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			In the American Grain

		

	
		
			Threa Almontaser

			Born and raised in New York, Threa Almontaser is a Yemeni American poet and scholar. Her forst poetry collection, The Wild Fox of Yemen, won the  Walt Whitman award of the Academy of American Poets. 

			Heritage Emissary

			 

			As designated translator, I taste saffron, gold coins, 

			a slight burning. Since I’ve returned, there has been less 

			of me in English. Though return always meant measuring

			the earth’s door, tongue ozoned and still learning 

			to stretch between here and home. Sah, my native 

			speech is like a window sash pulled up wa down. 

			Sah, I shift phrases without thought. Classmates tilt

			at my returned self like I grew horns, can shoot bombs 

			out my ass. Like they want to dump me in ma’a, 

			watch me float like a witch. When I Arabic my way

			towards them, they pat my back in case I hack mucus 

			wa dem. What do you call a word the mouth has forgotten 

			to push out, stuck by the tonsil’s entrance, squirming 

			to be sound? Speech becomes a slagged pot I bang crude beats on. I long to play a song that doesn’t terrorize, 

			a song that’s understood. The mushkila is I am a surging current of feared language. Words have stopped arriving easily. Was it Rumi who said silence is the language 

			of God and all else is poor translation? I am not mathaluhum. I can’t properly translate myself, 

			so a settled lake floats my tongue hush. I part

			       need I steam senseless of shrouds spout and lips my

			        	 don’t I proof need I with accent my sink to dictionary a 

			     			                 	   .sense make still can I that, cooing blurred a like sound   	              

			I lie about my D in Algebra. Turn, She daydreams 

			during lessons into, Qaluu I pay attention to detail. 

			Turn, She’s suspended for fighting into, I’m such a good

			student, they gave me a day off. Each rephrasing 

			Pinocchio’s my nose. I am out of breath from so much code-switching, crunching the sand it leaves my teeth. 

			When threatened with a call home, I shrug, Taib. 

			Go ahead. They’ll say, yes yes, but won’t yafhumun, 

			will ask me about it later so I can twist it. At dinner, 

			Baba tells a story of his childhood in Yemen. 

			About catching a wild fox with his cousin–—Arabic 

			the medium through which his body can return home. 

			I drown him out. Ana asif, I don’t mean to. It’s only that 

			my languages get mukhtalit, and when he talks it sounds mathal poetry. So when I hear a line about a lost, 

			sly animal, I am struck mute. Think he means me. 

			


		

		
			
			

		

	
		
			ABIGAIL CHABITNOY

			Abigail Chabitnoy is the author of How to Dress a Fish (Wesleyan 2019), winner of the 2020 Colorado Book Award for Poetry and shortlisted in the international category of the 2020 Griffin Prize for Poetry. Her poems have appeared in Hayden’s Ferry Review, Boston Review, Tin House, Gulf Coast, LitHub, and Red Ink, among others. She teaches at the Institute of American Indian Arts low-res MFA in Creative Writing and Lighthouse Writers Workshop in Denver. She is a Koniag descendant and member of the Tangirnaq Native Village in Kodiak. Visit her website at salmonfisherpoet.com for more information.

			In the Field (How to Dress a Fish, Wesleyan 2019)

			They asked me if I was a citizen.

			They wanted to know what I had seen/

			I had heard/

			this was only a test:

			Look at the mark and tell them what you see.

				∂

			Akarngasqangcugmek pilirluku,1

			a woman said to me.

			They want more,

			she said. 

			I gave her a tooth from my mouth

			to cut the skin stretched before her.

			She dug. With her mouth

			she dug enough holes 

			in the earth she divided

			with her work.

			She cut the skin even

			into pieces she divided

			in the earth:

				this is for your mouth

				this is for your stomach

				this is for your hand

				this is for your rib

				this is for your table

				this is for sharing

				this is for later

				this is for the others

				this

					 is (for) you 

			For each she wound a thread

			around my neck.

				∂

			I see a well,

			I said.

			I showed them my hands

			clean under the nails and

			open

				swallowed the dirt

			under my tongue.

			They let me walk away

			with the shine

			in my eyes.

			They don’t look you

			in the eyes, these men

				these days.

			I walked away with a garden

			in my throat and seeds

			on my tongue.

			
				
					1 Make a way, make your way. dot by dot, string around your waist

				

			

		

	
		
			ALAN SHAPIRO

			Alan Shapiro, born in Boston, Massachussets, is the author of over ten books of poetry. Life Pig (2016) is his most recent publication. His Reel to Reel (2014) was a finalist for the Pulitzer prize in 2015; with Night of the Republic (2012) he was a finalist for the National Book Award and the Griffin Prize; and Old War (2008) won the Ambassador Book Award. 

			Café Paradiso

			I found it in a snow storm between marriages

			in a small city I had come to 

			to get free of my inner puppet master of

			attachment and the strings 

			he wouldn’t stop jerking to keep the spastic jig 

			of me dangling in a rerun of 

			the Punch and Judy slapstick I’d become.

			I entered how the red knot of a matchhead 

			blackens to a thread of smoke

			that uncoils slowly, languidly 

			as if to prolong the pleasure of the cooling;

			or how the bright square of wall 

			a painting’s been taken down from coats 

			the white around it dingey grey-- 

			icy bells above the door

			rang as I entered, and a chill slipped in

			and brought with it 

			a snowy gauze that thinned and thickened  

			above where each of us, alone, 

			in parkas and heavy coats, hunching 

			over cups, or screens, typing or texting,

			would look up at no one in particular

			and then with etiquette 

			automatic as a blink

			look away before they got caught

			looking, so everyone was safely being seen

			but never looked at, visibly invisible, 

			mute singers in a chorus made of solo’s.

			And as a freezing condensation covered 

			up the windows obliterating all 

			outside to red and yellow car lights

			sliding by unseen,

			it came as no surprise 

			the room grew smaller, our bodies closer, 
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