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I wrote a memoir called All Screwed Up which almost was published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.

These poems are from a manuscript, a book-length series of pieces I think of as pornographic-pastorals. The work is sexually explicit and aimed at exploring pleasure from a feminist, sex positive vantage point; I’m also thinking, in each piece, about ecology and the planet in some way. There’s also a lot of kink, fetishism, non-monogamy and other delightful things involved. For nearly my entire life, my father has told me the story of the day he photographed a cat jumping from a burning New York City apartment building. My father was a fire lieutenant in New York City, and he was off duty at the time. He tells the story with a focus on fact: He was there, he saw the cat, he took the photograph. The cat lived. The newspapers wanted the image. But what stood out to me was something different— I was fascinated with the connection between human and risk, human and animal, risk and life, risk and death. I was amazed how my father was there, the timing of it all. I wondered about the precision of that moment—how the cat lived, what the pavement must have felt like on the cat’s paws. It took nearly 20 years for “I Was Never Afraid to Dream” to come out, maybe longer. I had to lose a woman   With “Burial” and and “New York City Poem,” I simply needed a safe space on the page to explore moments of growth in my own life. I needed a space to understand how these moments connected with something greater. I am so grateful that poetry provides that space. I wanted to write a ghost story. However, I felt constrained by the limits of fiction, so I decided to write an essay about the first time I saw a ghost. As Guy Cunningham, a ghost story scholar, put it, “ghosts represent our fear that we can never escape our past.”   It was impossible to not explore my fear of death, my fear of what lurks in the dark, and, as a kid, the fear I had about my budding queerness in this essay. I took the opportunity to intertwine these ideas together, to create a horror essay. The final product only hints at queerness as I wanted to keep the focus on the ghost for this one as this is the first in a series of essays to explore growing up queer in the Midwest. I’m working on a book manuscript inspired by charticles, listicles, clickbait, and quizzes that explores the midlife experience right now, and this long piece addresses some of the anxiety that comes with aging, knowing death is both imminent but unpredictable, and trying to find ways to accept uncertainty while, I hope, laughing at it a bit along the way. I have always been fascinated by art that challenges and reshapes the relationship(s) between speaker, perspective, author, and audience, and so I endeavor to curate something similar in my own writing. In this regard, I am not necessarily looking to write about themes that have never been written about and/or are not commonly written about as much as I am trying to find new pathways to communicate the universal. I can’t help but compare and contrast these two poems. “Spirit of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary people caught up in historical events and public figures and their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. “I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly “I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body. contrast these two poems. “Spirit of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary people caught up in historical events and public figures and their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. “I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly “I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body. contrast these two poems. “Spirit of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary people caught up in historical events and public figures and their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. “I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly “I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body. I can’t help but compare and contrast these two poems. “Spirit of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary people caught up in historical events and public figures and their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. “I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly “I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body. contrast these two poems. “Spirit of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary people caught up in historical events and public figures and their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. “I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly “I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body. contrast these two poems. “Spirit of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary people caught up in historical events and public figures and their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. “I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly “I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body.
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When I agreed to be the guest editor of this summer issue, I quickly realized I’d never edited 
a specifically queer publication before. I’ve worked on many different magazines, but none 
with that specific focus. This made the project all the more fulfilling.  

What I love about the changing landscape of queer writing is how diverse the form, subject 
matter, and overall style can be. This is partly what I prefer about the term “queer.” It 
encompasses much more than sexuality. It is a way of seeing the world, of queering objects 
and experiences, and of finding something new in the old—something unusual.  

Editing is no easy task. No one editor or publication can represent everything that is 
happening in the queer world, which is one positive of having a rotating editorship. In the 
end, I strived to make these pages a welcoming (but not comprehensive) window into the 
queer arts. 

I’m honored to publish writers I’ve been familiar with for years, but I also love how many 
new writers I discovered in the submission box. These are all voices worthy of space on 
someone’s page. 

My hope is that you, the reader, will find something new here and that your experience won’t 
stop at the edge of these pages. Seek out more work by these talented writers and artists 
and help spread the word. Word of mouth is still one of the best ways to discover new work. 

I appreciate everyone who submitted pieces to this issue and to everyone who let me share 
their work on these pages. Happy reading! 

Stephen S. Mills
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Steven Reigns These poems seem to share 
a sensibility about them that 
reminds me of my earlier work.  
I’ve grown so much as a writer 
in the past 20 years but still 
find my motivation to write, 
what I like about writing, to 
be the same.  I’m interested in 
saying the unsaid, not flinching 
from harsh truths, and crafting 
compelling narratives. 

There is a poem in Inheritance 
that an editor suggested I omit 
because it “doesn’t make you 
look good.” She was right but 
I kept the poem. I find myself 
reading that poem publically 
the most. At this time where 
everyone is putting the best 
version of themselves (or 
selfie) forward, I find myself 
more interested in exposing 
the full reality of my life.  The 
poems Stephen Mills selected 
do just that and I’m pleased to 
be in such great company.  



Steven Reigns is a Los Angeles-based poet and educator and was appointed 
the first City Poet of West Hollywood in October of 2014. Alongside over a dozen 
chapbooks, he has published the collections Inheritance (Sibling Rivalry, 2011) 
and Your Dead Body is My Welcome Mat (Burning Page Press, 2001). He holds a 
BA in Creative Writing from the University of South Florida, a Master of Clinical 
Psychology from Antioch University, and is a six-time recipient of The Los Angeles 
County's Department of Cultural Affairs' Artist in Residency Grant. He edited My Life 
is Poetry, featuring his students in the first-ever autobiographical poetry workshop 
for LGBT seniors, and has taught writing workshops around the country to LGBT 
youth and people living with HIV. Currently he is touring The Gay Rub, an exhibition 
of rubbings from LGBT landmarks, and is at work on a new collection of poetry. Visit 
him at www.stevenreigns.com. 
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Giving You Regret
I took a selfie when you left
wanted to know who I was.
While I took that photo
you drove home 
to the king-size bed, he isn’t in tonight.
He is in a hotel bed, booked for business.
I pushed my agenda into you,
wanted to reclaim what we once had.

You met him when we were still together.  
He didn’t know but I did, found out 
after you broke it off.  He was shiny, 
a motivator to stop working on us.
And you, with scarecrow sensibilities
chose him.  Six years later, 
as the itch sets in, I tempted 
you back to my bed. 
I planted a seed in you,
planted it before I came.  
Planted regret in you,
letting its dark seed grow into 
the kind of tree with strong roots 
the kind that cracks pavement, 
pushes it up from level ground
a protrusion, for someone to trip and fall. 



Gay Stars
It was an astrological summer.
An eclipse,
then Venus transited the sun.
For a meteor shower
he and I spent midnight on the hood of my car,
parked on a route road in Pomona, 
away from the air 
and light pollution of LA. 

We laid in silence watching, then made out,
eventually fucked as the 
sky sparked with dying planets.

The next morning, on the hood’s metallic paint 
I saw the milky stains of dried fluid,
the effects of our weight and rivets in our jeans.
A complex series of stains, scratches, scars,
divots, and dimples.
Together, we made 
our own constellation. 

My First Time, Age 16
I greased the top of the 
opened and emptied 
Clearly Canadian bottle.
Smeared clear Vaseline on blue tinted glass and
didn’t put any lubricant on my hole.
Laid on my back, on the yellow bathroom 
rug with the rubber matting.
Pushed it into me, like one 
might push a pencil into a sharpener.
Purposeful, with slight force.
And though I can’t recall if I masturbated while doing this,
I can recall my thoughts. I remembering thinking,
This, this is how men will love me. 



Sarah Muirhead
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I’m fascinated by the physicality and spirit of a body and it’s potential for pleasure, pain and 
expression.  Idiosyncratic character is intrinsically important in my work but an anatomical, 
pulsing, critical view is also there.  The image is an accurate representation but the close detail is 
an expressive pattern describing minute features.  It's a record of my examination of the subject 
and my relationship with them rather than a slavish copy of their every pore.  I like using body paint 
and projectors to give my subjects something to interact with which often leads to an image which 
articulates the anatomy of the body or lets them be part of the process in deciding which pose or 
composition works best.  It's interesting to watch how people react with these tools and whether 
they use them self consciously or instinctively. The potential ambiguity and tension in the eye contact 
of a still image is something I find enormously compelling and I have tried to appeal for a reaction in 
the viewer.  The quality of flesh, its contrasting textures and tensions, the density and potential of 
muscle and the irregularity and dimples in fatty tissue are important in the way I want to describe 
any given subject.  I want the bodies I paint to be a strange mixture of lurid, glistening attraction 
and true empathic realism avoiding elegant cliches.  They reflect private selves and acknowledge 
my inescapable role as a voyeur in observing and recreating them.  A period of serious illness has 
detached my idea of personality from physicality – I want to paint the two back together again.
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God I wish I knew how I wrote. Years ago, my process was very classically lyrical. I wrote 
to an addressee, and imaginary “you,” and all I had to do was imagine this you and what I 
wanted to say to him (he was usually a gay male sexual partner, lusted for, loved, or lost), 
and the rest flowed easily from that premise, that sort of creative or generative fiction. 
But that was over 20 years ago. After a hiatus from poetry in which I was doing academic 
scholarship (God forbid I should be able to do two things at once), I came back to poetry and 
found that I was finished with my you. He could go fuck himself. Now I was all about me. This 
is harder for some reason. The difficulty has something to do with what I want to say about 
me. How I want to let all of me hang out there, with all my moral and ethical failings and 
arguably poor choices in what is becoming a longish life. To be honest with my poetry and 
my reader means I have to be really brutally honest with myself. And that’s hard. Sometimes 
you’d rather hide the ugly truths. Write about the prettier falsehoods, fantasies, lies. I’m 
learning a lot from poets 30 years younger than me, especially black and trans poets, who 
are finding new ways to express new truths about new kinds of experience, because like 
everything else, experience is historically specific. There is indeed something new under 
the sun. And poetry has to figure out what that something is and give voice to it. 
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Fall, 1981
That night Steve and I sat on a bench on West 5th Street
along the edge of Sea Breeze Park
and polished off the last six pack
and we said goodnight and he went home
and I started walking down Surf Avenue
past Brightwater Towers,
carrying a brown paper bag full of empties,
and the phone in the booth was ringing
and I picked it up and this guy said
I wanna lick your balls
which I thought was funny because
it seemed like he should have said
I want to suck your cock or something like that,
licking my balls seemed so half-assed,
but who was I to argue with his predilections,
whoever he was, and anyway, I was so addicted
to answering phones like this, I didn’t hang up
although I don’t remember what I said,
how our conversation went,
but he told me he was under the boardwalk
just past the handball courts on West 5th Street,
so I went back and I found him there,
and it was the first time I’d ever gone
under the boardwalk like this,
and he was a big guy, I mean heavy set,
and he was wearing a parka,
which was kind of weird because it wasn’t cold,
and a knitted cap,
and his pants were down around his ankles
and he was jerking off and it was dark under there
and I was a little bit afraid, but more excited,
like I’d been waiting for this all along,
so I laid the bag of empties on the cold sand
and kneeled in front of him and took it in my mouth,
and I didn’t care if it was clean or dirty,
I just really wanted his dick in my mouth,
and while I was sucking him he asked me
to put my finger in his ass, and I did,
it was disgusting but I did it anyway,
I just wanted to do as much as I could, who knew
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when I would get a chance like this again,
and then he asked me to fuck him,
and I was anxious about this,
because I’d never done it before,
and more than that it was a big thing, a big step I mean,
a kind of no-going-back, and anyway I wasn’t sure
I could get hard enough, because I had trouble
getting hard enough when I was anxious,
and I was anxious right now, what with it being
under the boardwalk, late at night,
with a stranger who cruised me on the fucking
payphone for chrissake, but I wanted to
fuck him, on some level, I mean, not him exactly,
but I wanted to fuck someone,
to know, finally, what that was like,
so I went behind him, and I wasn’t totally hard,
really, but somehow I managed to get inside,
and it was like I was separate from myself,
I pumped, but I didn’t really feel anything,
like I was fucking him with someone else’s dick,
and I don’t remember if I came or not,
but he howled when he came,
and it was hideous but also funny,
and I pulled out fast and zipped up and he
pulled up his pants and I wondered what to do next,
now that I was starting to feel dirty and wrong,
so I tried making some small talk,
I asked him his name, which was John of all things,
and I asked him if he did this a lot, by which I meant
get fucked under the boardwalk, and he said
Yeah, well, you know, there are some numbers you try,
by which I guess he meant numbers to payphones,
which didn’t really answer my question,
but I didn’t pursue it, I just said, Well, take care,
and went back out into the street,
the pink glow of the sodium lamps
and cars parked along the curb
and the sidewalk deserted, and I headed back
across West 5th Street and up Surf Avenue,
my gaze fixed on that phone booth
like it was the revolver on the coffee table,
and at some point I realized I had left my bag of empties
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lying in the sand under the boardwalk,
and I thought shit, I didn’t mean to litter,
and then I thought how absurd that was
under the circumstances, when I’d just fucked a man
under the boardwalk, and when I got home
I went right to the bathroom and washed my dick
with soap and water in the sink, and I wrapped it
in tissue paper for some reason before popping it
back in my underwear and zipping up my pants,
and Mom was living in Florida by then,
with her boyfriend and the backyard swimming pool 
and Pick 'n Pay and Winn-Dixie and 
Jaxson's Ice Cream Parlour on South Federal Highway,
so now it was just me and the dog and the plants 
on the windowsill of our fifth-floor apartment in a state-subsidized 
middle-income co-op on Surf Avenue across the street 
from the police station and the fire house and down the street 
from the Bonomo factory where they made Turkish Taffy, 
and I thought this living situation was fine, 
since I was 20 years old, a sophomore in college, 
but when I’d had Thanksgiving dinner with my roommate’s 
family the previous November, his mother said
she thought it was criminal that my mother
had left me home alone like that, 
but anyway, after I washed my dick,
I went into the living room and put on my headphones
and put Frank Sinatra on the stereo,
disk one of the Trilogy album, where he sings
old standards to new Billy May arrangements
and it fucking KICKS ASS, and I lay
on the living room carpet and the dog came over
and sniffed my crotch, and I thought my God, he knows,
and I blared Frank Sinatra into my headphones.
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Tell him radar.  Tell him apostrophe or catastrophe or whimsical Disney musical.  Tell him 
fervent embrace.  Tell him ghost.  Tell him how many.  Tell him where.  Tell my love how 
much salt, how many candles, how worn down the tires are.  Tell him tires.

Tell him sonar, tell him invention is better than starvation, tell him all fifteen forbidden 
apologies.

HIM

Tell my love how much I’ll miss him staring.  Tell my love pure coloratura.  Tell him negotiated 
grace.  Tell him come home, tell him call home, tell him come here too.  Tell my love wild 
abandon, plastic clover, erratic alarm.  Tell my love alarm, tell him fingers, tell him disguise 
is remote past.

Tell my love the kissing room is getting dusty.  Tell him all the feathers in the world.

HIM

Tell my love how foil wrinkles, how lips quiver, tell him the architecture of crescendo.  Tell 
him this and even more.  Tell my love first there was a fire, then there was another fire, now 
there’s a different fire, the fire doesn’t have a name.  Tell him the fire’s not listed in the 
Fire Book.  Tell my love a blurry autograph is almost a response.  Tell my love my actuarial 
science is legit.  Tell him soap opera, tell him primrose.

Tell my love how much travel, how many photographs of moons, how many ephemeral 
notions of conquest and seizure.  Tell my love his lover slipped inside a ghost.

HIM

Tell my love I’m a man, I’m a woman, I’m a man, I’m a woman, I’m a man.  Tell my love I’m 
still some kind of animal, I might be nocturnal, I might have white eyes.  Tell him I’m still 
human, or at least that’s what the test results say, tell my love I’m human when I’m with 
him and I’m human when I miss him, tell him I still stand on two legs and still lean over in 
the Mississippi heat.

Tell him Anthropocene approaching, tell him urine samples, tell him perfect teeth.

Tell my love he’s human when I miss him, tell my love he’s human when he’s gone.

HIM

Tell my lover, my baby, my babe, my sucked-on sugar cube, my weatherbeaten FOR RENT 
sign, tell him I love him, if this mess of spark and vinegar is what––or tell him, tell my love 
I’m still human when I’m at home alone, tell him I have six mirrors in the hallway and one 
buried in the yard, tell him to send me some kind of signal but don’t ever sing me a song, 
tell my love I got rid of songs, my guitar only has one string, my house only has one roof — 

from 



I wrote a memoir called All Screwed Up which almost was published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.as published by a huge press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine with that.  At the last minute, the deal collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I had a nervous breakdown and everything in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized that the only thing that mattered was the truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life and/or in the writing process.

Steve Fellner

I wrote a memoir called All Screwed Up 
which was almost published by a huge 
press.  It contained a few lies.  I was fine 
with that.  At the last minute, the deal 
collapsed for unexpected reasons.  Then I 
had a nervous breakdown and everything 
in my life changed. My memory fell apart; I 

couldn’t recall stretches of my life.  I realized 
that the only thing that mattered was the 
truth.  I had no energy or time to deal with 
lies.  This piece is all truth except (possibly) 
for the scenes that I forgot occurred in life 
and/or in the writing process.

 I never wanted to be a gay man.  I wanted to 
be a lisp.  I wanted to be something that came out 
of someone’s mouth wrong.  I wanted the sound 
of my body to be disturbed.  I don’t believe in 
euphony.  I have faith in the beauty of the stutter 
and the slur.  That’s how I came to realize myself as 
queer: I listened to someone else’s voice and asked 
if they were talking to me.  Yes or no didn’t matter.  
All that mattered: the pause.
 Once a man whispered something into my 
ear.  I looked confused.  “Did you hear that?” he 
asked.
 “No,” I said.  “I can never make out the words 
of a future lover.”

   *

 I was obsessed with dolls.  In sixth grade, I 
wanted a Cabbage Patch Kid.  My mother took me 
everywhere to find one.  We had no luck.  It was 
Christmastime.   She kept on calling store after 
store, hoping that some place would have just 
received a shipment.
 That’s what ended up happening.  We 
rushed to a Sears in another city.   The saleswoman 
met us at the door.  “We have dozens and dozens of 
Cabbage Patch Kids,” she said.  “It’s too bad that no 
one wants them.”
 We couldn’t believe it.  We followed her to 
the aisle.  There were rows and rows of them.  They 
were all black.  The saleswoman apologized.  “The 
white ones are all gone,” she said. “They sell out 
quick.”
 I took one off the shelf.  His birth certificate 
read: Reggie Jackson.  My mother bought him for 
me.
   *

 My brother always ordered the same thing 
for breakfast.   “French toast and bacon.  Crisp on 
the bacon.”  I loved that he felt the need to use 

the word crisp.  It was unnecessary.  Or perhaps 
it wasn’t.  His bacon always turned out crisp.  He 
single-handedly taught me the power of words.

*

 My first crush was on a Japanese exchange 
student.  His name was Koichi.  It was eighth grade.  
I hadn’t even figured out that I was gay.  When he 
moved away, I was bereft.  I wrote him a letter a 
week, sometimes more.  After a few months, he 
asked me to stop writing.  He wrote: “There is no 
such thing as a special parting.  Yet every parting 
is special.”  I don’t know if he cribbed that from a 
famous book.
   *

 Once I picked up a guy at a bar who had 
been released from prison.  I invited him back to 
my apartment.   I liked that I was hanging out with 
a convict.  It made me feel edgy.
 Once we got to my place, he said, “I’m tired.   
Tomorrow is my first day of work.”  He showed me 
his pair of work gloves.  I was impressed.  He set 
them down on my desk.  During the night, I wanted 
him gone.  I’m not sure why.  I didn’t know what to 
do.  This is what I decided: I set my alarm clock four 
hours ahead of the actual time.  He woke up and he 
saw the clock and put on his clothes and ran out 
the door.  He thought he was late.
 Twenty minutes later, he came back and 
knocked, yelling, “Why did you do that to me?”  I 
didn’t say anything.  He said he knew I was there.  
Eventually a neighbor said she was calling the 
police.  I could hear him leaning up against the 
door, crying.  “Can you at least give me my work 
gloves back? I left them on the desk,” he said.  “It’s 
my first day of work since I got out of jail.  Please.  I 
need to show up with my work gloves.  I need to be 
able to do the job.  They told us not to forget them.  
They won’t give us a second pair.”

Deleted Scenes from All Screwed Up



 I didn’t open the door.  I made myself believe 
I was scared for my life.  He had been in prison after 
all.  I went back to bed.  This is the worst thing I’ve ever 
done.  This is my greatest sin.
      
    *
 I remember my father’s chessboards—at least 
a dozen full-size ones!—spread out all over the living 
room.  I never saw him play chess with someone in 
person.  We had so few friends.  However, he did play 
games with people through the mail, shooting back 
and forth moves on postcards.  He had little magnetic 
chessboards with little magnetic pieces.  I felt he 
treasured those the most.  Whenever he received 
a move in the mail, he marched over to one of the 
boards, picked up the designated piece and made the 
change.  Once my father and I fought.  I swore revenge.  
When he was not home, I rearranged his pieces on his 
chessboards, making a whole new game.  He never 
noticed.  I can still remember when he got a card in the 
mail from one of the competitors who wrote: “It seems 
like you don’t care about this game.  You’re sending 
me moves that make no sense.”  It was the only time 
I’ve ever seen my father cry.
    *    
 
 My senior year English teacher was shuttled 
throughout the district schools.  He was always accused 
of inappropriate behavior towards male students.  He 
never paid attention to me.  He asked the class to 
submit poems for a contest sponsored by the National 
Council of Teachers of English.  I knew how to win 
awards.  I wrote a poem called “My Bearded English 
Teacher.”  It compared my teacher to Fred Astaire, his 
podium to Ginger Rogers.  I wrote that they waltzed 
around the room, employing an extended metaphor.  
English teachers eat that stuff up.  He loved it.  The 
National Council loved it.  I won first prize.  Before the 
school officially announced the award, he took me 
after class and told me the good news.  I went to hug 
him.  He hugged me back.  I went to hug him again and 
he took a step back.  A month later he was fired for 
molesting my best friend. 
    *

 One time when I was in graduate school, a 
dozen of us were playing Truth or Dare.  I always chose 
the dares.  I liked the possibility of kissing someone.  
Even if they were unattractive.  Once a friend dared 
me to dance.  He knew that nothing terrified me more 
than that.  If I went to a bar with music, I’d pretend I 
hurt my leg
  “There’s one catch,” my friend said.  “We’re all 
going to have our eyes shut while you do it.”  I danced.  
I looked at everybody as I did.  They all had their eyes 
shut.  It was so quiet.  All you could hear was the sound 

of my shoes against the floor.  That was the cruelest 
thing anyone has ever done to me.
      
            *

 One year for my husband’s birthday, I did not 
plan anything.  We ended up taking the uninspired 
route: fancy restaurant and then a movie. There wasn’t 
much of a choice when it came to the films.  One was 
called Away from Her.  It was about Alzheimer’s disease.
 My husband’s aunt was dealing with dementia.  
I knew the movie was going to be up for an Academy 
Award.  One of my traditions: seeing every movie that 
is up for an Oscar.  “I’ll go with you sometime to see 
it,” he said.  “I just don’t want to watch that on my 
birthday.”
 I was afraid it was going to leave the theatres 
before I got to see it.  I begged him.  I said: “The movie 
might make you feel good, especially on your birthday.  
It’s healthy to weep every so often.  And when better 
to indulge?”
 We saw the movie.  He cried during the last half.  
Afterwards, I said, “Didn’t that make you feel better 
about life?”
 He said, “She died.”
 “Exactly,” I said.  “And you’re alive.”

    *

 One time the building where I teach was being 
renovated because of the finding of asbestos.  I never 
understood how there could be men in hazmat suits 
wandering around while students were moving from 
class to class.  I remember sitting in my classroom 
teaching and seeing particles of something descend 
from the ceiling to the floor.  They floated closer and 
closer to me.  If I hadn’t seen them, would these little 
dots of death have entered my body and sent me 
toward my end?  Was it wrong to be relieved that you 
could die from something so small, something you 
might have easily not noticed?

    *

 I was always told not to look at the eclipse.  You’ll 
burn out the corneas in your eyes.  I couldn’t help it.  I 
didn’t want to hide my eyes from something so grand.  
So: I looked.  One of my grade school classmates saw 
me.  She called for the teacher who ran toward me and 
tackled me.  I kept on looking.  I told everyone what I 
saw.  They all gathered around me and listened.  After 
I told them, they clapped—without any cue from the 
teacher.  It is the only time in my life I ever felt like a 
hero.
    *
 After I left my parents’ house to go to college 



and until I turned 33, I never slept in a bed.  They 
scared me.  I moved into an apartment with my 
husband.  “It’s time you slept in a bed,” he said.  
“With me.”     
    *
 At carnivals I played the duck game in which 
there’s a conveyer belt with bright yellow ducks 
ready to be plucked.  You grab one and whatever 
picture is on the bottom is your prize.   Once nothing 
was there.  It was impossible.  The sign even said, 
“Everyone wins.”  My mother complained.  The circus 
operator said, “Sometimes a duck is useless.” 
    
    *

 I remember my first graduate creative writing 
workshop; we were all required to bring a family 
photo that mattered to us.  The pictures circulated 
around the table.  There was a photo of a young girl 
leaning against a tree.  A man was staring at her.  I 
didn’t know whose picture it was.  I held it up and 
said, “This man doesn’t want the picture to be taken.  
Now there is proof.”
 The teacher said it was her picture.  She said, 
“You understand.”  And then put the picture in her 
purse.
    *

 Every kid has the sex talk.  My father called 
me into the bathroom.  He was shaving.  He turned 
to me and said, “Do you know what tits are?”
      
    *

 In high school, I wanted to be a star in the 
theater department.  They never gave me roles.  I 
dreamed of playing Lenny the retard in Of Mice and 
Men.  I practiced my lines.  I worked for months.  I’d 
force my friends to act out scenes with me.  “Do you 
think I play a retard well?” I said.  They never wanted 
to give me a straight answer.
 “To be a successful retard,” one of them said 
to me. “You have to have a certain look in your eyes.”  
They told me I didn’t have that special look yet.  For 
hours and hours, I stared in the mirror and tried to 
see a reflection of myself, one that revealed the soul 
of a retarded person. 
    
    *

 My favorite TV game show was Press Your 
Luck.  You had to collect spins through answering 
trivia questions to make your way around an 18-space 
game board.  This was the best part of the show: 
the Whammy.  It was a red, plump cartoon creature 

wearing a cape.  If you landed on any of the spaces 
that featured the Whammy, everything you amassed 
was taken away from you.  A little cartoon would 
flash on the screen showing the Whammy chased, 
blown up, skewered or facing an endless series of 
humiliations and/or deaths.  I always wanted the 
Whammy to win.  Only now do I realize the story 
of the Whammy is as powerful as any old medieval 
morality play.

    *

 In grade school, an unfamiliar woman told my 
friends and me to get in her car.  She was a substitute 
for someone else in the carpool.  All my friends knew 
who she was.  I didn’t.  I refused to get in.  Every 
kid is told you’re not supposed to get in cars with 
strangers.   There was a blizzard going on.  “You’re 
going to freeze to death,” the woman said.
 I ran.  I ran straight for the snowdrifts.  I knew 
she couldn’t keep up.  It was 10 degrees below zero.  
I lost my mittens.  When I got home, I had frostbite.  
We went to the emergency room.  “Why didn’t you get 
into the car?” my mother asked.  “Always just get into 
the car.” 
    *

 Once when I was in a psychiatric emergency 
room, I was asked if I thought I had anything to live 
for, and I said, “My husband and sushi.”
 The doctor said, joking, “And I hope in that 
order.”
 “I really like eel,” I said.

    *

 When I was in high school we lived in a trailer 
park.  My mother lost her job.  I took my younger 
brother to the movies all the time.  I insisted we pay 
in quarters.  We had dollar bills.  But I wanted to pay 
with change.  For some reason it made me feel rich.  
I liked giving the cashier the quarters one by one, 
watching her pause to count my money, ignoring 
impatient people behind me.  This is the most 
accurate illustration of wealth I can come up with.

    *

 My first memory: I am nothing larger than a 
speck.  Disembodied hands.  Laughing.  Coughing.  
Gagging.
    
    *
 When I went to China as part of a foreign 
exchange program, we visited Confucius’ home and 



the Great Wall.  Stuck in America, my boyfriend said he 
was jealous and then asked, “What is Confucius’ home 
like?”
 I said, “It was pretty boring.”  When we received 
some pictures from the trip, it was obvious I was not 
joking.  In every photo, I was drifting away from the 
sight and the other tourists, looking at my watch.  He 
told me that after seeing those pictures, he knew there 
was no doubt he was in love with me.

    *

 When I had my first manic episode I was 
convinced that I had AIDS.  I wasn’t having sex with 
anyone.  I didn’t do drugs.  I just knew that something 
was wrong with me.  I went to the emergency room 
several times.  Everyone knew me by name.  “I’m dying,” 
I said.
 “Why AIDS?” a nurse asked.
 “My brain hurts,” I said.  They believed me.  They 
decided to give me a CT scan.  I got on my back as the 
machine covered my body and closed and locked.  Then 
they told me if I thought I was going to hyperventilate 
to say something.  Knock.  “People get scared,” they 
said.  “Especially if it’s the first time.” 
 It was the first time in months I felt safe.  I never 
wanted to come back out.  All I wanted in life was the 
freedom to knock.

    *

 I can remember the first time my friend and I 
went to my favorite high school English teacher’s home.  
She made us lunch.  She had so much money.  Her 
backyard contained the hugest hedge maze I had ever 
seen, even more expansive than the ones in movies.  I 
didn’t know the word hedge maze at the time.  I used the 
word labyrinth.  I could tell that made her happy.  Who 
wouldn’t want to own their own labyrinth?  I wondered 
if anyone ever got lost in it.  “I love puzzles,” she said.  
“Don’t you?”
 She was an old woman.  I imagined that she was 
very good at figuring things out.  I wondered how long 
she spent in the maze.  I wondered if she ever hid from 
someone in there.  My teacher encouraged us to go run 
up ahead and try to get lost in it.  It was easier than I 
thought.  My friend ended up ditching me.  I wandered 
around the paths and looked up at the sky.  I pushed 
against a wall.  The hedges were strong and fierce.  I 
shouted for my friend and no one shouted back.  It 
started to feel like the pathways were shrinking.  I shut 
my eyes and imagined that I was in the mind of God.
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cravings
 
if the chocolate is good it will melt
like a good lover darkens herself into
your sheets and disappears in a puddle
of moans—you will understand the science
of her invisible body but not
the fiction of her pulling you toward
some bloody orbit you do not crave—
this monthly reminder you are woman
in spite of wingtips and bowties you rock
estrogen is a catty bitch scratching
at your womb—an eyeless hag seeking sperm
and purpose beyond where eggs go to die
your body craving synchronicity 
copycats your lover’s fertility—
  its false alarm.

proxy 
 
when she smiles her hand masks mouth like reflex
and like reflex my heart breaks wondering
years her smile has struggled against smother
and dishpan palm—the pink pink gums over
exposed spaces between each tooth hold place
for the missing: mama—and kissing girls
might be a not-so-subtle substitute
tomboyish and cute with lavender lip 
balm and raspy voices seeking to calm
history of chatter—scatter of teeth
a smattering of laughter hides beneath 
sheath of palm censoring all that ugly
noise—girls who look like boys whispering sweet
nothings mama never said: smile, baby.

evidence of fun 
                 after Ryan McGinley

when you mix whiskey   wine and a woman
that fine    time blurs like rows of pines while driving
south   her mouth alone flattens me like roadkill
and i am a wide-eyed animal dodging 
her every move except we don’t move 
so much as wind up somewhere wedged against
bathroom faucet    mirror    we see ourselves
blurring—a too fast photograph—streak of light
our fingers seek middle of the night trouble
coffee table tableau:    takeout boxes
remotes    parking tickets     glasses of red wine
blur—we in bed     clueless how we got here
retracing steps with a makeshift compass:
sheer shirt   no bra     titties pointing   east   west

when work becomes werk
 
 
sitting in the exit row compels me
to halfway pay attention to the safety spiel
but the house music in my headphones renders
the message to choreography—a dance
of pointed fingers    arms extending & retracting
elbows tucked  & i think we are fucked cuz
the flight attendant is vogueing in sync
to the thump & hiss of bass & treble
troubling my ears    but she betta werk
that oxygen mask & fast hand geometry
femme realness giving me all kinds of life
until it ends & we taxi & ascend
doing that turbulence dance   a grateful boogie
& prayer to the sky gods for letting us 
  feel fly—
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These poems are from a manuscript, a book-
length series of pieces I think of as pornographic-
pastorals. The work is sexually explicit and 
aimed at exploring pleasure from a feminist, sex 
positive vantage point; I’m also thinking, in each 
piece, about ecology and the planet in some 
way. There’s also a lot of kink, fetishism, non-
monogamy and other delightful things involved.



Desire, Perhaps from the Latin, “from the Stars” 
If this were a performance piece, and I was here in my guise as clairvoyant or derby girl or park ranger,
I would start with you on the inside of my body, crawling outward.

I would lift my skirt.

I would have a skirt.

I would have a skirt made of newsprint,   a skirt made of mustache, a skirt made of bourbon, 
             a skirt made of “vexed feminine heteronormative desire.”

In the performance piece of this poem,
I would sing the date-rape-drug lyrics from “Blurred Lines,” and  in so doing, would queer the 
lens and be the good girl who actually does want it.
I would turn my backside to you and show you how,  as a white girl, I’m succeeding in my utter 
failure to twerk.

In the performance version,  you would be the audience as consensually DP’ed.
There would be a carefully pre-negotiated cathartic gang bang in the middle,  right here,   
and then aftercare.

We would all be dressed like animals, with animal masks.
This means we would all be undressed and happy  and sniffing each other without antiperspirant.
No one in the bookstore or theater would be wearing talc or aluminum.
This means we’d all be “skyclad,” which would mean that in the performance piece,   we’d 
drink from the same glass of passed wine  and burn our regrets in a straw effigy.

I want to do the performance of this poem in which I lie down in the middle of this room.
In which, to form a middle, we form a circle of people.

No, in the real version, we’d be in the middle of a clearing.
              The middle of a meadow.
    The middle of a stamen.
      I’d project at you from the middle of pollen.

Then I’d pause here and masturbate to orgasm  using only interior muscles you can’t see unless,
again,  you were listening from within my body,  which you could be:         I can hold up to sixty-five 
listeners on the inside of my body for this piece.

I could bring down the stars.

Arielle Greenberg
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Butch/Bourbon
Former colleagues who went to drag king and 
burlesque shows together back in Chicago, ages ago, 
before I was a mother.  When your luscious partner 
and I flashed our breasts at one another as we tried 
on red sequined pasties, and you and I sat in our little 
orifices at school and talked about letter-writing and 
corsetry and our fathers.

When my oldest was born, we met in a cafe over tea 
and you gave me her astrological chart as a birth gift.

Later, raw crystals to sew into silk pillows for 
dreamwork.  And we discussed food, and farming, 
and leaving academia to go up to the country.

Now I am here in the country and you are still in the city 
(though now own a lake house) and we are planning 
a butch/femme tryst at the literary conference out 
West, a rough-edged shimmering secret in front of 
everyone we know.

I ask what gender pronoun I should use for you.

Whatever you see.

I ask if I can call you Mister.

You say yes.  And may I call you Kitten?

Yes. That’s what he calls me also.  Seems a good sign 
that you somehow know this.

I text you a picture of myself in garter belt and silken 
panties, ironing.

You text me a picture of the expensive bourbon you’re 
about to drink.

You don’t mind the taste of whiskey breath, do you?

I know only a million ways to say No, I don’t mind.

Something in the spiked stars, how we’ve come to 
this new place.

| OCHO | Issue #35 | Guest Editor Stephen Mills | August 2015 |



Ashley Inguanta is a writer and photographer whose work has appeared in Redivider, PANK, 
make/shift, Adrienne: A Poetry Journal of Queer Women, Sweet: A Literary Confection, and 
many other magazines and literary journals.  In 2013, she was named as “one of the six 
Central Florida poets you should know” by Orlando Arts Magazine. Ashley is the Art Director 
of SmokeLong Quarterly, and she is also the author of three collections of poetry: The Way 
Home (Dancing Girl Press 2013), For the Woman Alone (Ampersand Books 2014), and Bomb 
(forthcoming with Ampersand Books in 2016).  

Ashley Inguanta



For nearly my entire life, my father 
has told me the story of the day he 
photographed a cat jumping from 
a burning New York City apartment 
building. My father was a fire lieutenant 
in New York City, and he was off duty at 
the time. He tells the story with a focus 
on fact: He was there, he saw the cat, 
he took the photograph. The cat lived. 
The newspapers wanted the image. But 
what stood out to me was something 
different— I was fascinated with the 
connection between human and risk, 
human and animal, risk and life, risk and 
death. I was amazed how my father was 
there, the timing of it all. I wondered 
about the precision of that moment—
how the cat lived, what the pavement 
must have felt like on the cat’s paws. It 
took nearly 20 years for “I Was Never 
Afraid to Dream” to come out, maybe 
longer. I had to lose a woman 

  With 
“Burial” and and “New York City Poem,” I 
simply needed a safe space on the page 
to explore moments of growth in my 
own life. I needed a space to understand 
how these moments connected with 
something greater. I am so grateful that 
poetry provides that space.

Ashley Inguanta
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Burial
At a baseball game in Santa Fe, a woman named Prairie told me a secret. It was full, like lungs swelling 
with dirt, roots. I grabbed at it and ran into a vision of my father, the moon, uncurling a rope for me; I 
run up into his light, and he’s telling me All girls grow, all girls grow, and the air is soft—like Prairie’s 
hands, like my breathing—and it is then I understand why dogs walk on all fours, why our legs are 
important, why I said yes when she crawled inside of my mouth, scared and hiding like a sheep, wanting 
me to rescue her, lovingly, like Mary did; but I am not Mary I say, and my father, he is still there, large 
and glowing moon, and my body—my body is heavy stone sinking water, food for sheep, clay apple, and 
I believe Prairie when she touches me, her fingers sliding deep into my body, a wish for me to become, 
become. I believe Prairie when she says, Shhh, girl, and when she says, No one knows how beautiful the 
sky is here. No one. But we know. I touch Prairie’s cheek, she hums, her throat as worn as a dog’s. My 
legs are sore. I look up and see purple, red—falling onto the moon, falling onto her hands—and the rope 
my father uncurled, it’s loose now, swinging; and my body, it’s growing, and I don’t stop it. I run far, far 
away from this sky no one but we three have seen. I am heavy with water, with roots. My feet are big as 
satellites. I will not tell a thing. Not a thing. 

April: My First Month Without Her
Digital Photography
16x10



I Was Never Afraid To Dream
 
just like my fire-lieutenant father 
as he captured an image 
iconic to his time: Cat on a hot tin roof, 
New York City, 1972. 
 
He tells the story with assurance.
He says, I was off duty. 
He says, The building was all holy hell,
all fire and smoke.
The cat just leapt, he says.
I had my camera on me, he says. 
 
Almost every paper wanted this photograph. 
The desire was that simple. That clear.
 
Sometimes, I wonder
if the timing of love 
walks the same precise
line as shutter, pressed 
and life, suspended. 
 
And if it does, tell me, where are you?
Are you the tight-rope queen?
Are you the star of Coney Island?
And when you go to bed, do you feel
a missing space? Do you understand
 
that I have been waiting my whole life
to fall beside you? To become
a better version of me?

for nearly my entire life, my father has told me the story of the day he photographed a cat jumping from a burning New York City apartment building. My father was a fire lieutenant in New York City, and he was off duty at the time. He tells the story with a focus on fact: He was there, he saw the cat, he took the photograph. The cat lived. The newspapers wanted the image. But what stood out to me was something different— I was fascinated with the connection between human and risk, human and animal, risk and life, risk and death. I was amazed how my father was there, the timing of it all. I wondered about the precision of that moment—how the cat lived, what the pavement must have felt like on the cat’s paws. It took nearly 20 years for “I Was Never Afraid to Dream” to come out, maybe longer. I had to lose a woman   With “Burial” and and “New York City Poem,” I simply needed a safe space on the page to explore moments of growth in my own life. I needed a space to understand how these moments connected with something greater. I am so grateful that poetry provides that spacepoetry provides that spacepoetry provides that spacepoetry provides that space..poetry provides that space.poetry provides that space..

Ashley Inguanta





New York City Poem

You didn't know it would be so beautiful, the way
a woman could say, "You don't need those" right after
you bought a pack of cigarettes. But most of all,
you didn't know you'd end up here, 27 years old
and waiting for a sign. You didn't know
that you would see a woman on the subway
dressed as a butterfly and think, "She is it."

You didn't know you would hear a man
riding a Brooklyn-bound train late at night
yell at you about how much he hates himself.
You didn't know you would hear yourself
reflected in his voice, the way he scared
you, the way you walked home shaking,
the way you searched for the moon 
between row houses, the way that night
changed you.

You didn't know you would speak
to the woman dressed as a butterfly,
offer her your e-mail, telling her she's
magic. You didn't know she would never
respond. But you hoped—

You hoped, every single day for a sign
as you walked down Eastern Parkway,
understanding that each season was
passing, stepping in each moment 
with both assurance and uncertainty.

You didn't know what waited for you
when you left your tropical home
for the big city, cold and sparkling.

You didn't know that your DNA
would spiral outward, like a heart
feels when it's falling in love.

But when you were in it, when you carried
yourself up and down subway tunnels, through 
avenues and streets, you always found
kindness in the chaos.

The eye of the storm
finding itself.

Ashley Inguanta
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Randy Shinn holds an MFA in Creative Writing from Goddard College. He is an award winning slam 
poet and has performed all around Washington and Alaska. Randy works as a tour guide in Alaska 
half of the year and travels the rest. His work has appeared in Trillium, Bricolage, in many rejection 
letters, and online.

Zach Morris, Still-life, and Encomium are poems from Randy’s 
creative thesis titled, The Chasm Between Us. This recently 
completed project centers around the suicide of both his parents 
in 2007, childhood trauma, and the queer identity which helped 
him survive it all. His work is heavily inspired by Anne Sexton, 
Walt Whitman, Allen Ginsberg, DA Powell, and CA Conrad.





Zach Morris
Dad sits on my chest
His knees pinning my arms to the ground
“Are you a fucking faggot?” he yells
I don’t know.
“Do you want dicks in your ass?” 
I am unsure 
how to answer, 
my back burning against the carpet--
it feels 
like a trick question.

I stare at the wall,
escape to Saved By The Bell 
I hear
“It’s alright cuz I’m saved by the bell!”
I ride 
the blonde waves of Zach’s perfect hair into the scene
He has another bad idea this episode,
I cannot wait to see what he’ll do.

Spit splatters on my face.
My father rages,
fists against my jaw
blood pooling in the moat of my mouth.
The conversation at lunch with his buddies—
had ended with their outing me.

Too much for a small town--
with all those cows to slaughter,
all that coal to mine.
Still, the metallic taste of disapproving father.

Still-life
Dad is a wet cat in the bathtub
his hair matted to the hole in his face 
a discharged gun in his hand

his phone rests
on the edge of the tub
I didn’t call him back
What would I have said?
How would I revive a relationship—
broken by the queer in me

he died 
self -inflicted

suicide notes tucked everywhere,
in between books-
on the kitchen counter-
now in the lines on my face

a still-life with still-life

Randy Shinn



Encomium
All spaces are tight in Intensive Care Units.
Machines, staff, patients, and loved ones—
all crammed inside.

All rooms are loud—
the hum of lights,
the yelp of white rubber shoes on tile,
the sobs of families,
dying bodies rushed from room to room,
and occasional murmurs of a vagrant woman—
a woman whom once walked among her fellow homeless as a queen,
in her mind.

Mom,  
you stir in the hospital bed,
and break my heart—
monitor-blinking trance
I am startled by the ghoul who’s living in your skin,
small reminders of your former face remain—
eyes still elegant despite all those pills,
all that vodka,
streaks of gorgeous red now battle the grey in your hair
a bloodied gauze covers your forehead.

Another seizure, the concrete caught your head,
another year without a home or proper medical treatment,
another year close to death.
Ungraceful, we called you.

I pushed you in a wheelchair, dialysis in tow,
so you could smoke cigarettes outside—
the way that everyone looked at you with pity,
avoiding close proximity with your shadows.
It was then that I began to talk to the undertaker who lives in my mind
begging for a little more time with you.

I can remember a few moments in our history
when your spirit was still unbroken.

When you first spoke that night—
it was as though you’d never seen me before,
and to you we were not in a hospital at all—
but back on the street,
where you had made a new life—



a sense of freedom wrapped in otherness.
You asked me for money as though we’d never met,
as though you hadn’t given birth to me,
Please sir, could you spare any change, I’m trying to get home?  
In the next hour you rose and spoke again—
called me by my father’s name,
 we reminisced on a summer in 1970 something,
long before I was born—
but I could patchwork my way through the conversation— 
via fragmented stories you had told me as a boy

Like a coward, I waited until you had fallen asleep again
then leaned in to whisper in your ear—
They say that you may not make it through the week Mom,
I love you and I know it doesn’t matter now but I have to tell you—
I’m gay 
You did not move,
I shifted my body in the cumbersome chair beside your bed
Awkward in my newfound honesty and looking for an escape route if you awoke.
Time was running away from us,
I wanted to run too.

You almost lived another full year despite the doctor’s prognosis
and I was proud of you from afar,
yet waited up anxiously nights for the call that you drank yourself to death,
knowing how bad you wished to follow Dad out of waking hell.

The next time I saw you was in a police photograph—
alcohol induced Hepatorenal Failure and Hypothermia,
the yellowed skin of your face,
bruised  
swollen  
grown cold for 72 hours.

Did you stare up from your dying space on the ground in those seconds?
Your scarred skull, 
a cubist reworking of Duchamp—
coming in and out of consciousness,
blurry vision just like your seizures
Mom Descends Stairway 
disjointed yet real
no rouge on your lips
no more press on nails
no dye in your greying hair
no mascara on the long lashes we share
 
How we can overlook a homeless woman 
dead for days 
because she isn’t murmuring—
her silence better than existence.

Randy Shinn
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Brian Kornell
I wanted to write a ghost story. However, I felt constrained by the limits of fiction, so I decided to write an essay about the first time I saw a ghost. As Guy Cunningham, a ghost story scholar, put it, "ghosts represent our fear that we can never escape our past."  It was impossible to not explore my fear of death, my fear of what lurks in the dark, and, as a kid, the fear I had about my budding queerness in this essay. I took the opportunity to intertwine these ideas together, to create a horror essay. The final product only hints at queerness as I wanted to keep the focus on the ghost for this one as this is the first in a series of essays to explore growing up queer in the Midwest.
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I wanted to write a ghost story. However, I 
felt constrained by the limits of fiction, so 
I decided to write an essay about the first 
time I saw a ghost. As Guy Cunningham, 
a ghost story scholar, put it, "ghosts 
represent our fear that we can never 
escape our past."   It was impossible to 
not explore my fear of death, my fear of 
what lurks in the dark, and, as a kid, the 
fear I had about my budding queerness 
in this essay. I took the opportunity to 
intertwine these ideas together, to create 
a horror essay. The final product only 
hints at queerness as I wanted to keep 
the focus on the ghost for this one as this 
is the first in a series of essays to explore 
growing up queer in the Midwest.

Brian Kornell is the Executive Director of S&Q, 
which features Q&POC poets & writers in rural and 
underrepresented communities; he also serves as the 
Interviews & Outreach Editor for The Cossack Review. 
His writing appears in The Philadelphia Review of Books, 
Storyglossia, Luna Luna Magazine, The California Journal 
of Poetics, and elsewhere. Follow him on Twitter: @
briankornell





The first incident happens on a school night. I’m in my bed-

room. A late night rerun of Love at First Bite on the TV my 

grandparents bought for me at a garage sale. Sleep is as dif-

ficult for me then as it is now. I’m seven. It’s 1983. This means 

three staticky TV channels brought in with rabbit ears. The 

volume is turned down, so it won’t bother my parents or 

sister in their rooms, which are on either side of mine. The 

tubes inside the screen radiate 1970’s NYC into my room 

along with a hum that covers any detectable bit of music or 

dialogue. Hearing the movie is irrelevant. I’m intrigued by 

the idea of a vampire alive in modern times even if it’s one 

played for camp by George Hamilton in a movie meant to be 

a comedy. I’m terrified and fascinated by the idea of becom-

ing a vampire. I want to find a way around death. My seven 

year old self doesn’t think about it quite like this. All I know 

then is after a series of deaths in the family, dying is a busi-

ness best avoided. A 2nd and 3rd cousin, both perpetually 

single men in their late thirties, both who appeared much 

older, are the ones who died. That cancer is all anyone says 

about their illness. I only saw these cousins at holidays. Was 

never told they were sick. They were fine at Christmas dinner 

and dead by Easter.

The wrought iron gates guarding the cemetery slid open as 

the funeral procession approached. We followed the hearse 

under an engraving that said: all souls enter here. Me: Tie, 

shiny black shoes, and a sweater. My sister: a dress, shiny 

black shoes, and a cardigan. We were dressed up, but not 

allowed to leave the car. Funerals were not places for chil-

dren. Rows of white and grey tombstones, gravel pathways, 

and bare winter trees made for a terrible game of I, spy. My 

parents returned. Not a word spoken on the drive out of the 

cemetery to the funeral home.

We were severed from the funeral procession. Traffic backed 

up. My father cleared his throat over and over again. My 

mother held her lit cigarette near the closed car window, 

the ashes falling down on the door handle as the smoke 

curled up to the ceiling. 

Once at the funeral home, we were confined to a reception 

room that smelled of onions, ground beef, and cabbage from 

the casseroles and soups that were brought for dinner. Old-

er relatives and friends of the deceased drank coffee and 

made jokes about wanting something stronger to drink. To 

use the bathroom was the only acceptable excuse to leave 

the room. It felt like being stuck in church, so just like then, I 

looked for any excuse to go. On one of my escapes, I passed 

a room being used for a wake. A man in a grey suit propped 

the door open to talk to another man in the hallway. Just be-

hind him: the open casket and the profile of a woman lying 

there. She looked worried. The man halfway between rooms 

noticed me, rushed into the hallway, and closed the door. He 

told me to be on my way. The dead aren’t meant to be seen.

This is why I should have been comforted by my encoun-

ter with a ghost. A ghost. Proof we don’t simply disappear. 

But I am not. The 13-inch TV is perched on the corner of my 

dresser, turned sideways to face my bed, which is shoved in 

the corner against the wall. The blue glow of the TV, the only 

light, intensifies the slate blueness of my walls. If I stretch 

out, my feet dangle over the edge of the bed, so I keep my 

the   unspoken
Brian Kornell
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the   unspoken
knees bent to avoid the nothingness below. The door is closed. 

I am alone. 

The movie cuts to a commercial and the TV turns off. Now it is 

dark. Even though I can hear them snoring through the walls, 

there are too many monsters in the dark, in this house, for me 

to feel comfortable without any light. I move down to the end 

of my bed, reach across the void, and feel for the TV. I turn the 

power dial and the screen crackles as my room fills with blue 

light again. Like most things in our house, this TV is second-

hand. Lots of things here don’t work. This is most likely a me-

chanical failure. It is nothing to worry about. I lay back down 

and this is when I see my first ghost.

It blocks my door. His broad shoulders hunched, his hands 

clenched ready for a fight. He’s tall enough that his head is 

higher than the doorframe. The door did not open. No foot-

steps across the squeaky wooden floors in the hallway. With 

the flicker of the television light, he appeared. He is dressed 

in a navy pinstriped suit. His chest heaves. I sit up. There is a 

throb in my chest, a throb in my ears that make my head hurt. 

I have no idea who this man is. In the moment, I don’t think he 

is a ghost or a vampire or any sort of supernatural creature, 

he is a strange man in my room at night that I need to escape. 

The only way out of my room is through him. I don’t yell. No 

one on the other side of the door can help me. There is the 

window right above me and a two-story plunge onto concrete 

below it. The TV light fades in and out. He is closer with each 

movement of light. The pulse in my chest and head skitters 

down my back. I can make it past him or at least try instead of 

waiting for an attack. The blanket floats for a second as I throw 

it off me. I lunge for the door. He disappears.

I’m in the middle of my room, confused and relived that he is 

gone.  I turn on the overhead light; leave it on for the rest of 

the night. I tuck my blanket tight around me, sure to cover my 

head, to help protect me. 

In the morning, my mother lectures me about leaving things on 

all night. I tell her I was too afraid to sleep.

 There’s nothing to be afraid of in the dark.

 Monsters, I say.

 She shakes her head, there aren’t any monsters here. 

 A ghost, I say. 

I tell her what happened. She cries. She says that I described 

exactly what her was father was buried in. She believes that I 

have seen the ghost of my grandfather. He died from a heart 

attack when my mother was 18. Years before I was born. To this 

day, I’ve never seen a picture of him. He was cruel. Abusive. 

Family lore had it that he might have been a Nazi. She is angry 

that he appeared to me and not to her. She wants to know why 

I didn’t speak to him. I didn’t know him is all I can say. It never 

occurred to me to try to talk to him. She wipes her face. Don’t 

tell your father, she says, he wouldn’t understand. I don’t tell 

him. I don’t tell anyone. 

My mother asks from time to time if I have seen him again. I 

say no. Don’t lie, she says. Her eyes beat back and forth. She is 

convinced that the dead follow me. 
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Right now I'm working on a book manuscript inspired by 
charticles, listicles, clickbait, and quizzes that explores the 
midlife experience and this long piece addresses some of 
the anxiety that comes with aging, knowing death is both 
imminent but unpredictable, and trying to find ways to accept 
uncertainty while, I hope, laughing at it a bit along the way.

Charles Jensen is the author of four chapbooks of poems, most recently The Nanopedia 
Quick-Reference Pocket Lexicon of Contemporary American Culture, and a full length 
collection, The First Risk, which was a finalist for the Lambda Literary Award. His poetry has 
appeared in New England Review, Field, Prairie Schooner, PoetsArtists, and elsewhere. He 
lives in Los Angeles.



                         mortality
I still might die before I get much older than this.

I still might die before the dog dies, even though she ages at a rate of 
approximately five years for every year I age; she tends to be more careful 
than me: she barks at danger, has quick reflexes.

I still might die before you die, love, so really we should get out and do 
something fun today instead of spending our time on our computers across 
the same room from each other.

I still might die before Haley’s Comet comes back around.

I still might die before my nemesis gets what’s coming to him.

I still might die before we move out of this godforsaken hellhole and into a 
nice place, somewhere our plants don’t die after two weeks.

I still might die before I see a volcano.

I still might die before we get to Six Flags over New Jersey.

I still might die but maybe you won’t die, so I want you to know right now 
you shouldn’t feel bad the first time you have sex with someone else.  I’m 
rooting for you.

I still might die before they’ve discovered a cure for hair loss, or worse, I’ll 
die after a cure’s discovered but before I get a chance to use it.

I still might die by shark attack, my greatest fear!

I still might die in a plane crash, my second greatest fear.

I still might die in a home accident, the most common location of personal 
injuries.

I still might die in my Scion.  Please, God, don’t let me die in a Scion.

I still might die at yoga, so at peace with myself even my heart lies still in 
shivasana.

I still might die in the shape of shivasana—corpse pose.

I still might die and have my death made into a Lifetime TV movie I know you 
will ultimately watch over and over.



I still might die and the movie they make about my life might be called 
Mother, May I Sleep with Danger Part II.

I still might die on a boat, in a cab, on a bicycle, on a skateboard, on a public 
bus, in a limousine, in the SuperShuttle on the way to an airport, or in a 
rickshaw.

I still might die in a rickshaw, but the chances are pretty slim at this point.

I still might die in Asia or at Asian Bistro, the closest I’ve ever come to visiting 
Asia.

I still might die in Italy or at Leaning Tower of Pizza or while eating lasagna.

I still might die like Mama Cass, choking on a hoagie.

I still might die like Elvis, sitting on the can.

I still might die like Judy Garland, drunk and sitting on the can.

I still might die like James Dean, in a car wreck I totally saw coming.

I still might die in a car crash, which probably wouldn’t surprise anyone 
who’s ever been a passenger in my Scion.

I still might die of tuberculosis.

I still might die of AIDS, cancer, flesh-eating virus, a bowel obstruction, an 
embolism, an aneurism, a stroke, a bloody nose I can’t control, a perforated 
ulcer, gangrene, scurvy, sepsis, multiple sclerosis, non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma, 
Lou Gehrig’s disease, hepatitis C, jaundice, liver failure, kidney failure, 
arsenic poisoning, an undetected heart abnormality that has been silently 
ticking away like a bomb inside my chest, or bird flu.

I still might die before I visit Legoland (in Denmark, not California).

I still might die like Joyce Summers on Buffy the Vampire Slayer, and you’ll 
come home and find me on the couch 

but I won’t be breathing and you’ll try to save me but you won’t be able to.

I still might die and come back to life like the vampire in the morgue at the 
end of that episode—I doubt it, but I still might.

I still might die before I have destroyed every copy of Stephanie Miller’s 
Twilight I can find.

I still might die before I ever get around to reading Dune.



I still might die before I finish writing another book that is better than Twilight 
but shorter than Dune.

I still might die before I finally clean off my desk.

I still might die while being forced to observe Daylight Saving Time.

I still might die in the Grand Canyon, which I won’t mind unless it is by falling 
from a great height, in which case it would be my third most feared way to 
die.

I still might die by stabbing, which I am also very afraid of dying by.  The 
thought of something poking into my body makes me unbearably sad.

I still might die in a robbery gone wrong.

I still might die by friendly fire.

I still might die doing one last job before I get out of the business for good.

I still might die before I figure out where I put my savings bond.

I still might die before retirement age, in which case all that saving will have 
been for nothing.  Nothing!

I still might die before my dad dies, but I don’t know which is sadder: watching 
your child die or living without the people who made you.

I still might die before I get a chance to have a baby; you once told me, “You 
should definitely reproduce,” which I thought was a really sweet thing to say.

I still might die before you like it and you finally put a ring on it.

I still might die before we register at Target.

I still might die before we go to Hawaii, which is where I’m hoping you might 
take me on a honeymoon before I die.

I still might die before I go surfing again, which was probably one of the best 
times I’ve had even though the entire time I was praying I would not be eaten 
by a shark.

I still might die before I see Chris Isaak in person again, although he will 
probably never look as good as he did the first time I saw him and got his 
autograph and swooned so visibly and so forcefully I almost passed out like 
someone in Gone with the Wind.

I still might die before I see Gwyneth Paltrow shopping in New York.



I still might die before I see Sarah Michelle Gellar shopping with daughter 
Charlotte in LA.

I still might die before I see another Pedro Almodóvar movie.

I still might die before I make it to the moon.

I still might die while buried alive, which actually doesn’t scare me as much 
as it should or as much as shark attack, plane crash, or stabbing do, and 
I still might feel secretly relieved to finally have a few minutes to myself 
before I die.

I still might die like my Uncle Charlie, who was a big practical joker and 
used to leave fake dog poop and whoopee cushions around the house, and 
who was so funny that when he went into convulsions after dinner everyone 
thought he was joking around and laughed at him the whole time, and then 
let him lay silently in the chair while chiding him for taking it too far, and the 
only realizing he was dead when the dinner party broke up and everyone 
went home and someone tried to “wake” him.

I still might die while I’m on a diet.

I still might die before I reach my goal weight.

I still might die before I feel like I have a truly beach-worthy body.

I still might die feeling a certain degree of self-loathing or, short of that, self-
disappointment.

I still might die before I own a home.

I still might die before we have a backyard for Arden.

I still might die before I figure out how to plant flowers and then keep them 
alive.

I still might die before I learn to appreciate seafood, but I will definitely die 
before I ever put shellfish in my mouth, except for shrimp, which I am slowly 
becoming okay with.

I still might die before I make up for everything I did wrong.

I still might die before I figure out what I did to make a couple of people stop 
speaking to me.

I still might die before a couple of other people realize I stopped speaking 
to them.

I still might die before my grandmother, who is now 100 and, even though 



she tells me she is about to die, is one of the healthiest people I know.

I still might die without tasting all the different varieties of wine out there, like a 
good Malbec, because I would rather drink the wine I already know I like than risk 
wasting $10 on something I’ll pour down the sink in a huff.

I still might die before I visit a dentist again.

I still might die before I get that suspicious mole removed.

I still might die without tan lines, which is probably what my dermatologist would 
recommend, if I had one.

I still might die before I master the art of French cooking.

I still might die before we remember what it’s like not to worry about paying the 
rent.

I still might die before we have a full-size washer and dryer again, and I still might 
die before we live somewhere those appliances don’t sit in our galley kitchen.

I still might die before we finally take all that old crap to Goodwill.

I still might die before somebody buys some of that old crap we took to Goodwill.

I still might die before anyone reveals who really shot JFK.

I still might die before the first reliable sighting of Elvis.

I still might die before someone traps the Loch Ness Monster, if she exists, and I 
still might die before anyone figures out why there’s water on Mars since there’s 
nobody there to be thirsty or dirty.

I still might die before Voyager II is discovered by intelligent life, who scoff at 
our gold record with its recordings of hello in many languages and some Beatles 
music.

I still might die before we learn whether or not aliens can get into the Beatles.

I still might die before Nicolas Cage destroys the Freemason cult once and for all!

I still might die without being able to watch another Tom Hanks movie without 
feeling emotionally manipulated.

I still might die before I see another man naked in real life, which is okay by me.



I still might die feeling lonely, even though I know you love me.

I still might die at a Starbucks location.

I still might die because my love for donuts is really inappropriate.

I still might die because we don’t have enough money to buy organic meats 
and produce.

I still might die because we unknowingly eat genetically modified food, like 
tomatoes engineered to grow more cubelike so there is less wasted space in 
the containers when they are shipped to grocery stores.

I still might die without having visited all fifty states, even though I crossed 
off Alaska and Hawaii—two of the furthest and most expensive to reach.

I still might die without even driving through Oregon, Utah, Wyoming, Idaho, 
Montana, South Dakota, Arkansas, Rhode Island, Vermont, New Hampshire, 
or Maine.

I still might die without seeing Connecticut, since I slept through it.

I still might die without honor.

I still might die saving someone else’s life from an out-of-control bus, a 
speeding train, a crazed gunman in a bank, a wild boar attack, an atom bomb 
blast, a collapsing building, black ice, or a meteorite barreling toward earth.

I still might die before Susan Lucci wins another Emmy.

I still might die before Tom Cruise comes out.

I still might die before John Travolta comes out.

I still might die before somebody deprograms Katie Holmes, which is sad 
because I sort of liked her.

I still might die before Jake Gyllenhall seduces me—in my dreams.

I still might die before Hollywood stops making sequels, remakes, and/or 
reboots.

I still might die before I see The Rocky Horror Picture Show at a midnight 
movie.

I still might die wearing fishnets at a screening of The Rocky Horror Picture 
Show.



I still might die while playing the role of Columbia or Magenta, although I’m 
really more of a Brad.

I still might die after doing television commercials for medication to treat 
herpes, erectile dysfunction, overactive bladder, restless leg syndrome, or 
yeast infections.

I still might die before they invent a pill that makes you happy without leaving 
you sad.

I still might die before I need to stop wanting a pill that makes you happy 
without leaving you sad.  Or impotent.

I still might die with a computer full of unpublished manuscripts, like Emily 
Dickinson (minus the computer).

I still might die like Walt Whitman, completely misjudged and underappreciated 
in my time.

I still might die like James Merrill—rich but sad.

I still might die like Robert Lowell—crazy and sad.

I still might die like John Berryman—sad and falling at a great speed from a 
high bridge, which is a significant fear of mine (see above).

I still might die like Sylvia Plath—accidentally but leaving behind a book that 
changes the lives of many other people.

I still might die like Anne Sexton—beautiful and jealous and sad.

I still might die like River Phoenix or Heath Ledger, although it might first imply 
that my genius had actually been recognized instead of merely imagined (by 
me).

I still might die like the character Jake Gyllenhaal played in Brokeback 
Mountain—beaten to death for being gay.

I still might die like Shirley McClaine’s character in The Children’s Hour—struck 
by a falling tree, for being gay.

I still might die like Robert Downey, Jr’s character in Less Than Zero—from an 
overdose after giving like a ton of blowjobs to rich white guys in Palm Springs, 
for being gay.

I still might die like any number of real people who were killed for being gay.

I still might die fighting for my life.



I still might die while listening to my iPod, which wouldn’t be so bad.

I still might die while taking a phone call.

I still might die while picking up my dry cleaning, my last great extravagance.

I still might die while redeeming a coupon at Express, which is the only time 
I shop there, and which I haven’t done in quite some time, so maybe this is 
not very likely.

I still might die while taking the dog for a walk.

I still might die and not have an afterlife, in which case I probably won’t be 
feeling much of anything.

I still might die and go to heaven, which would be pretty cool, unless we 
have to sit around on clouds all day playing harps, in which case I might not 
bother.

I still might die and go to hell, which I mostly don’t believe in because living 
on earth is usually punishment enough.

I still might die and go to purgatory for a shower of fire that will burn away 
all my sins.

I still might die and end up in Limbo, which I’ve been told is not where the 
limbo was invented.

I still might die like that guy who died at Town Danceboutique, on the dance 
floor, dancing in a sea of little twinks to the thumping insistence of top 40 
pop music. All I can hope is that he died happy doing something he loved, 
and that I might too.

I still might die and receive a Darwin Award on my way out.

I still might die on a motorcycle, although I’ve successfully avoided riding 
one for over twenty years.

I still might die feeling like this.

I still might die wrapped in the stench of rotten food and failure, slumped in 
a big city alley wearing clothes I can’t remember putting on, because I’d put 
them on so long ago.

I still might die while having sex, which is probably my most hoped-for way 
to die.

I still might die having the best sex of my life, which seems fair.



I still might die in that shiny, shimmery calm after sex when our sweaty 
bodies fall onto the bed next to each other and just try to absorb everything 
about that moment.  That might kill me one of these times.  That would be 
okay.

I still might die before I figure out how to get happy.  

I still might die, sure.  But I still might die happy.
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I have always been fascinated by art that challenges and reshapes the relationship(s) between speaker, perspective, author, and audience, and so I endeavor to curate something similar in my own writing. In this regard, I am not necessarily looking to write about themes that have never been written about and/or are not commonly written about as much as I am trying to find new pathways to communicate the universal.    
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I have always been fascinated by art that challenges and 
reshapes the relationship(s) between speaker, perspective, 
author, and audience, and so I endeavor to curate something 
similar in my own writing. In this regard, I am not necessarily 
looking to write about themes that have never been written 
about and/or are not commonly written about as much as I am 
trying to find new pathways to communicate the universal.    

Faye Chevalier is a transfeminine poet, essayist, cat mom, and semi-graduate 
student currently living in Philadelphia. Her work has been published in 
Metazen, Apiary, and elsewhere. Find her at BeWithoutBeWithout.tumblr.com.   



and there were tiny trees growing from my

and we drove for an hour, trying to cross Broad Street
and the cloud cover waned and waxed 
and your car would turn a deeper shade of blue
       every few       minutes 
and what lesions still lived on my collarbone sang along.

you told me about your future tattoos and i said nothing 
because April has left me stenciled and afraid,

though nine hours ago       i was performing, like,
     four concurrent oratories and        might’ve-said  
too-much-about     JohnMilton and 

now there are only      bridges, 
and tattered streets,
and men lying tranquil 
under the cover-sky       on wooden tables.

and i felt like i hadn’t spoken in months 
and i couldn’t open the      rolling-windows— 
the weight of the        levees lining 
       my leftarm(s)
weighed me down        abittoowell and       

no longer will my word be        serene 
no longer will my world be       between twelve and      
sixteen         i’m i’m i’m i’m i’m i’m—

and now it is four in the afternoon 
and i should be      dissecting Ed Abbey in the library.
i’ve shaved my legs     and might’ve killed away those     last few dregs

but my mouth still tastes like blackberries.
and my mouth still tastes like blackberries.



hotels

see,      i have been breaking into birthday parties,
for i am most everyone in      Saunders—

where
   spry 
  breezes,
    send me
      circ-ling,

      with
pallid bellows 
   giving life to lithe 
                          eyes—

yet what a pensive hold, 
wherein      my woman’s touch be      
told 
     as an other,

some-second-hand, 

a minute-brush of brine,

 i left only wet footsteps 
 and her cigarettes in the back lawn,
 
a layer of salt that never leaves?

 though be you my 
 four-five spindly legs-s, 
 the last of this oh-so deplum-ed i, 

 so
 by-one-
 by-one-
 by-one- 
 by-one
 by-one 

 i wouldn’t sleep?
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to watch me look frantic until “ it gets better” becomes 
natural law. to write monologue(s) down the length(s) of 
your arms. to amend the overt paleness of my scars.

two-by-two, my      new-and-unencumbered    nevermore-s
lay down their contrive-ed Lenten fasts,

intoning care-crafted       Icarus-metaphors,

channeled to one of G-d’s   many      
      filament-al February-mouths— 

see, i basked in greying your lips 
and yes (   further fulcrum-ing my
weary       self-ed      ends), 
i am all about spilling      under the braided-barb-ed wire(s)         
i lie about living in— 

and so today i am setting my asides 
into brief shocks-of-color        and Julian-of-Norwich-sighs

like       one morning Jay showed me his family headstone.
‘ i’m going to be buried there,’ he says. 
falls (too) deftly betwixt        pastel shades of  
waking to Artemis derailing her past lives 

      and insisting that i am not nineteen and crying         
      on a stranger’s front doorstep.

and yet       still no word from the anchoress—
 
for is it mine 
to ever-toe-touch       the line 
between illustrated     and vilified? 
 
is it mine to live like the orchid—
     curl-ed-withered-covered,
merely a nigh-moss       tending to all that is still?

is it mine to be the next Saint Augustine, 
the ever-confession of G-d’s eye?

is it mine to give live-ed ends,
to follow my streaks of red       until they’ve cinder-ed,

to lay light kisses on their head(s)?



I can’t help but compare and contrast these two poems. “Spirit 
of Place” was written long ago and is large and expansive 
while “I Am Aware” is very contained and private. My work 
seems to alternate in many variations from individuals in the 
public sphere to the intensely private. I write about ordinary 
people caught up in historical events and public figures and 
their private demons (as with the Lawrence piece). And, of 
course, “I am Aware” deals with my private concerns. The 
other attribute that strikes me is the way each story is told. 
“I am Aware” is in a more recent, experimental style of mine 
while the Lawrence poem is largely poetic prose told in a 
traditional narrative and lyric style. The line breaks and 
spacing on the page is key to “I Am Aware” and there is a 
surreal quality to it. Traditional sentence structure and the 
use of punctuation is not needed. They both, however, deal 
with a life force, that of D.H. Lawrence’s and that of mine. I am 
particularly proud of the ending of both poems, particularly 
“I Am Aware” with the image of a body with a new heart 
transplant or a newly harvested heart soon to be in a body.
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Marc J. Frazier has been widely 
published in journals including The 
Spoon River Poetry Review, ACM, Caveat 
Lector, Ascent, Permafrost, Plainsongs, 
Poet Lore, Rhino, The Broome Review, 
descant, The G W Review, and Evansville 
Review. He is the recipient of an Illinois 
Arts Council Award for poetry. He is the 
author of The Way Here, a full-length 
poetry collection, and two chapbooks 
The Gods of the Grand Resort and 
After. His second full-length collection, 
Each Thing Touches, is now available 
from Glass Lyre Press or on Amazon. 
He has led numerous workshops and 
participated in poetry readings in 
the Chicago area for many years. His 
website is www.marcfrazier.org.
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Spirit of Place
In 1922 Frieda and D. H. Lawrence traveled to Taos to meet millionaire Mabel Dodge Sterne and 
Tony Luhan, her Indian lover.

1. Mabel:

Each night I curl into the core of myself,
call him over the ocean.
This land draws him with its ancient will.
Tony, too, works his red magic.

I swallowed figs with bits of glass, Laudanum.
Something saved me—my analyst,
sex with a chauffeur, another objet d’art.
__

They are not what I expect. She’s a sturdy thing,
unlike him. I see he will always need her.
I know the womb behind the womb—
his medium to the old, sun magic.

*

Frieda:

Who is this woman sending letters with sagebrush and herb?
Why these urgent pleas?
I can tell that to her I am die husfrau.
Tickets for America will not silence me.
__

Lamy is the end of the Earth. Stepping onto the platform
into the brightest light I’ve known, I see her and Tony.
She is tan, hatted, he is dark, hair in pigtails and ribbons.
Turquoise, silver grow on their necks, wrists, hands.

2. Mabel:

Only he can bring this sky, these elements to the world—land without shadow 
where mountainside turns from green to the Sangre de Cristo.
He mortifies himself with her flesh.
I understand how she yields to him.
At the springs, I saw purple marks on her fair skin.

Blue as chalcedony, he said of the mountains beyond.
I will always remember this.



He brings alive the scent of pine, a horse’s flanks,  
sunrise over the Rio Grande, but he does not know
which symbol will save him. The phoenix? Light?
__

He fought for every breath as if not fully born—
between worlds—a soul sent to save us.

I cried when I read her words: his beautiful light feet.
She and I will turn red beside rock.
His genius belongs to wind, earth, the end of sky.

*

Frieda:

I take his blows, for flesh is nothing in the end.
I stay with him and his mistress, shame.
His vision is not corralled.
I get the manuscript from Bavaria—
Sons and Lovers in exchange for Lobo Ranch.  

The meaning behind the gesture will not be lost on her.
He won’t accept the deed, but ownership becomes me.  
We shall call it Kiowa.

She tires of Freud, that is all.
She wants to be remembered.
But land and this terrible sky dwarf such small desire.
__

I guard his papers.  It is odd—this business of words.
How they turn on you. How others dirty them.
How he could not utter the word that killed him.

A lovely, blue gentian lit his dark flight.  
I wrote her: it was just himself; a new thing on the earth forever.
He is now birdsong, los piñones, this amber crest of dawn.

Mark J. Frazier



I am aware
of her claim: wife

the earth solid as an oath

vertebrae, organs each full breath

this moment
   
brain coiled in skull
 
your black mustache 
 
midnight  you turn into a husband

in dreams I am aware

of wings that beat, bloody and useless I reach

 as story after story collapses under me
  
 below—the blue pool of ocean

in my childhood home

 I search for the right room
 
  for my parents’ faces  before they were

my second skin lies beside me

I wake to waves of sound, light among which I blur 
 
  to your absence

Am I a body warming to its new heart or

  a heart newly harvested 
    
   for someone else’s desire to be?



The themes of anonymity and sexuality greatly 
resonated with me. My experiences with being exposed 
to pornographic material during my youth mirrors my 
artworks. My works are inspired from appropriated 
scenes from pornography. Using paint and pens  as 
mediums of investigation, I created a body of work 
that attempts to capture the tension between the need 
to fulfill one's sexual desires versus the fear of being 
criticized by others. The act of viewing pornography 
involves both parties to remain unidentified: the 
actors and the spectators. The only element that 
is connecting both parties is the sexually-charged 
imagery. In my works, ambiguous figures are bold and 
shameless as they engage in sexual acts, but are afraid 
to reveal themselves due to criticism. Viewers are not 
only attracted visually to the alluring hues, but also 
question the presented subject matter. 

The creation of these provocative works greatly fulfilled 
my sexual fantasies and desires. My art allows me to 
temporarily be  in a world that is sexually  indulgent 
and fearless. I hope my viewers will feel the same way 
as I do. To be able to simply share this feeling with me 
that there are moments in life where we can just savor 
it and be free from repercussions and judgment. 

Narong Tintamusik was born in Dallas, TX on 1991 and raised in Bangkok, Thailand for 10 years. He moved back 
to Dallas when he was a freshman in high school. He obtained his Biology undergraduate degree from the 
University of Texas at Dallas with a minor in visual arts. Growing up in the concrete jungles of Bangkok and 
reading countless books about the ocean inspired him to pursue marine biology. Even though his education 
lies within the scientific domain, he won modest amounts of awards and recognition for his art. He has been 
the recipient of scholarships graciously provided by the DeGoyler Memorial Fund from the Dallas Museum of 
Art and Bryce and Jonelle Jordan Scholarship Foundation at UTD. He hopes to work as an aquarist in an estab-
lished aquarium along with actively pursuing his passion as a professional artist.

Narong Tintamusik





Confirmation
acrylic on paper
50x38
2014

Narong Tintamusik



Gravity
acrylic on paper
50x38
2014



Formality
acrylic on paper
38x50
2014

Narong Tintamusik



All Good Things Must Come to an End
acrylic on paper
38x50
2015



Narong Tintamusik

I Accept No Less
acrylic and pen on paper
18x24 in
2015



My Ocean
acrylic  and pen on paper
11x14 in
2015



Overturn
acrylic on paper
38x50
2015

Narong Tintamusik



Pollination
acrylic  and pen on paper
11x14
2015



Although primarily a poet, I am also a visual artist whose paintings 
incorporate erasure and collage. In the last few years I’ve begun to see 
how my work in this sphere mirrors my efforts with poetry. I am often 
reframing found materials in an attempt to surprise language. Syntactic 
and homophonic translations, for example, have figured prominently 
in poems I wrote for my previous book, The Burning Door. I also like 
working with a variety of syllabic forms that pressure the language in 
unusual ways. The poems featured in this issue of OCHO are built up 
from stanzas that correspond to my zip code. Thus, the first line of each 
stanza is one syllable; the second is four; the third is six and the fourth 
is two; and zero, the final number in my zip code, is represented by a 
space between each stanza. 
Tony Leuzzi’s books of poetry include Radiant Losses (New Sins Press, 2010) and The Burning Door (Tiger 
Bark Press, 2014). In 2014 BOA Editions published Passwords Primeval, his collection of interviews with 20 
American poets. He lives and writes in Rochester, NY.

Tony Leuzzi

Although primarily a poet, I am also a visual artist whose paintings incorporate erasure and collage. In the last few years I’ve begun to see how my work in this sphere mirrors my efforts with poetry. I am often reframing found materials in an attempt to surprise language. Syntactic and homophonic translations, for example, have figured prominently in poems I wrote for my previous book, The Burning Door. Concurrently, I like working with a variety of syllabic forms that pressure the language in unusual ways. The poems featured in this issue of OCHO are built up from stanzas that correspond to my zipcode. Thus, the first line of each stanza is one syllable; the second is four; the third is six and the fourth is two; and zero, the final number in my zipcode, is represented by a space between each stanza. 
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Still Life
Not
my best moment—
hopping a neighbor’s fence
at night

when
everyone I
waved to in daylight was
sleeping

or
peeling back sheets
for a night of fitful
turning.

There
in that bed of
too many roses I
snipped free

the
fullest of them
to arrange in a vase
that stood

in 
the center of
a table otherwise
empty.

Surfacing 
 
Six 
decades after 
playing James Dean’s heart-
throb 
side-kick 
 
in 
Rebel Without 
a Cause, Sal Mineo 
is still 
 
the 
first Sal who pops 
up on my late morning 
Google 
 
search. 
I am looking 
for that boy from tenth grade 
swim class 
 
who 
cried as he came 
in my hand. Not a soul 
can know 
 
he 
said. I agreed 
because he wanted me 
once and 
 
once 
was more than I 
deserved. Twenty-five years 
later 

his 
name surfaces 
only after a few 
dozen 
 
black- 
and white photos 
of Sal lifting weights in 
a west 
 
coast 
gym and a torn 
but breathtaking headshot  
on which 
 
is   
written “To Don— 
I shall never forget 
Houston.” 

This is Not a 
Dream Dream 
 
You 
share your only 
orange with a girl named 
Georgia. 
 
You’re 
in Georgia now, 
Georgia tells you, but that’s 
not why 
 
my 
name is Georgia. 
I was born in Tulsa 
where girls 
 
named 
Georgia are more 
common than oranges. 
Mamma 
 
wants 
to go back home. 
One can get pancakes there. 
One can 
 
get 
wasted on cold 
sun and thunderstorms. You 
want to 
 
kiss 
a piece of the 
orange before you hand 
it to 
 
her. 
None of those boys 
from Tulsa were ever 
named George.



Mike 
Dressel

Mike Dressel is a writer 
and educator living in 
New York City. His work 
has appeared in Vol. 1 
Brooklyn, Metazen, Chelsea 
Station, Liars’ League NYC, 
Promethean, and others. 
He also helps run the 
nonfiction reading series 
No, YOU Tell It!
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The following are notes from a larger essay I started before I broke up—all meanings 
implied—with the photographer. The project is, was intended to be called Touch/Screen. 
We were collaborating on a work about the Internet and technology and the culture. 
Something about the sexualizing of the male form in this age and blurring the line between 
professional and amateur. Something about Depth and Surface. Post-privacy. He might still 
finish with the images. I'm left with this.

We had begun over drinks at our local to discuss, as I put it, “the terrible boring space left 
in the absence of obsession.” A lacuna of longing. 

I said, since we were at a place in our relationship:
I don't remember the last time I heard you laugh, like truly laugh.
I don't know if you've ever made me, he said.
LOL...I said aloud, pronouncing it “lawl.”
I jotted the following lines on a napkin:

Twinks tapping on tiny glowing screens, is it in some sense incantatory, trying to 
summon forth the ideal lover, at least for the night...a spell of conjuration, hope 
inherent, a glamouring of sorts?

I was thinking as I wrote:

Armpits, assholes, feet; cropped and framed, sex in diminishing patches; 
no guarantee the whole IRL would match the sum of the proffered parts; an 
accumulation of turn-ons with diminishing returns. 

He said: “I once watched some twenty-one year old white guy jerk off, on live cam in his 
bedroom, soliciting payment. In front of a poster of MLK Jr.'s March on Washington.” 

How do you respond to a visual like that? Except, I guess, by coming? Or closing the tab?

We talked about life before us. “There is always the Internet, if one cannot abide solitude,” 
someone once told him. He had clung to that idea enough to repeat it. I thought that it was 
not entirely incorrect, but also too awful to contemplate. Early on we careened together 

monograph

This piece is aligned with the work I’ve been producing lately, in that it deals with intimacy and 
disconnect, longing, and misreading the tea leaves.  I was also trying to address my complicated 
relationship with privacy and technology, time spent staring at screens, and 21st century 
manners and mores. I love writing that’s a blend of the quotidian and the incantory. Though, 
what I’m drawn to as a reader isn't always reflected in what I write. I will say, as it is summer, 
I’ve just finished re-reading Andrew Holleran’s Dance from the Dance, which I seem to return to 
every couple of years. That book is important for a myriad of reasons, and it is near perfect. 



drunk and careless through buzzed-about gallery openings and odd, low-rent installations in 
still-grimy Brooklyn neighborhoods.

What happened while we were together was, we came apart. 

What happened while he was ostensibly working was, he began spending more time at the 
gym. At least, in the steam room. Or just out, unreachable. 

No, actually what happened while we were together was that we were no different than anyone 
else. Than any other couple. What, in any event, really happens? 

What are the images? Do we incorporate chats? “These messages were sent while you were 
offline” has a quotidian dread. Do we interpolate comments from Xtube/Chaturbate/Cam4 
I asked, at odd hours, when we were living in the same apartment, still together. I was more 
committed to the project at times. I was, overall, more committed. Goals, timetables, those 
were at my urging. 

We were broke as often as we were not, and when we were broke he could not work on his 
[our?] art. It became a protracted endeavor. 

The thing of unconsciously adopting the wardrobe, the style, the manner of the boys you 
love/desire/cohabitate with. We had talked, he and I, about Digital Narcissuses. We talked 
about casting pebbles looking for the ripple. We hadn't meant to buy matching tank tops that 
summer. Similar things happened on other occasions...you see where this is going. We hadn't 
meant, and yet we'd somehow become. We took our cues off each other, crossing legs in movie 
theaters and applying lip balm at the same time. 

The images we consumed in relation to those we produced. His Tumblr feed was mostly, I mean, 
let me state I encouraged him to sign up, as an outlet, as his calling card and inspiration board, 
but his feed was mostly porn. This was in part the impetus for the project. He had always 
confused, I realized later, the things that made him hard with art. 

At a point after we had broken up we still agreed to sex, on a schedule. He broke those 
schedules. Goals, timetables, as I stated earlier, were my thing.

 Click here if you’d like to unsubscribe. 

He downloaded apps like Grindr and Scruff and in retaliation so did I. They would geolocate us 
to within mere feet of each other; we were still sharing an apartment following the break-up. 
His profile photo was a selfie he had snapped in our bathroom. It was right after he'd shaved 
his head. I came home that afternoon from a walk, having not been able to be in the apartment 
with him at the time, and he stood in the bathroom doorway and said, “I shaved my head.” As if 
that were a thing I wouldn't notice. I was by now sleeping in our studio-slash-spare-bedroom, 
on a mattress on the floor, because the lease was not up and we were both too polite and 
stubborn to concede rights to the place we had found together, in the far reaches of Brooklyn 
yes but large and accommodating for our then-needs: an office, a darkroom, a small patch of 
garden in the back.
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        Revenge Grindr-ing...is that what we do now? 

I re-read my notebook: isolation; reinforced loneliness; negative stereotypes. Had we 
brought this on ourselves? Had we even created a space to allow for fidelity, for monogamy? 
Did we want that anyway—or did we prefer to keep the relationship not open necessarily 
but slightly ajar? I know the things he had done to keep himself from being lonely had not 
always included me. Allowances were made. But who is he texting? 

He arranged to move, with a female friend, to an empty apartment in the same small 
building, two flights above. Before he left he had begun to assume a new modesty around 
me, as if shyness could erase the ways in which we had known each other’s bodies, all the 
permutations of physical desire in which we indulged.

        Mediated desire, a Post-It note above my desk read. 

This is not the essay I was supposed to write. Obviously. It was supposed to be, idk. But. I 
cannot manage objectivity where the photographer is concerned. I thought if I could make 
sense of the notes I could make sense of the situation. I see that isn’t possible. The project, 
our collaboration, our exercise in appropriation, in contextualization—it became dry, rote, 
academic. Then, so did our relationship. Overwrought, navel gaze-y. The project became us 
or we became the project in the worst way. We were through the browser tab, now. 

Would we be friends again? When had we stopped? Were we ever? I had thought. Familiarity 
versus intimacy. This work/life intermingling might have made us too familiar. There was 
something always inscrutable between us, some layer of remove that was more than a 
camera lens or computer screen. The Eye, the I. How about We? How had we been doing 
affection, if at all? 

 Proximity.

With his friend and now roommate Amy I helped move his belongings and equipment. We 
negotiated the remaining bills. The things he left behind. We were never into giving each 
other gifts, not for birthdays or holidays, so nothing too sentimental. We spent our money 
on experiences, trips occasionally, tickets to concerts. The ephemeral. Yet we purchased 
a few items together, shared them. The blue sweater, I remember asking, the day he was 
packing up the closet. Keep it, he said. I insisted he take it. Our bike? We can both still use 
it. But can we? 

I was seated on the stoop one morning smoking and drinking my coffee and he was 
apparently coming home from a long night out, bleary, rumpled, a tad electric. He nodded 
at me and I back and I made room for him to pass by and sloshed a bit of coffee on his shoe, 
and so, “sorry” followed by “s'ok.” We had obsessed over gestures of tepid eroticism and 
debasement, and now, our exchanges taken on the desultory tenor of online come-ons—
'sup and hey and how r u ?—these blasé monosyllabic entreaties, minus whatever frisson, 
whatever result was anticipated at the other end. A disconnect. Conversations dwindled 
between us, but unlike a tedious phone call neither of us could ring off. Not entirely. 
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 Misreading. Misgivings. 

In some grip of weakness we texted back and forth one night, he two flights above me, 
each of us alone in our beds, or so I presumed. That terrible stillness, the silence before 
my phone buzzed with his reply, throbbed like a toothache. I need you to fuck me was the 
last thing I wrote. His reply: :/

Were we defeated by our pursuits, or were we just too selfish in them? In what capacity had 
I used the photographer, and in what capacity had I been used? Perhaps the experiment 
was in service of making him something more than he was: capable, mythic, poetic. 
Perhaps that's just the scrim of love. The whole of it in the telling, feels transactional. 
There were so many ways in which we neglected to be tender.

 The space you occupy when the hope you place in something vanishes. 

Sorry, this was not the way this essay was meant to unfold. I wanted to provide answers, 
but it seems questions are more essential. And need has seeped into the recounting. This 
experience is of a different nakedness than the ones displayed by the boys online in their 
bedrooms dorm rooms living rooms wantonly in public. 

 Nude, plain, unposed. 
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Born & bred in Louisiana, Parrish Craig is a graduate of Hollins University where they studied French and Cre-
ative Writing. Parrish currently lives in Arkansas where they spend most of their time in the Ozark mountains, 
pool halls & late night diners.

Parrish Craig

I grew up very backwoods Baptist & was supposed to be some sort of southern belle/daughter of the confederacy (literally) & have watched these sorts of “southern identities” create a lot of violence within my community. These two poems are part of a larger project on queer/southern identity that bridges experimental and traditional prosodic forms to (ideally) embody the bending & breaking of what most consider “southern tradition.” A secession, of sorts. “To Whom it May Concern Who Offed Themselves After All” was initially inspired by learning someone I met at a bar briefly committed suicide the following morning but became more of a eulogy to many. “Yours or Mine?” is inspired partially by the idea of dinners & nightmares within Diane di Prima’s work. I grew up very backwoods Baptist & was supposed to be some sort of southern belle/daughter of the confederacy (literally) & have watched these sorts of “southern identities” create a lot of violence within my community. These two poems are part of a larger project on queer/southern identity that bridges experimental and traditional prosodic forms to (ideally) embody the bending & breaking of what most consider “southern tradition.” A secession, of sorts. “To Whom it May Concern Who Offed Themselves After All” was initially inspired by learning someone I met at a bar briefly committed suicide the following morning but became more of a eulogy to many. “Yours or Mine?” is inspired partially by the idea of dinners & nightmares within Diane di Prima’s work. I grew up very backwoods Baptist & was supposed to be some sort of southern belle/daughter of the confederacy (literally) & have watched these sorts of “southern identities” create a lot of violence within my community. These two poems are part of a larger project on queer/southern identity that bridges experimental and traditional prosodic forms to (ideally) embody the bending & breaking of what most consider “southern tradition.” A secession, of sorts. “To Whom it May Concern Who Offed Themselves After All” was initially inspired by learning someone I met at a bar briefly committed suicide the following morning but became more of a eulogy to many. “Yours or Mine?” is inspired partially by the idea of dinners & nightmares within Diane di Prima’s work.

I grew up very backwoods Baptist & was supposed to be some 
sort of southern belle/daughter of the confederacy (literally) & 
have watched these sorts of “southern identities” create a lot of 
violence within my community. These two poems are part of a larger 
project on queer/southern identity that bridges experimental 
and traditional prosodic forms to (ideally) embody the bending & 
breaking of what most consider “southern tradition.” A secession, 
of sorts. “To Whom it May Concern Who Offed Themselves After 
All” was initially inspired by learning someone I met at a bar briefly 
committed suicide the following morning but became more of a 
eulogy to many. “Yours or Mine?” is inspired partially by the idea 
of dinners & nightmares within Diane di Prima’s work.



Yours or Mine?

the taste of dinner cooking stove       on repenat
& kitchens  taste of burning bread   when used
improperly  butter or oversalt or spice

I threw some water up
on grease & fire spread  like hell   our help
will come   but [Baby, fruit, it ain’t all ripe]
this shit don’t come out easy rightly tell me
like mother says it used to be [Love won’t hurry]
[You just have to wait]  but really quick  I ask
         you once & on time
               to save—

what happened to milk and brandy punching drunk
the love that hits in the jaw  won’t wait for dinner
the love that asks distastefully  mine or yours
the house it aint   my point::   I won’t return
the favor but flavor     stays if it’s bad       enough
It’s hard to quit  unknowing him or this flinch  my knees hold jerk
reactions   longest after leaving   a bed

    [ (Don’t ask me what I pray for: Love, just wait). ]

To Whom It May Concern Who Offed Themselves After All

we bet                      shh/he was somebody like me          bright
light flicked              wrong inside the mouth                   that morning
came back up           too early                                           teetering on

the edge                   on every barstool                              shh/e saw
too much                  & everything                                    walked life
thinking                    light gripped to the kitchen counter

with bad intentions  sun grabbed furniture
                                                       too long                    trying to convince

there was                  something     more             it’s hard        to hold on
some sunrises           clenching      too much      red                __’fore

the dullest                Wednesday  morning        even              breaks
& damned                            if I admit                  a solid           day   

       of that
       month’s bender        I clenched the beer cans
                                           like teeth thinking hard        on the death of them         

OCHO
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My intent is to merge the sublimity 
of church windows, the banality 
of craft glass, and the depravity 
of smashed liquor bottles.  In its 
transparency, glass is extremely 
passive, representing an openness 
and emptiness giving way to its 
surroundings, yet when it is struck by 
light it becomes rich and dynamic.  My 
work explores the polarities between 
the sacred and profane, the elegant 
and gritty, the shattered and whole. 

My most recent work, the transparent 
‘Glass Body’ series, explores body 
morphology, dysphoria and their 
relationships to alcoholism. Each 
piece is composed entirely of glass 
culled from the sidewalk and the 
liquor store.
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