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I  REMEMBER        by Tina V. Cabrera & Reginald S. Hui

I remember floating, hovering at will three inches from the ceiling in my
faintly pink painted room, a wide mass of empty air between me and the
floor. It was a splendid witchcraft between me and myself, never another
eyewitness in the room besides me to disprove. It was my invisible friend
that I stored away from a disenchanted world of unbelievers who claimed
that only birds and airplanes could fly.

I remember sinking, falling against my will under the weight of water in
my neighbor’s pool, a wide mass of chlorine between me and the air. There
was a multiplicity of light, a kaleidoscope of colors reflecting and bending
through the maple leaves floating on the ripples. As the edge of liquid
suffocated my breath, calmness overtook my body. Blurred figures hovered
on the surface; two porcelain dolls - pigtailed, pink mouths agape -
pointed and watched while I drifted into unconsciousness.

I remember the weight of the netherworld heavy on my body, so that I
could not even force my mouth open beyond a syllable, my teeth clenched
as I tried to call out the name of my God. In sweat, my arms and legs
pinned down, even my mind could not cry out his name as I felt the
presence of the one they call Satan in the waking world.

I remember the lightness of the air caressing my body, the breeze from the
ventilation, as I lay hidden under my parents’ bed, unable to force my
mouth open beyond a syllable. In pajamas, I listened to strange muffled
baritone voices, to the clanging footsteps of black-booted men on
hardwood floor, and watched silhouettes rummaging through drawers and
closets and boxes. My body, heavy with gravity, lay powerless, my vocal
chords muted, even my mind could not cry out for help.

I remember feeling my parents’ warmth, cover me like a warm blanket
from head to toe, not doubting their protection. This despite the fact that
my mother looked to me as her comforter, companion in her loneliness.
Memory or nightmare: She held the rolled-up old newspaper that was to
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feed the fire, her face contorted in anguish, and said that our house would
burn down, and all of us with it. I stood first in line, a few feet away, the
fireplace blazing its bright orange light, its flames dancing with the
fluctuations of her voice. I trembled with dry tears, wondering, would she
really? And I query the shadows of my siblings - did this really happen? In
the solitary silence of my mind.

I remember feeling my parents’ warmth, their arms enveloping me as we
stood watching gravediggers unearth my grandfather’s tomb in Sai Wan.
Memory or nightmare: The ten-year burial lease had expired, and I stood
frightened beside my parents and sister, my aunts and uncles behind us, as
the crane ripped the grass, tore at the earth’s soil. Four slightly built
Chinese men descended into the cavity - my father’s arms trembling - as
they lifted the wooden casket from the earth, their movements cautious to
not awaken the dead. The coffin, as I had been told, will be set afire, flames
consuming the decay, until all there is left is ashes, ashes in a golden urn.

I remember still, the thrill of floating or flight, moments before crashing
or drowning. I don’t remember as often the fear that grips me in
nightmares awake or asleep, my mother six-feet-under, or half alive in my
dreams. And no matter how many times I crash or burn, I am mostly
awake half the time to feel the rush before I hit the ground.

I remember nothing, neither the thrill or floating or flight, moments before
crashing or drowning. Forgetting is easier: memories of my grandmother
in a wheelchair, crippled on her left side, without language, moaning under
the suffocating Honk Kong humidity, looking at me as she would a
stranger in Victoria Park; memories of my aunt helplessly beside her
husband in bed, as he clutches his chest and gasps for one final breath;
memories of my sister, crying out in pain over the phone, her baby six
months away from birth oozing from her body in a river of blood.

Forgetting, I tell myself, Forgetting. It is easier.

Tina V. Cabrera is completing her MFA in Fiction at San Diego State University.  
Her work has appeared in Insolent Rudder, Anderbo.com, and City Works, and she
has collaborative fiction forthcoming this fall in the “Freak” issue of Fiction
International.  Visit her at http://www.myspace.com/canny_uncanny.

Reginald S. Hui received his MFA in Fiction at San Diego State University in
2007.  An excerpt from his novel, The Kingdom, was a finalist in the 2007 Third
Coast fiction contest, judged by Chang-rae Lee.  He also received a fellowship to
the Squaw Valley Community of Writers Workshop.  Currently, he is an editor at
Pearson Publishing in Boston.
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Separation

by

WS Merwin & KH Solomon

 

Your absence has gone through me

Like thread through a needle.

Everything I do is stitched with its color.°

Your presence underlies my days

Like backing for a quilt.

Every moment ties my patchwork to its base.

° WS Merwin “Separation,” The Moving Target, Athenaeum, NY, 1963.
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KH Solomon is a retired agricultural engineer, whose career specialized in water
management.  His poetic publication credits include Art/Life, ZYZZYVA, English
Journal, River Oak Review, Möbius, and Conclave.
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the instant picture

my whole life is just this: dark
storm clouds over an old car lot
I’m thinking of the prostitute who
chose my soul over my wallet
and how impossible

things are happening all along
the roadside; pride has teeth
and jeans but won’t wait for
all this motion to pick up
the phone

there will be no call
back to the warehouse where all
these half-weapons were first
made to fend off softness
from the bone

still somewhere’s a city
a cave a traffic light blinking
the hope of what was, and
if it has an arm it’s lightning
if legs are possible

I’ll walk right into
the storm.
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light matters

wheels turn the road
which is a mouth with thoughts
for breath

the heat of the six
thousandth mile pulls me like
a roller coaster

telephone poles stick
out like god’s fingers
testing the blue

of all that sky holding
on to the question
at the pedal

another piece of
survival for another
midnight’s poetry

a little faster and I’ll
see it’s all just light
on light.
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                                    of gold . Traveling across the tear

                                                            

in the continuum

 

 

                                       its ragged fabric whistles in
sequential winds

                                      where clocks,

 

                                                  lost to chronology,
seek vapor trails

 

where music

 

                 used to ring synesthetic overtones

 

lost at the dry trickle of meaning’s edge

 

    where dust pours over

 

       definitions      the filters, shortening

          of           breath

         obscurity           & sight
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Transient Variations

 

A trail of transient variations

 

 allows the key that opens the drawer (walking further

 

                                              i n  t he country)

 

                 a rural semblance unlocked

 

 

                      w ith a slow, trembling turn

 

Imprisoned in a warrior metal skin

 

 

                                    am i  k i l led? am I

 

                  dead as the forest’s storied silence

 

                           or merely bleeding new tears

 

of grassmass that january crops wrinkle

 

                                                   a s  my  s i l ver ribs

 

thaw like raw meat
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                           a  spec tac le basting

                           under the heat of sulfur skies,

                           an  a f tertaste

                                              of rust turning bitter

 

water (churning) undercover; it will find me

 

                                                   u nprepared

 

(naked or not)

 

 

                 f or the trees’ whispered rumors

 

                                                 of my unbecoming

            or the wait

 

                        of this midnight moment’s precise point

 

a cry steamed into the air, the cries all wrung their hands and sang

 

an undersong     bombs into words                and his own bleeding

 

of subtonal          whispering sof t                  desires to breathe

 

refrains                 explosions, new                s treams

 

leading to

 

 

life leading him to crossroads in the darkness, to crossroads of light
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  while dying stars cast their mist over screaming vision—our talk was

 

of too little, of too

much . Of gold across

blood . Your eyes looked at

 

                 t he hour, looked

 

away . A team of horses stood by you asked, Am I killed or just forgotten?

 

 

And the answer came, vague as past dust, whispering

 

its song

of death as memory

 

                             a nd memory

 

                             t he nearest life

 

                                                      of absence

                                                  i n  a  p r e s ent form

 

But the moon must say

and stay as wel l                                            th i s  s e c ret

summer

 

   knotted a theorem                i nto a terrific battle

 

scorched in two
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under the heat

 

                               b etween the heart and the hypotenuse

                               a ngling their way

 

                                                    toward

 

                                                                 a
remembered presence

 

                       i f  conjoining proves possible

 

from the head to the heart, what inscribed itself on the inside of your lip
deepens your death .

                   (That we once read . . . there is no end

 

                                             of space / time / matter)
We’re still

 

just that .
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HE: No. She tried kissing me one night.

SHE: Out of loneliness? Or just to experiment?

HE: I don’t know. And she’s not here to ask.

A MOUSE IN THE HEAD

HE: While you were sleeping, your cat Dinah caught a mouse.

SHE: And what were you doing?

HE: I set the mouse loose.

SHE: Where did you find it?

HE: Inside its hole.

SHE: And where’s the hole? Behind my bed?

HE: In the bedpost by your sleepy head.

SHE: I never knew dirty things could come close to my head.

HE: The mouse was foul and so I plucked it.

SHE: But what made Dinah move? She’s the laziest cat I’d ever had.

HE: I set the mouse upon your mattress and begged Dinah to catch it...

SHE: But even that wouldn’t trigger Dinah to move! This pussy is beyond
training. It’s hopelessly lazy.

HE: The mouse ran into your tangled hair, intending to make a mouse home there.
Dinah lept, struck, and descended. The mouse a canape on her claws.

SHE: I made a dream exactly like that. In the dream I was wondering, “this
could only happen in a dream, because Dinah is lazy bone”. Am I still in a
dream? And who are YOU?
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Tammy Ho Lai-ming is a Hong Kong poet in her twenties. Reid Mitchell is a
New Orleans writer in his fifties. They have been collaborating on what they call
“dialogues” for over two years now. They call their work “trans-Pacific writing.”
Their dialogues have been published or are forthcoming in Admit2, Barrow Street,
Caffeine Destiny, Fringe, Gentle Strength Quarterly, Ghoti, Poetry Superhighway, Prick of
the Spindle and the Hong Kong anthology Love & Lust (2008). Ho and Mitchell
cross boundaries of race, culture, age, sex, aesthetics, and irritating personal
idiosyncracies through their collaboration.

Tammy Ho Lai-ming, aka Sighming, is a Hong Kong-born writer. She is the editor
of Hong Kong U Writing: An Anthology (2006) and a co-editor of Love & Lust
(2008). Ho is also a co-founder of Cha: An Asian Literary Journal, the first
and currently the only Hong Kong-based online literary quarterly dedicated to
publishing creative works from and about Asia. More at www.sighming.com .

Reid Mitchell is a New Orleanian who refuged one crucial year in Hong Kong
(2005-2006) and has previously taught in New Orleans, Princeton, Berkeley and
Budapest. Mitchell has had poems accepted for publication in The Pedestal
Magazine, Poetry Macao, Mascara Poetry, Asia Literary Review and elsewhere. He
has also published a novel A Man Under Authority (Turtle Point Press, 1997), a
number of literary dialogues and academic works of history.
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Lord Jim

by

Natalija Grgorinic & Ognjen Raden

after Lord Jim by Joseph Conrad

all words used come from page 27
of the W. W. Norton & Co,

New York, 1968. edition
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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

for previous chapters
visit Admit Two
back issues page
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