
Elegy in Questions 

by Angye Gaona from “Commentary on Radical Character” (2015) 
translated by Erín Moure 

Gold is a lost cause underground 
the earth swallows it up as it does the dead 
Gold, but… the language? 
A lost language? Where does it go? 

The voice of thirty thousand Guanes clamours 
in an immaterial hut 

Water too is a lost cause underground  
Men and beasts swallow it down 
Lost lagoons, extinct gullies  
Black water heads to the sea, but… the language? 
A lost language? Where does it go? 

Men and beasts are lost too in mid-lagoon  
The Laguna de los Caracoles was unruly 
it swallowed folks up in the centre of town 
The lagoon is remembered, but… the language? 
The language has already gone off 
with the Guane people who succumbed in the mines 

The extinct name of an extinct bird 
Name of the vanished tree 
Name of the Río de Oro 
of the Río Frío, where’s it gone? 
Water was drained from the lagoon 
defiled by the thirst of men 
and the tread of beasts 

Time is lost underground too, a lost cause beneath 
in the memory of gold 
of language and lagoon now vanished 

Time spins around as do the Guane 
in an immaterial hut 



People are located in spaces 
they repeat Zapamanga 
Bucarica 
Chitota 
Chimitá 
Four extinct havens  
Time spins around as do peoples 
in all four directions 
four words that keep grasping a language 
and the whole language, where’s it gone already? 

The language was of limestone 
like mountains and outcrops 
The language turned to dust and vanished in the air 
formed inexplicable gum-resin 
A crag called Sumangá 
appears in the chronicles 
vanishes on maps 
and disperses spectrally in the head 

There in Chocoa, in Chocoíta 
Guane and Yariguíe peoples 
emerge from the pan like gold 
and wash downriver 
Down time 
other Guanes scale outcrops 
take shelter in an immaterial cave 
then toss their language to the abyss 
And the abyss left behind by language, where’s it to go? 



Song to Material Transformation  

by Angye Gaona  from “Day Labour” (Unpublished) 
translated by Erín Moure 

These are the hands that once held the clay  
that these hands brought a million times to the fire,  
remember? 
These hands that sewed the button 
of wood 
of metal 
are the same that today sew 
the plastic button 
or that no longer sew anything at all 
of what’s on offer 
in the stores. 

But these were the hands that crushed 
earth in the flask seeking gold. 
These hands set neutrons off 
in chain reactions. 
Give back to these hands the ace card 
of their skill. 

These hands want something more 
than shopping for merchandise. 
Why don’t you offer to change my state 
from solid to gas? 
Why don’t you ask me to go back  
to cooking my food  
on stones? 

I sing of material transformation  
that you hand to me, finished.  
Because what I crave is 
my participation in the extraction 
of rare earth elements, 
active in the microchips 
of my electronic companions. 
Because what I want is 



to card the wool of my jacket.  
I want to assemble my own microwave. 
Someone help me learn 
something more than just shopping 
with these hands.  
   
These hands after all are the same ones 
that transformed a quarry into a city, 
that suspended the Jacques Cartier Bridge 
across the St. Lawrence in winter,  
that built apartments in Barranquilla 
in forty degree heat. 

These hands are the same ones 
that raised the tower and extracted 
water and oil from the wells, 
that filled the sack with coal. 

Hands of a child,  
of an elder, 
they’re the same ones that helped raise the tower 
from which you now watch me. 

I sing to material transformation  
with the patience of those who suspend railway tracks 
across valleys. 
With spades and shovels gifted 
in loneliness 
they practised the progress due 
out of obedience to the ambition of their parents, 
of their blessed and wise parents, 
engineer managers, 
hunters of natives. 

These hands want to continue the work 
for which they were born. 

In the name of the wealth 
that these hands produced, 
I sing to material transformation. 



I want to learn history, 
each step in the making of merchandise.   

From the window it sees me 
Your new product 
the robot. 
With these hands 
let me make it a heart 
because I want it to resemble me.  


