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			I was an ugly child

			You were an ugly child

			We were ugly children.

			— Hiromi Itō

			Hooyo ma joogto, kabaheeda qaadatay.

			Your mother isn’t home, she left the house and took her shoes.

			— Somali children’s lullaby





			Eu era uma criança feia

			Você era uma criança feia

			Nós éramos crianças feias.

			— Hiromi Itō

			Hooyo ma joogto, kabaheeda qaadatay.

			Sua mãe não está em casa, ela saiu e levou os sapatos.

			— Canção de ninar somali

		


		
			o que não te mata
what doesn’t kill you


		


		
			Extreme girlhood

			A loop, a girl born

			to each family,

			prelude to suffering.

			Bless the baby girl,

			caul of dissatisfaction,

			patron saint of not

			good enough.

			Are you there, God?

			It’s me, Warsan.

			Maladaptive daydreaming,

			obsessive, dissociative.

			Born to a lullaby

			lamenting melanin,

			newborn ears checked

			for the first signs of colour.

			At first I was afraid, I was petrified.

			The child reads surahs each night

			to veil her from il

			protecting body and home

			from intruders.

			She wakes with a fright,

			someone cutting the rope,

			something creeping

			deep inside her.

			Are you there, God?

			It’s me, the ugly one.

			Bless the Type 4 child,

			scalp massaged with the milk

			of cruelty, cranium cursed,

			crushed between adult knees,

			drenched in pink lotion.

			Everything you did to me,

			I remember.

			Mama, I made it

			out of your home

			alive, raised by

			the voices

			in my head.

		


		
			Menina no extremo

			Um ciclo, uma menina nascida

			em cada família,

			prelúdio de sofrimento.

			Bendita seja a menininha,

			invólucro de desgosto,

			santa protetora do não

			foi dessa vez.

			Deus, você está aí?

			Sou eu, a Warsan.

			A sonhadora diagnosticada,

			obsessiva, dissociativa.

			Nascida ao som do acalanto

			lamentando a melanina,

			alguém buscou nas orelhas

			mínimas algum sinal de cor.

			At first I was afraid, I was petrified.

			A criança lê suras toda noite

			para se resguardar do il,

			para proteger corpo e casa

			de intrusos.

			Ela acorda num sobressalto,

			há alguém rompendo a corda,

			há algo se alastrando

			bem lá no fundo.

			Deus, você está aí?

			Sou eu, a feia.

			Bendita seja a criança encrespada,

			o cabelo em que é esfregado o leite

			da crueldade, o crânio amaldiçoado

			esmagado entre joelhos adultos,

			encharcado de creme rinse.

			Eu me lembro de tudo o que você fez

			comigo.

			Mãe, eu consegui

			sair da sua casa

			viva, criada

			pelas vozes

			da minha cabeça.

		


		
			Assimilation

			We never unpacked,

			dreaming in the wrong language,

			carrying our mother’s fears in our feet—

			    if he raises his voice we will flee

			    if he looks bored we will pack our bags

			unable to excise the refugee from our hearts,

			unable to sleep through the night.

			The refugee’s heart has six chambers.

			In the first is your mother’s unpacked suitcase.

			In the second, your father cries into his hands.

			The third room is an immigration office,

			your severed legs in the fourth,

			in the fifth a uterus—yours?

			The sixth opens with the right papers.

			I can’t get the refugee out of my body,

			I bolt my body whenever I get the chance.

			How many pills does it take to fall asleep?
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