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Dragomana 
Translated by Egan Garr 
 
1 
from her deepest interior a person pushes another  
self 
into the world 
in one tidal breath even a cry she serves 

 
defeats herself again and again 

 
takes trains and crisscrosses this white continent looking for  
her genes in city walls  
sealed trenches mines 
or for a golden wolf to lose herself in 
  

2 
 

eerder om onze  
te salueren that we survived 

 
this is an archive 
– relics of lives that worked nights underground  
while the rest made love  
on spotless white sheets dreamt 
on soft down pillows bathed in dirt-lit cities –  
a living archive of moths 
sinners 
illiterates 
coal-ashed  
inventors 

 
sun worshippers 
the saints 
 

3 
we return to our beds of blossoms 

vicious gentle make love  
with calloused hands demons asthmatic lungs 

we no longer nail our guttural sounds  
under our tongues 

the long   
 

the  everything 
  

 
your liver has  been a bat 
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your bones carry you until you stop longing 
your mind wants to grow extinct crops  
anything to feed the body 
so it no longer needs to ask 
wants in fact to know the hollow 

  
and 
and 
and 
our mothers will never bleach their skin again 
 
4 
winters I drink wormwood in my tea 
polish my glinting scales 

 
I write our names on the body  
just in case 

 
lists archives numbers 
I build a necropolis for my friends 
in the pattern of olive leaves 
 
at the market an old woman  
with a walker grabs my hand 
she talks about the new batteries in her watch  
her cassava 

 
 

you talk about the dog on the island 
we laugh but our brown-black skin burns  
because we remember 

 
you cry because that boy is hiding  
and you run from the face of god 
 
I fall  
and know 
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