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3 Poems by Natalia Ferndndez Diaz-Cabal
TRANSITS

They say that a rustling of leaves
stretches behind numb eyelids:

it is a spread of wings

that crosses the mystery of life

to death.

And sometimes it returns from death,
like a strange glow,

ignoring Charon's wrath.

They say that golden sap

stops right at the point

where breath was extinguished.
And there, particles of souls sprout,
taking advantage of the journey

of light.

They say that a murmur increases
in the void left by language

and that silence settles

on the palate,

awaiting its climax.

Everything ends when it begins.

Or perhaps it is that we always begin,
and thus we defy limits

thanks to the memory

of those of us who remain on earth.
Germinal dust.

We the living exist

because the dead remember us.

DNA

No one ever explained to us

that angels slip through your fingers

like golden fireflies.

No one explained to us that the universe

is written in our fingerprints

and that from there you can hear

extinct seas.

No one explained to us that our DNA

tells ancestral stories

and contains the history of the universe

in a single drop of blood.

No one sang us true songs,

or sought oracles in the silences,

or quantified cosmogonies,

lies from which generations were born,
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dead in foreign and anonymous graves.
No one has revealed our name.
No one dared to break our chains.

MINIMALIST

We must learn to walk

through the chalice

of the flowers:

it will give us the exact perspective

of the scent and the sky that we banished
at the cost of inflicting wounds

in which flocks of starlings agonised.

Let us exchange our comfortable home
for the bottom of a bottle

that is neither half full

nor half empty,

but in which someone has placed

a message of help or hope

(two imperfect synonyms, despite the rigours of semantics).
Let us breathe in that message.

It will leave us with a lump of sugar dissolved
on the palate

and the starlings will have the opportunity
to sing with our own throats.

Inhabit a drop of blood,

the veiled light of a tear,

the remains of amniotic fluid...

Because the earth will not be easy on us.
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