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And you, to the one who is lost                              

Untangle your fingers from your hair                                                                   

And lift your palms from your crown                                                                    

Let me give you some ibuprofen                                                                             

Because you don’t deserve that headache                                                              

Put some food on your plate                                         

And add some vegetables or rice                                                  

I’ll get you your favorite dessert                                                      

Because you deserve that good meal                                                      

Let yourself believe in love                                               

I know it’s been a long time                                    

And finally add that color to your heart                              

So we can see who you really are                   

To The One 
Vivian No



                                         Please come sit at our table 

                                       We’ve saved a seat just for you 

                                                           We have music to sing 

                                                       And so much art to make 

                                                          You were lost, and now you’re found 

                                                    Like the rest of us, still your god’s creatures 

                    Still fighting and living and wondering 

                     And, most importantly 

                     Still loving 

                  More than we could ever hate 

               Because you and I love 

         in amazingly perfect ways

e Who Is Lost
ot Vivienne



WuhLuhWuhWuhLuhWuh
SoleilSoleil

WuhLuhWuh
Soleil







In  a  pond, there’s  life:
There  are  lots  of  ducks,  with  long  flippers  and  feathers.

And beavers, with  teeth  strong  enough  that  trees  know  no  better.
There  are  lots  of  fish,  with  sparkling  scales  that  gleam.

And  playful  otters,  with  a  love  that  can  beam.
Then,  there’s  the  platypus.

Not  quite  a  bird,  not  quite  a  beaver.
Not  quite  an  otter,  not  quite  a  fish.

A  duck’s  bill,  though  it  can’t  seem  to  quack.
Four  otter  paws,  yet  not  mad e to  clap.

A  stubby  brown  beaver  tail,  though  it  makes  no  dam.
The  senses  of  a  fish,  yet  not  on  the  lam.

A  melting  pot  of  strange  ideas,  yet  not  fit  for  any  one  thing.
A  conflict  of  traits  with  no  definition  that  makes  its  heart  sing.

Too  many  names  to  choose  from,  and  too  few  that  feel  right.
No  label  that  shines  brightly  for  this  special  kind.

Yet  there  is  one  thing  that  makes  it  alive,
Only  one  name  that  gives  it  pride.

A  name  of  platypus– one  of  a  kind.
Strange   by   nature,  yet  made  to  thrive.

Not  any  one  thing,  at  least  not  from  outside.
But  many  traits  that  all  hold t rue.

For  the  platypus,  that’s  in  both  me  and  you.

Platypus In A Pond
Katie Rust



they say you are what you consume. all the cakes and

flesh that you eat, and all the pieces of poetry stuck in

 your throat—it is a part of you somehow. it takes 

long time to know but you eventually will.

no kind of sugarcoating, and no amount of metaphors

will cover the war that is raging within you. for what you

think is the flesh and bloodied meats you consume is still

humanity. it is human to partake, to eat, to consume, to

nitpick, to carve, and to love. because to love is to result in

blood all over you, and be bloodied inside of you.

but it only sounds bloody because you grew up                 

thinking it was.                            

blood is a part of you, 
so is water
hannah

blood is a part of you, 
so is water
hannah



the darkness you think you consumed was already part

of you—it lured you to know what it was, know who

you are. because what a mockery it is to not know who

you are– to ignore who you are. perhaps the blood was

honey instead. perhaps it was only water—normalcy in

its finest, yet  taught to be filthy. it is when the

emotions that have run through your veins all  this time

intersect with the forced idea of those emotions not

being yours when the confusion kicks in. 

then the hatred. acceptance will eventually come to

you, it has to. perhaps it just feels hard because the pain

lingers. but you’ll be fine. it’s what happens when faith

and your love intersect.



You were never just a friend 
To me. I swore it in every page 
Of this journal—the one 
I hide underneath my bed so only 
The monsters and I can read 
The vulgarity of my feelings. 

You gave it to me in the middle of class— 
Beneath the desks, like a love letter 
Being passed in secrecy. I grazed 
Your fingers as I grabbed it. Purposefully, I’ll admit. 
The electricity of our skin’s connection 
Washed over me, but my hand lingered 

Just a moment too long for me to feign ignorance. 
Our eyes met as your hand dropped away. For once, 
You saw that sliver of my soul I so desperately 
Tried to hide so I wouldn’t risk losing 
You. 

Gay. That’s all I was to you now: gay first 
And me second. And all it took 
Was a vulnerable faux pas for this gayness 
To consume me in my entirety. 

The Ignorance We Share. 
Nasir Harrison

Y



 You were never just a friend to me. No, you were
 A visage conjured by my carnal desires;an apple

Steeped In the venom of my heart 
That I longed to devour. 

And as your eyes tore me apart 
In the fleeting moments of us, I realized 

I was always just a friend to you. 
I was the boy you liked, but never loved. 

I was the boy you hugged, but only in private. 
I was the boy you called gay after 

I got lost in your eyes the night 
We shared a kiss. 

 Maybe there’s a world where we can meet 
At the intersection of our boyhood 

And love—one where we share 
Much more than this misery. 

I imagine you love yourself 
In that fantasy. And maybe you’d love Me too.

But that’s no more than a wish I have to
Leave between the covers of this journal.



i’m just the shattered blueprint of a mosaic that

the world was in the middle of building, i think.

no gender, no beating heart – just cold, jagged

glass reflecting the harshness of truth. i can’t see,

but i do echo history’s whispers; everything i’ve

heard before is deposited back at your feet, all

expenses paid via your exposure to sin. i’m

inhuman, an alien lifeform that can cry and

scream and tremble all i want, except i can pause

at will to take a picture of a dragonfly and resume

shortly after. i have priorities, clearly. i suppose i

could say i have interests: i don’t really enjoy

them, but they aren’t entirely horrible. writing,

coloring, sleeping.. sleeping! that’s maybe my

“favorite.” i don’t have to reflect the world back

upon itself and be received with words that cut

deeper than the glass that makes up my body. 

 mannequins in a department store

display case

Saturn



i used to love a beautiful boy, you know. at least, i

think it was love. he was kind, he made me laugh,

and he gave me this sense of safety that i never

fully recovered from when i lost him. he was the

highlight of my day. he gave me his full attention

and always tried his very best for me. i never really

thought about the fact that he was isolating me

from my friends until i started feeling lonely. he’d

changed, over the course of a single silent summer.

he wasn’t as cheerful, always complaining about

one thing or another; at first i didn’t think anything

of it, but it never stopped. he clung to me tight, a

self-loathing poet hellbent on dragging some

company down with him. he didn’t want to change,

he enjoyed the tight chests and closed throats that

lurked in the depressive shadows. i tried to take him

with me, i really did, but his scent left a bitter taste

in my mouth, and i lost him while we escaped. i like

to think he’s somewhere far softer now, or at least

less sharp than i was. sometimes, i’ll see his smile in

the creases of my unironed clothes, or hear his

laughter rise up with the afternoon wind.



i’ve found love again, wonderfully enough,

alongside my personal truth. i love a girl now, a

gorgeous and incredibly sweet woman i won’t ever

share, not even with the stars. she and i speak in

the shadows of trees and behind worn throw

pillows, a quiet joy among the rampaging hatred

striking the sunlight. we’ll laugh together forever

under the guise of friendship, my bracelets lining

her wrists and the scent of her perfume stuck in my

clothes, our hands and lips intertwined when we’re

sure no one’s watching. 

i confess, i’m afraid of losing her too, when we’re

running around the global battlefield without a care

in the world. i’m afraid i’m still not soft enough to

be as loving as she deserves. my fear is dwarfed in

the face of time, i suppose, so we’ll find out

together if i’ve learned my lesson.



                            if you wish to be asexual                        

                        then you wish for everything:                   

                                you wish to be told                                

                  you haven't found the right person yet,      

                               or told to become a nun                         

                  or that something is wrong with you.           

           you wish for the empty space in your heart.      

                         that will never be filled.                              

                        you wish for the knowledge                         

                         that your blood is unique,                            

                     and you are not like the others                       

Amia Taylen Evans 
The acesperience



Between DeparturesBetween Departures
LaceyLacey

Between Departures
Lacey

I met her in a train station, where the sun was about to set behind the
concrete building that shielded us from the occasional gusts of the wind.
Her face was a blur amongst the strangers crowding us around, leaving
almost no place to move around freely. I'd kept my head lowered to avoid
eye contact and keep my balance in the crowd. Looking up felt like
inviting myself to be swept away by the passengers around me. My
shoelaces had been untangled since I got on the cramped and hot bus to
get here  their vibrant red color from this morning had long worn out to a
damp pink one. The smell of rain was slowly creeping into my lungs,
reminding me that there would be nothing like the humid weather that
would get you off-guard and drench your soul with its purity in where I
was headed to. 

I really didn’t want to get on that train. The thought of bearing the sight
of the people I’d be forced to recognize once again made me nauseous
even now. Even though I felt freed by the expectations of the family I “left
behind” to go to university here, they made snarky comments every time I
opened the phone to greet them or send them a picture of nature in
Belgium. I was about to spiral more but before my thoughts could get
darker while envisioning the events I’d have no choice but to overcome
once again, a pale and unusually cold hand gently held my arm and
directed my attention to the present. 

“So sorry to bother you- do you have any idea about where the train to
the Netherlands might be?” An angel, I had thought struck in awe, an
angel with her hair so silky- and her eyes so full of life- and her
demeanor that just makes sense for her to be an angel coming down so
graciously from heaven. Shrugging the bits of the sweet shock this girl
made me feel, I shook my head in confusion. 

“It’s kind of the first time I’m coming to this station so I’m not even sure if
I know the place of my train.” She giggled at that and a wave of pride
with bemusement filled my stomach as I looked away. 

“Would you like to stick with me and help each other find our trains?” Her
smile was warm as she extended her pale hand to mine, offering what I
felt like was only a product of the luck some generous god offered me just
then. Nodding and kindly accepting her hand in mine, I walked through
the doors that led us into the train station’s main building. 
 



The line we walked in was obscure in terms of where it was leading us –    
the fluorescent lights didn’t really help even though their flickering
showed bits of directions to keep us from getting entirely lost. Finding
spare time to observe the girl holding my hand in a gentle grip, I noticed
her frilly skirt, her wool sweatshirt, and the keychains and plushies of
colorful characters that looked straight out of a video game hanging on
her backpack. She looked like the definition of what cute described in my
mind and the thought that I would never be allowed to express myself the
way she was doing now when I’d get on that train and get back in the
house of somberness.

“You seem like you’re in deep thought. Would you want to share what’s
bothering you?” It felt like she knew me and that we’d met before  maybe
in a life where we weren’t so different and had the circumstances to
understand each other perfectly. In reality, we were two girls who had
met around ten minutes ago and decided they’ll be a part of each other’s
life, even if it affected everything and nothing depending on who you
asked. 

“I’m jealous of you but like the fact that I’m not alone here. These
thoughts are confusing me and I have no time left to figure out who I’ll
even be when I get back where I was left with no choice to be nothing.”
She hummed at that thoughtfully and for a second I thought my mind
was tricking me into seeing her disappointed. 

“Your feelings are reciprocated and you know they deserve to be, even
when it’s carved into your mind that they shouldn’t be. Still, I think
you’re making a mistake.” I stopped in my tracks and looked at her once
again. She was no longer smiling but the trail of something that
resembled felicity was apparent in her features. 

“Angels do know everything- after all, that’s what they made you believe.” 
A cold, bitter shiver ran down my spine. Her words were nothing but
bleak as they made their way into my heart, settled into a feeling of
despair, and crawled its way into my entire body. She went on, but I
couldn’t make out her words as the buzzing of my ears mixed with the
grim rumble of the crowd.

The whistle of the train reverberated inside my skull. She was yelling
and her voice was high yet guttural. 

“Save your love, save your soul- save whatever’s left that they didn’t
destroy!” The sky was rumbling and the gods, oh the gods were furious,
and the station was whirling in all directions and I couldn’t see the angel
anymore as she collapsed under the weight of my sins. 

 ***

I woke up trembling. It was five in the morning and I was a sixteen-
year-old girl who needed to get to school for yet another exam to get good
grades and go away, far away. 

The morning prayer was loud. My mind was blank. 
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