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For my Grandmothers,

Ashalata Mary Mookherjee & Kalyani Chakravorty.
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The rain will eventually come, or not.

Until then, we touch our bodies like wounds –

the war never ended and somehow begins again.

Natalie Diaz

one breast of all breasts; to mourn the drying up of milk, the tumorousness of nurture, the arms that surround nothing, the zero of once was, gone, past tense, now undeniably something else.

Sina Queyras


Cervix

My body carries grandmother’s famine,

a book slips from the shelf,

this minute, being here, has already happened.

A world keeps its seething skin.

Keeps burning. Rooms in my house forget

who I am. Here are angels that shake,

they appear from wallpaper; stained and ripped,

we gave you warnings, sent poems, omens.

You chose repetition, crooked picture frames. Blood

quarrels, nothing chooses. I pick up the book,

the moment I turn a page, it’s written.

No recall of childbirth, only kicking.

Doctors admire my round womb, childbearing hips,

well-proportioned cervix, sterile rain, rising sea.


The Volatile Light

When the plane enters Berlin airspace, the sky knows

a child becomes; the sky just is. I’d forgotten much.

Pressure building a tightness behind my ears, every time

I start to land – the air holds me close. Perhaps she was

never there, that child, and my desperate plans to get out of London.

Now I’m piecing the past together – I wear a thin raincoat,

play detective, can’t find my notebook or pencil.

I’m hovering with the cranes on the Potsdamer Platz – watching

my lives, the Tiergarten sprawls from the angel, noises become

voices, a child asking her mother where they are going

and I see how sad I was that winter, walking in the zoo. Caged.

On a boat trip with my lover, on the Wannsee, past that house

on the lake, there he is, looking across the water,

saying who can hear and see the weight of it? Later,

I accuse him of things now forgotten.

He asked why I didn’t want his child, and the next morning

I was submerged under Berlin, rubble and cannon shot

as he left, there I am again buying caviar

at the KaDeWe, blinis, salmon and cream cheese, smuggling

good vodka into my hotel room. The film I wanted was one

where particles of dust fuse with light. Earlier – in a cabaret bar

there are no subtitles, everything is funny, cruel and tastes

of Käsespätzle. The stripper’s red feather boa

falls into my lap. I see angels, and later when I am walking next

to the canal on Mühlenstraße, a man with dreadlocks runs to me

in the downpour – everything shining with new rain. We sit together,

watching people passing through us. Later still, I hear my footsteps

on the corridors of the Max Planck Institute

in Dahlem, searching for books on genes and kindness, where I’m hit

with a meteor blast of sunlight.


Night Song

A bloody push in a cold night coated with stars,

you and I, animals, lugging our fists

through amnion and oxygen, I must have fallen

at your feet. Did I hurt you?

Did they sew you up?

I must have been the whirling girl of excitement,

grinning at the welcoming committee

of midwives and nurses, encore, encore.

Attached to every shining thing around me,

I looked for you; I turned.

We both watched the cold moon outside the hospital,

both polite, pretending to sleep.

I clung on to your heartbeat – familiar clock

but set to the wrong time.

When I cried, I called to someone outside.


How to become an animal

After Tua Forsström

With the darkness, with the rain, with the kindness

in the moment when pelage becomes verge, the deer crosses,

bond to waterfalls, their droplets and spray, understand

that no old woman is just old.

Find what keeps you warm. Keep asking what lives in the pelt?

Look, how the meat hurries and carries lanterns.

Live like sunshine in a bright room, notice you’re travelling.

Befriend the horses standing right beside you.

Walk calmly into the forest, where the hind tastes air,

returns to nurse at the threshold, and eat

as if it is the last time. Listen to the voices of children calling,

sniff out footprints, roam, resist rescue, hunt broken things.
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