is no good reason at
present for this anticipatory
grief. 1 am inside its dark
whale belly. I am waiting to
be let loose. I am waiting to be
vomited up. I have lost track
of which one of us is the ghost
and which is the haunted thing.
The garden inside the vaulted
cupboard of my mind is in full,
glorious, out-of-season bloom:
ceramic rhododendrons, dog
rose, lilacs, butterflies and
a Bee, my mother’s mother,
humming like a gentle oracle.)
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