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We don’t live anywhere anymore
Take a taxi cab to 
					     .........Nowhere
and circle the world     o  	         v      	       e  	           r
				    circling		   circles 
					           of our consciousness
		  over   		 and     		              over
through 	 golden wheat
and                      		  emerald clover
through               	 ruby sea
and                     		   white gold cliffs
                                                           		  of dover
	 over 		  and 	 over 		  and 		  over

When the taxi’s driver’s ti	red
he’ll leave us 

where we are
on the doorstep of a bar

and there we’ll drink
and we’ll drivel and giggle
and sink into stupor and think
  and	     drink	 and	  drink 	 and 	         drink

And as the windows
begin to glow
the bar will close

and we’ll walk into morning
our faces grinning gold

and we’ll have nowhere to go
because everyone but us 
is going home
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and we have no home
we’re too restless for that

so we’ll set out again
from 									       

wherever we’re at

And we’ll walk if we must
or beg change for a bus
and we’ll go 
	 we’ll go		   and go		   and go

(convinced there’s something
left to know
knowing there’s somewhere 
else to go)
and we have no home
	 So we’ll 	 go and 		  go 		  and go
until we get to the 								     
		  place

we wish we were
or if it all fails
we’ll sit and sit
and 

stare at the c....u........r........b...........
And I’ll stay with you and you

and you’ll stay with me
while we all melt 
into our own	
mindfuck memories

I’ll sit with you forever
and never say a word

We’ll go Caulfield-crazy
by the c....u.........r...........b
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I’ll never let you die 
alone

even if we have to die
ccc-cold to the b-o-n-e

waiting for a r---o-------a--------d
to take us 

...Home
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Fossils
the moon must be a prism tonight
forging a dark-side spectrum into white
a misty aura of peppermint light
in the colourless corridors of the night

a sea of ebony seems the sky
its phantom stars a spangled lie
dead lights saved by distance and time
caught in the amber of your bright eye
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You Are a Sliver Under My Skin
You are a silver sliver
Under my skin you are
Timber’s first (and only)
Sewing pin you embroider
The clouds in my sky you make
Seams for my silver linings you break
Through the barricade of my calloused skin
You enter (gently )        and I keep you        in    in         in
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Egalitarians make bad lovers
 
So your hand on my arm meant nothing to you?
Well
what else is new. 
 
I guess I figured…
never mind. 
I know.
I know your kind.
 
Cinnamon-sweet:
Not an affect
when we meet;
but a quality,
pure and true.
I hate that about you.
 
You sing
(splendidly),
But when you sing,
it’s the same
for a grapefruit
or a king. 
You make
no mistake
between the two.
I love that about you.
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Your humble hands
esteem all they touch:
hand on shoulder,
hand on doorknob,
this touch,
or that touch.
They’re all the same 
to you.
But the difference means so much 
to me. 
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But I, composing a rhyme, decided 
to Stay. 
I lay
white, wafer-thin,
paper-thin
pressed out
bleached out
hanging like the sheets
off the bed

Your hands
stray like pens 
across pages,
across skin blank
as a canvas muse
Your hands hold me
fold me
like an envelope
bend me into creases
tucking the corners
like a frail child into bed
like a man into his dessert

hips spin like looms
and you are watching ,watching,
weaving desire into words

I sputter only
of how little you understand
of how your shoulders were heavy
as stone



 Jade Alyssa Wallace page 10  Artefacts page 11

and I bore you like a rock
up and up
the hill
like jill beckoned jack
as she held his hand, asked,
“Are you coming?”
and he 
watched her trotting body sway
until
with crown broken
and body swathed in melted wax,
you rolled away...
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Produce!
Everything in my life is like apples. 
Specifically, like the charming gala reds I found at the mar-
ket, 
almost by mistake. 

They were still tinged with yellow and green,
so I waited for them to ripen;
it felt like years. 

But when I tasted the first sweet fruit,
I knew the wait was worth it.

Yet, somehow,
I completely forgot about the very last apple
(finally red!)
slouching in my refrigerator like an unwanted valentine. 

There it rotted, in its tarn of vinegar,
while I went on with my days. 

I wouldn’t have even noticed the shrunken thing,
if I hadn’t been fumbling about for a pear. 

I scraped the wreck of fruit into the compost bin,
in an attempt to recycle. 
Maybe it would make the apple feel 
that its existence hadn’t been completely wasted. 

My marriage: 
just one example 

of the way in which my life is like apples. 
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Translation Editions
“The translator must...not only read what is written, 

but must be able to read between the lines, to 
understand the subtext and, in particular, to

recognize any cultural allusions it may be hiding.”
-www.wordsmithtranslation.com

“I serve my head up on a plate
It’s only comfort calling late

‘Cause there’s nothing else to do
Every me and every you.”

-Placebo, Every You Every Me

Translation I

She was a call-girl. 
Seriously, a telemarketer. 
Some odd assignment had her
dialling my number twice a week. 
Boy, was she a smooth-talker;
really first-rate. 
The witch worked magic with her words. 
If she tried to make a case for my skull,
I’m sure that by the end of the debate
I’d have served my head up on a plate. 

She called my house with
so many offers and promotions
that we almost became friends.
I was real nice to her, figured
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telemarketers don’t get enough of that. 
Some impulse of hers, or some whim of fate,
got us talking in her off-hours. We tossed
sticks like they would dam a lonely river.
It was nothing intimate. 
Only comfort, calling late. 

It got to be that every week, 
on Friday or Saturday night,
the phone would ring
and I’d hear her voice all sad and sweet. 
I never suggested that we meet.
I was happy to keep it to
those faceless conversations. 
It wasn’t much of a curb-
we even played chess a time or two
because there was nothing else to do.

It ended as these things always end:
a weekend passed and she didn’t call. 
I almost worried about her,
but decided to wait and see.
Scanned the obituaries just in case. 
After a month of that, maybe two, 
I figured she wouldn’t call again. 
I got over it. Though, even now, 
I treat every marketer like they’re her. It’s true. 
Do you talk to every me like I talk to every you?
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Translation II

For now, just allow me my placebo.
Let me think that,
if I maintain my regimen most dutifully,
I might be able to restore the natural order
and cure this broken heart. 
It will not be easy for you to validate
your claim that I do not offer enough of myself.
To appease the willful gods
that seem to govern your love and hate,
I serve my head up on a plate.

1 a.m. 2 a.m. 3 a.m. These are bad hours
for making unexpected phone calls. 
Too early in the day; too soon after the breakup. 
I am certain that you are anxious to say,
“Don’t phone yet.
You have to wait!”
Play therapist if you like, but don’t expect me to pay
for what I already know. I know very well
that chats like these can neither heal nor satiate.
It’s only a comfort, calling late. 

And I know that my questions probably feel 
like a dog’s wet nose pressing up against you. 
You may even think of me as a stray
wanting only to follow you home because 
I never have plans on Saturday night. 
You’re just better than any plans I make. It’s true.
But when I try to talk, you don’t want to hear it;
so I take to eating eating eating.
Eating all the words I prepared for you
because there’s nothing else to do. 
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Just before you cut the cord between us,
you took the liberty of renovating notions
of our relationship. You broke our mirror and
fractured us into who we were yesterday,
last week, last January. Made a thousand tiny
replicas from the image of us two. 
Now, when there are trenches between your 
brows, or I just want a reminder of love, 
I know that I can turn to the many smiles
of every me and every you.
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The Game
Played shot for shot with the bottle,	
trying to lose track of your name,
trying to unstitch threads of time—
I played the game. 

But I have Manfred’s mammoth memory
and you’re the elephant in the room,
so I tilt my head, raise my glass, 
and toast the lonely moon

I tried so hard to be the better bottle:
I –will- hold more, I will hold every starry streetlight. 
As if my whiskeyfire heart and coolgin tongue 
did not yet have enough bite. 

I was a relentless rival, I played until night faded,
until bottle in hand I fell asleep.
And then what did the spirits do?
You danced through all of my dreams.	

In the morning the covers were damp with sweat,
on the floor the pillow laid where tossed.
I woke up choking on my words:
I lost, I lost, I lost. 
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Solstice
morning sunlight leaks through the curtains
like dog piss,
staining the carpet

morning sunlight reaches into the corners,   	
disproving phantom hypotheses,				 
confirming his indefinite absence				  
		                        				             	
						               

He looks into my eyes as if they were full of diamonds,
he caresses my hair like it were spun with gold.

He desires me, admires me,
and has promised me his heart.

He has never been so happy,
is, more or less,

what his new lover told me.

I ran from her glaring eyes.

 
mourning a dark and eyeless
solipsistic dream
where he and I
move like ghosts across a parodied earth,
I shroud my face with bedsheets
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Cautions for Ex-Lovers
After the breakup, 
you may find that your magnetic poles switch, 
find yourself strangely attracted to all things foreign,      	
         repelled by relics you owned before the earthquake.

With fearless flippancy you will consign old artefacts to 
the museum that is your attic:

	 Billy Collins paperbacks
	 an old jacket 
	 your nicest smile. 	

Hearken this apocalypse. Embrace a day or two of 
desolation. Then recreate your world. 

	 Dye your hair red.
	 Use different words to curse with. 
	 Read Ariel. 

(Remember: his eyes are turned to stars in other galax-
ies. He will not notice your revisions.)

Eventually, in a fit of wise wistfulness, begin to exca-
vate:

	 Dig up Billy Collins (he wasn’t so bad). 
	 Dye your hair back. 
	 Restore the old bones to their bodies. 

However, consider holding on to Sylvia Plath,
for you may still take your humour black. 
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Supply Cycles
life is an uninterrupted line of promises-
the broken-
the beloved-
and the ever-bending            intertwining like paperclips,  
from the first link      swearing on my life to the last  link     
cursing on your love-          It was a serial progression we 	
					             never could explain


