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5 T H A N N I V E R S A R Y I S S U E
THANK YOU FOR YOUR INTEREST IN OUR MAGAZINE

by Denise Duhamel & Haya Pomrenze

If  it looks as though we didn’t read these,
it’s because we didn’t.  The very envelopes you chose,
and the perfumed paper, the pink font,
reminded us of  our bat-mitzvah invitations.
Not another Saturday wasted!  Then every Sunday
first communions and pancakes.  We’ve read enough
of  bullies and Alex Keaton republicans.
Bow-tied boys with cowlicks who get rejected by Tiffany,
Mary, or that outcast Lola.  Still, we wish you the best
in placing this mediocre verse elsewhere.

***

Covered in slime, sticky and mean,
our early rejection is like a premature baby
sick with the croup.  We left her in an incubator
and hoped for the best.  Our editors hate children,
especially nose pickers and crotch holders.
And we don’t like hearing them.  Reading
your poems aloud, we felt wretched.  Honestly,
we’ve spent too much time corresponding already.
We’re hitting send, deleting you
and your thought-blocking.  Good luck with your writing.
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***

Though I was enthralled by your speaker,
the lazy line breaks put me off.
I get off  on hardworking
words, phrases and em dashes
that give other editors Excedrin-worthy migraines.
Why all the farm animals?  Why all the references
to bestiality and asphyxiating goats
when you can just say you came on a barrel of  hay?
Or do you mean to say a wheelbarrow? Try reading more
William Carlos Williams and submit again in the spring.

***

Your submission to Snotty Women Press
was read with as much interest
as we could muster.  Ultimately, your writing
leaves us flaccid, with an urge
to pick our toenails, write about ankles
and their pointy hills that jut out.
What is that bone called anyway?
We like specificity of  tendons,
ligaments.  Fascia, high nerve endings.
Fuck off.  Your poetry sucks.

Haya Pomrenze's first book Hook was published by Rock Press.  She has studied creative writing
at Barnard College and poetry at Florida International University. Her writing has appeared in
the anthologies Irrepressible Appetites and Saints of  Hysteria: A Half  Century Of  Collaborative
American Poetry, as well as Gulf  Stream, Mima’amakim, Mipoesias, Pearl, and Zeek.  An award
winning poet, Haya has taught creative writing at senior centers and substance abuse treatment
programs.  She is also an occupational therapist and black belt in karate.

Denise Duhamel's most recent poetry titles are Ka-Ching! (University of  Pittsburgh Press,
2009), Two and Two (Pittsburgh, 2005), Mille et un Sentiments (Firewheel, 2005) and Queen for
a Day: Selected and New Poems (Pittsburgh, 2001).  Her latest chapbooks of  collaborative
poetry are 237 More Reasons to Have Sex (with Sandy McIntosh) and Abba: The Poems
(forthcoming, with Amy Lemmon). A recipient of  a National Endowment for the Arts
fellowship, she is an associate professor at Florida International University in Miami.
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WORDS FROM THE EDITORS:

Dear contributors and readers of  Admit Two!

As of  this, September 2009, issue, Admit Two will be undergoing some
important changes, most significant of  which will be the transition to print
format and annual publication schedule. This means that we will have an
open submission period between September 1, 2009, and September 1,
2010. In that time we will consider all submissions, but will make the
decision regarding each particular piece only once our reading period is
closed. In the meantime, all authors are free (indeed, encouraged) to submit
their work elsewhere as well—we only ask to be notified if  it gets accepted
by some other venue, though even that, considering the new, somewhat
anthological character of  Admit Two, will not necessarily disqualify any
submission from being included in the 2010 issue. Also, there is no limit to a
number of  collaborative pieces authors can submit throughout the year, but
we’d like them to be critical of  their work and to understand that we will
make editorial choices having in mind the overall character of  the issue.

Finally, the new format demands that we implement certain
submission rules:

1) All textual submissions need to be sent in Rich Text (.rtf) or Word
Document (.doc) format to submissions@admit2.net.

2) In prose pieces, please, use TABs rather than spaces to indent paragraphs.

3) If  your work contains particularly complicated formatting, a PDF
along with the original file would be greatly appreciated.

4) As for any visual submissions, please note that these will be
considered only for the cover(s) of  the issue, since Admit Two is further
narrowing down its focus to collaborative writing, or better yet, texts
that employ only typographical elements. We are not entirely happy with
this decision, but we had to make it due to technical and financial
challenges of  printing the issue in color.

5) Please provide a biographical line or two on each of  the
collaborators, as well as contact email for each—for reasons of  possible
misrepresentation we will not consider submissions by authors whom
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we’re unable to contact or by authors who can only be contacted through
their collaborators.

6) Since Admit Two will maintain its non-profit status (the price of  a copy
will cover only the price of  printing), and since we expect to gather a significant
number of  submissions in the course of  the year, by sending us your work you
will formally adhere to the simple terms of  publication that follow:

a) all authors give Admit Two the right to publish their work in print,
and confirm so by the act of  submitting their material

b) no author will be compensated for his or her work by anything else than
the attention, respect, and gratitude of  the editors and readers of  Admit Two

c) editors of  Admit Two will not profit from any work submitted to or
published in Admit Two

d) the costs of  printing and distribution of  Admit Two will fall
exclusively on those who purchase a copy of  the printed issue

e) there will be no other contract between authors and editors of
Admit Two, except for these here five points

Any submissions for the NeO Pepper Press chapbook series will also
be directed towards the Admit Two pool of  submissions, so please let us
know if  you’d prefer not to have parts of  your chapbook manuscript
appear in Admit Two (as for NeOPP, we don’t plan to print any individual
chapbooks in the foreseeable future).

We do however plan the print issue of  Admit Two to be as big, if  not
even bigger success than the online edition, and are certain we will pull it
off  with your help.

So thanks again for thinking of  us.

Keep in touch!

Your friendly editors,

Natalija & Ognjen
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Trusting The Flow

by

Patsy Alford & Christina Burress

The Chinese expression for orgasm is “having a high
tide.” In a high tide everything is floating, the self  is
submerged or dissolved, there is no longer any foothold
or point of  reference, but it is not chaos.

- from Going To Pieces Without Falling Apart
by Mark Epstein, M.D.

 For this poem I’m trying to imagine what
it would be like to be free on my back
trusting the flow of  the river

like that family of  grebes clattering by
low over the green surface
headed upstream
to begin the downward drift

In this verse I’m naked
standing on the river bank
my bare feet gripping the rocks
feeling the cold snow melt
against my warm skin

At every moment
new water
makes the same patterns
over riverbed boulders

In this verse the water is to my shins
I am bending over feeling the crispness
on fingertips while looking over
my shoulders to see if  anyone is watching
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Grandmother cottonwood watches
willows in the shallows
mica in the sand      winks

In this verse I make note of  where
my clothes are and the particular
way the trees fall, lean or stand
The water is now to my thigh
tickling my pubic hair

Sunlight gilds intricate tracery
on the riverbottom stones
glances off  wavelets
washes out the sky
the skin around my eyes    tightens

I step in further, my stomach
a solid mass thermostat
reading freezing and screaming
Get in already!     Whoosh
I go diving in
ducking head under

Now for just a second
I am all skin, all flashing
all sizzzing, all glee and terror

I’m struggling a bit
sensing the swift current
keeping my knees tucked
so as not to bang a boulder
Just go         Just go
Feet first I elongate
floating to nowhere
touched by the flow
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Arms spread now      wheeling
between the clay banks
mirror image of  that hawk
in the flow of  the sky river
floating to nowhere
touched by the flow

Patsy Alford's work has been published in The Dalhousie Review, dANDelion, and Room.
Find out more about her at: www.palford.com

Christina Burress lives in San Diego , California with her husband and two children.
She holds a Masters of  Fine Arts in Creative Writing from Naropa University . She has
most recently published pieces in the Coe Review, and The Alembic. She teaches poetry to
children. Find more at: delmarwritingproject.com
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Master of the House

by

David & Myra King

 
His words rose with the frost, as she scraped another layer of  ice from the
sculpture.

‘You’ve always been a frigid bitch, Danielle.’
She chose to ignore him. She knew he was trying to be funny. Trying to say

how appropriate it was that she, the ice maiden, should take up this for a hobby.
He shuffled past and lent over her into their huge freezer, kept exclusively

for meat for his dogs. Now it also housed Michelangelo’s David, which was
slowly morphing from a large lump of  ice.

Danielle knew it was an ambitious leap to attempt such a piece. And she
wondered if he was right.

She watched him as he arched over a freezer shelf, saw the cleavage
revealed as his jeans slipped partly down his buttocks. A sliver of  disgust
pulsed through her, quickly replaced by a cold numbness as hard and
unforgiving as her sculptures.

She turned away from him and looked at her tools, laid out like a surgeon’s
on the towel beside her.

She was using his wood-chisels, but she planned to buy some with wooden
handles. These metal ones transferred the cold to her hands which she
preferred, for sensitivity’s sake, to leave gloveless. Danielle needed to feel the
ice paring away and at times even liked to touch her sculptures, feel her fingers
sink sensuously, the heat and cold a delicious contrast.

She’d tried ice-moulds but even after using an iron to merge the seams they
still looked what they were - pre-formed. She knew she needed to create from
scratch.

She could feel him looking at her.
‘God, Danielle, bloody David. How the hell are you going to do that? Your

last sculpture looked like shit, and what was it? A fucken pig or something.’
‘An Aardvark.’
From the corner of  her vision she saw him shaking his head. He dropped

the frozen pack of  meat he had taken from the freezer, landing it heavily on the
draining board.

‘Have you shit shovelled yet?’
Danielle cringed. She hated his euphemisms, hated his swearing - hated

most things about him when she came to think of  it.
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Even his name had begun to grate on her. What kind of  a damn fool name

was Clayton, for God’s sake? It belonged in Dodge City, in a shoot-out with
Wyatt Earp, not driving a forklift in a meat factory.

‘No Clayton,” she said. “… I haven’t. They are your dogs.’
She waited for him to parody her and sure enough, he did, sneering at her

in the ridiculous falsetto he always used to mimic her voice: ‘They are your dogs.’
Then his tone hardened and anger punctuated his next words: ‘But, Danni…
seeing I am the one working… bringing in the money so you can have
everything… your bloody little hobbies…’

He waved his hand expansively, like he was Lord Bountiful distributing
largesse. Danielle found herself  thinking of  the words the innkeeper’s wife in
Les Miserables sang: ‘Master of  the house? Isn’t worth me spit. Comforter, philosopher
and lifelong shit.

She’d saved up and gone to see the show in Melbourne by herself  after
Clayton had promised to take her as her birthday treat then reneged on it.

God, I hate him, she thought. She hated even more his diminutive use of  her
name. She wished he’d just get out of  her kitchen. Go and walk his precious
dogs. Do something, anything, as long as it was well away from her.

 
Each night they played out their perpetual tragedy as Clayton lumped himself
upon her and she gritted her teeth. It never took long. A few grunts and he was
done. He wasn’t one to linger over a job.

Maybe if  he’d tried a bit harder in their early days, considered that she
might like some pleasure from sex too. But that was like hoping for the Second
Coming. And she hadn’t even had the first.

Before long she’d lost interest in doing it at all, and allowed Clayton his
conjugal rights only because she yearned for children. But even that had not
eventuated.

In her youthful naivety she had wondered if  it was her disinterest and
displeasure that had interfered with the workings of  Mother Nature and made
her barren.

Clayton obviously thought so too, because he’d made her go to a clinic. It
was then that they discovered that he was the dud, not her. It hadn’t stopped
him believing it was her, so much so that he refused the offered treatment.
‘Nothing wrong with me,’ he said and she’d mused at the irony of  it. Not long
after that he’d bought the dogs.

Nowadays she used K-Y Jelly and gave him sex simply to shut him up. He’d
whine and sulk if  she withheld for even a day. The only good thing was that
he’d never hit her.

 
That night, as Danielle brushed her teeth, she remembered that she’d used the
last of  the lubricant and, absorbed with her sculpture, had forgotten to buy
some more.
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But Clayton of  course didn’t concern himself  with such things. ‘Come on,
Danni,’ he hissed as she tried to resist. ‘I’ve had a hard day. Help me, damn you.’
He pushed harder and she felt something give.

‘Clayton,’ she screamed. ‘You’re really, really hurting me. Stop it. Stop right
now.’

Her protests seemed to make him more determined to carry on.
‘You bastard,’ she sobbed, trying to push him away. It was then that he hit

her, a single punch to the solar plexus that made her want to throw up.
‘You asked for that,’ he said as she stared at him, fighting off  the nausea

and gasping to snatch back her breath.
He pulled himself  out of  her and turned over. Almost immediately his

snoring, reminiscent of  a rutting bull frog, filled the room. She wrapped her
pillow around her ears.

 
The next day, Danielle biked into town and bought some half-fingered leather
gloves with padded palms. Clayton had not given her enough money for new
chisels.

She noticed the excellent grip the gloves afforded as she moved the
sculpture forward from the confines of  the freezer. She caught a glimpse of
herself  in the mirror that hung by the kitchen door. Dressed in a scarf, beanie
and coat, she looked somewhat like a retro arctic explorer. Little wisps of
auburn hair escaped her hat and framed her face with cherubic curls. She smiled
at herself  and her image smiled back. You might almost think she was happy.

With teeth planted firmly on her bottom lip she raced to beat the inevitable
deterioration, quickly excavating the ice, tapping away with a small hammer,
her breath excited puffs of  smoke-frost.  

Glancing from the sculpture to the laminated picture she had stuck inside
the open freezer door, Danielle wondered again at her choice. It was certainly
proving difficult to carve into shape.

She had removed all but the bottom two shelves in the freezer; David
perched precariously on the top one. She had to be careful not to slide him too
far forward. Ice did not take kindly to being dropped.

The timing had been right at least, Clayton had not killed a kangaroo for
several weeks and the remaining meat fitted neatly beneath her work. She had
no idea when he would bring home another carcass; often it was fresh road kill,
and there were a lot of  them lately with the drought bringing the kangaroos
closer to town.

When it was finished she would have a house warming. She smiled at the
paradox.

David would be the centrepiece. This house, with its huge rooms and high
ceilings, was cold enough to stop him from melting too quickly. And she would
insist everyone be on time. Better still, she would only invite those who were
reliable, although that could eliminate the invitation list. The only people she
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knew now were Clayton’s friends and fruit did not fall far from the fraternal
tree.

  
The dusk drew shadows across the room, patterned by the willow tree growing
outside the kitchen window. But Danielle was oblivious to everything except
her sculpture.

Her David. She could see him materializing as if  from a hidden hand. The
dinner was left uncooked, the dogs were still growling for theirs at the back
door. Time no longer existed. Had she looked at the clock she would have been
surprised to see Clayton was so late.

He was almost complete. Only one last flourish, one last paring, one last
scrape…

In an echoed backdrop she heard the front door slam, and Clayton cursing
loudly. But the impetus of  David’s impending completion blocked her reaction,
and she returned him no greeting in kind, or otherwise.

‘Where the fuck are you, Danielle? And why haven’t the dogs been fed?’
Footsteps came closer.
Anger changed to derision, lifting Danielle from the fog of  creativity to the

clarity of  moment. She wondered if  he’d hit her again.
‘Oh…my…God. Danielle… What the hell!’ Clayton began to laugh.
Danielle stood, as frozen as her work, her fingers paused above the place

she was about to touch.
The laughter intensified. ‘Shit, Danielle, you have surpassed yourself  this

time.’
She knew it was no compliment.
Clayton’s hilarity overbalanced him and he grabbed the freezer door, but

did not stop. The door fell inwards, knocking Danielle. A piece of  David broke
off in her hand.

She stared at it in disbelief, as if  it were part of  her own body.
Her beautiful David. Ruined.
Slowly, anger galvanized. She turned to face him. She had to stop him

laughing. Needed to stop the noise.
It seemed the most natural thing to do. Her arm arched up and the broken

piece slammed into Clayton’s gawping mouth. The sound stopped immediately;
the relief  was as tangible as a tightened tap. Everything was quiet as Clayton
scrabbled at his mouth, his movements becoming more frantic as realisation set
panic to fast-forward.

He found no grip. The ice was jammed down as deep as rage would allow.
And she was wearing the gloves. 

 
Sometime later, with the heating on high, Danielle filled the dog’s bowls and
took the shovel from the shed.

The police arrived before the ambulance.
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One constable turned Clayton onto his side. It was quite a struggle -
Clayton was a mountain of  a man. Danielle watched quietly as a gush of  water
from his mouth pooled onto the floor beside him.

‘It’s too late for CPR, Mal. Drowned in his own fluids by the look of  it.’
‘Yeah, Robbie, most people think you have to put them on their sides to

stop them from swallowing their tongues, but reflux can be the killer. That’s if
a heart attack didn’t do it first. He’s got that look too.’ Mal wrote something in
a small notebook before replacing it in his shirt pocket.

They turned their attention to Danielle.
She told them how she had been out the back, feeding the dogs, and

cleaning the yard.
‘Cleaning the yard?’ Robbie said.
Danielle blushed.
‘Oh…’ Robbie said, nodding as Mal nudged him.
As the ambulance wailed into the driveway Mal and Robbie turned to go.

But Danielle could still hear their voices, barely discernable above the din, as
they passed the open freezer.

‘Look at that, Mal. Michelangelo’s David.’
She was thrilled they had recognized it.
‘What’s a bet the wife carved it.’
‘Yeah, she’s a mousy little thing and prudish too I hear. No wonder he’s

missing his vital bits.’
Danielle smiled and shook her head as they laughed. She crossed the floor

and shut the freezer door.
She might replace David’s missing part, or she might not. Maybe he was

better left showing the battle scars for he had, once again, defeated Goliath.
She took the remaining kangaroo meat out of  the freezer and threw it in

with the garbage. First thing tomorrow, she’d give away the dogs.

David King’s work has been broadcast on BBC Radio and published in the UK, USA,
Australia, New Zealand, and also online. He has won a number of  awards and prizes,
including the 3,000-pund World Wide Writers Award for Best Short Story of  the Year.
He also co-edited BuzzWords, a UK magazine specialising in literary fiction.
 
Myra King is an Australian writer and a member of  the Deakin Literary Society. She has
written a number of  prize winning short stories. Recently she was awarded first prize in
the UK-based Global Short Story Competition (2008) shortlisted (2009) and commended
for the Rolf  Boldrewood and Scarlet Stiletto Awards. Her stories, articles and poetry have
been published in print and online in the UK, Australia, USA and New Zealand.
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callage X 8

by

Cece Chapman & Jeff  Crouch
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angel lanterns

by

12 Poets and a Cat

blue moments death
caught startled      she feels fathers
in her pupils aloud

                     of twilight
tonight she waits
          soundless for velocity
a cold acceleration
wing-brushing distant flickers someone

                           fading
                       then the rush
                 filled up-ended

this mother of  earth foreclosing
                                     upon her smile

                 see here are feathers
here are lights and scratches where she lay

here are tracks in the snow
where something came at night to look
                     but would not wait:
                                                           ==[]’
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THIS RENGA WILL MAKE YOU RICH AND POPULAR

by

Jan Bottiglieri, Chris Green, Larry Janowski, & Tony Trigilio

Faces painted blue, four men
pace the leafy pavement
jostling like insomniacs.

Signs on their back, "Talk till You're Blue
in the Face," four men on cell phones

morning rush-hour ripe, malleable --
briefcases, coffee, scuffling Monday
and four men in deep blue pantomime

scoring me a cheap cell phone plan,
bones in the street bought and sold.

Color tells a story. The bottle and the mouth
are joined by color.

Gold is the color
of  excess, rumor, and liquor.

This man is caught forever on the verge
of  enjoying his snack.

Brittle bones broken
to bread pieces moon-consumed
like Buzz Aldrin's smug-

gled sacrament, round, trans- and in-
substantial weightless wayfarer
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wafer and secret-
sipped communion wine drunk to
toast Apollo's soft

kiss of  the moon. Remember me
when you eat and drink with hungry

angels, when you carry
heaven home in your pockets
jammed with clouds and rock

Now your own lucent hands, slipping,
this body of  light, unlocked.

Remember before-
ness. Slivery light of  the
silvery morning,

the kid days, the bone-growing time.
One hundred limber cousins.

The eely body
you inhabited those days,
the crackle, the buzz.

Wind rattled like a snare drum.
Your camera phone shot debris,

little flaking leaves.
Four men blue in the face
blabbing in their hands.

They had nothing much to say,
pacing and reverent in the window.

From shadows in glass:
our things.  Light creates a buzz,
the galling body of  our things.
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Objects are made to speak,
like _People say it with flowers_.

Although rudimentary advertising existed
in medieval Europe, flowers
are the first advertisements --

advertising sexual organs.
They are not here to enhance our lives,

but to perpetuate themselves. They co-wrote
the evolutionary story with insects:
stamen has pollen, pistol the ovary . . .

and flowers are strategies
for not fertilizing themselves.

But huge as O'Keefe's
protest-too-much -- _they're only
flowers_ -- billboard size

advert, divert you from the path.
Made you look!  Made you look.  And crash.

Look at me.  I will set you free
from your cash.  If  only you see

how boring you are.
Too fat.  Reeking.  But wait.  If
you act now and buy

me, like a puppy I'll make up
for all your inadequacy,

lick away the pricky burrs,
smooth away your worry
lines. Refine.
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..

Look!  Yes, we have
your life, but better.

Say yes, and you never knew
it could be -- always new -- it
could be like this:

in flower, ever
in flower.  Say _yes_.

_It exposed a gen-_
(I am not the demo-
graphic for anything)

_erational gulf  between government
officials who reacted as if the ads

might be bombs and 20-
somethings raised on hip ads for
Snapple, Apple, and

Google who instantly recognized
the images as viral marketing_.
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The Ice-Handlers

by

Stephanie Bryant Anderson & April Michelle Bratten

The snow calls in desperate rhythms,
--a death, a death! Sounding
as it fell, a harrowed breath.

I made a home, quietly burying my hands
in the shallow of  your sleep,
to hush this scratching of  winter --
in this place I lay my whispers over your vault
where each secret becomes a sinking stone:
a litany bound and honed in a paralysis of  ice.
And from where you lie, looking up, up, up,
you numbingly hollow the cave.

The frantic of  my hands digs beneath the cold,
-- release, release! Pounding,
leaving my fingertips in the icehouse of  your bone.

But to my desires the grave will never answer,
instead it coves the submersion of  my depths
to your heavy winter coat;
In Death there is no separation,
only its stifled lament.

I remember --
we used to fall vows from our mouths
like the passing of  morning beneath our sheets,
and the flex of  your swallow, ripe in fluidity--
all these things are now dead to me;
for Dying comes and takes us both away.

As you go your footsteps scar the exits,
leaving me a chattel to the snow.
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Stephanie Bryant Anderson and April Michelle Bratten are best friends and co-
editors of  the online literary journal Up the Staircase (www.upthestaircase.org).
Stephanie and April (one or the other, and sometimes both) have been published in
journals such as Decanto Magazine, Flutter Poetry Journal, BluePrintReview, Eclectica,
and The Rose & Thorn.
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STRANGERS, ONE TRAIN

by

Tammy Ho Lai-ming & Reid Mitchell

SHE:
I know a man who waits for my answer to plan his trip.
We'll sit opposite, drop words about small things.
In the train, we can role-play: father, daughter,
husband, wife, man, mistress,
momentary lovers.
When our journey ends,
it is the train which dreamt us.

HE:
I met a woman, whose midnight blue dress made me fall into a dream.
We sat across, strangers talking to the conductors
And the women with carts selling beer and buckets of  noodles
But never to one another. I pretended
She was my wife and we had quarrelled.
She pretended I was her brother and we were enroute
To our father’s funeral. When we reached Guangzhou,
I was to look for a uniformed driver holding a sign crossed with my
surname.
But it was she who recognized him, strode forward, and claimed
the car that drove her to my destination.

Tammy Ho Lai-ming and Reid Mitchell have been writing together for several years.
Their creative works have previously published in Admit 2, Barrow Street, Caffeine
Destiny, Fringe, Ghoti, Rhythm Poetry Magazine, Poetry Super Highway, and elsewhere.
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Living Against You

Genna Gardini & Aryan Kaganof

Living Without Lucre:

Oh the title is wonderful
it's the content I'm living with(out),
held fisted like a packet
at the no name brand ATM

and you're fast my dear and you're folly
but none o' that's nae good without lolly
even my purse has its piles,
only prising clots for the chemist
we were waiting in line you and me with our sugar coats on and only one
critical word away from absolution
aye, canny that

clipping at heels
and never at coupons
the taste of  hunger isn't a favourite flavour
Oh and, before I forget, the title is wonderful
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Protest Poem Against Durban

I became a little too cabbagey with self-pity
I was living in Durban then
my skin in retreat from the noonday sun
my ears a-tuned to Isolation
I peeled the wax off  of  each afternoon
and avoided the verandah.
There was something larval about the way I preened
at the right angle you could see right through me
Incubated in your mom's musk, and shoebox,
I was not chrysalis for anything.
The taste of  talcum powder on my faeries
and the fingers that had to work slowly through my thicket to free me
The bush-brush, the blanket laid flat, my legs
in the sliding door, milk-weyed, photographed.

But that was before you archly taught me that my tongue, chained to ice,
was not enough
that the imperfections were precisely what made us beautiful: we were the
Gods after all.
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Yes, you are right.

Since we're doing themed protest poems so well
Let me tell you a few of  the chains that have yoked me and ire.
Sister-sitters, kept in futons and floor-space and in proof,
deposited with each new scratch, new slip. Things you didn't resent.
Ah but don't go down that dark road again you rascal you'll only madden me
It's been ten years away from the powders and then last night you gladdened me
I scrape off  the bacon, move it loose from the mains.
I don't want to worry about the side plate, anymore.
Not since the cold breath of  your stinging goodbye
And what could follow that?
Except learning about evenings, fresh and unpawed, the old legs
tucked into your pyjamas, your siblings on the bed.
Headless hatless erased while you murdered me
Then did it again, slower geared,  just to be sure we were on the same page
(so to speak)
But we were a folio fan, creased lengthwise, creased saam.
Even using a ruler, the fullscap looks frayed.
Well then, don't measure it
Oh and, by the way, since we're doing protest themed protest poems again
there is no grief  that I could keep. There's only slight that spilt, like seeds.
See, I said us into say.

Genna Gardini is a young South African poet. She studied Drama and English at
Rhodes University and has since been published in various magazines, including New
Coin, Carapace and, most recently, African Writing Online. You can visit her blog at
www.gennacide.blogspot.com.

Aryan Kaganof has been busy dying for years now. In this way he hopes to be reborn.
The poems are a kind of  detritus, little markers to remember the many failures on the
way. He is 45 years old and has two gorgeous daughters, Goya and Abraxas.
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The Truth Blinked, I Stagnate

by

Glenn and Amber Taylor

I blinked

and I wish I hadn’t, wish I would have
breathed when I opened my eyes, once more
caught the world beneath my eyelids, stolen
another crimson & amber moment.

I nearly lost my footing, my pants undone
by trepidation, my lips, fear-covered flowers,
quivering, palms dry.

Even in a sea of  no one I don’t know if  I could see you
dripping wet & lost, or if  my wont to watch each step
forwar d would make our connection only an accidental
stub of  the toe.
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Little Golden America

by Ilya Ilf & Eugene Petrov

translated by Charles Malamuth

illustrated by Georg Hartmann

1937 Farrar & Rinehart, Inc. Edition

New York, Toronto
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