
FRAGMENT for Diotima 

 

With foreswept hands, I want to explore the tales 

 behind every mortal scrape on your body 

 

to discover, through your ancestors’ pains, who you are: 

 secret oracles rebloomed by my quiet hands 

 

‘til you come out with a shiver 

 memory’s droplets washing my ashy eyes 

 
 

 


