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math for couples
ADELE GRAF

subsumed: 1 + 1 = 1

she had no socks
so she wore his

that left him short of socks
so she bought him more

equated: 1 + (1 + 1 - 1) = 2

the young woman snared
an older woman’s long-time lover

the jilted woman chided
we’re the same, just different seasons

augmented: 1 + 1 > 2	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 	
she said I love you even
with your string tie

	 	 he said I love you even 
	 	 though you don’t like my string tie

arm wrestle
ADELE GRAF	

take any good guy—warm, witty, well-read, kind ...
would never help himself before ensuring you have yours
but put him on an airplane, seat him at a film
his elbow veers out and briskly spears the armrest

you hunch your shoulders, bunch your elbows at mid-waist
request a bit of armrest to stretch your rounding back 
he’s cramped, he says, with nowhere else to put his arm
I know you scream inside as you compress yourself again

you nudge his mind—partners, fair play, parity ...		 	
he withdraws, you conquer briefly till he reasserts his grasp
you shove, sheepish, prepare to set up siege—
then seize the prize as he leans across to hold your hand


