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Editor’s Foreword

ere we find ourselves, then, in 2022. Another strange

year is behind us. At worst, it has been sorrowful and

frightening, at best, it has made us look to each other,
and inwards, with kinder, keener, eyes. When the opportunities
disappeared for us to engage with the arts, with other lovers
of arts, with spaces and sounds, many of us felt the loss like a
hunger or a thirst unquenched. In this year’s Two Thirds North,
quite a few poets are in dialogue with other writers, or artists, or
spaces. Though we have been physically restricted, our internal
landscapes have continued growing. We will continue to build
bridges between art and art.

Megan Stolz’s “Sonambient” poems are such bridges, not just
in dialogue with artworks, not just an homage, but building on,
continuing a dialogue that we need now more than ever. Karen
Rigby, too, speaks to the universal experience of art and the
most personal, almost Heimlich insights into the self, forging
that frail bond that we both long for and fear. Jeanine Stevens’
villanelle “On Phrases by Pythagoras” links history to present,
through content as well as through form, the peasant song
transformed to mathematics, to musical theory, to metaphysical
experience.

We could, of course, argue that intertextuality is unavoidable,
whether intentional or not. Still, there seems to be a wave of
overtly intertextual poems in the contributions in this issue,
texts actively engaging with other works of art, texts finding
their place and positioning themselves in a larger context.
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Perhaps this is a kind of Zeitgeist. Several of this edition’s
texts focus on relationships between past and present, past and
future, present and future. Sreekanth Kopuri’s poems speak of
that which cannot be washed off, and of that which cannot be
said out loud.

Other texts in this issue include those focused on the pasts,
and futures, that haunt us. The notion of what it means to
hold and to be held accountable run through Howie Good’s
poem, whose invocation, “[u]p, you corpses! Get up!” demands
a settling of scores that cannot be settled, a kind of haunting
also found in Charles Wilkinson’s “Properties of the House,”
in which the attic is full of ghosts of our own making. Such
shadows of the past are eloquently evoked in James Owens’ lines
“[a] falling leaf brushes my shoulder, and I turn, / as if you had
taken my hand again on a distant street.”

The idea of understanding the self through the Other reoccurs
in this issue, in Omar Sabbagh’s “A’ Samizdat Man”, and in
Vikas Prakash Joshi’s “Krishna and Karna,” more questions are
asked than answered; in the end, the question of self is upturned
rather than resolved.

Literature should, arguably, not answer questions, but ask
them, should not soothe us but shake us awake. If poetry is
in many ways about seeing, inside and out, many poems in
this issue heed that call: Jeffrey Alfier plays with perceptions of
time and space and place; Alton Melvar M Dapanas shows the
coexistence of tenses in a way that wreaks havoc on the narrative
and reader self: “Forget all the yearning for a city, outside, that
once wanted you.” And if writing is about vision, William
Doreski’s “As Vanishing Point Perspective Vanishes” shows us
that this vision can also be taken away. As easily as anything
else.

In the last few days, a war has begun in Europe. It has been
brewing for years, and yet, it came as a shock to us, to wake up



to a war next door. What of our vision of Europe? Of the future?
What of our view of ourselves? “Poetry makes nothing happen,”
Auden tells us, in his “Ode to W.B. Yeats.” Well, arguably no
art makes anything happen—art happens because art has to
happen. All we can do is to become scribes, witnesses, reporters.
We can, like in Carolyn Forché’s “The Colonel” become “the
ears on the floors pressed to the ground.”

Writing and the notion of the spirit of the age are intricately
intertwined. But what spirit? What age? We have never been
ready for what the times have brought us. The future is as
uncertain as ever. My ten-year-old son asks me, out of earshot
of his younger brother, if this is the beginning of World War
IIL. I tell him it is not. I hold my pen to a blank piece of paper.
I do not know where to begin. What kind of Zeit is this? What
kind of Geist? There are enough spirits, enough ghosts. Enough
already.

In the hope that 2022 will change direction. In the hope that
writers will continue to bear witness and build bridges. In the
hope that we may learn, from each other and from the past. In
the hope that if poetry makes nothing happen, that it changes,
if not everything, then something. In the hope that we will not
create more ghosts to haunt us.

Maria Freij
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L'Emporio di Cagnoli Elia
18 June 2019
JANE BLANCHARD

Twelve years ago, we visited this store,
well-stocked with options, bin- and basketfuls,
and bought two, maybe three, varietals,

plus some corkscrew to open them and more.
Each bottle, emptied, was discarded in

due time; the corkscrew, although cheap, went back
with us to use and use at home, a crack
occurring in its casing who knows when.

Yet here we are again to purchase wine,
perhaps another corkscrew, but Castello

is much less crowded now, this store as well,
sales down for reasons human or divine:

the current pope is not the sort of fellow

to keep a summer palace, sources tell.
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Breaking Cover
BILL HOWELL
Inside this latest dream, anything goes.

This is the book you haven’t read, the brook
you haven’t crossed, the prayer without a lawyer.

You can do better. And you can’t forget or ignore
what you haven’t done. And there’s just enough
new & used light out here to slice & dice

what’s left of your afterthoughts.

Beyond the Day-Glo overhead, watch those branches
maestro each breeze.

You can always hang on longer until youre sure you’re alone.

But all this waiting is cheating. If you can’t be had,
you just won't get it. What else have you heard
about where you've never gone?

The future you envision is a shadow version
of the past you might've known.

“Breaking Cover” First appeared in FreeFall, Volume XXXII, Number 1.
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Building a New Washroom
SREEKANTH KOPURI

There’s Holy Communion tonight, so
my mother washes her body as she
should her soul; there she goes, but

as per vastu our washroom was built
outside, stained today with our dirt,
slippery with grime, the corners

cobwebbed, its stink of dead lizards, off the
ant-line crevices and she reminds me again
and again that a new one inside outs the

vulnerable old one, where the foul beings
shared our days slithering inside, coiling
around those rusting faucets of our privacy

we will have inside from tomorrow in the

new one, for more ablutions to cleanse
the aging dirt of our debilitating ailments.
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The Art of Moderation

BRIGITA OREL

Written from Sept to Nov 2020

kitchen table. I have not turned on the overhead light

despite the dimness. I like it that way. Darkness is
conducive to rest but also to thinking. You see I am not a
morning person and I appreciate the gentle introduction to
the day so my brain can warm up to working temperature.
A large mug of coffee is steaming in front of me, and a slice
of bread spread with butter and jam lies on a plate. It’s a
quick meal; all I have the energy to prepare at this time of
the day. Seeing me like this you couldn’t have guessed I am
prone to trying out exotic recipes no one else in the family
appreciates or to tasting unhealthy amounts of desserts. But
I have come to understand that it is all about balance. I am
not prepared to strain myself so early in the morning and so
I choose the easy path.

I learned the lesson in moderation late, perhaps in part
due to my grandfather who had a legendary sweet tooth in
a time when no one in my village even heard of croissants
or macarons and the various flavours and intensities of
chocolate. Dark chocolate was only used for cooking.
Cakes came in two varieties: with fruit or a dense chocolate
version, and we only had them for birthdays. Pure sugar was
all that was available to my grandfather and so he would
put so much of it in his coffee it turned viscous. At sixteen,
that was the only way I knew how to drink my coffee. At

It is a mid-September overcast morning as I sit at my
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the coffee vending machine in high school, I would press the
extra sugar button as though I had some uncontrollable tic. The
plastic spoon almost stood upright in the coffee cup before I
stirred it.

My sudden aversion to sweetened coffee coincided with having
my heart broken. The sweetness clashed with my bitterness. I
renounced the sugar and went with a splash of milk. Later still,
I’d skip the milk too. It was a decade or so before I tasted coffee
by itself for the first time. And I fell in love. The exaggerated
amounts of sugar had hidden the real flavour but also muted my
desire to taste it. The sweetness was bliss on my tongue, but a
lie. Too much of the good thing. Not only because it spoils us
but also because once it is gone, the shock is that much bigger.

When I started to conceive this essay at the beginning of
the year, it was supposed to be about food. But it’s 2020, so
it is bound to be about other things, too. Unexpected things,
disrupted routines, shock. About how the tables got turned on
us and suddenly there were very few good things left. Hugging
and kissing has become the main source of disease and fear.
Keeping friends at a distance is applauded. We've been stripped
of freedoms we took for granted only months before. We
scrambled to adapt to the new way of living, some more others
less successfully. Beliefs were challenged. The ground shifted.
The world stopped. Aeroplanes didn’t take off. There were
no traffic jams on the motorways. Businesses closed. Concert
venues, theatres and cinemas fell silent. The noise moved into
the private sphere.

I work from home. On a normal day, after I take the children
to school, the house is empty and echoing with a soft, relaxing
quiet. I rarely have any visitors, or even phone calls. My days
are spent in silence, working in front of my computer screen,
reading, editing, or sometimes ruminating. I am not used to
being surrounded by people every day, all day long, even if
they are family. The quarantine turned my life upside down—
not because I couldn’t go out, I don’t usually go anyway—but
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because everyone else stayed in. The noise and crowdedness in
the house during those days were shocking and I craved my
solitude. There was too much talking and not enough being
said. Children made redundant noises. I couldn’t even think and
so all my writing, including this essay, stalled.

In a time when most of the world was stuck at home and many
people started writing the novel they’d always wanted to write,
or returned to keeping a diary they’d abandoned years before,
I stopped writing altogether. It didn’t help that publishers had
to reorganise and two of my deals fell through just before they
were finalised and signed. There isn’t a more effective trigger
to questioning your creativity than rejections. For six strange
months, I haven’t written anything and I haven’t read anything
except for periodicals and newspapers. Apart from the crazy
student years, this was the only time in my life without reading
and writing. I couldn’t go to a concert or theatre performance
to fuel my imagination. I couldn’t invite friends over for a lively
debate that would spark an idea or awaken my curiosity. I was
an invalid.

I consoled myself with cooking. Food was my favourite
refuge. No wonder. When I can’t get words out through the
mouth, I have to keep it busy by eating. The mouth is a singularly
important organ in the human body. The tongue itself can
twist, curl, flatten, shorten, lengthen, round, suck, cup, bend,
and do it all tirelessly because it’s not one muscle but a system
of eight. Not to mention that the mouth is one of the most
sensitive erogenous zones. I mean, who can live without kissing?
Well, many have to now.

When the pandemic started and we were all ordered to stay
at home, it was perhaps no wonder that people started hoarding
food (and toilet paper!). The strangeness of lockdown exposed
all the different sorts of hunger—for food, company, freedom,
power, money—and when they couldn’t be satisfied that led to
anxiety, depression, restlessness, even aggression.

Food and language hold a special appeal for me. Perhaps this
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is due to the similar functions of language and food, as Massimo
Montanari suggests:

Like spoken language, the food system contains and conveys
the culture of its practitioner; it is the repository of traditions
and of collective identity. It is therefore an extraordinary
vehicle of self-representation and of cultural exchange—a
means of establishing identity, to be sure, but also the first
way of entering into contact with a different culture.?

We are what we eat but we also eat what we are. We perceive
food differently in different cultures and traditions. As a linguist
and food lover, I've always been interested in how we translate
tastes and flavours between languages. The easiest—and most
enjoyable—way is to taste them. Although food is an entryway
into unknown worlds, the names of the dishes may sometimes
be just as cryptic as language.

We name things to identify, describe and organise them, to
distinguish them from one another—but also for us to find it
easier to familiarise ourselves with them. We name to tame. A
person whose name we know is no longer a stranger. A dish
with a name is a promise. The mouth becomes an intersection
between food and language. Imagine someone’s disappointment
if they sat down at the table to eat the good old pizza and ended
up chewing on cauliflower pizza crust instead.

Although dishes are usually named to celebrate their origin
or ingredients, we sometimes name them rather ambiguously.
On the one hand, some have been labelled with unpalatable
names, such as toads-in-a-hole and pets-de-nonne (fr. nun’s
farts), on the other, American restaurants give the dishes on their
menus French names to make them sound more elegant and
appetising.” Hot Dog has given rise to Tofu Pup, a vegetarian
sausage. French toast is called pain perdu in France, and Russian
salad, called salade russe by the French, is called French salad
by Slovenians (and salat oliv’e by the Russians). Furthermore, if
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you order a la mode in France, you will be served beef braised
with vegetables. In the US, however, 4 la mode refers to an apple
pie or similar dessert served with ice cream.* But we don’t stop
at giving food funny, inconsistent and often inexplicable names.
With the emergence of social media we got to see convincing
evidence of how our relationship with food has gained new and
unfathomable complexities.

m sure my ninety-one-year-old grandma wouldn’t
understand the concept of #meatlessMonday. A mother of
eight and the housewife on a relatively poor mountain farm she
had no use for it. Meat was scarce, reserved for only the most
important holidays, but mostly it was sold so that the family
could afford other necessities. Grandma didn’t plan her menu a
week in advance to feed her children a balanced and nutritious
diet. She cooked whatever was in the pantry or in the field. She
ate what was left after her children and husband had their fill.
Yet, at forty, she was probably healthier and stronger than I am
and didn’t need to exercise to keep fit. 'm lucky I can grow
some of my vegetables and that I can buy the rest despite my
below-average earnings of a self-employed artist. I cook my food
from scratch and from quality local ingredients, but I eat far
too many refined sugars. I've been suffering from stomach aches
for half of my life. I'm trying to say no to delicious food. The
overall availability of more or less everything doesn’t help.

The older I get, the more I realise that being average is good
enough. In fact, in a world that is prone to extremes, being
average might make us stand out. In my formative years I didn’t
yet realise that, of course, so my growing up was equally troubled
and confused as the maturing of our new country. When
Slovenia emerged from the communist era into its independence
and was touted to be the next Switzerland, and we’re all still
wondering where we've veered off that path, we couldn’t get
enough of Nutella and crisps and every other taste we could
get. We gorged on it, perhaps out of fear that we might lose it
again soon. Which we did, as with the next wave of freedom
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