ing my daughter’s hair and letting it hang
loose instead of braiding it as I do; dreams
of her bathing my child, soaping her back,
her chest with those narrow hands...

It became difficult to fall asleep. My
husband didn’t share my concern. I tried
to warn some of the other parents, talked
to the principal. No one listened. The
pictures in our house remained un-
straightened; my onyx elephants turned
dull with dust. October came, but Idid not
care toreplace the light bulbsasalwayson
the first of each month.

Ibegan to bring a book or a magazine to
school. Sitting in the car after Andrea
went inside, I waited for the woman to
leave so I could follow and see where she
lived. But she always stayed motionless
until that morming when she looked at my
daughter as we walked past her, and her
lips drew apart in the familiar smile of my
dreams. Andrearaised her handand smiled
back. My legs felt heavy when I went
back to the car. I picked up the book I'd
brought but couldn’t follow the words. I
closed it and laid it on the passenger seat,
tracing the letters on the dust jacket with
one finger.

That’s when she made her move.

Ever so slowly she walked away from
the building, her pale eyes on me through
the windows of the car, closer, until I felt
my fingers twist the key in the ignition,
closer, passing in front of my car, her face
turned toward me through the windshield,
until I had pressed my foot against the
accelerator and felt the car lurch forward,
heard the thud that took the power from
her as she crumbled like a paper doll, face
down, thin arms crossed.

The accidents inour town have stopped.

But nobody has come to thank me.
Only my husband visits me on Sunday
afternoons and talks about things thatdon’t
matter in a hushed voice one brings to
sickbeds. He won’tbring Andrea; he says
it would upset her. It won’t be long until
I can leave. I don’t mind the wait. Our
town is safe again and here it is quiet.
Winterquiet. The walls of my room are
white and bare; the mattress on my bed is
firm. Every other day a tall doctor with
glasses comes to talk with me. He doesn’t
ask me anymore why I did it. He doesn’t
need to: he knows all about bad luck and
that one has to set an end to it.

Last summer several accidents hap-
pened in our town: an infant was for-
gotten on the roof of...
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Life is a house swaying in the wind,
~avinecircles its walls.and porch,
ldughter a quick cry.

falls,
the language you hear 1n the rooms is
How I long for you sometimes when
lightning conceals
~ the sky, you are like Vemce in
December, when
» it rains,

-below

i:_'f:And the nail also reaches the sky
and the sky 1nﬁmty, this w111

ings

‘The house must be sold soon, before it
o - Summer Poem

‘ bYour neck is a bam door, a church wall,

* - won’t clash with the patchwork gllm- '
it narrows upward when seen from - ‘ .

' , trees, paths, a
,v;-when you stand ona ladder, dnve a Ilall, . Of waler, trees, pa hs

. Stay away from 31 k;
- press your cheek against roug

These houses must be sold, the bu1l&-- L

=1 ponder and the way hens always

Poetry

Translated by Seija Paddon

Two Poems by
Eila Kivikkaho

I will not dress a child of mine

in silk.

Torn pants.and-a ]acket of the wrong
colour
attire that won’t hurt the eyes;y

mer

you  its sister.

losc whatever the cc
: ngulsh the only one
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