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Chances 
 
by Anamaria Julia Dragomir 
 

 

Hot magma of liquid flesh 

flowing down under 

is elevated into solid casts 

and poured into exposure 

of earth or rock, of wood or grass, 

of shapes or bodies 

and given colours, scents, and melodies, 

waiting to come alive 

and then reclaimed beneath. 

* 

The spirit infiltrates into the surfaced flesh 

giving it soul, own will, ideals, purpose, 

in such a way that two creations 

are never found the same although they resonate 

and their faiths entwine in journeys 

ascending or descending 

in unique frequencies of repetition. 

* 

Then there must be a realm where these two meets: 

the matter and the spirit. 

A form is uttered then, that chooses one of each 

to blend and knead a being. 

A binding law of resonance must set the frequencies 

designing repetitions of quasi similes. 

The purpose is good fortune, having another chance: 

creation makes amends despite given will. 

* 

If only we’d recall the faults not to repeat 

next time we come to meet. 
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Ambrosia  
 

by Anamaria Julia Dragomir 

 

* 

I bit down into the lake's silk with my left hand 

and a yellow waterlily rumpled at me. 

I mowed the plain with my eyelids 

to feed my eyes with all her flowers. 

I sipped with my eardrums 

the uninterpreted solfege of wings, 

among which an angel had crept. 

Ambrosia, like your soul, 

I have not found, however, 

neither on water, 

nor on earth, 

nor in heaven. 

 

Words  
 

by Anamaria Julia Dragomir 

 

* 

With an accelerated pulse, 

The words do flicker in my veins 

And gently burn. 

Through my mouth, they do escape, 

As sparks 

Of unattended fire. 

* 

Through my half-opened eye, 

My words do search for garments, 

Some untamed meaning, 

Under my eyelid smouldering, 

As flame, 

Fleet-footed coal. 
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* 

Behold, they got away, 

Out of the fireplace of forms, 

On paper, 

Incessantly burning 

In the eye of anyone in the chamber 

With an irregular pulse. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


