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Poem title: Litany
Poet: Asiel Adán Sánchez
From: M/ /OTHERLAND, Asiel Adán Sánchez 
Publisher: Revarena, 2021. Cover artwork is by Mexican painter 

Fabián Cháirez.
Commentator: Ana Maria Gomides, whose Foreword is republished 

here with permission.

A
siel, queride,

do you know
 how

 m
uch you’ve taught m

e, corazón, about m
yself by sim

ply being 
yours?

I’m
 often convinced that I’m

 little m
ore than faint im

prints of pencil m
arks 

on w
hite paper, erased over and over and over again. pero contigo, m

e siento vista. 
by reading you, I keep w

riting m
yself.

thank you for sharing all of this w
ith m

e. the poem
s held here are so 

intensely visual, in both structure and content, that I’ve com
e to interpret them

 as 
a collection of paintings, spanning across a variety of genres —

portrait, still life, 
landscape—

 w
hilst also being, som

ehow
, autorretratos of ourselves.

com
o / con Frida you’ve sought to reclaim

 the im
age of Indigenous Latinx 

folks from
 those w

ho colonised us, stole our diverse artistic practices, then dared 
desecrate our ancestors by depicting them

 as faceless, nam
eless blurs in their 

horrid paintings.
todes som

os m
igrantes.

com
o / con m

ujeres before you, you’ve done so by de!
antly exposing the 

ongoing pain and traum
a they caused en tu gente, then turning it into beauty by 

em
phasizing your collective strength to challenge, !ght back, survive and overcom

e.
in these paintings, you’ve incorporated cultural practice, im

agery and 
geographic scenery from

 tu tierra natal, w
here w

om
en w

ho’ve been painting "ow
ers 

on skulls for m
illennia, once buried part of your um

bilical cord in earth as richly 
coloured as your skin, ensuring you w

ill alw
ays be just as m

uch a part of M
exico, as 

that tierra is of you.
reading m

/ /otherland rem
inded m

e that faint im
prints of erased pencil on 

w
hite paper are still stubbornly visible and im

possible to fully rem
ove; that I can 

trace over those lines w
ith the sam

e deep red of pau-brasil seeds, as effortlessly 
and for as long as m

y heart pum
ps our blood pelo m

eu corpo negro e indígeno. I 
found m

yself in your w
ork, in a m

om
ent w

hen I really needed to feel seen.
m

uchas gracias, cariño. por tu existencia y presencia, por tu palabras que 
son pinturas, por tom

ar de la m
ano a quien se acerque a tus páginas.

A
na M

aria G
om

ides
Febrero 2021
N

arrm
 / B

irraranga

C
laire G

askin

(sonnets) 12 – 13

12 
but they have lost their faces 
I feather m

y em
pty rest w

ith w
riting 

I gave up relationships to right it 
O

rpheus didn’t have to m
ake that choice 

in the m
iddle of an argum

ent he starts 
folding w

hat happened still happens 
the only crim

e w
here the judicial narrative is of the victim

 
if life m

eans nothing then this is everything 
don’t forget m

e 
looking back 
stand tall and stalled w

hen he looks back 
the day signals as closed as O

rpheus’s signature 
the dam

p dow
n here !ow

ers into doubt 
the blues understand it’s the full bolt
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13 
the blues understand it’s the full bolt 
but they have lost their !ow

er presses 
I feather m

y em
pty restraint w

ith years 
I gave up religions to right it 
O

rpheus didn’t have to m
ake the chorus 

in the m
ileage of an argum

ent he folds m
y clothes 

w
hat happened is still hardw

are 
the only crim

e w
here the judicial narrative is of the victim

 
if life m

easures then this is everything 
don’t forget m

e 
look back 
you and your m

en m
y m

other said 
as far as "nal w

ords go 
you don’t have m

uch luck w
ith m

en do you

Poem Title: (sonnets) 12 – 13
Poet: Claire Gaskin
From: Eurydice Speaks, Claire Gaskin
Publisher: Hunter Publishers, 2020
Commentator: Angela Costi 

A
ccording to A

ncient G
reek m

yth, philological discourse and classical studies, 
m

any things w
ere done to Eurydice. S

he w
as chased and alm

ost raped by A
ristaeus. 

S
he "

ed from
 him

, only to be bitten by a venom
ous snake. S

he died w
hile she 

w
as dancing on her w

edding day, or soon after. S
he w

as sent to the U
nderw

orld. 
W

e know
 m

ore about O
rpheus than w

e do about Eurydice. S
he w

as given no 
opportunity to speak; to question her relegation to H

ades to dw
ell am

ong those w
ho 

had m
urdered or offended the gods. H

er short life and long death orbited around 
a decision by her captor, H

ades, and by a backw
ard glance from

 her husband. 
T

here’s an injustice that beckons redress. Finally, Eurydice is given a signi!
cant 

voice through C
laire G

askin’s 57 linked sonnets in Eurydice Speaks. W
e learn about 

Eurydice’s dualities as nym
ph and creator, daughter and w

ife, victim
 and survivor. 

T
he m

ost ful!
lling w

ay to read the sonnets is in one sitting as there’s 
a build of connections and dissonance – one line in a sonnet is rediscovered in 
another and another, altered at tim

es to reveal a new
 m

eaning, an addition or 
subtraction to w

hat has com
e before. T

here’s a circling back that is deeply satisfying 
w

ith the !nal sonnet bringing to rest the !
rst line in sonnet 1, w

hich is life’s perfect 
m

etaphor: I stum
ble on steps !owing with water  ["rst line]

stum
bling on steps !owing with water [last line]

I found it challenging to choose one sonnet as I have at least 18 favourites. 
S

o, I chose tw
o: sonnets 12 and 13. T

hey show
case the distinct w

ord play. In 
four lines of sequential ‘sam

e w
ith change’, there’s honesty portrayed through 

highlighting how
 ‘em

pty’ is spent, correspondingly there is loss in order to live w
ith 

integrity. T
hese lines speak of the ‘I’ (w

hether it’s Eurydice, the poet, the narrator or 
all three) honouring their path, w

hich com
es w

ith sacri!
ce: 

I feather m
y em

pty rest with writing
I gave up relationships to right it

I feather m
y em

pty restraint with years
I gave up religions to right it

T
he sonnets am

plify the m
yth’s contem

porary resonance through a 
relationship’s tension and a m

other’s w
ords:

in the m
iddle of an argum

ent he starts
folding what happened still happens



48
49

A
ustralian P

oetry Journal
V

olum
e 11, N

um
ber 2

in the m
ileage of an argum

ent he folds m
y clothes

you and your m
en m

y m
other said

T
here is the sw

ay of a counterm
yth here as Eurydice questions O

rpheus’s 
choices. Further, she is aw

are of the pow
er his ‘signature’ has over her life:

the day signals as closed as O
rpheus’s signature

A
nd then there’s her stance to consider:

don’t forget m
e

looking back
stand tall and stalled when he looks back 

if life m
easures then this is everything

don’t forget m
e

look back

It’s clear that she w
ants him

 to rem
em

ber her. T
here’s a sense that 

she’s seeking separation. D
id she w

ant him
 to look back, and so not resum

e a life 
w

ith him
? D

id she realise she w
ould be his shadow

 no m
atter w

here she dw
elt? 

T
hese are the tantalising questions brought to the surface as Eurydice voices her 

alternative thoughts.
T

hese sonnets also provide a com
pelling line that is repeated w

ithout one 
w

ord changed:

the only crim
e where the judicial narrative is of the victim

T
his is a tim

ely, aphoristic line given the countless w
om

en, sexually 
assaulted, and retraum

atised by the court system
, if they are brave enough to speak 

their truth. – A
ngela C

osti

Ella O
’K

eefe

Scratchcard

w
hole corners for televisions

that burst from
 brackets

skylights in the trees

on the car park roof
w

orkers hold phones
up to the hidden m

oon

stolen descriptor of piebald
for the 2003 patchy render
m

arking a defunct partnership

a jacket draped on the road
near a construction site
body evaporated on asphalt

your w
histle reaches

peak utility as a covert pulse
to those dism

antling an evil apparatus

a puckered air
tunes up the street
for its role as conduit

drops of w
ater

pull the w
ires and guts

from
 the sm

art lam
p post 


