
Pleather Skin

Issue 1: Walkfloat



Pleather Skin

Cover Photo: Rhiannon Edwards, https://www.instagram.com/ravensofrhiannon/

Issue title of Walkfloat taken from Francine Witte’s 
 “I dream this time you want me” on page 8

https://www.instagram.com/ravensofrhiannon/


Pleather Skin

3return to menu

Contents

Nadia Neman
4   not naow
Remya Tharackal Ravindran
5   what do i do
Paul David Adkins
6   The Pet Goat (Or, If President Bush Knew of 9/11 in Advance) 
Francine Witte
8   I dream this time you want me                       
9   The People I’m Wearing
Glen Armstrong
10   Life
Leah Mueller
11   CAPITALISM
Rie Sheridan Rose
13   Peaches
Linda M. Crate
14   i see you as you are
16   savage garden of the heart
Ben Nardolilli
17   Today is Their Creator
18   Moving Around
19   Backdoor Progression 
20   Out of State Disposition
Austin Price
21   Selfie
Vivian Wagner
23   Reverse Engineering
24   Both-And
25   Plantar
26   Easy-Bake
27   Read all Over
Kelli J Gavin
28   Time is Fading



4return to menu

Pleather Skin

Nadia Neman

not naow

pine
pining
mine
mining
pine 
smooth, smooth, ow
aow
aaaooooowwwwww
pining
mining
signing
significant
sign
signi
signing
sighing 
lying
my thing
mine
mining 
down, down, wow
waow
wwwaaaaaoooowwwww
now 
bow
how now brown cow
brown sow
brining 
moment of 
silencing 
sighing
crying 
dying.    
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Remya Tharackal Ravindran

what do i do

the flame you lit hit a feverish pitch 
yet i flake like ice in the morning mist 
what do i do 
when all of me squirms  
and swims in you like a fairy fish 
what do i do 
if a wisp of you is all it takes 
to set me free from misery’s fist 
what do i do 
when all of me faints 
and fades in you like i so did wish 
what do i do  
if you, my dear, find it fun and fair 
to fray me thus with frost and fire 
what do i do
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Paul David Adkins

The Pet Goat (Or, If President Bush Knew of 9/11 in Advance) 

And while the goat butted
and butted the thief,

and the President knew
that what he had heard about
all those weeks
was coming true,

and the reporters twittered and flitted as their pagers
went off like tweeting bombs,

why should he get up now?

The wheels of whatever-it-was
were turning. There was
no
stopping it.

Why shouldn’t he stay and read?

He saw the attacks unfold
in briefings delivered in June
by men in suits and sunglasses.
He shifted in his chair.
It was OK.

He knew four explosions were coming,
and Shanksville was a botch,
a pair of missiles gone rogue.

He just didn’t know the day, the hour.
No one knew those things.

He already wrote the speech.
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It was waiting in a safe in Barksdale,
in an envelope titled,
 -For President’s Eyes Only-

He was playing his part.

While the great cities burned and collapsed on themselves,
and his citizens streamed the bridges on foot to escape Hell,

he was following along, 
smiling,

with his finger.
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Francine Witte

I dream this time you want me                       
 

and more than I want you.  And this time
forever.  This time, no second thoughts, 
no beads of lust breaking their juices
on your tongue.  In my dream, we walkfloat
three feet above the ground.  We turn translucent
and see our whole lives shining through
one another.  But then I wake up and remember
how everything changes.  Trees age and break
into timber.  Fingers gnarl into delicate twigs.
Even love starts out as one thing and then becomes another.
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Francine Witte

The People I’m Wearing

are piled on like old, 
thin coats.  Layer on 
layer, and threadbare
as each one is, combined,
they puff me up like
a cloud about to rain.

My parents, of course, 
and the men who loved me
and those who didn’t.
Friends I drifted from and
friends who pulled away.

Each morning it’s the same.
Trying to fit my clothes
over the people I’m wearing.
Tug and buckle and bulge.
And when I go through

the rest of my day, I look
at all the people I have yet
to meet.  I can’t help but
wonder, how on Earth
will they ever fit?
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Glen Armstrong

Life

Friends and esteemed exotic marine.
Life.
Enemies and mosquitos.
And all manner of life fanned.
Away or bumped off.
Endurers of the wet.
TB cough and the elaborate.
Salutation.
Do not regret being.
Here together expanding.

And contracting.
Filling mouths and emptying.
Bowels.
Love each other and towel.
Off or replace what seemed essential.
In your body only moments.
Ago by sunning on a warm.
Flat rock.
For some of us the clock ticks.
For others sleep prepares a final nest.



11return to menu

Pleather Skin

Leah Mueller

CAPITALISM

I spent two years of my adolescence
babysitting for 50 cents an hour
for three boys whose names
all began with “T”and their
baby sister Billie Sue, who always slept
through the night after her bottle.

The parents went out every Saturday night
and sometimes Friday, as well.
They showed me the frozen pizza and
Hamburger Helper, then drove away, 
telling their sons not to stay up late. 
We watched monster movies until ten, 
then I shooed the boys off to bed, 
peeled their bodies off each other
and threatened to call their mom and dad.
They liked to fight. At least, two of them did,
 the other was more sensitive.

The parents told me never to call them
unless there was an Issue, and I obeyed.
One night I phoned, and a drunken man yelled
the parents’ names. I heard loud laughter,
but the guy came back and said 
he couldn’t find them anywhere. When
the parents returned home, they were drunk
and tired, but happy. They claimed they’d had
a fine night at the Eagles Club, the only
place in town where alcohol was allowed. 
I figured the Eagles Club had to be
much wilder than its staid reputation.
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Years later, my mother told me the truth—
the kids’ parents were attending
wife-swapping parties at neighbors’ homes
in our conservative downstate Illinois town.
They passed spouses around as freely as vodka,
shuffled husbands and wives from one
mattress and couch to another, repeatedly.
When everyone had sufficient fun,
they went home and paid their babysitters.

By the following weekend, all of them
were ready to share some more. 
I should have been shocked 
at my mother’s admission,
but all I could think was 
how unfair it was that those assholes 
only paid me fifty cents an hour.
They should have shared their money
as generously as they shared each other.
Some people are just cheap.
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Rie Sheridan Rose

Peaches

When Papa was a lad,
there was a dream he had…
of peaches ripe and round
that in a tree were found.
So up the tree he went,
to harvest his intent…
but when he started down,
an error he soon found…
His hands were full of fruit,
and climbing now was moot.
So instead of drop a peach,
the decision he did reach
to jump out of the tree
and risk an injury.
He snapped both of his arms,
but the peaches had no harm.
Isn’t is quite wild,
the mindset of a child?
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Linda M. Crate

i see you as you are

i see you
tango 
with disaster

thinking there’s
no consequence
to your rage,

but you’ll see
how very wrong you are
one day;

you said one day i’d see
that you were right
i did not

only saw how cruel
and arrogant
you were—

crucified me with your pain
because instead of breaking the cycle
you had to break me,

and i hope it was worth it
to gain all those claws
because you are still the monster

haunting me in nightmares;
treating someone like a human
only when they accept your authority

isn’t right nor fair
you see yourself as
courageous
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everyone told me you were a good man,
father, but i see you as you are:
a coward—

hiding behind his faith
using his tongue to wound others
who are different than he is,

and your kindness now
will never erase all the wounds
you inflicted upon me.
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Linda M. Crate

savage garden of the heart

there is no gilded cage
which will hold me
i will not be captive
to anyone’s desires
i will crucify myself for no one,
and no matter how pretty
the illusion
a lie is still a lie;
give me your darkest and deepest
roots and truths
if you want to see the prettiest
flowers of my garden
otherwise
retreat from me
because the garden of my heart
can be savage
especially to those who do not belong—
i’ve bled so many times for others
yet very few seem willing
to bleed for me
so i trust very few people
everyone always seems to have some
sort of angle
i am tired of helping others 
only to clip my own wings in some way
a heart can shatter so easily
it is not so easy to put the pieces
back together 
so i keep my sharpest thorns at the ready
waiting to cut intruders away from the
roots of my garden.
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Ben Nardolilli

Today is Their Creator

Today I learned, I’m in a genre-crossing historical adventure
with a time travelling twist, one lover is leaving (tragic),
another is coming (romantic/erotic), and in between the masks
I confuse their names as I slip on banana peels between their beds (comedy)
 
Laughter aside, a slaughter ensues, as I look around the bend
of granite and steel, to peek under the concrete,
no beach, it’s just an opportunity to revisit the fact
my office is built on an ancient Indian burial ground (horror/history)
 
Between that past and the present, the recent past opens up
its veins in the gutters, wherein the pre-gentrification junkies howl (poetry)
in and out of tune with falsettos about desolation row (parody),
I applaud, they can’t hear me, I must be in someone else’s machine
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Ben Nardolilli

Moving Around

I stay out of Seattle, Tacoma,
The whole of the Puget Sound’s bosom,
Someone says I could spoil in Seattle’s Climate,
Portland too, and then Chicago
Thanks to the winters by the lake
Not to mention Los Angeles
Where I would not spoil, but I would bake,
Oh Phoenix, Tampa, and Dallas,
Your air is not for me to breathe or walk in,
Though who am I to ponder
Where I should not travel?
I live in the capital and Washington D.C. 
Is no joy in summer,
The air is thick with vapors and metaphors,
Too much humidity and too many fresh lies.
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Ben Nardolilli

Backdoor Progression 

No job, no woman, no house,
and barely any men,
bar after bar, I’m in a Blues song,
bless me for I’ve sinned and grinned.

Not starving yet, not for food
or drink at least,
that time has its chance to come, 
it has come to me before.

A moving violation?
I’m sure that’s what I represent,
teachers drag me in 
teach a lesson to their students now.

Childlike mouths and hands ask 
how to avoid this fate
and all I can do is swivel in place
telling them to agitate and fornicate.
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Ben Nardolilli

Out of State Disposition
 

If we can assume a charge, let’s assume a bank robbery. If we can assume a bank 
robbery, let’s assume he wrote a note saying: bank robbery, no dye.
If he wrote bank robbery, no dye, then we may also admit he drew a picture.
Remember the defendant is a failed artist. This is how he would’ve drawn a gun.
 
And what do we have in evidence? Ladies and gentlemen of the judge and jury,
we have the note and we have eyewitness testimony stating
how he dressed: purple girlish wig, feminine eyeglasses, sultry shades, and a shirt
distorted with made up letters and the false curves of breasts. He also stuffed his 
cheeks.
 
We have the costume, it’s on exhibition. No pictures, you can handle the fake hair.
Remember, the accused’s a failed actor too. It all makes sense, we in the prosecution 
just need a few small details we can’t place. We admit it’s important to the case. 
So ask the witness to his face. Where’s the money Nardo, and where’s the bank?
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Austin Price

Selfie

Snap. Snap. Snap. 

A selfie is a diminutive representation of the self. We can never recreate the self. It’s
not possible; that’s what one of my professors used to say. But we can create 
representations of the self, constructs of the self. That’s what humans do. We create 
constructs. Most of the time, we’re constructing meaning. If you track all these 
constructed meanings down to somewhere, you’d find your self at the universe. The 
universe has no meaning. The universe just is.

I’m a professional selfie-taker. It’s what everyone knows me for. People used to 
always ask me for advice, ask how I could acquire the perfect selfie. I would tell them 
how important the angle is. As far as filters go, I always used something on the 
brighter side which still had enough artistic synergy with the room’s lighting. 

In high school, I used to really be into taking selfies. I took a selfie almost every day 
back then. My therapist said it was a natural stage in my personal development, 
though I had to keep the practice in check.  My parents said it was weird. 

Snap. Snap. Snap.

The discourse on selfies also applies to mirrors. It is tempting to think that when you 
look at a mirror, you see your self. But you do not see your self. Instead, you see your 
corporal body, which you conceptualize as your self. You are your brain. You are your
self.

I had all this figured out, but then my counselor said it’s not that straight—hey, is 
that a new jacket?—he said it’s not that straightforward. We all have brains, but we 
might not just be our brain. We might not be our selves. The self itself might be a 
human construct like all the other constructs. So I thought if someone can construct 
a perfect self, then I can still construct the perfect selfie!
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I tried this theory out a couple days later. I went to the bathroom, facing the mirror. 
Standing on my trusted selfie step ladder—no, not the one I broke in a fit of rage, a 
new one—I began to take selfie after selfie. Dozens after dozens. Hundreds after 
hundreds. The more I took them, the less these selfies looked like my self. I couldn’t 
even recognize my self in the mirror. I couldn’t recognize my self at all. And after 
they heard the shrieking crash of my phone hitting the mirror, they rushed to the 
bathroom and found me curled up, swaying to and fro.

Snap. Snap. Snap. 

But enough about my self. How’d you end up in the psych ward? 
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Vivian Wagner

Reverse Engineering

The sharp tip
is almost alive.
Unlike a pen,
this stick is eccentric,
an early form of AI
that thinks for us all.
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Vivian Wagner

Both-And

I live in fear of ice,
those slippery sheets
on sidewalk and road,
sometimes visible,
often not.

And yet, I love crystals
in the trees, catching
light, forming their 
fractalled 
selves, always fragile, 
always unique.

So we fear and love the 
same things.
So we find our claws and 
wings.
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Vivian Wagner

Plantar

Today I mother a 
stretched ligament
in my foot, speaking 
softly to the 
little pain that didn’t 
ask to be born
and only wants 
comfort, only wants
to be seen and
heard, only wants
the little skin and 
flesh can give.
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Vivian Wagner

Easy-Bake

The little oven, burning
pies with its lighting,
was at the center of our playing
house, playing
mom, playing
everything we were becoming.
We were living
in January, waiting
for July, wearing
jeans, wanting
something, craving
freedom, while our cat, licking
her paws, watched, knowing.
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Vivian Wagner

Read all Over

A book contains worlds in 
its pages, hope in its 
words, stories and myths 
bound up in its ink and 
pulp, and companionship 
in its opening, as a friend 
draws back life’s curtains 
and says, step in and stay.  A 
book asks only to ride on 
whatever air we give it.
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Kelli J Gavin

Time is Fading

Speak softly
Speak quickly
Time is fading
Speak deeply
Speak truthfully
Time is fading
Speak honestly
Speak candidly
Time is fading

Stop speaking
Just hold me
Time is fading
Hold me close
Hold me tighter
Time is fading
Closer now
Tighter now
Time is fading
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