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  Introduction




  by Benjamin Kane Ethridge




   





   





  Reader, you are about to go on a nightmare journey that will leave you breathless and rereading these poems again and again, for contained within this collection are all manners of darkness and light and the gradient shadows in between. Two poets could not have been better paired. Corrine De Winter and Alessandro Manzetti have strikingly similar voices and yet their poems stand apart in just the slightest ways to make them unique. De Winter pens some haunting, enduring imagery and masters the chilling effect of unresolved fear and pain like no other you will encounter. You can feel the cadence of her heart in every line of every piece, and yet she closes the door in such a way to leave you saddened or shocked at not unlocking the mystery there. It is worth nothing that not every poem of hers, however, is so subtle. Some of them, such as “WHAT LOVE STORY DOESN’T END IN HELL OR IN A WHOREHOUSE?” by title and by emotive convention are regular sledgehammers to the gut. And with a collection of poems both dazzling and ruthless with emotion in their own right, Manzetti complements De Winter’s section. His poems are infused with more anger and malevolence, but are also awe-inspiring with commentary on life and relationships. “WAITING” in particular finds an emotional core and hollows it out in an astonishingly effective way. There is something menacing beneath all of his work, something rising to the surface and one cannot help feeling vulnerable as to whether this unknown may be salvation or damnation. So prepare yourself, reader, for VENUS INTERVENTION. It will color your mood in kaleidoscopic tones and you will never be the same again.




  

    

  



  Lucent
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  When you come




  At the mouth of an angel,




  It is the holy dove.




  The sound of wings,




  Alto singing,




  lucent clouds




  which hang above.




   





  When you come




  At the mouth of an angel




  It is the holy dove.




  Your Light in Me




  by Corrine De Winter




   





   





  I am not as pale and smooth




  As the moon.




  Still, kneel down




  And find your light in me.




   





  I have taken




  You into my heart




  Like a bullet.




  You sink further each day,




  A foreign thing.




  How will you exist




  In the realm of blood and muscle,




  How will you maneuver




  Past the deadly?




  Venus Intervention




  by Corrine De Winter




   





   





  I, the ragged muse




  Dragged like a doll




  From room to room.




  Do I make you write ethereal music,




  Passages from beyond this world?




  I was once a girl who worshipped,




  And became a woman




  Who wanted to be worshipped.




  I stained my mouth red,




  My eyes charcoal, like Cleo.




  I rubbed myrrh and sandalwood




  Into my limbs,




  As any muse would do




  To intoxicate, to cloud reason,




  To appear like a dream.




  The curls in my hair reached further each day,




  Until at last you were bound




  By a soft design




  That was killing you.




  Scarecrow




  by Corrine De Winter




   





   





  I could make anything out of you.




  I have called you Scarecrow,




  And Jesus and sometimes




  Motherfucker.




  But tonight I call you to my side




  That you be not afraid




  Of my touch




  Though to you it feels




  Like standing within reach




  Of an Autumn bonfire




  Where leaves disintegrate




  Like stars skyward.




  Terminal




  by Corrine De Winter




   





   





  How you have come




  to take the borrowed rooms




  of childhood from me,




  to extract all color from dreams
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MORNING

by Corrine De Winter





