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  For my grandparents

Stanka, Enver, Živko, Džavida


  Also by the author

love letters to places…


  The temple bell stops— 
But the sound keeps coming 
out of the flowers.

— Matsuo Bashō
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  I am the smallest among bodies lining the floor. The first breath of morning swells, magenta bruises forming on the window glass. Around me, the rhythm of dreams alternates; fruitless branches swaying inside the room’s blueish walls, greyed with lack of light, as if foreshadowing. To some, we are in the White City. To others, we are playing house in the hornet’s nest. To me, we are whatever war makes of us. The frenzied arms of the wooden conductor continue to flail inside the walls, shadowed hands striking air, the wail of cut gourds ricocheting through the emptiness, as if to harness it. Years from now, in the wilderness of a distant country, I’ll meet a lone fawn frozen in the clearing, the air pierced thin with fear between us, and understand everything. Which is to say, we all survive by playing our parts. Under my mattress, copper threads weave meridians in the carpet; the sea we’ve been traversing stitching itself to the room’s edge and soon, they say, to another place. Before the fight broke out, my mother had been reading me a story. She said, we’ll ﬂy this time, so high, baby, like migrating birds casting southern skies— the first breath of spring swelling magenta at her temple, a sunset. I want to hear again about Gulliver washing up on Lilliput, bewildered and motionless, but I can’t remember anything before the pages burned. Somewhere, in that same distance, curled limbs imprint a meadow. The smallest among bodies lining the floor.

- Belgrade


  Restoran Vrbas

I sit across my aunt at a restaurant on the edge

of the river, an emerald slipped into a pocket

of darkness, in which I had thrown a pumpkin

earlier. A witch from the Caribbean

told me the spell to break

a love curse. The waiter brings

a schnitzel that is a whole bird

minced, its bones destined for garden dust,

beak and claws carved for good

fortune, swimming in yolk

thickened with flour, golden

bread crumbs and a generous sprinkling of salt.

I think back to the first chicken I ever saw;

thrashing around a bathtub, my grandfather's

hands wrapped around its neck, feathers

and the smell of death

filling the air. His sleeves rolled up to the elbow

so as not to spoil the pressed white cotton

starched together with lace for Sunday lunch,

and how those same hands fed me

love and violence, a simultaneous root

forming. How it was understood

that one could not exist without the other.

I ask my aunt how she met my uncle.

She says he saw her and decided.

Out of the corner of my eye

I spot the winter

moon, pale and fading above the river

swelling rapidly— ancestors accelerating

to the crux of it. A few years later

my uncle died in a car crash and I wondered

if the women in this family are cursed

or rather blessed

with something that cannot be

harnessed. I think of my pumpkin

in the chokehold

of a log in the neighbouring
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