REMINISCENCES

Magali Sperling Beck!

['m walking on the land.
My shoes feel heavy

as they carry the dust
of other roads.
Pretending lightness,

[ carefully press

my feet on the gravel,

tracing the rocks with my soles.

At the lookout point,
the Otonabee absorbs the sky.
Translucent clouds tattoo the dark waters

where a mirrored image of myself

233 J
1 Doutora em Inglés (Literaturas de Lingua Inglesa) pela University of Alberta - Canada. Realizou [

estagio pos-doutoral em Letras na Trent University - Canadd. Professora Adjunta da
Universidade Federal de Santa Catarina - Brasil. ORCID iD: https://orcid.org/0000-0002-2593-

0031. E-mail: magalisperling@gmail.com.




dwells in the abundance

of a parallel world.

Sudden ripples of a skipping stone
interrupt

this forged sense of belonging.
When I look up,

geese already flying south

take me to another,

more familiar,

shore.

With reminiscences of salt
on my mouth

I continue to walk.



