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BELT JENS 





The Bird in My Binoculars 

There is a bird in the binoculars- 

and you lean in; sometimes you forget yourself 

fenced in by feet and distance. 

Grounded. A young girl writing 

Woman on a blackboard, remembers the first 

consonant is sometimes used 

for Wings-and she imagines 
a cerulean sky with real birds. But for the time 
being, marginal sketches suffice, or a phrase, 

A space where the moon should go. 

Oh, here is the round character. 

The hands pull away, and you 

the fat crayon, the meaty vowel. A pressed feather 

for delicate fossil. Or a fish, 
caught swimming somewhere, swallowed struggling 

in other words. 



THE POINT OF THE DANDELION 
TESS FARNHAM · 

The Point of the Dandelion 

Slicing close under the surface only encourages [growth] ... 

-World Book Encyclopedia 

.. Look. We'll start here 

in the backyard. Remember 

the sixties- people doing what they could 

to get them out of the neighborhood? Thin hiss 

of a. sprinkler, a spritz of herbicide. Your parents 

explaining. Here, they'd say, 

we ought to dig these up. And you could see 

the point-leaves like teeth, 

and a bloom that appeared out of nowhere 

like a flat planet or a crew-cut. Once, while peering out 

of the upstairs window, you noticed the way 

a sidewalk always pointed toward the corner; 

on the wall a guardian angel-behind glass 

and out of reach. Leaves turned on the trees 

and down the corridor, it's more of the same­ 

Trompe l'oeil. 

Beyond the curtain, a little girl folds 

something into the skirt 

of her dress. The elegant necklace. 

Milk sticky in her fingers. Silence later-silence 

for seeing them off: indigo moon, cardboard star. 

Weightless-still clinging to a parachute 







ABSENCE OF A PARADE AMONG NOTHING 
MEGAN JOHNSON 

Absence of a Parade Among Nothing 

Down banner balloon ice-tea streets 

This one winks at the air's clock. 

No, not the dusty pendulum knowing numbers 

or recorded drunken crimes in the alley's fingers. 

This one is for the non-streets 

Whose buildings are earth stored away. 

For the daughter-less mothers 

Snowing like stars. 

Never clapping of hands 

Reminding, reminding, remaining. 

The sound of the ocean and the 

Dying of grandmothers. 

Give a glass of wine to the wind's mind, 

Feel it shatter. 



From the Apple to the Man 

Thin 

red skin 

peels 

to reveal 

round, white flesh­ 

the core of 

the man. 

He hides in 

the fine, white 

layers 

as they 

fall away. 







To winter, I am a maypole 

Wind cutting circles around me 

Where flakes dance silently downward 

Enclosing me head to toe 

In her freezing mummification 

Lurid slumber takes my body 

Secret whispering skies 

Dark clouds ready to burst forth 

And cover the ground 

In satin glittering sheets 

Blinding in pure daylight 

And deadly silent in the still of eve 



Sunday 

These are the measures destined for her soul. 
-Wallace Stevens 

You kneel to the tub and a ring 
of soap scum. Spider-webs spreading 
in corners near the ceiling. Time 
to clean house. Imagine the way he made his body 

smaller that night, holding soap near his face 
and smiling. You lit candles, fire 
scented like vanilla and cinnamon, as he washed his hands 
and skin; you are thinking 

maybe of crawling in under the Mr. Bubble. 
Maybe of getting the hell out. Instead, 
You read to him. Scenes from other lives. So you wore 
something flimsy he could see 

past. At the time it didn't seem 
like a big deal. He said he saw 
your breasts like flesh through a stained glass 
window. Your toes dipping in and out 

of the blue bathwater; he was snatching glimpses 
under the nightgown, whispering you have wings there, 
still a little wet, not quite ready for the journey. 
First time you made love 

there were books in the house-a fortress 
of them stacked around his bed, you thought 
these will keep us safe. 
Still you could not sleep from thinking 

about what you left-moon spilling 
into familiar bedclothes, candles 
and a hibiscus plant you missed watching 
flower. Death is the mother of beauty, 

Stevens said. Petals the color of pomegranete 
or a blood orange, night reaching for them 
like fingers under the velvet skirts, 
and your strangeness later 

at finding the dropped blossoms. 
Next morning you tried leaving, 
wanting someone, anyone walking you out 
to the car. And he was making breakfast 

just then; you could smell him. The warmth will slide out 
slick as mercury when you stop for gas. 
You already know this. You eat his bread 
and marmalade, his eggs, and spend the rest 

of Sunday morning making yourself hungry again. 
It takes an hour, more or less-finally you Jay 
your face in his stomach, and the phone rings-the sound 
of her voice breaking under the bed 

like water. Again, I am thinking maybe I see God 
in the house and you, missing church. 



UNTITLED 
AMANDA FLOOD 





The bathtub that they were sitting in was one 

of those wide, deep, monstrous creatures with 

pointed toes and cracks on its underbelly. 

Someone, a previous tenant, perhaps, decided it 

would be artistic to paint the exterior of the tub 

a brilliant shade of red. This stoic creature 

claimed its territory below the peeled plaster 

ceiling, and above the chipped green linoleum 

and naked porcelain. Ted, the tu~'s current 

owner, added his own touch by laying down a 

fuzzy black rug and hanging a few pictures, in no 

particular arrangement, here and there on the 

dim, white walls. 

Crystalline bubbles framed Ted's slender 

shoulders as he rested against the side of the 

tub. He always sat at the end where the faucet 

was. He was very considerate in that way. 

"Ted, I was thinking. That is a terrible painting 

to have in the bathroom. It is more of a kitchen 

painting;' Lilly said. She jutted a wet thumb over 

her head. "Don't you think?" 

"I don't think it's too terrible," Ted replied. 

Two fat stripes of Mediterranean blue, slashed 

with thinner stripes of greens, oranges, reds and 

purples. This is what the painting consisted of. 

Lilly slipped her fair body further under the 

water. "It reminds me of those jars you got at 

the fair as a little kid;' she said. "You know, the 

ones with the colored sand." 

It would look better hanging above the stove, 

Ted thought. That is what he decided they would 

do in the morning. 

The bathtub was open to the rest of the room; 

curtain-free and doorless. A young fern dangled 

from a hook near the window, and a delicate 

cobweb had been spun in the lower corner of 

that same room. The strings of the web shone 

in the Autumn moonlight. 

"I have always thought of you in the outdoors, 

whenever I think of you;' Lilly said as she rubbed 

the bottom of Ted's foot with the sole of her own. 

"What do you mean?'' Ted was painfully aware 

of the bad habit he had of forgetting to trim his 

toenails, so he was careful notjo scratch her. skin. 

"In nature. I see you, and then I see a forest, 

or just a grove of trees, and you'll be standing 

near a mountain. Out in the open. Lots of sky." 



... 

"Is it out West, or in a foreign country? An 

island?" 

Lilly thought for a moment, then said, 

"Definitely out West. It is more of a brown 

and green nature scene, not as blue as I feel 

nature would be in Europe." 

"Are you with me when you picture me? Or 

am I alone?" 

Before answering, Lilly reached up to refasten 

a stray lock of her brown hair that had fallen 

from the grip of the bobby-pin. 

"You are alone, just because I focus on you. I 

daydream about you." 

Ted wrapped his ankles around Lilly's waist 

and repositioned his head against the porcelain. 

He said, "I visualize you more as a painting. I 

forget who the artist is, but it is like a painting 

done by one of those Renaissance guys. You 

remind me of...a ... Botticelli!" Ted was very 

pleased with his description. 

"Why Renaissance?" 

"Because. You have beautiful dark hair, pale skin, 

big eyes. Just the way I imagined a perfect woman:' 

"Are you saying I'm fat?" Lilly's body tensed up. 

Ted remembered the trip they had taken a 

couple of weeks ago to the museum. Visions of 

fleshy Reubens flashed before his eyes. 

"No, no, no;' cried Ted. "You're just so beautiful. 

In fact, I don't know what I like more, you or the 

painting or you." 

Ted thought that what he had told Lilly did 

not sound at all like he wanted it to. He had 

meant to flatter and charm her. 

"Ted, what the hell;' Lilly said. She folded her 

arms across her breasts. 

"You know what I mean, sweetie, don't you?" 

Lilly laughed, "Things are going really good 

for us, Ted, aren't they. I mean, we really get 

along pretty good." 

"Of course we do. I love spending time with 

you. But I also want to make sure we are on the 

same page." 

"What do you mean?" Asked Lilly. 

"Well, I know it's not going to soundvery 

nice, but I can't see myself ever married to you." 

"What?" 

"You know what I mean, Lil. I just can't see us 

getting married. You're not the one I pictured as 

a wife. Since I was young, I always knew that the 

minute I laid eyes on the woman who was to be 

my wife, I'd know in that instant. There would be 

no messing around, none of this dating nonsense." 

"I believe you're insane;' Lilly said. "What even 

made you think I was interested in marrying you?" 

"I just want to make sure you know, that's all. 

To make sure we're on the same page." 

"Yes, well fuck you." Lilly rarely swore, so Ted 

knew that she meant it. 

Lilly told him, "Lasting love is not something 

you just fall into, Ted. It develops over time and 

grows into a meaningful relationship. It doesn't 

just happen." 

"I like to believe that it does." Ted continued 

to speak in his low, meticulous tone. 

"How can you just sit there and tell me 

things like that and not see how much you're 

hurting me?" 

Ted said."I know that it's not very nice, but it's 

the truth. I believe in brutal honesty. Most people 

don't like to hear it, but I want to be up front with 

you. I've always been up front with you. We're 

friends." 

Lilly curled her legs under her body in the 


