& persona

A collaborative experiment with words and images
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Poems by Mackenzie Carignan

For Brian & Eliot, who love
every one of my selves, despite
the overcrowding.
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Photos by Felicia Ohnmacht
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To James, and all those
who patiently waited for
me to pick up my camera
again.
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The exact science of her nugturing is in question. I
filled my arms with your detfitus, carried it to sea. It
is mine in the salt flats. Pillars. You stare at me, those
eyes wrinkled and flaked. But heavy, like a darkness
or wetness, all over. Inherent beading. Of the galaxy,
you are the bird. I am the longest song. We come to-
gether in a body, but it fails to spawn. Columnar and
melodic. Particularly cruel. You must have known this
vibration. You lived in the same city of bread. Always
hungry and tired.




Murmur. Strands of hair wov n tulle. Her pear
cage, we argue,

hovering. Perched. Who
Standmg among my
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'below, the
silent fall. What
. was hanging. You
whisper around me.
In a circle the
voices drop. Swear
to me, this is your
batﬁe, this is your
tire swing. I crave
the sway of the
yendulum, the way

used to bring me
you. climate
t frays and tugs
n the end. Sweet

daffodil§ I have tied
you and tied gi)%l
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Lift and sepafate‘,\hke a Y. I can’t see you inside, be-
hind so many blossom$yand sprouts. Caricature of the
glittering, galvanized giftY Did she go somewhere
deeper, closer to your breath? Sometimes I hear her in
my own sleeping rhythm, her angular approach, her
galaxy of beliefs. Nothing like what I wear. Closures.
Rivets. The cleanest of breasts.
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left. Mitosis. Multi
hroughout. He put

as you jostle me ‘argund. The beasts, alive
juicy jowls. Foreign self, against my knowin
Your sweet wisps of hair, brushed
I. . .it was me who did the suck-
hen, with a fist around my spine?




tree. Chasing
I will chase.

& repair

for Brian
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At the beginning, he om , contained

within oblong walls.The incision jall“but ef-
fectives” We imag}ir,féd‘sugat, ,'vrhs~t-'iic',\‘&‘ ln\ti}sa'\gf\iweet
grass between our teeth. Gnash, a rush of syrup.“He
was _branded a}n’a symmetrica]'l,;:gi strange hint (Sf blue
that bordered on ' gray. You ' were expecting? Green.
Citcling herons: As expected, I became a puddle and
evaporated. Another photofgraf)h refused me. Paper.
Unexpected warm fluids. /= = = | | B R
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Split me into three. Braid. You’ve twisted me too hard.
Up the hill, the sidewalk crumbles. I can’t follow you
' on my cornea. My

- to shred this col-

e our thumbs.”

You have™a
hind me.




Slick tongue of red. Emp
like diamonds but f N
we sit, speaking a

beams might bre

& pimento




& lens

For Felicia

here, pure acgiden
g; it promised

And maybe again.
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Artists’ Statements

Mackenzie Carignan

I approach poetry by asking questions and challenging the language to find an an-
swer, which rarely happens. It’s the asking that makes the poem. In this collection,
I am trying to reconcile the many faces/personas I project as a woman: mothert,
wife, poet, professional, critic, teacher, sister, friend. The poems offer, at best,
shadows of answers, and often result in more questions. The poems are also evi-
dence that the desire to define a singular self is a lost battle. You can reach me at
Mackenzie@pontarelli.com and please visit my blog at
www.mackenziecarignan.com.

Thanks to Cab/Net magazine, where several of these poems appeat.
Thanks also to Felicia for making this project a reality, for the wonderful lunches,
and for having such an open spirit.

Felicia Ohnamacht

After many years of my camera gathering dust, I rediscovered the reason why I
shoot photography: the pleasure of finding an unusual detail and seeing it pop off
paper. In taking pride in the analyzation of an object’s detail, I in turn find the
complex personas that it holds, which is also how I feel about every human. The
more we learn and the closer we look at each individual, the more intriguing and
detailed are the facades that are presented. I feel that sometimes all it takes is a
change of angle, focus or light on any situation to see a more true perspective. &
Persona was the perfect way for me to express these details by being inspired by
the complexities of the poetry and to document the absorbing mix of human ver-
sus object.

If you are interested in seeing my portfolio, please visit the following website:
http:/ /www.flickt.com/photos/stillh20/.
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This project, “& persona,” is borne out of a friendship and artistic desire to
see how two differing art forms and aesthetic dispositions could combine in
a singular work. Many poems are inspired by photos and many photos are
inspired by poems, and we aimed to pair the pictures in a way that aided the
thematic progress of both the photographs and the poetic collection. We
hope you enjoy reading it as much as we enjoyed creating it.

This chapbook is printed in a limited, first edi-
tion of 200 for the dusi/e—chap kollektiv pro-
ject in August, 2007 in Boulder, Colorado.
Text is Garamond.
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