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READERS WILL INHERIT THE WORLD


​THE DEAD DANCER

by Linda D. Addison & Alessandro Manzetti

At first, when she started dancing,

at the same time each day,

(wearing a grotesque black and white suit)

the walls of the purple room seem

to shine, opening warm crevices, new windows

without an outside or a landscape out there,

as if the bricks are guided by the second movement

of Tchaikovsky’ Pathétique, a transparent absinthe,

maybe waiting for the golden eggs of love

to bloom inside their old beams;

a false hope repeating infinitely.

—can loneliness have a soundtrack?—

But then, drums explode suddenly,

at the same time each day,

(and you can hear the horns mourning)

making the music change, blowing storm,

letting the dancer become aware,

with eyes as big as underworld’s coins,

of the pallor of her own skin and

the wet cold of that abandoned house,

the vanishing scene of something bad,

the dance floor of eternal return;

a false face, a flesh mask mirroring the past.

—can we die again and again, so many times?—

Her back bent, dreams become strings

played by Tchaikovsky’ Pathétique, hope & 

tears promised by Movement Three, dancing for

you more than once, (can we die more than

once?) and waltz endless on legs stretched

into the earth, mouth extending into horn

sections, moving without making a sound.

Did you see it, when the walls bled as an

invisible conductor spun light full of shadow?

—can denial become an endless meal?—

Allegro molto vivace, roaring softer, 

softer in the mind, reaching the locked door,

the too small window, until toes melt, legs

freeze in place, gaze held in place, golden

threads seducing all ghosts, reminding us

what grace can end, what grace can begin,

will never be enough to extinguish the

small flame, the wheel going no where.

—can the moth escape the glass bell?—


​KOLKATA’S LITTLE GIRL 

by Alessandro Manzetti

Upper Street, at midday.

Bandhura is counting the yellow cabs

go back and forth

with their human heads

sticking out from the car doors.

She’s waiting, in front of a blue-clothes shop

for someone to tell her story;

It’s only five rupees.

—fifty-two, fifty-three

She’s only eight,

a too long and heavy necklace

hanging around her orange neck;

a strange rosary, with its

amethyst crystal’s purple beads.

She’s still waiting, with her

shining so ancient eyes,

those of a homeless angel

with a pearl piercing her tongue.

—seventy-five, seventy-six

A Thai boy, with a toothy smile

and bright yellow flip-flops

stops near her; he seems to smell the air.

Maybe he notices me? thinks Bandhura.

Or did he catch her scent?

But the boy lifts his fancy camera and

takes a picture of a reddish rickshaw

caught in a massive traffic jam,

and then disappears, without a glance.

—eighty-five, eighty-six

It’s only five rupees, Sir

whispers the little girl, stretching her hand

towards a tall English gentlemen

wearing a Colonial suit at least a century older

walking past her piece of sidewalk,

her wicked place.

But he doesn’t answer her,

holds a faded cigar in his teeth

like it’s a piece of flavouring hope,

and continues on his way

skipping through stones and lives, like a little boy.

Maybe he’s a ghost too, thinks Bandhura.

—one, two.


​PHILLY’S LITTLE BOY

by Linda D. Addison

Inspired by Alessandro Manzetti’s Kolkata’s Little Girl

Chestnut Street, at midday.

Tommy is counting the yellow cabs

go back and forth, full of tourists

with their faces framed in windows.

He’s waiting, in front of the manicured

park for someone to tell his story;

it’s only one dollar.

—fifty-two, fifty-three.

He’s only eight,

a thick leather collar around his golden

brown neck; a frayed rope hanging from

a loop at his throat; a strange rosary

for a thin boy. He’s still waiting,

with eyes unblinking, so ancient, a

brand unhealed on his shoulder.

—seventy-five, seventy-six

A dark brown girl, with a toothy smile

and flowered yellow dress

stops near him; she seems to see him.

Maybe she notices me? thinks Tommy.

Or did she catch his shadow?

But the girl raises her hand and

waves to a man near him, who rushes

to lift her in his arms and run across
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