By the well of Tsitsernakaberd with a line from Charents

Promise me you see the well of blue above the swallow’s nest.
Tsitsernak, a bearded mouth of berd made to house the gaps the

slabs of lost provinces are making in the sky. Today, |
embraced another quarter Armenian so tightly that there was

no space for us to wonder if we are enough to hold all of this.
To ask if we are the right breed of bird, and, no, no, no, none
of that brings anyone back from the dead and no, no, no one
except you cares that you are more Jewish by blood than
Armenian, especially not the dead says Charents in the
recurring dream | have of him coming to me in the form of an
oak tree to tell me he is alone before the occupiers burn him.

Maybe he is trying to tell me where his body is hidden. No, no,
no, don’t pick up my yellow flowers. Once upon a time, I sat
in the shade of a slab and watched a woman pick up my body,
hold it to her breast, claim me for a photograph, then set me
back down at the eternal flame’s lips. I notice my hands
holding themselves. And maybe I’'m meant to feel alone. I
walk back to my yellow flowers, set them just beside the red
bouquet of my mother. All flame. And once upon a time, for a
second, | think to let her burn the petals alive. Charred body of

a bird in her fortress anyone could mistake for the right

kind. No, no, no ashes 1n the well of sky. If only I could prtine

rp]yself into a better mourner, m_aybtlg all'this could just be about
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I In, again, again agm’ again, again, again, |
again, again, again, again, again, again, again, again, again,
again, again, again, again, again, again, again, again, again,
again, again, again, again, again, again, again, again, again,
again, again, again, again, again, all by myself,” misplaced
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The line Here | stand again, all by myself, misplaced, is from the poem “HERE | STAND
AGAIN” or “UP4Yht UULGLUO BU GU” by Yeghishe Charents (trans. by Samvel
Mkrtchyan), and written in 1936, the year before Charents was killed during “The Great Purge”
by Joseph Stalin.



