Text of “melting pot”

Note: Beyond the title, there is no text visually displayed in this poem, though the original poem from Games for Children does display text. In this form, it is only expressed as audio. For the sake of clarity, the transcript of the reading is provided below.

Broad Image Description: 

The poem is what is colloquially known as a “pie of pie” chart, a pie chart that breaks down a second, larger, pie chart. The largest portion of the first pie, appearing on the left, has a wedge missing. It is purple and shaped like Pac-Man. The the remaining two wedges look equal in size—the top is lighter-skin color, and the other is darker-skin color. Two dotted lines, one at the top of the pie chart and the other at the bottom, connect the large purple portion of the pie to a smaller pie. This one only has a very small wedge portioned out of the main red color. That wedge is blue.

Animation Description: 

The animation begins with a black background. The title, “Melting Pot” fades in. This black screen fades into the image description outlined above. The image, as described above fades in. It appears on a white background, though the entire image has a grainy appearance, as if recorded on old film. The dashes of the lines move, the top to the right and the bottom to the left, and the right pie spins clockwise through the entirety of the poem. The larger purple portion of the left pie appears to open and close very slightly, and very slowly. During the reading of the poem, each section that is read corresponds to a color of either of the two pie charts, and that color lifts up from the image, casting a faint shadow during its reading. The order of the colors selected are lighter-skin color, darker-skin color, blue, and red.

Poetry Text:

Note: The following text does not visually appear in the animation, however, a portion of the pie chart is selected during each stanza. The color corresponding to its stanza will be listed as if it is a section title:

Lighter-skin color 

mom removed her makeup, the diner
apron, and made three completely different meals,
every meal. she ate hers last—
just as we finished our glasses
and bowls. she is absent from photos
(a note: daguerreotype was hazy and slow,
and to preserve their children who might die
from the vagaries of victorian life, victorian
mothers would hold their shoulders to keep them
still for the whole of the long exposure.
the women wear a black veil, eclipsed
from the photos or positioned behind a chair,
not sitting. they are called hidden
mothers). once i snapped at her and she started
to cry and even my quiet felt powerful
in a way that made me want to cry myself,
as if both our silences were my own.

Darker-skin color

my father played dominoes
online, and rather than wonder
at his skill, know that dad is black
and only getting older he'd become a celebrity
in the leaderboards, and then change
his name. dozens of times, over and over,
no one wants to wrestle a god—the story of america
is a black body reincarnating up and down a ladder
until it runs out of names. my father's father
was a cop. brain cancer took him.
that's the story of justice in america.
dominoes is not so much a game of chance
as one of honor. i was never any good. another fact:
an audience of black and white faces,
in dominoes, is a boneyard. in the end, dad’s name
would always betray him. his opponents would recognize
the odds. to save time, he began
naming himself any random word.
he'd dash a career then raise it back up
in the course of days. inheritance ruins bones
american homes) and so he left it all behind
constellated_happenstance. revolution22.
some words seem to strangers
like women's names—
ivory4. my father,
was the cypher of a man, always silent but if he won
as a sweet flavor or a tree, magnolia21,
somesummerbreeze, they spoke
and let him know: now, he had always been a bitch

Blue

i fell apart in public once.
our anniversary.
the waiter didn't notice, or pretended.
the food was fine

Red

when it comes to a woman undone,
any number of suns might erupt. or none
