At Home, Abroad
by Jackie Kay

All summer

I dream of

places I’ve never

been

where I might

see faces

I’ve never seen,

like the dark

face of my father in 

Nigeria,

or the pale

face of my mother

in the Highlands,

or the bright

faces of my

cousins at

Land’s End.

All summer

I spell out the names

of tricky countries

just in case

I get a sudden

invite: Madagascar,

Cameroon. I draw

cartoons of

airports, big and small.

Who will meet me?

Will they

shake hands or

kiss both cheeks?

I draw

duty frees

with every

country’s favourite

sweetie, smiling

a sugary welcome,

and myself,

cap-peaked,

wondering if I am home.
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