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Fragments 

	 

I read an interview with the artist Britta Marakatt Labba 

From the onset on, she shied away from allowing other forms of art enter her life 

for fear that it’d contaminate her own artistic process 

She wanted to make sure that the images she carried deep within herself were 
safe 

Before anything else 

I make sure to save the newspaper 

This is important 

I think about the Saami notes I seem to hear 

emanating from my outermost edges 

How I do not dare letting anyone else in 

before I’ve stored them deep within myself 

I want to wait for the notes to carve their way halfway through me 

I want to retain this song 

sung in the old Gárasavvon dialect 

The miniscule spaces I know they’re carrying with them 

spaces I weren’t allowed to visit 

But, this too fills me with grief 

I’ve spent a second short of far too long 



living like this. 

I suspect that I’ve become a vessel I cannot really be 

I’m not like those artists during the Alta Controversy 

instead 

I try to make myself a suit of armour 

following patterns now already long gone 

My 80’s spent in Kiruna 

left me with a thin, white skin 

I spend too much time fussing over details 

like one does when the one thing you care about is slowly dying 

You know, the words dissolve into letters 

the sounds do not belong together 

Academics refer to a Saami identity as something whole and circular 

but those days are long gone 

I’m the spruces facing Borjus, gaunt and prepared 

come snow, and I’ll still fall apart 

I say that I’m in the process of healing 

	that writing heals me but I don’t know 

If I really feel healed when all is said and done 

If I haven’t just opened a bottomless pit to walk alongside 

Like a shard from the beer bottles they throw into the river 

cumbersome and cuttingly cold. 

I miss the elders I used to confide in 

their sense of humour that I failed to inherit 

Who should I spend time with these days 

to be in the company of someone who could remember what I could have 
become 

Language itself, as a path of sorts, is all that ties me to them 

yet it refuses to stick to me 

It disappears when I turn away 



having nothing really 

when the words escape me as soon as I awaken 

I ought to be writing this in Saami now 

but I’m a product of all the things I’ve ought to have done 

the spaces in between 

I’m leaking, like the boat we pulled from the lake 

I want to stop my children from growing thin like me 

but each time I’m mending things the traces of my botched handiwork becomes 
all too visible 

My heritage is a boiling pot of stew that I’m fighting to finish 

but nothing comes to an end, this too, is something that I know all too well 

I’m trying to come to terms with the fact that I’m pieces of something 

That I’m fragments of my memory 

That words too, not just reindeer, belong to the wind 

I wrap everything that I learn in pieces of gauze 

but as soon as I loosen the bundles to get access to what’s been remembered 

the wind carries it all away 
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