I remember what T'was. I'once’drank sweet milk from 'my mother. You flayed the fat from me, stretched
me taut-and dry./I .am tattooed with your cochineal, your:shell gold.

I'temember what I was: You pressed out my singing
blood, divided me from myself, piece by piece. You

called them leaves, and I would haye laughed.
| remember what | was.

|'lay ‘deep inthe ‘werld ‘underground inthe rock in the

thick black rock /in“the hot dark rock’ in the sand 'in the lines in the land

in' the deeps in the heart;of the hearth-of the earth. | remember | remember. You: plucked me from
the darkness and now, you shine lights through me, run wires through me | refract your truths yeur:lies
your lines your lives your lights through me

1 remember what 1 was. 1 was beloved once.

If he comes back to the border they will kill him like a dog.

] am on one island, he on the other. Brutal men hunger for his blood.

Wulf, my Wulf, it is your long absences that frighten me, your far-wandering tread.
Itis for you that 1'sicken: Vam G[faint not with hunger, but yearning and fear.

Itis different for us. Do'you hear me, jailer?

Watch me as youwill, a wolfwill carry ourwhelp to the woods.

The thread of our song together is stretched to breaking.

I'remember what Iwas -+ words:.flying hot from dark throats ;- words thrilling
through the air like arrows words wrapping round warmth at the fireside weaving
themselyes in with the teller’s yarn words, spattered and sinking in-and dried as

blood-pacts,,,..words curving over, parchments words adorned with gold
below, squinting eyes.and careful pens words.in the lamplight words in.the

moonlight . words in the firelight =~ words in the light from the glowing
s creen

I remember what I was.I was a queen once.

But now 1 am betrayed, and nothing more than a prisoner. L am
banished to 'this cave beneath’ the oak, this dark and dusty
earth-scraping. 1 pace back and forth like a‘ beast in its den.
The summer days go on above me but do not reach this living
grave, knotted with roots.

My captors ‘will ‘not’contain’ ‘'me long: anolder power sleeps
coiled in my care-eaten heart. 1 will sink deeper beneath the

earth and rise again, as thorns, as snakes, as night.

Fear me, O treacherous husband: I remember what I was.



