rose miniatures
by odam alaki
translated by Navid Sinaki

5.

1 string together the dead gnats

on my windowsill. they outnumber
our conversations.

here, one does not date,
one mates for life.

if by chance a man meets another
and the two share more than words —
mixtapes maybe, a book by kerouac
or hafiz — what generous luck.

otherwise it is a marriage arranged
in fear of death. we are betrothed
when two men fuck.
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26.
isfahan,
your palaces stink

with lovers who’ve soured
in death.

their exhales and murmurs
and grocery lists

pickle the hallways
of paradise.

we are the afterthought
that curls the clouds

with sesame seeds
and heroin.
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20.

1 had a dream and you weren’t in it.

you weren’t in the stone sky, the cement gulls,
not their bones made of basalt,

or briar blood.

you weren’t in the glass sea,

nor in the cityscape banshees.

not that you were absent — no.

you were not born. you did not exist.

you never bit cold sores in my lips
or blisters under my neck.

1 could tell since the sun drowned
in its own gray heat.
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39.
kisses can be crushed —
did you know?

shirin the drag queen
mixes them with turmeric
to line her lips.

1 lick what’s left
to pepper my eyes.

during the blackout,
during the club raid

(club is a loose term
for a shoe store basement)

the glitter on her naval still glows.

blood, our only obelisk.
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8. A
there is no use cursing the children who € 5yl gsms HSaeS pad suldil g
play hopscotch where the secret police i o e S ol ol s

cracked open your head. -
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an egg in the zenith of heat,
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throats can be hideaways.

soon those children too will gag
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1 was the carpet dyed in rose,
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