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“Love Letter” and “Twisted Gold” 
By Natalia Martínez-Kalínina 

Love Letter 
 
a-ūn 
(Japanese noun) — 
a form of communication,  
voiceless but understood, 
complicit soft tissue telepathy, 
unspoken gathering, arranging, palpating into 
attunement — the near enemy of coordination. 
 
(Oh, the smirked communion between attunement and atonement  
— failed homophones turned coincidence). 
 
The throwing of meaningful silence  
back and forth, 
the discreet miracle of catching it,  
successfully— 
a sympathy, an empathy,  
most intimate collaboration: dancing. 
 
I fear my vocal cords may be too physical  
for this. Voiceless, how? 
Every wave in my Caribbean swishes—  
I can hear how they curdle the silence.  
The rumble wants to yell, wildly,  
sprinting naked under the storm,  
back into the ocean—   
again, still,  
aún. 
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Twisted Gold ​
 
My abuela left me her golden bangles 
years before she died 
—she was practical that way— 
marked up, bent by fifty years of daily wear, 
symbols of fractured memories, 
an absentee husband or two, 
hand-sewn socks, 
metaphors for the hard place and the rock, 
hula hoops for the soft place in between, 
 
and also 
thin, shiny lines dancing down her arm, 
clamoring among chickens, dripping with mango pulp, 
laughing to the jiggle of the sewing machine, 
—the din of survival, smirking— 
because eyes too can be a musical instrument, 
I learned that from her when I forgot 
how to speak Spanish that one summer, 
 
and now I see: 
she left them to me 
so I would know what to do when 
things fell apart. 


