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inherently
by Jax Malenfant

I am Proud Of You
Living in Body is Hard
Running the Numbers is Hard
Beating the Simulation is Hard
i am proud of you
being a tree is a beautiful task
the moss is gentle and the bark is art
running fingers through hair and down skin is art
fluid messy human art
I Am Proud Of You
They Want You To Suffer But You Are Natural
Art
no matter what you will always be art, it lives in you. it is how you live. it is who you are. inherently

Jax Malenfant 



Abigail Kneuss



Dream Girl 
by Charlie Left

I’d like to make a case for unrequited love. I’d like to cast out my thread and spin a loving web
around unrequited love. I’d like to ask it to come by for a cup of tea, to waste my time, to tell me
jokes. I’d like to walk next to unrequited love on the street and get in someone’s face “what did you
just say?” when that person talks smack. My life will not begin when unrequited love leaves me. My
life is in full bloom.
     Unrequited love was something to believe in, and it was a good something. It didn’t shut me off it
opened me up. I saw Love everywhere. It was so easy. Easy, easy, easy. I saw you everywhere. In
this reality and that one. You took up residency in my dreamscape. We moved in together. You were
my dream girl.



Jax Malenfant



On Being Trans and Being a Figure Model
by Jax Malenfant

They do not gender my body.
My shapes and curves do not make me
Woman, they make me
Shapes and curves
And light and shadow.
I am inspected with care instead of contempt
“Look at the way the light falls on the body,” they say. “The shape of the arm.
The foreshortening of the thigh. The curve of the face.”
To be pronoun-less

When they work so diligently to capture my form
With their long, thin brushes and
Unbroken concentration
A trans body becomes the ideal. The goal. The one striven to attain.
A trans body is placed on the pedestal
A pedestal I’ve only seen Reserved
for the bodies that make sense.

No shape is incorrect on me.
They work to capture my shape as it is.
It is their paintings that must change, it is their paintings that must adapt
To me
And my body is perfect.
My body has nothing to hide
And no one chips away at it





Midsummer Nightmare
by Callie

 
Monday night was the last night I dreamt of you.

Went out the way we came in:
Sunburnt, stoned, and dreaming.

I didn't think it'd be such a nightmare.
 

I'd like to hope that when these wounds heal
I'll be rid of you for good.

 
I'm done hoping that you'll feel remorse or longing.

I want to scare you, to stalk your subconscious
Like a leopard in the humid night,

To constrict your veins while you lie awake
Wishing I hadn't occupied your nights.

 
I want you to stare in the mirror

Caressing the cracks in your mask,
Wondering who can see through them,

Knowing I already have.



To the trans boys in my zoom class,

     You’re all so beautiful. Your faces and big sweaters and messy hair. How long have you been
on this road? How do you feel about yourself? I’ll admit, I’m jealous of you. I’ve been
comparing my face to yours in these little zoom mirrors. I love your facial hair. I can see
similarities between our faces, between the shadows and shapes, and I can’t wait til I look like
you. But I’m learning to love the process.
     How was the process for you? How do you feel?
     What do you love? What do you hate? To the boy with no shadows yet... are you jealous too?
     How do you feel? You spoke, and your voice was deep, like gravel. What’s your journey been
     like?
     Do you all know how beautiful you are?
     I wonder, am I that beautiful to you too? Do you associate our faces together, the way one would
subconsciously group together all shapes colored red?
     I wonder, do you long to ask me these questions? Do you write letters to your brothers, do you
think about them, wonder what it’s been like for them? Do you? Or do you ask them, drawn
together by that current that I feel, yet somehow can’t seem to be a part of. Do you know each
other? I’ll admit, I’m jealous, if you do.
     I don’t know you at all. Yet, I do. We know a piece of each other. Thank you for being here,
and I suppose I should be thanking myself for being here, too.
                                                                                                                                                Thank you,
                                                                                                                                                            Jax

Emerson



Invasion
 

in the Summer
i slide my hand beneath you

wanted this for so long
the cavern of possibilities

gaping before me
deeper and deeper within
the sticky June evening
sliding down my throat

 
in the Fall

the lantern flies invade
littering my path

despite the destination
glittering

despite the destruction
a Bloodthirsty call to action

splayed before me
 

we don't speak anymore
but i find something so familiar

in their insatiable desire to consume
and my futile attempts to stomp it out



The Push and Pull of it All 
by Charlie Left

 

i can’t hold you in my body anymore.
the push and pull of it all,

leaning toward you like I do on the edge
of tall things.

even when you fall down the stairs
i am hesitant.

my hand running across your back
“is this too much?”

i want to lift you and carry you
but i cuffed my hands behind my back

months ago.
i am terrified of my body
and the way it wants you

pushed up against the bathroom sink.
it’s sexy, right? to defy a woman?

it was only three years ago
that he decided for me,

my long hair trapped under
his preoccupied hands.

so my hands will not be that, not ever.
only more delicate than you’re used to

i hope you still know this is love.

Jax Malenfant



June Vellequette is a trans writer living in Brooklyn. Her writing has appeared in McSweeney's, HAD,
Typo Magazine, & other assorted publications. Their twitter is @lil__baguette and their instagram is

@junebaguette. Tell her what you thought about her poetry.

Only Some People
by June Vellequette

Only some people are allowed to ride this ride
Some aren’t tall enough
And some aren’t born yet
And some are alive but totally ignorant to the fact that the
ride exists in the first place
Some people only want to watch the ride
And that’s OK too
As long as they do so from a safe distance.

Only some people have the chance to speak French
Only some people will win the lottery
And only some people get fired from TGI Fridays for hotboxing
the walk-in
Only some people join the PTA for the gossip
Only some people fall asleep driving on Route 8 to high school
Only some people decide who’s right and wrong
Like parents
Or God
Only some people throw birthday parties
Only some people show up, it’s never everyone
Only some people email
Only some people have sexual dreams about their 7th grade
science teacher and tell their friends at recess and word gets
out 
Word always gets out
Only some people have their wet dream become known by everyone
in the school including their 7th grade teacher and their mom
who works in the front office
Only some people have to write a formal apology to their teacher
saying that they didn’t mean to have the dream.
They didn’t know why they were having it, they certainly didn’t
plan it or schedule it like a business meeting
Only some people develop a tic around their 7th grade teacher
they had a sex dream about
Only some people have that tic stick with them the rest of their
life.



Only some people compete in the Olympics
Only some people get to know you
It feels very special to get to know you.

Only some people hold on to you
Only some people feel held by you
Only some people brush cheeks with you
Only some people get to experience you

Only some people get to love you
Only some people get to adore you
Only some people are you
God I adore you.

Only some people learn to surf off the coast of Spain
Only some people go to Morocco
Only some people successfully grow parlor palms
Only some people have a butterfly land on their button nose
Only some people are brave enough to jump off the swings
Only some people follow strangers around Wal-Mart for fun
You can learn a lot about someone from their cart
Only some people make time for you, which is hard to do. To make
more of a finite resource out of thin air.
Only some people have been paralyzed by a horse
Only some people blame their gambling problem on being in love
with their bookie
Only some people have ever noticed their bookie’s eyes when he’s
taking their cash and saying “good luck, hun”
Only some people are allowed to call them hun.



Only some people will play pretend with you
Only some people have no imagination
Only some people break the law with their mind
Only some people do the real thing, they’re not pussyfooting
around
Only some people name gnomes
Only some people shapeshift into dogs
Only some people see the thick hairs on the back of legs and
think: “that man is a dog.”
Only some people get paranoid
Only some people stand around a circle with their closest
friends and jump up and down screaming “we’re free! we’re free!”
even though they hadn’t been in jail
Only some people light fires for fun
Like birthday candles
Or arson.

Only some people get out of their car at a red light and get in
the car next to them
Only some people take a risk for no reason
Only some people make it to where they were supposed to be going
Some don’t 
Only some people don’t care where they’re going because they
didn’t expect to be driving for as long as they’ve been driving.

Only some people get their period

Only some people take estrogen
Only some people are mentally ill
But some people secretly believe everyone is mentally ill
Only some people run their dad over with a golf cart
Only some people have dads who have a heart attack at 43
Only some people forget how to smile at age 14
Only some people throw up in gym class
Only some people cry at the song Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow
Polka Dot Bikini
Only some people take a weekend trip to New Hampshire
Only some people know what life looks like in color.
Only some people break your heart
Only some people stand on it and kick it with steel toe boots
Only some people pee on you in the shower
Only some people make you laugh at your body
Only some people wrestle you when you cry
Only some people smell like licorice 
Only some people know what I mean.



Jax Malenfant

June Vellequette



Lola Jean Darling



It’s a shore you’re laid upon. Your muscles ache and your skin is blistered. The oceanic boundary is
covered in footsteps leading in all directions, down into the sea, out from the water, up into the tree
line, high along the cliffs.

You test the sand beneath you and carve the shore in an arc. Along it there is no life. Instead, it is an
archive of strewn letters, messages in glass, and threads wound in succession. A boundary marked,
crossed and transcended by others, but there is no one there with you now. This shore is yours.

Maybe you will venture into the tree line, among the animals and fruits of an island. There are scars
on the trees and ridges where they have healed. They are marked in rows. Tallies. Shapes in spirals.
Though there are hidden traps and prowling creatures, you might find the pools of a soothing balm,
drink some nectar of transfiguration. It is a bountiful palace of isolation.

Do the heights call to you, thin air, or the deep thickness of the ocean? Smothered in water, among
the daggers, suspended cliffs. Whether you travel all or one or none of these you will feel all the
stings of bone and blood. You will writhe yourself inside-out and spill your teeth into the sand.

But you will find, eventually, luckily, you will also find a hand resting in yours. It offers only its
presence, and you can only offer yours.

She was laid upon her shore. She wrote glass messages and walked in terrain unknown. Here she is
now, drawing meaning with the fragments. Giving life to perverted form.

We can contemplate these shores together now, philosopher kings in a transience of our own.

                                                                                                                                                 - Rue





“The Aliens We Circle”
Alex Nolos

 

First appeared in: Wrongdoing Mag

     It took two days for the news to cross state lines. By the time it did, they had already picked out
everything they wanted to keep and started demolition on the rest. When things we expected—calls,
deliveries, news broadcasts, traffic—never showed up, we realized that no one could get in touch
with any of their relatives in Centerville. People tried to call them, but couldn’t get an answer; some
thought it was a blackout. Then the scouts went in. They weren’t professionals, just distant family
and friends who could manage the drive. When they got there, what used to be a town, familiar for its
looking so similar to ours, was gone. In its spot there was a funky new place, full of strange buildings
and pale bipedal figures no one understood the shape of. I try to imagine the terror those scouts felt.
But then one of the new residents brought out a note, and gave it to the tallest of the scouts: “We have
cleared human life from this area. No one suffered.”
     And then we had to carry on. The scouts got back in their cars and drove home, too stunned to
think. They told their families and neighbors, unsure of whether or how to grieve without seeing the
bodies. But there were no bodies, as we would later find out. The scouts had been two days late to see
the event itself. On the day of, within an unknown silent hour, a number of aliens touched down in
the middle of town and cleared them. Every person, up and vanished in the middle of what they were
doing—no suffering—and wherever they went, their bodies went with them. When I picture it, I
think it was a kind way to go. The scouts brought the note to the sheriff, who didn’t believe any of it,
but when word got around that five or six people in every town that bordered Centerville were telling
the same story, someone called the FBI. 
     By then, it was summer. One afternoon at Applebee’s, one of the agents came in and ordered a
coffee from me. From the single black item he ordered to the way he talked, it seemed to me that he
wanted to be a character as much as I wanted him to make a good story for me. He wore a black suit
like they do in the movies, with a bright American flag pin on his lapel. He looked too much like my
father to be handsome, but at least he was young-ish. I like to imagine he was a junior investigator on
an exciting first assignment. He must have been disappointed when the agents left a few days later
after their expedition to the border. Whatever happened was classified, but we had our rumors. The
FBI left, and no one replaced them. No military, no more investigators. And nobody told us what to
do either, we just had to guess why the government decided that no action was the best action. The
best guess I heard was from my manager, who had done two years of PoliSci at a college three states
over before coming home for an extended gap year. One day, while helping the kitchen crew unload
hot plates from the dishwasher, she said, “If we don’t react, they don’t know how dangerous we are
—or aren’t. They won’t act up if we don’t, and even if they think we’re weak, we have them
surrounded. And as long as we don’t prove we can’t beat them, we’re safe.”



     “But what if they decide they want more room?” I asked. She looked at her red hands, scalded by
the dank mist coming out of the dishwasher and stinking of bad water. All of us went home every
night with that and the smell of oil all over us.
     “Well, there are worse ways to go.” With that, she preoccupied herself with rallying the front
house staff for the next dinner rush.
     Our neighborhood had a vigil in the Lutheran church, which I went to not because my family had
any losses, but because it felt important to go. Later on though, dad remembered a college friend who
lived there with his kids. That happened a lot as time went on; people realized losses they didn’t even
know they cared about. Old friends, cousins who were always moving and settled in Centerville
without anyone noticing, the library assistant who worked here but lived there. The strangest thing
was that every citizen was within Centerville’s borders when it happened, and again, I thought that
was a kindness. There were no survivors who would return home to empty houses, who would live
forever with the guilt and fear. There were no more empty houses; according to the scouts, the aliens
had created their own little town in the footprint of the old one. I wondered if they were families, if
they were here to escape something back home. Thinking that way made me feel better; if they were
refugees instead of explorers, we could trust them to keep to themselves.
     The vigil overfilled the church. There was a Methodist and a Unitarian church that usually held a
third each of the assembled crowd for events like these, and while I didn’t know exactly why the
Lutherans were chosen, I knew that it was all in one place because it was important for us all to be
together. Besides, who could care about little Protestant dramas? In the pews, we were mostly quiet,
listening to different speech makers. A couple chatterers couldn’t stop making comparisons to The
Twilight Zone, but that was it for fervor. I’d never been in a less angry place. I think that was the
night we all decided we were going to give up. A new school year was about to start, and the feeling
of turnover worked on all parts of life. My manager even decided to end her gap year by transferring
her credits to an in-state school and conceding to an extra semester to finish her degree. As soon as
she made that choice, she kept pushing me to prioritize applications that year so I could get in
somewhere good, somewhere out-of-state, despite grooming me to be the next manager in
preparation for the moment she found an opportunity to quit.
     “I know your SAT was good, but you still have to keep up this year because if a place you got into
sees you fucking tank in the last stretch they can take back your acceptance. Now, come here and I’ll
show you how to schedule so you can do it when I leave,” she’d say, and then give me a lesson in
putting the right color codes on a whiteboard while continuing her college counseling.
     The government didn’t tell us to stay away, and the aliens never put up any walls. I was told that if
someone tried to walk in, an alien would escort them out the way you pick up a cat when he’s trying
to climb in the oven. I tried to imagine what that would look like. I’d heard the aliens were “stringy,”
so I guessed that they had those long frog fingers to grab people by the neck with. There were no
pictures of them though, so I was never sure if the way they were described was real or exaggerated
for interest. We didn’t know what to do. Where I live, the people who believe the authorities have our
best interests at heart outnumber the ones who don’t.



     For my classmates and I, testing the border became a pastime. The year Centerville disappeared, I
was in the largest graduating high school class since 1974. The usual senior plans were being scaled
back out of respect for people who’d lost their loved ones to what the school chancellor called “the
tragedy.” Screwing with the aliens scratched the itch for mischief, and by fall, the specter of the
aliens had faded so much that we didn’t think it could really be dangerous. Wouldn’t they have
massacred us already if that was what they really wanted? Some of the boys even got it in their heads
that by doing so we were avenging the lost; they replaced the usual pseudo-political garble inherited
from their fathers with a “tragedy”-fed bravado no one but us could claim.
     I worked every summer, not for any real reason except to feel responsible and have some savings.
Being a working kid meant that I had a shield against being bad-mouthed if I got up to a little trouble.
I had never kept a job through the school year, but this time I did, I guess thinking I would need some
more justification to have wilder fun. So, though I didn’t come up with the idea, I was there on the
first run, and I brought the beer (my manager let me borrow her ID). That night, I wondered if there
were kids in other counties loading into minivans and pickups for post-8PM drives to the border. I
never knew what the other towns around Centerville were doing, or had done about it. Did FBI agents
visit them too? Did they also give up when they left? Maybe they had more riding on vengeance, and
came up with a better plan than we did, which is to say, maybe they came up with a plan. Though I’d
stopped being scared of the aliens (if I’d ever been really scared of them), I would still lie awake
some nights wondering if our neighbors were still there. I hoped that if the aliens did want more
space, they wouldn’t want ours. Or at least that I’d be in the kitchen when they came. If I were going
to be kindly zapped out of life, I wanted my last tableau to be dinner with my parents.
     Like everyone else, I was upset that my senior year was ruined, but what made me more upset was
that what happened over there didn’t sound like a real tragedy. Maybe I wasn’t alone in that, but I
didn’t want to ask, since some kids did lose people. The year could only get more ruined if a rumor
started that I was a sociopath. Funneling my energy into the raids made me feel better.
     Since there was no wall, we had to decide where the border was. We had to drive away from the
entrances, on off-roads so that we were in the woods between expressways. We came up with a
scoring system, assigning points for distance penetrated, speed, and flair. In place of what would’ve
been a senior night lock-in at an amusement park any other year, my friends and I played red-light
green-light with a close encounters theme. It wasn’t really a competition, but the bravest kids got to
go to school the next day trailed by praise, heavily-coded to keep under the adults’ noses. We didn’t
draw up plans ahead of time–we couldn’t even if we wanted to, since even before the aliens we had
never spent much time thinking about where we were on a map. And then there was drinking, and we
showed up at our usual vantage point essentially useless but still looking for a good time. Sometimes,
we could hear other trucks full of kids around us, coming from other schools, maybe even other
towns like I had been thinking. They whooped and flicked flashlights through the trees, totally
conspicuous but enjoying themselves. If some of them were from the other towns around what used
to be Centerville, then I imagined a bird’s eye view of what we looked like: the new residents
enjoying European-style late dinners, getting ready for bed, circled by our troops of borrowed trucks
pointing hungry headlight noses at them.



     While there were no walls, the edge of Centerville was dotted with telephone poles to make a
crackling lace trim. I wasn’t sure what the use of leaving them but destroying everything else was.
Either the aliens understood that we needed them and didn’t want to cause a fuss, or they liked the
way they looked. They were the best kind of telephone poles, thick and wooden with spiky footholds.
We always imagined that we could climb them to see better, but it wasn’t until the school year was
nearly over that we decided to try it.
     Almost a whole year had passed since the aliens. Local news was obsessed with the story, but no
journalistic investigation got us anywhere. All the adults worked, and had their routines. An upset in
the routine had to be as escapist as it was entertaining; the alien story did not meet that criteria. My
own parents hated talking about it. They had friends and co-workers who’d lost people, and my
parents’ friends chewed them out for getting to move on. I’d overheard my mother being screamed at
on the phone more than once by women who’d lost sisters, brothers, exes they regretted being
attached to, all in spite of my mother’s trying to offer consolation. These women didn’t want to hear
it from her, only from each other. I began to get the feeling that my parents felt a little left out. My
manager, who had also lost no one, found a place to work that paid less but wasn’t in food service,
and I got into one of the out-of-state schools she’d pushed me to apply to, so the Applebee’s would
be left without a captain in a couple of months. I was getting out, and not really sure why. I felt like
this place, my home, needed me for something, like I needed to stay there to pick up the torch our
parents dropped and get some answers, but I knew that if I stayed there we’d only ever be in limbo.
     The last night at the border was the weekend before the somber-est prom our school had ever had.
I knew someone whose brother had been a senior when the shooting had happened, and according to
him they still had a big prom. That had me pissed off. A shooting was a real tragedy, there was no
kindness in the way people died there, and there were tons of survivors who would suffer for the rest
of their lives. They partied in the wake of that, but we were expected to be quiet and dignified at a
buffet banquet with no music to commemorate that we graduated a year after people got to vanish
painlessly with their close loved ones? I was furious, so on the way to the woods I was chugging
whatever fermented shit I could find in the bed of my friend Dylan’s truck, but still, I couldn’t talk
about it. If a kid complained about the prom, there was a troupe of high-strung honor student girls
from the leadership committee that would heat-seek them out to rant that they were heartless with no
sense of decorum. I wasn’t about to invite that on myself, especially not when the only thing
separating me from those girls was that they joined leadership and I was too busy with Applebee’s to
bother. Maybe if I had found some way to participate, I could have steered and spun things so that
we’d get a real senior year. I think I had enough friends to run for an office on the student council.
     In Dylan’s truck, we decided tonight was the right occasion to seek higher ground and climb the
telephone poles. The bull was communicated to the other trucks via a massive network of
interconnected group chats on iMessage and Facebook. Either because I’d been to every raid that
year–a true veteran and organizer–or because my face gave away how badly I needed to do
something risky, I was elected to go first. Two and a quarter vodka Gatorades in, it was an honor to
be trusted.



     Once we got to our spot, my friends laid out a picnic blanket and some snacks–we’d decided to
make tonight a real party, a semblance of the celebration we deserved but weren’t getting–and I
beelined for the pole. Behind me, I could hear some kids saying, “Woah, holy shit already?” “You
gotta put gloves or something on first!” “Wait up, I gotta get my phone!” and “YES BITCH I LOVE
YOU.” They were all as trashed as I was.
     I hardly remember the climb, but I remember the electricity hovering over me like a microwave. I
remember thinking that this seemed like the kind of thing that could give me cancer. At the top, I had
an okay view. The woods between here and the alien houses weren’t too wide, so there wasn’t much
to see over. I wondered if anyone in there could see me. On previous raids, I had gotten as far as the
first little avenue the aliens had, one that had been entirely empty when I was there, as if they’d been
tipped off that I was coming. So I knew already that most of the houses they’d put up after
demolishing the old ones were single-story, and that it would be hard to see into their windows from
up high. I spotted a pink house near the edge of town with the lights on. Based on the location and the
furniture I could see, I must have been looking at the kitchen; through a narrow sideways window I
could see the bottoms of counters and a tile floor. The angle of looking down at them was
disorienting. The last time I got close to a house, I learned that their furniture looked the same as
ours. I guessed that the aliens must have liked something about the way we do things in this part of
Earth. The buildings they made reminded me of adobe houses, but round and bulbous. Because of the
interiors, it was as if they’d taken regular houses and smeared clay all over them to change the shape.
I used to do that with dolls and Play-Doh, dipping them in and molding clay around to get rid of their
original shape.
     The pink house’s kitchen was disappointingly empty of aliens, but then, after a few minutes, two
of them walked in. I could only see the space between their chests and their shins, all covered up by
clothes. I guess their kitchen table was up near the window I was looking through, because they sat
down at something and when they did, their heads got pulled down into view.
     I don’t know what I saw. I mean, I saw a woman, with brown hair and pink lips, and a man with a
towhead he should have grown out of by now and dark blue eyes. These were human features, as far
as I could tell. But then, I could have gotten closer and maybe there would be one thing, like a weird
proboscis for a nose or an antenna on the side of the head I couldn’t see. Or maybe, all living
creatures in space had to look just like humans, because the conditions that support life all end in us.
But this wasn’t what the scouts said they saw. Maybe the aliens had figured out how to disguise
themselves.
     I looked at the alien couple sitting down to enjoy their dinner, chatting, smiling, enjoying each
other and looking fondly at a door behind them with a little beam of light seeping out of the bottom
every few moments. Eventually, the woman got up and laid a hand on the door, peering her head in to
check on a lumpy shape in a small bed. While she turned her head back to smile big at her
companion, I began to feel a little sick, either from the alcohol or the Gatorade that carried it into my
body. This family, this alien family, was living in the place of someone else’s. Maybe the space they
took up was once occupied by the aunt or the cousin of someone I knew. 



     Did it look much different before these people got here? I tried to swallow, having read once that
swallowing your own saliva can keep you from throwing up, and my palms started to sweat. All parts
of my body were demanding a response, and I couldn’t delegate. I panicked, and then I fell.
     My friends had kept drinking steadily for the twenty minutes I was up there, so after hearing me
land, they took their time to respond. They took big wobbly steps to the bushes to check on me. “Oh
fuck.” They didn’t touch me because they thought they would snap my neck and kill me despite the
fact that I was fully conscious and using my neck to look around and take inventory. My legs and
torso felt bruised, but my left arm broke my fall. It was crunched between the bushes and my body,
and it hurt. “Did you see anything good?” “Did you see an alien?” “Do they look like Avatar?” My
adrenaline faded; even if I wanted to answer them I was too busy gritting my teeth because my arm
really hurt. The pain, the noise, the nausea all compounded to return me to the rage that sustained me
on the drive here. Sober but still intoxicated, I loosened my jaw just enough to say, “Can someone
fucking call 911?”
     That made them stop laughing, like when you get so carried away teasing someone you don’t
realize you’re being an asshole until they cry. They did as they were told, but not before most of them
walked away to put some distance between us. I think that they knew this meant we were all getting
busted. It didn’t matter too much, because graduation was coming and some of us were leaving right
away to start summer programs at our new colleges. But still, this was the last night that this crowd
would be assembled, and it was over too early. I sometimes wish that I’d just powered through the
fall. My legs were still walkable, and the arm did turn out to be a fracture, but not a bad one. I could
have sat on the blanket to tell them what I saw for at least a few minutes and then asked Dylan to
drive me to a hospital.
     I rode the ambulance alone to the ER. My friends’ teasing, my parents’ yelling, and my own
carelessness in losing my balance packed me in, and the EMTs were fussing over me so much that I
couldn’t think about anything. They had to knock me out to figure out my bones, and I woke up with
a nice cast on. They didn’t breathalyze me or anything, so we wouldn’t get caught drinking, but I
think it had to be obvious. My mother had been waiting for me at the hospital, someone had called to
tell her I’d be there soon. She was upset, but she didn’t yell at me. Again, my general responsibility
factor from being an employed incoming college freshman with good grades saved me from a rough
scolding, especially given that all the parents were ever-dreading what would become of us after the
trauma of the aliens. If getting drunk and falling off a telephone pole was the worst of it, my mother
felt lucky. My father couldn’t help but complain about the cost of the ambulance.
     The drugs they gave me relieved me of my energy, and my rancor. I was fogged over and glued
down. I slept for ages, I woke up and went home, and then I lived through the summer. Nobody ever
asked me again about what I saw. If they had asked me, I don’t know how I would have told them. Or
if I would. When I’d been in the hospital bed, plowed over by Tylenol #3, I reached an epiphany.
That family in the weird adobe house, they seemed so simple. I’d wanted to see them so badly I’d
nearly killed myself to get a glimpse of them eating dinner, but I was bored by them, and the
boredom relieved me. After watching them, whatever remaining part of me that could have imagined
them being capable of violence burned up. My jaw began to feel relaxed, as if I’d been clenching it
for months.



Jax Malenfant



Letter to My Captor (A Look in the Mirror) 
by Abigail Kneuss

CW: Dysmorphia

would you still love me
if I paid homage to Theseus
trade in teeth for fangs
     hands for swords
     hair for flames
     breasts for smooth stones?

what in me demands
you conjure the past,
hold me to what you see?
     rip out the nerves that betray
     gut the organs contorting to your comfort
     still the beating heart
     glass the eyes so you may see

this is transformation.
this is beauty.
this is intention.

in the beginning I was me
in the end I'll be there too
the ship is still a ship
     dead set on leaving
     rightfully returning.





blessed be the body
by Lucia Morello

blessed be
the body
the only divine act i have ever
been able to find

and blessed be
the body
that swallows blood,
doesn’t ask twice

and blessed be
the body
that was taken from me,
made into bread and offered to god



Jax Malenfant



August 11th
by Nicolle Maroulis

Let me frame this by stating first I identify as non-binary.
Which means I am not female nor male entirely.
I was born a girl, but played with boys,
would beg my brothers to borrow their toys.
My mom doused my room entirely in pink,
and never bothered to stop and think
about why I would cry and beg for blue
and why I couldn’t have what my brothers do.
My parents didn’t know they raised 3 sons, no daughter.
They’ll wonder where they went wrong and when they’ve lost her.
I’m afraid to tell them not for the fear of rejection,
but because of the blame they’ll put on themselves then.
Now here I am almost in my 30’s
Worried if I am transitioning too early.
It feels like I never got a chance to bond with my breasts
yet dying to get these things off of my chest.
I can’t help but worry I’m doing this to satisfy others
and prove I’m “trans enough” to my fellow transgender brothers.
Then I remember all those years bound by ace bandage,
and who knows what I’ve done to my organs and damaged.
I know I earned my spot to be here.
So why do I feel this constant need to prove I’m queer?
August 11th is my surgery date.
I am nervous and excited, I can hardly wait.
A part of me has doubts and I feel my feet getting cold.
Just remind myself opinions won’t matter when I’m alone and old.



"Tit for Tat" by Callie Wrenn



Observations From My Bike
by June Vellequette

Rat guts
Cat calls
Bad murals
Deep potholes

the faults of my flesh aren’t chosen by my mother, or by my
father, or by my God but by myself      the only power i have is
     how to bastardize        my body

I’ve been riding my bike a lot lately
To edge death, a cuck who likes watching
I’ve been riding my bike a lot lately
To pick up drugs &amp; push drugs
I’ve been riding my bike a lot lately
To scare myself into loving life
I’ve been riding my bike a lot lately
To exercise my right to get hit by a car in new york
I’ve been riding my bike a lot lately
To prove my theory
That if this poem survives 
And i don’t
This vampiric city requires blood to run



STORM
by Jax Malenfant

Skin. Nose. Chin. Jaw. Stubble. Backwards baseball hat. Boots. Cutoff. Sun. Dirt. Dust. Hay.
Voice. Throat. Adam’s apple. Voice voice voice voice. Hands. Throw. Wheel. Plank. Curry
comb. Dust. Hay. Voice. Brown long sleeves. Forearm. Wrist. Hair. Stomach. Legs. Between
them. Dark. Light. Pretty. Handsome. Hot water. Sore muscle. Fuck. Sigh. Fuck. Blood. Bloody
nose. Stubble. Red eye. Open lip.

Cheekbone. Jawbone. Neck. Shoulder. Voice. Voice. Hum. My voice. Fuck you! I could scream,
FUCK YOU MOTHER FUCKER. I could scream it and it would be loud and deep and gravelly.
I could scream it and punch the sky and split it open.
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Mother Protector 
by Charlie Left

CW: Sexual assault

He hired me to build him a garden 
I was thrilled at the opportunity, 
Only seventeen and already in charge of space and money 
I said the strawberries should go here and he nodded. 

It was May 14th. I remember because it was cold and I wanted to see just how far into May we were.
My hat pulled low and my speaker blasting covered up his footsteps. He pushed me down and clawed
at me like a rodent. 
Yanked all three of my bottom layers to my ankles so I couldn’t kick. 
I thought about the newly transplanted strawberries being crushed below me. 

He said nothing after, left as quickly as he came. 
I said nothing either, left the same as he did. 

I returned the next day, 
Ripped out the strawberry plants, 
Took his truck and his credit card 
Filled up both with the best trimmers, gloves, compost money can buy 

And then I snuck to the woods, 
Through the white birch 
And into the cemetery 

I wandered to my favorite grave, 
The engraving still visible through the decay and vines 
“Here lies the Witch of Conestoga. 
Repent or suffer.” 
I bowed slightly to her, gingerly touching her stone, and asked for a gift of her plants. 

In response, a single leaf curled, died, and fell to the ground. 
I pulled on my gloves, took out my trimmers, and began clipping.  



- 
I did not see him for many days 
And went about my garden work. 
On the fifth day he greeted me and remarked at my progress. He was surprised I had coaxed life from
the ground so quickly. 

I turned to face him and asked if he wished to repent. 
His expression darkened and he asked what I was implying. 
I repeated myself, which I knew I would not do again. 
“Do you wish to repent?”
His anger built and I raised the blade of my trimmers. 
He’d never see my back again. 
But cowardice overtook and he stalked away. 

Another five days and the garden was complete. 
Vines sprouted from pots, beds, fence posts. 
All the same shiny green leaves 
glowing in the afternoon sun. 

I waited for him to return home, to show him my work. 
He made me wait for hours but I persisted. 
Finally, I showed him around his garden. 

“Pick a leaf,” I instructed 
“Rub it between your fingers.” 
“Lift it to your nose and breathe in.” 
He did as he was told 
And then he began to cough 
And cough 
He doubled over 
I pushed him easily into the vines, he fell with a dull thud onto the wet earth The vines got to work,
spreading their oils on him 
I watched the red begin to surface, his skin begin to pucker around it. 
I watched the vines delight in his writhing, enjoying him crash around their poisonous leaves. I
watched as his hands and lips and lips swelled. 

“Repent or suffer,” I told him. 
Before walking to his garden door 
And closing it behind me.
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Watering, Watering
by Jax Malenfant

Sweat drips down my back, my stomach
Sun beating on this freshly turned dirt
A bud trying to grow is thirsty
Thirsty for a physical form
Thirsty to grow stem and leaves
Leaves could make use of this sun
Water, water’s what it needs
My throat is aching, chalky, raw-

Heat and lust and heavy lips
Want to trace and touch my wounds
Take my shirt off in the dark
And feel her touch the white scar
Take my shirt off in the sun
Feel her light kiss down my spine

I’m kept here, hidden in the ground
Buried under churning dirt
Clawing my way out, fighting for
The sun’s sweet kiss
The hunch over my work
The close embrace
The sand, the ocean
The t shirt breeze
The step onto the porch
The photograph
The lovemaking
The stretch, the twist,
The running
The flying



Jax Malenfant



drunk text

it really fucking hurts to realize you’re drunk every single time you text me.
you ask me where i’m living these days and i wonder if it’s so you can figure out how much the
uber would cost.
you said you wanted to cum inside me one more time before i move across the country.
is that all you can think of to do with me?
send me off full of you to never see me again?
i remembered everything you told me about yourself
but i don’t think you heard anything i said.
just another three-dimensional person for you to turn into your plaything, your fetish
it’s hard to believe i was the only one with feelings
maybe i’m more childish than i thought.



Basil Stein



Testosterone
by Jax Malenfant

Twisting dark hair on his pretty head, above his pretty upper lip. The plushy pink is so beautiful,
against that new dark frame. Those twisting dark lashes, those twisting dark brows grow more
wild, like the sprawling mosses that wait for him in the forest of the future, so beautiful against
the eyes, the eyes,

The eyes they said would always be too pretty. But pretty is reborn. What a pretty boy, his
cheeks hallow and his chin sharpens with every Tuesday that comes and goes. They grow
prettier every day as their skin breaks out in red splotches and the wiry hairs crawl down their
jaw. You beautiful boy. Dripping in oil, it runs down over their lips, down their neck and
through their vocal chords, they hum deep as it drops and tangles with twisting dark hair, tangled
in dark hair and pretty red splotches, twisting dark hair and pretty red splotches



and these bodies of wrongness,
these wronged bodies that
sink in our stomaches like the stone of the fruit,
twisting and turning it so

when they come together pressed close
like the root and the dirt
my flat chest against yours flatter
both of us feeling for something that
isn’t there and has never been there
shoving my tongue in your mouth the way
i shove clothes into a bag to go home
hurriedly, forgetting whatever might be
most important to me
you, pretty girl, with skin made for
grazing and biting, god, your
little breaths as i sink my teeth into your neck
your hands
in my hair
our friends in the other room, the dark encapsulating
and oh god, i don’t know how i can ever go back after this
i don’t know how
i can ever go back from this
the hands and eyes that take
these wronged bodies
and fill them with light
                                                                                  - Lucia Morello
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CW: Slight transphobia, sickness and death, some graphic imagery (violent metaphors)

     I wanted to swallow her whole. Her hair was chestnut then, cut short, and I watched her hips sway
at the black stovetop while she made us lunch in the new house.
At night I tossed and turned in our bed, dreamt of jungle floors, serpentine bodies, unhinging my jaw
and consuming her so that she might never leave.
     I knew she was sick when we met. I knew that it was foolish to want to know her more.
     The first time we kissed, I bit her lip too hard and the blood came rushing into my mouth. I kept
kissing her— our clothes, our faces, my new white sheets were all crimson. She was a thing so loved
it stained the carpets.
     There is an art to living in a body that doesn’t belong to you. There is a careful technique to
avoiding mirrors, to finding the right clothing, to unlearning a lifetime of conditioning. There is an art
to having your reflection be the enemy. She and I were well-practiced in this form, had spent a
lifetime focusing on the intangibility of our becomings. Her weapon of choice was a little blue pill
held under her tongue daily. Mine was a puncture wound every two to four weeks. Every night we
fell asleep to thoughts of shattering, our selves falling through a glass floor and breaking into a
thousand pieces, and someone, somewhere, piecing us anew until we resembled an endless light.
     She was the blood in my veins. There’s nothing more to it. When she left in her little silver sedan,
I missed her like a phantom limb that still itched and stung, the nerves synapsing and sparking in the
absence of the only thing they had ever loved. I loved her like the nerves love the limbs, like the heart
loves the blood, bringing it in and out again, like the hand loves the fingers and the foot loves the
toes. I loved her like she ran through me and out of me, spilling out onto the tile floor.
     I’d never had a lover who saw me, who understood me. I’d spent a lifetime seeking solace in eyes
who held me with violence or that looked straight through me. When she looked at me, I felt myself
sink back into my body and become real again, gain form as I went from a Cimabue to a Giotto. Her
hands and eyes took this wronged body and filled it with light.
     They gave her a deadline and she dyed her hair purple. That’s what she called it, a deadline. She
found the whole thing amusing, looked for little puns and pieces of wit wherever she could. She even
made a joke out of “dying” her hair. The humor was lost on me.
     As she stood at the dirty mirror caking on bleach, she told me, This is how I am celebrating.
     I asked her what she could possibly be celebrating and she said death. I am celebrating my own
becoming.

“A Terrible Sad Story About a Dying Transsexual
and the Boy Who Loved Her”

Lucia Morello



     I would wake up next to her and sit on the side of the sunflower-patterned bed, her hair silver in
the early morning light. I imagined that this is how she would look when it happened. The stillness,
the blue morning holding her in its arms. Perhaps she would die in this very bed while I watched her.
In between each inhale and exhale, for a moment, I thought it might have happened, and I let grief
flood my body. And then there it was again, the heavy breath outward, and she came back to life.
     Now I dreamt that she martyred herself, pulled out each eye and served them to me on a dinner
plate. I never said no. Again, I swallowed whole and allowed her to view me from the inside so that
she might better pull me apart, this act of cannibalism my greatest vulnerability.
     Blessed be the body, she would say, taking me as hers, blessed be the body that swallows blood
and doesn’t ask twice. Blessed be the body, the only divine act I have ever been able to find. Blessed
be the body, that will be taken from me, made into bread, and offered to God. And I would suck soft
fruit into her neck, allow her to exist in that place only offered to the beautiful. Between us, desire
existed like a weapon, like something that had been used against me my whole life, like that which I
cup in my hands and sip.
     In our blue-lit room I said to her that love was a religion to me, her hands, her back, the altar to
which I pray and she kissed me sweetly, shamefully, Magritte-style, our faces covered. I said, my
every-star-in-the-sky girl. I said, my surrealist lover. Let me glue fur onto every part of your body
and then we will learn about shame. Let me unlace you eyelet to eyelet, do those forbidden things.
     I knew, the way one knows God, that I would know her clothed, I would know her blind, that I
would still call her lips mine if I couldn’t touch them. That I would still call her mine if I couldn’t
touch her.
     When she was hospitalized she dyed her hair ocean blue. It faded quickly and this time she
couldn’t touch it up, the little green spots beginning to show on the ends.
     How stupid I was to think she might die/dye in our bed. How stupid I was to think she would die
anywhere other than this sterile anonymous room, with its Get Well Soon cards and obnoxious
helium balloons. This was the ending I should have always known. This felt like all I had ever
known.
     And yet there she lay, my grief, the “my” something I swirled around in my mouth for a moment,
allowed myself to choke on it, allowed myself to be comfortable with this idea of possessing, of
possession, as if I were the ghost in this situation that forever haunted the other.
     People came in and out of the room who hardly knew me, who refused to know me, who
pretended I was just a shadow in the back of a photograph so as not to taint their image of her.
     I pretended too, pretended that everything would be okay, pretended she would always be with
me, made believe that one day, maybe, we would set the earth ablaze and claim it to be ours.
     Love is terrible, I told her. It will take you into its mouth and reduce you to viscera.
     Love is beautiful, she told me. It will take you into its mouth and reduce you to viscera.



     We fought more often. There was a part of me that hated her for this, that hated her for leaving me
behind, that hated her for going somewhere I couldn’t follow. She was divine to me— the stigmata in
each palm, the vased white lilies, every holy thing that had ever touched this earth. What is the point
of a life without a god in which to have faith?
     More than hating her, I hated her sickness, not for taking her away from me, but because I wanted
to be the thing that killed her. I wanted this love to be violent and I wanted it to take us both with it, a
capsized ship, holding hands and then our breath as our lungs bubbled to completion. I wanted to
drown in the river of her hands and I wanted her to take me and slam me against the rocky bottom
again and again and again. Oh, this love as violence, my blood and the things I wished she would do
with her hands, the way I wished she’d take them both and hold my throat so gently, allow my little
death beneath the little of her body. We’d look into each other’s eyes and watch our lights fade. I
wanted to be the last thing she chose and the last thing she knew and I wouldn’t even be bedside
when she went. How stupid I was to wish for blood in my mouth. How stupid I was to think I held
any power at all.
     I found her hair everywhere throughout the house, strands of blue and purple and sometimes still
that old, near-forgotten chestnut. I couldn’t bear to let them go. I wanted to hold onto everything I
had from her. A blue hair in the shower. A brown one on my jacket. Violet on the kitchen floor. I
took them and put them in a jar. I was scared that one day I would stop finding them, that the only
evidence of her ever having lived would be the pictures we took together, and we never took enough
pictures. She was a lost-in-the-moment kind of girl, something you couldn’t ever capture, who each
day was born again.
     After visiting I would go home and take online quizzes for hours, stupid personality tests, putting
in her name when it asked. I wanted to pretend that consumption was salvation, that I ate her and she
managed to live on inside me, that in our love we became one in the way poetry had taught me was
possible. I dreamed that her body was mine, that I looked in the mirror and my hair was a fading blue,
to my shoulders, that these wronged bodies had become right again, had come together again, had
found love again. I dreamed that I was holding on to hope when there wasn’t any left. I had tried to
play savior but I was tired. I had tried blaming her and I was tired. I dreamed that the world sucked
me into it and the soft dirt fell into my mouth like a kiss.
     When I went to the funeral, I noticed they had dyed her hair back to brown and cut it short again.
The suit they buried her in was powder blue, the sort of thing one might have buried an old man in. It
was something she never would have wanted.
     I left in the middle of the eulogy when they used her old name. I wasn’t supposed to speak
anyway. I wasn’t even invited.
     She was so still in the casket. I hardly recognized her. In life, she was always an impressionist
painting, this blur of Monet movement, this capture of real life. Yet there she was. I had tried so hard
to imagine her dead that the reality of it had escaped me. I kept making up the little breaths in her
waxy body but they never came.



     I wanted to swallow her like the snake that eats itself, to consume her like she was a part of me, to
make her mine in the act of consumption. I had lost that privilege.
     She used to tell me that when she died, she wanted every part of her to be used. I promised I
would make parchment out of her skin and use it to write the most beautiful love poem she or I had
ever seen, that I would make a meal out of her organs, serve them at dinner parties. I would make a
thread out of every hair, that I would mark every single part of her as mine. These were lies. They
buried her in the unforgiving earth and I didn’t even stay to watch.
     I went back to my empty house. My grief was quiet. It curled up at the foot of the bed like a loyal
dog and I kicked it in my sleep. I did not rend my garments. I did not prostrate myself on the scratchy
carpet. My sadness was not biblical as I had always imagined it might be. I did not scream and shatter
and sob and scream and shatter and shatter and shatter like the eggs she used to make me for
breakfast. I lay on my bed and stared up at the popcorn ceiling, made shapes appear where there
weren’t any, molded the ceiling to my image of love, and there she was again: her teeth sharp, mouth
bloodied, eyes aflame— my beautiful girl waltzed across the ceiling and I watched her image dance
until the sky went dark.
     The house was still empty. Her absence rang through the halls like a cracked bell.
     And there on the floor, one last chestnut hair.
     I left it there.
     I could still see the too-still body in its casket, The Lamentation, Mary Magdalene crying at her
feet. She looked smaller than she ever had.
     And yet, even in that moment of death, I looked at her and saw the most beautiful thing I had ever
seen, however unfamiliar. She was, no matter what, the one beautiful thing that life could not kill.
The one beautiful thing that will be left when the sun swallows the earth.

                                                                            ~


