Cultures: Coexisting, Mixing, or Clashing?
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Veronica Ryan (1 6—), Custard Apple (Annonaceae), Breadfruit (Moraceae), and Sonrsop (Annonaceae) (2021).

“Veronica Ryan has unveiled her new sculpture in the east London borough of Hackney honouring the
Windrush generation of workers who came to the UK from the Caribbean between 1948 and 1971.”
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My Son the Fanatic (1997)
Hanif Kureish:

Hanif Kureishi (1954-)
was born in Bromley,
Kent in 1954 the son of
a Pakistani father and an
English mother. He has
published novels and
short stories. The
Buddha of Suburbia
(1990) and My Beautiful
Launderette (1997), for
which he also wrote the
screenplay, are some of
his novels, as is
Gabriel's Gift (2001,).
He has published
multiple collections of
short stories including
Love in a Blue Time
(including My Son the
Fanatic) 1997, The
Black Album (1998),
and Intimacy (2003).
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Listen Mr Oxford Don
John Agard, 1985

Dem accuse me of assault

Me not no Oxford don
me a simple immigrant
from Clapham Common
I didn’t graduate

I immigrate

But listen Mr. Oxford don

I’m a man on de run

on de Oxford dictionary

imagine a concise peaceful man like me
dem want me to serve time

for inciting rhyme to riot

but I tekking it quiet

down here in Clapham Common

I’m not violent man Mr. Oxford don

and a man on de run
is a dangerous one

I ent have no gun

I ent have no knife

but mugging de Queen’s English
is the story of my life

I don’t need no axe

to split/ up yu syntax

I don’t need no hammer

to mash up yu grammar

I warning you Mr Oxford don

I’m a wanted man
and a wanted man
is a dangerous one

Oxford don underviser pa Oxford universitet

Clapham Common arbejderkvarter i London SW+4
graduate besta universitetseksamen

mug overfalde, rove

Queens English pznt standard English, svarer til rigsdansk
syntax syntaks, setningsopbygning

mash up mose i stykker

assault overfalde

concise koncis, sammenfattende (jf. Concise Oxford Dictionary)
serve time afsone fengselsstraf

incite tilskynde, ophidse til

slash snitte, skare af

suffix (grammatisk) afledningsendelse i ord

bash sla

accessory medskyldig

offence forbrydelse

I only armed wit mih human breath
but human breath
is a dangerous weapon

So mek dem send one big word after me
I ent serving no jail sentence

I slashing suffix in self-defence

I bashing future wit present tense

and if necessary

I making de Queen’s English accessory
to my offence

John Agard was born in 1949 in the
colony British Guiana (Guyana since
1966). In 1977 he moved to England
where he has made his career as
playwright, poet and short-story writer.
In some of his poetry, he writes in
Caribbean Creole, which is the
vernacular in his home country. Agard
is a performer-poet and sound is always
very important in his poems, where
apart from the sounds of the spoken
word, he is inspired by African
rhythms, jazz, rap and song. Some of
his poetry is characterized by a playful
and mischievous voice.
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My Father in English
Richard Blanco (2019, The New Yorker)

First half of his life lived in Spanish: the long syntax
of las montanas that lined his village, the rhyme

of so/ with his soul—a Cuban a/ma—that swayed
with Jas palmas, the sharp rhythm of his machete
cutting through casia, the syllables of his canarios

that sung into / brisa of the island home he left

to spell out the second half of his life in English—
the vernacular of New York City sleet, neon, glass—
and the brick factory where he learned to polish
steel twelve hours a day. Enough to save enough

to buy a used Spanish-English dictionary he kept
bedside like a bible—studied fifteen new words
after his prayers each night, then practiced them

on us the next day: Buenos dias, indeed, my family.
Indeed mas coffee. Have a good day today, indeed—

and again in the evening: Gracias to my bella wife,
indeed, for dinner. Hicistes tu homework, indeed?

La vida is indeed dificil. Indeed did indeed become

his favorite word, which, like the rest of his new life,
he never quite grasped: overused and misused often
to my embarrassment. Yet the word I most learned
to love and know him through: zndeed, the exile who
tried to master the language he chose to master him,
indeed, the husband who refused to say [ love you

in English to my mother, the man who died without
true translation. Indeed, meaning: in fact/en efecto,
meaning: in reality/de hecho, meaning to say now
what I always meant to tell him in both languages:
thank you/gracias for surrendering the past tense

of your life so that I might conjugate myself here

in the present of this country, in truth/as? es, indeed.

Richard Blanco (1968-) is

an American poet, public speaker
and author. He is the first
immigrant, the first Latino, the first
openly gay person and at the time
the youngest person to be the U.S.
inaugural poet.

Vernacular lokal dialekt

Sleet slud

Indeed bestemt, netop
Grasped forsti, begribe
Conjugate konjugere (boje 1 tid)
Surrendering (her) overdrage
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Foreign Parts

By Huma Qureshi, 2021

Spots of damp perspiration pop through Mark’s shirt as he swallows the smoggy night’s heat,
clutching a paper bag that Amina asked him to hold tightly to his chest in order to give his clammy
hands something to do.

He stands behind her, patient yet awkward, while Amina argues with the shop seller. The shop
seller, plump and short, is showing her several thin shawls spun of wool as fine as silk, which fall
weightlessly like the paper wings of dead moths as he shakes them out, but Amina is
argumentative in her mother tongue. Mark does not know what she is saying but he hears a
sarcasm in her laugh that he has not heard before, a ring of clipped spite that chimes her class, her
confidence and her self-assured status before this man, who merely sells shawls. Amina is not like
this in London, he silently observes.

Mark is not like this either. In Lahore, he lacks purpose. There is little for him to do so he stands
behind Amina, holding her shopping or one of the numerous handbags she has suddenly acquired,
feeling passive and uncomprehending and of no real use. Lahore is not like their week in Rome,
when Mark read to Amina aloud from their guidebook every morning over cappuccinos and
cornetti, affecting an Italian accent to make her laugh, her lips flicking flakes of sweet pastry
everywhere. It is not like their weekend in Paris, when Amina reached out for Mark’s hand and he
led her over the Pont de Sully, deftly shunning the Left Bank for the Right, winding her this way
and that through quiet, unpopulated streets with the expertise he’d so proudly gleaned in his gap
year so many years ago. It is not like the time they walked through the Lake District one damp
autumn, their route studiously plotted by Mark the night before while Amina soaked in a pedestal
tub in their luxury bed and breakfast. Lahore is not like that at all, he thinks. He has shown her
many places and many cities, holding them open and unfolded for her in the palm of his hand like
a pop-up greeting card for her to stroll about in next to him, both of them side by side. But Mark
does not know Lahore. He cannot place himself in it like a cardboard cut-out. He can show her
nothing here and he waits for her instead, to lead him and talk for him in an unknown tongue he
cannot decipher. Only she does not.

She is at ease here, in the city where she was born and brought up. She does not look to Mark for
directions and nor does her hand slip into his the way it usually always does in London or
wherever they have been, where they loop arms or her fingers search for his inside his pocket as if
inside their own little magnetic field. It is not because they are careful with their affection in this
different city, this different place; on the contrary there are couples, hand in hand, everywhere.

It is because Amina is different here. Sometimes Mark thinks she has simply forgotten he is there.

*

‘Chalo,” Amina says abruptly, her hair a straight dark sheet swinging at her shoulders. ‘Let’s go,’
she orders, stepping straight-backed and empty-handed towards the door. Mark follows.
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It is dark outside, but her sunglasses still push back her hair. The shop seller is scooping up his fine,
feathery shawls one by one. Now he must fold them all again. He shakes his head with a sorry
smile and a chubby shrug to Mark as if to say, Women. Mark nods and presses his lips inwards
together by way of a wordless reply, following Amina out the door, the paper bag holding the
beaded flat shoes she bargained half an hour for, even though the original price was one she could
more than easily afford, still clutched to his chest.

Outside, the humidity rises all around him, bursting in his face like an overfilled balloon, and it hits
him once more, a sudden, tight ache binding his entire body. He is relieved when Amina tells her
driver to take them home. In the backseat of the car, she curls her legs underneath her and rests
her head on Mark’s shoulder, but it is too hot for him still and her knees press into his
uncomfortably. He shifts. She looks across at him and sits upright instead.

In Lahore, Mark reads gestures, not guidebooks. He reads privilege in the nonchalance of Amina’s
family’s casual stance as they lounge on their sofas every afternoon wearing thin, cool linens when
the tea trolley, wheeled by the kitchen boy, comes out like clockwork. He reads expectations in
Amina’s father, as he invites Mark into his study for a sip of bootlegged wine to chat about how
much a deposit for a house in London might cost. He reads stiffness in the driver and the maids
who never quite meet his gaze. He has nothing to do, and he reads the unspoken words around
him and wonders why he is here at all.

Most of all, he reads Amina. She is a new edition in Lahore, a volume untouched. She smells new.
She is shinier and more polished here in her family house, with its immaculate lawns behind high
gates, than she is in their small, rented two-bedroom fiat in west London. There, they casually
brunch on weekends, eating toast without plates in crumpled nightclothes covered in crumbs.
Here, Mark observes, she is always pristine, her face poised and made up, while she waits
impatiently for the maid to fill her china cup with weak English breakfast tea. They spend every
day together, but she is further away from him here than she has ever been. There is a self-
importance that Amina carries, along with the designer handbags that she has suddenly
rediscovered in the walk-in closet of her teenage bedroom, that Mark has not seen in her before
and it bristles against him uncomfortably.

It was Amina’s idea to come to Lahore. There were people she said she wanted Mark to meet,
relatives and friends, and places she wanted him to see before their wedding. But when they met
her old college friends at the Gymkhana members’ club for tea, she left him aside, launching into
high-speed conversation in a voice he had never heard her use before. It was only after he jostled
her elbow and gave an awkward laugh that she took him by the arm like a child and brought him
forward to introduce him, but even then he felt ignored. At numerous family dinners hosted by
her rich relatives in honour of their engagement, where he has worn stiff, starched kurtas that itch
at his neck, he has stood shifting on his feet, unsure of who to speak to while Amina laughs loudly
over some comment some guest makes instead.

Mark wanted to see the Pakistan of the photospreads in his National Geographic magazines but he
has seen it only from the backseat through the car window as the driver takes them from markets
to shopping malls and back home again. He has seen street children in torn clothes peer in, leaving
marks on the window where their hot breath and their raw fingertips have been. He has seen old
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withered men polishing shoes at roundabouts, faded Afghani turbans wrapped around their
heads. He has seen tailors hanging dyed silks out to dry in oranges and pinks and reds to make
clothes for new brides. He has seen glimpses of all of these people and all of these things from his
place on the backseat but when he poised his camera ready to capture them, Amina laughed at
him and sneered and said, ‘Honestly Mark. What is there to see? They are so dirty. | would not
want pictures of them.’

In Lahore, Amina is changed. In London, they stay up late watching Newsnight and Question Time
and listening in earnest to debates about social change. He had thought these things mattered to
Amina as they did to him, for at home they share the Sunday papers and listen to Radio 4. But now
he has seen the house where she grew up, grand and gated with its marble floors and mod cons,
and he has watched, faintly disgusted as though swallowing a resurfacing aftertaste, as she scolds
the maid for not ironing the crinkles out of her silk clothes or for making her tea too weak, and he
feels as if he does not know her at all, under the layers of privilege that, he assumes, she must
have missed greatly, for she has taken to it all so effortlessly. He wonders whether she is really
happy in their tiny rented flat back in London. He wonders which Amina he will marry. This one, or
the one he left behind.

Mark and Amina have planned a small wedding in London for early next spring. Mark was proudly

prepared to pay for it all, budgeting carefully and creatively. Amina talks about the wedding most
afternoons with her mother and her mother’s friends and her old friends from school, but she
never mentions to them the things she had discussed with Mark before.

Instead she talks about venues, fancy hotels and exclusive social clubs that he has never heard of
at all. He overhears Amina suddenly considering expensively draped marquees, illuminated and
airy, laid out across immense grounds, and sees her flick through glossy magazines pointing at thin
pouting models wearing elaborate designer Pakistani gowns. This is entirely new to him. Amina is
entirely new to him, spoilt and demanding like a child with an ungentle mouth. ‘Maybe,’” she says,
mulling over a bridal spread in a magazine on their last night in Lahore while Mark repacks their
suitcase, ‘maybe we should marry here, Mark, in Lahore, instead.’

It is not what they agreed. Mark says nothing for a moment and hesitates before saying he had
thought she had wanted to marry back home in London, and what about their plans for that?
‘Your home, or mine?’ swipes Amina, standing square as if to pummel him, a speck of spit shining
on her lower lip like a fleck of sugar or salt. Mark is not prepared for this. He is not prepared for a
fight, for it happens so rarely. They have always agreed on everything before.

Amina is in tears now. She is shouting at him, about not understanding her and not making an
effort with her family and her friends. She is shouting at him about how now he must know how it
feels to be her when they are in England, left on the outside looking in. She is shouting at him
about how ridiculous he has been, waiting for people to talk to him, when he should have spoken
to them first. She tells him, spitefully, that people have laughed at him in Urdu; her poor, aimless
English fiancé lost in Lahore. She tells him he has embarrassed her, just sitting there, saying
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nothing to no one at all. She tells him to look around and to notice all of the things that she has
here, all of the things she has given up to stay in London with him instead.

Mark has never heard her say anything like this before. It had never occurred to him that she
might feel as self-conscious in London as he has been here in Lahore, and he wonders whether it
could possibly be true. He wonders whether to say something, about how she has been changed
here, how he has found her hurtful and haughty and cold, only he does not know how. He is weary
of the heat and of the humidity and of the effort being here requires, even though, really, with all
the maids and the drivers there is no effort required at all, and he is ready, so ready, to go back
home.

So he sits on the bed, with their unpacked suitcase at his feet, and he lets Amina shout and he lets
her cry for he knows that tomorrow they will finally leave. It has been a long fortnight, he consoles
himself silently in his head, and later, when they finally fall asleep, he tells himself it is only these
foreign parts that have disjointed them, and nothing else. He tells himself Amina did not mean
what she said. He tells himself that she was just tired, and he thinks of how when they land in
London, she will reach out for his hand and they will slot back together once again.

On the flight, which they sit through mostly in silence, Mark flicks through the few photographs he
took. No, he thinks. Lahore was not like their week in Rome or their weekend in Paris, and he
deletes the photos, one by one.

Foreign Parts, Huma Qureshi, Hodder & Stoughton, 2022 (first printed 2021), p.89-96
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