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Flesh
Sepideh Jodeyri

Translated by Payam Hassanzadeh Ghalebsaz

Your mouth turned into a valley,

And |

In sequence, tasted the defeat of my swears
My body is riddled with fissures

Sometimes, it has the sweet allure of an eye,
Sweet,

And heavy.

My body works,

Like a heart,

And like a clock,

Like listening that has moved from your scent
Towards you.

Everything

Is submerged in weighty words

That have no flesh,

| have flesh,

And laughter,

Which reaches the highest point of the body,
Flesh lies beneath.

The most comprehensive words we speak
Are heavy-set, short thighs,

And your deep hands

Reach out to no one else.

| am not of your wind and lightning,
One day, gather my death,



And pour it into a corner.

My chocolatey form is becoming flesh in your mouth,
Your mouth is becoming flesh.

My singular hearts have been carried away,
And |, beside a large stone,
Am a target for not being shot.

Eyes full of flesh,

Mouths full of flesh,

My fleshly generation has swelled beside the flesh,
Right beside this corner,

That could have been,

|ts waters could have been vegetation,

Its kisses could have been vegetation,

And its love acts.

All twelve years of my life

Were in black eyes,

That could have been,

That would not catch anyone's eye.

The canary is a cage,
In becoming a canary,
I'm most caged.

| sat ten by ten beside tranquil sunsets,
Beside bustling and worn-out sunsets,
And weariness has such a thrill, weariness.

How your yawns have one sound
At the timeliest spot of the body.

A stranger has come from behind,
Like a dagger,

Exactly from behind,

Slipping group by group, all over.



Like a finger without a head, it is strange to you.

To break a sunset,
And dawn,
IS strange to you.

Weeks have been in such a way,

In my mouth, I hold it like a gaze,
From this side,

To the other side of the ungazed,
To that great height,

And sunsetter.

My heart wants you,
Oh great height,
And sunsetter!

And you say, how cool and juicy is my flesh.

To the ears that | offer,

From the back of the head,

From the front,

Where | gnaw like a mouse

Your heart-struck words,

Your heart-struck ribs,

Your heart-struck feet,

And that heart-struck private part of yours,
| swear!

How cool and juicy is the flesh!

And its flag is taller than mass graves,

Sleep, oh collective loves! Sleep!

Sleep, oh commander!

Your orders are detailed, like discerning a strand of hair from another,
Your kisses are detailed, like discerning a strand of hair from another,
Your eyes are detailed, like discerning a strand of hair from another,



For you, | was a larger century,
A century entirely metallic.
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