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Introduction

n the United Kingdom, trans people remain on the sidelines of the

literary world. It hasn’t always been this way. The twentieth century
saw the development of a new and complicated form of writing, the trans
memoir, mostly authored by trans women, which provided a visible though
complicated form of representation for trans people on the literary stage.
Though ground-breaking, works such as Lili Elbe’s Man Into Woman, Hedy
Jo Star’s I Changed My Sex!, and Jan Morris’ Conundrum cemented a par-
ticular idea of what it meant to be a trans writer in the public imagination.
Lurid fascination with the “sex change” memoir contributed to a culture
in which representations of trans women were invariably sensationalised.
Concurrently, homo- and transphobic attitudes repeatedly led to the cast
ing of trans women in fiction as predatory, sexualised beings, subjects for
comedy or horror, many of whom are outed nonconsensually. This narra-
tive of nonconsensual, and often posthumous, exposure not only recurs
in biographies of transgender persons but also stretches across a variety
of cultural narratives. It is especially exploited in the field of visual cul-
ture, including film and television drama, where it is used as the ultimate
spectacle, the trump card, the plot twist. Trans people’s lives thus provide
entertainment for a cisgender audience.

Today, mainstream media portrayals of trans people have become more
sympathetic, yet trans identities remain the costumes and accoutrements of
cisgender actors and writers. These works win awards and prestige while
trans authors remain at the sidelines, excluded from the telling of their own
identities. While trans people’s lives and liberties continue to be threatened,
this marginalisation of trans voices in the arts and media contributes to the
silencing inflicted upon them elsewhere. The denial of trans voices from
their own narratives has contributed to a dangerous culture in which trans
experiences are authored by uninformed cis medical professionals, and then
trans people are forced to conform to those narratives in order to procure



medical support and legal recognition.






Content Warnings

ome of the material in this volume contains themes that readers may
find upsetting. Here follows a list of content warnings for those
texts that warrant them.

The Woman in the Portrait )
Transphobia, assault, sexual violence, surgery.
JULIET JACQUES

Transgender Experience and Trauma: Dysphoria and Dissociation
Discussion of trauma.
FRANCIS MYERSCOUGH

On Ugolino Devouring His Children
EZRA HORBURY
Death, violence against children.

lobster,snake
Sexual assault, panic attack, OCD, injury.
ENNIS VERDEN

What Is a Fish?
Misogyny.
FRED TURTLE

the lies they (we) (must?) tell
Transphobia, diagnosis.
ED DAVIES

people ask me why | have a tattoo saying UGLY on my arm:
Transphobia, racism.

how shall i forgive you mother?
Transphobia.
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voice note, to be performed on stage, or to do an action other than ‘read’. To
me, reading wasn'’t the action because the people | was intending to write
to I didn’t think would sit down with me and read the book. | would see
them in the clubs and get them to then get the book. This community of
readers and this community of literature that was surrounding it was not
the people | was interested in communicating to. They were not the people
| wanted to communicate to. They were not the people that were going to
listen, that | was caring about.

We're in the midst of a time when industries surrounding the arts, sur-
rounding writing, surrounding literature, surrounding publishing, are so
in question and are so in flux. It's important to remember that if you are
interested in writing, writing a book or writing poetry or writing on the
page is not the only way that writing will get out there and is not the only
way to develop yourself as a writer. | would not be a writer if it was not
for the stage. | would not be a writer if it was not for loud clubs and bars.
I would not be a writer without drag queens. People ask what your inspira-
tions are, who's your reference points—and they want you to say all these
books, and they want you to say all these people that now | have read, but
actually they're not the inspiration points that | talk about. I talk about the
incredible lip sync performance | saw in Dalston Superstore that made me
go home and write on my iPhone whilst | was writing about these thoughts
and feelings. Right now we are forcing ourselves to diversify the ways that
we communicate and that means that | always think that the writers that
were already doing that, the ones that didn’t call themselves writers, are
the most important.
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The Woman in the Portrait
JULIET JACQUES

This work first appeared in Five Dials, 33b (2014).

G ood evening ladies, gentlemen and everyone else, and welcome to
the Tate Modern. The image you see is Self-Portrait with Model by
German artist Christian Schad, known as ‘the painter with the scalpel’ for
the cutting, forensic nature of his work, and it is on loan from a private
collector. The son of a wealthy Bavarian lawyer, Schad was born in 1894
and fled to Switzerland in 1915 to avoid military service. There, he became
involved with the Dadaists, attending their legendary Cabaret Voltaire in
Zirich, before moving to Italy and adopting the Neue Sachlichkeit (New Ob-
jectivity) style that replaced Expressionism as Germany’s dominant Mod-
ernist form in the mid-1920s.

Painted in 1927, the Self-Portrait is Schad’s most famous work. It is noted
for his suspicion and hostility, and the disconnection between him and his
‘model’, but her identity has long been a mystery. It is not his then-wife,
Marcella Arcangeli, an Italian medical professor’'s daughter who he mar-
ried in 1923. Schad claimed that he saw her in a stationery shop in Viennavity) style that rey
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ant life in the Weimar Republic.

*kk

On Friday 4 February 1927, Heike went to the El Dorado, a gay club
in Berlin which had just moved to Schéneberg, opposite the Scala Variety
Theatre. The following day, she wrote:

At the El Dorado last night, with Dora and the girls.? I got my hair done like
Asta Nielsen in Joyless Street, and | wore my long black dress with the beads that
Marie got for my birthday. Conrad [Veidt] was there, getting drunk with Mar-
lene [Dietrich] before her act.

I went on stage and introduced Marlene. A man at the front kept staring at me. |
saw him go to the bar and buy some chips for a dance. As | stepped down, he grabbed
my hands, told me he’d just moved to Berlin, took me to the bar and bought a bottle
of absinthe. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen”, he told me. “Listen,”
| said, “I’'m the third sex.”

“That might be Dr Hirschfeld’s line,” he yelled, “but you transcend sex!” He
invited me to his studio in Vienna to model for him. I said | wanted to be in the
movies but Conrad told me it could never happen. “Ignore that two-bit somnambu-
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put on my clothes, just let me out!”
Silence.
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The ‘model’ is unnamed, but she bears a striking resemblance to the transvestite
in Count St. Genois d’Anneaucourt, which depicts an aristocrat caught between
his public image and his desires, and between virtue and vice. The Count stands
in the centre, ambivalent, seemingly hoping that the viewer will help solve his di-
lemma: the demure, respectable woman to his right, or the tall invert to his left, his
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Sunday 7 August.

Welt-Dada,

I promised myself 1’d never go again, but last night I found myself in the El
Dorado. It’s been five years, but 1Id only been there ten minutes when who comes
on stage but Heike, from my Portrait. She wore this glittering red dress, almost

16



In October 1932, Franz von Papen, the right-wing Chancellor of the Re-
public, banned same-sex couples from dancing together in public, effectively
killing the clubs in which Heike worked. The Nazis came to power three
months later, and as well as stepping up the attacks on Germany’s LGBT
population, they resolved to destroy its Modernist culture.

Perhaps surprisingly, Schad was not targeted, and unlike many of his
Dadaist associates and Neue Sachlichkeit contemporaries whose works fea-
tured in the notorious Degenerate Art exhibition, he stayed in Berlin, being
allowed to submit to the Great German Exhibition of 1934. He remarried
in 1947, five years after meeting the young actress Bettina Mittelstadt. In
1943, his studio was destroyed in a bombing raid, and when he resumed
painting in the 1950s, his style had become kitsch. He died in Stuttgart in
1982, aged 87.

After Schad’s letter, we know no more about Heike. The Nazis raided
Hirschfeld's Institute on 6 May 1933, seizing its records and burning its
library before repurposing the building and making the El Dorado into
the SA's headquarters. Dora Richter had already tried to flee Germany but
failed, and was never seen again after the attack. \We can only assume that
Heike disappeared with her.
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Notes

! Hirschfeld popularised the term in his ground-breaking book The Trans-
vestites: The Erotic Drive to Cross-Dress (1910). Despite his title, ‘transvestite’
did not exclusively refer to people who found sexual fulfilment in wearing
the clothes of the opposite sex, being closer to the modern ‘transgender’
or ‘trans’.

2Dora Richter, who was castrated in 1922 by Dr Erwin Gohrbandt before
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Changing Rooms
ROBERTA FRANCIS

An extract from Roberta Francis’ novel, Changing Rooms.

a and Da were in hospital. Their nerves.
There was a fire and Da went mad throwing his books into it.
Then, the following week, Ma got sick and screamed the house down. An
ambulance took them both away, though not at the same time.

19



20



“There’s no bread,” she said calmly. She looked silly her faced now covered
in flour; her dark green eyes that sat behind glasses sparkled.

She smiled.

“Just a bit?” I asked.

Taking a big lump of dough from the bowl, she pushed it into my open
hand. It felt wet, and soft and | squeezed it.

“Here, good boy, go out and play, will ye,” she said.

I wanted real bread, and | imagined the poor gulls choking on the dough.
| found some torn tissue in my pocket and wrapped the dough in it.

Two doors up from Aunt Nuala’s was an alleyway that led to a shared
back garden. | treaded, timidly, through the shingle trying so hard not to
make it crunch. When | got to the end of the lane, | stopped and pushed
my palms against the cold, grey, gable wall and peeped around the corner.
| wanted to see if Dunno was there. He usually sat on the wall wearing a
green bomber jacket and a sea scout cap. He lived next door to my Aunt
Nuala’s. He said | was scruffy and that my hair was like dirty seaweed. He
knew all about boats which I knew nothing about. He pulled my ears one
day and called me the Sam Maguire cup. He had a gang the Jelly Mustards.

The garden was empty. Relieved, | walked to the thick rose bushes, that
grew in a circle, in Aunt Nuala’s part of the garden. There was a swing
there which was tied between two wooden poles. | sat for a while pulling
at the dough and throwing it at the gulls, who flew down to gobble it up.
A big rose shook in the wind. It had so many petals, and | was curious. I'd
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quins. A breeze blew light through the curtains and little golden balls
jumped from the cloth and danced around the walls.

On the other side of the room, there were a white dresser and
mirror. A bunch of combs and brushes sat in a black, open, leather case. A
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Transgender Experience and Trauma:
Dysphoria and Dissociation

FRANCIS MYERSCOUGH

uch of my work as a Music Therapist has been with people who
have experienced early life trauma, and a significant proportion
of these people show me some signs of dissociation. (I use the word show
because my work in this field is primarily with children, who most of the
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“not me” gets disjointed or muddy. A metaphor | found useful in picturing
dissociation is this: if repression is pushing things down and out of site,
dissociation is storing things into strictly separated boxes, the contents of
which do not mix.

Dysphoria

The type of dysphoria I relate dissociation to here is what some people
call social dysphoria. There’s something to be said about physical dysphoria
and dissociation in our relationship with bodies, and I've heard some careful
musings about this from others, but this is not what I am concentrating on
today.

One of my favourite ways of responding to (wilful) misnaming and mis-
gendering remains to reply as if the person doing the misnaming or mis-
gendering is talking about someone else, or to express confusion about who
they are talking about. I've had a feeling of satisfaction using this technique,
which I think comes in part from the way it situates the problem in what the
other person is saying; they are saying something in a way that is incorrect
or confusing. It also provided a get out (if not always a successful one)
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up on the wall, only to be told it was me. Making clear how much certain
others’ image of me was fantastical and false has been immensely valuable
in separating myselffrom that fantasy, and | would not change that for the
world. At the same time, | am acknowledging that I've separated some of
the reality of my experiences as well.

We see this come up from kinder intentions when, for instance, a parent
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The nights of us still-living remained sleepless and cold. The room came
to smell of rot and shit. The darkness brought us a new kind of communi-
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blindness swaddled me. The black without and the hunger within conjoined
like this, and the emptiness overwhelmed me. | pressed my son’s shoulder
to my mouth like a ripe pear, damp with sweat, and | can tell you I cried for
a long time. Then | ate gladly. | suckled their corpses like a babe; I quaked;
I moaned, ecstatic. My belly became warm and gravid. | took them into
myself again, my full-grown flock, and | became father and mother both in
that violent instant.

In this way, | extended my suffering for many unchecked days. The velvet
throat of endless night had regurgitated a feast that | indulged without
pause. | chewed raw gristle. | swallowed little fingerbones. | made myself
swell fat and full and sated, and my pleasure overwhelmed my grief.

Once | had devoured them all, I rested. | sucked a little leg or arm bone
as | lay upon the stones, and | waited for my hunger to return. The shame
came with it, and bit by bit starvation and self-disgust ate into the fullness
of my stomach until I knew that death was near once more. | felt it nudge
against me in the black, curious, encouraging me, asking if the time had
come.

“Remember me?” my hunger said. Its voice was that of my wife: sweet,
like vanilla, so dear. “Come, let me take you.”

| felt no relief in death, only the pain of hunger and, still, a new taste
coating my greedy teeth. | woke in darkness again, and in darkness I have
since stayed, my enemy in my jaws. His skull is ash on my tongue, and my
sons are not here.
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taught us the importance of feelings, of radical care and self-love as tools
for resistance. This of course is easier said than done, and despite many of
us performing Audre’s words, and performing them well, the blunt reality
of loving oneself is actually really fucking hard. It demands a great deal of
effort to undo trauma, let alone injury that stretches across histories, and
sticks to us like glue. Patience then, is the kindness amongst the hardship
of self-love. It is fundamental to care work. | tell myself this when the
itching, and the binding, gets too much.
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The Liminal Shore
JOANNE WINTER

he ocean stretches endlessly, all-consuming, save for the thin spit of

pebble on which | stand. Given time, it will devour that too, with

teeth of white spray, bite by bite until nothing remains. All things return

to the brine eventually. For now though, it is content to lap sullenly against

the shore, and | am content to watch. Occasionally, | swear | can see some-
thing out there, some creature, amongst the surf.

The sea is a good place to think about the future; | heard that in a song

once, and | have always found it to be true. The blue-green vastness, at

times violent, others still as the grave, is a constant throughout my ev-
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of my breath slows, ebb and flow distancing until a relative calm is reached,
and | can think clearly.

It took me a long time to realise | was different. To become at ease with
being. It came so naturally to others, but never to me. For years | thought
| was broken, somehow; I still do occasionally, on my worst days, when the
weight of it all is crushing, like so many leagues of saltwater. On those
days it is hard not to drown. Hard not to cease struggling, and let the cur-
rent drag you down.

It is a strange thing to feel alien—truly alien, a creature from the darkest
abyss. From the way some people treat me you could almost be forgiven
for thinking I was. Almost. What do they see in their eyes, so vacant of
empathy? According to them, | am a creature to be maligned and feared. A
predator lurking in the shallows, waiting for a moment to strike. A fish out
of water would be more accurate.

Even though you may learn to ignore vitriol and vilification, over time
it leaches into you. It inundates and saturates you, whereby a crust forms,
barnacled and smothering. It tarnishes and corrodes, right to the centre of
your being, until you start to believe it. How could you not? All great Nep-
tune’s ocean could not wash you clean. You become contradictory, neither
fully human, nor the horror they see you as, though you know yourself not
to be.

Perhaps that is why the shore speaks to me. It too occupies an impossible
position, caught between the great bastions of sea and stone, yet somehow
a stranger to both. A place of change, perpetually shifting at the whim of
forces beyond its ken. A place defined and moulded by the meeting of dis-
parate elements. A solitary place.

When you exist like this for so long, finding a way out is hard, like catch-
ing the moon in your hands. | found it to be, at least. But it is possible. For
while it was easy to think | was alone, | was anything but. Others exist like
me; profane, esoteric, aberrant, yes, but kind, strong, and magnificent. Each
unique, yet alike. Once, like me, they lived on the shores of the liminal, if
such a thing can be called living, but found it lacking. Alone, we were devi-
ant; together, we are proud.

How long have I been walking? It’s hard to say. However long it has been,
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remain on dry land? The shore is solitary maybe, but tame and familiar
compared to the great expanse of the open ocean. Courage is required to
take that first, cautious step into the blue, not knowing how far out the tide
may take you. No matter how long you need, remember that we are here,
submerged, multitudinous, waiting to embrace you with open arms.

Come on in. The water’s great.
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hings start to move behind Kaeyed's eyes, shifting and out of
focus, lulling him into a sickening pattern. He pulls the blan-
ket over his head, retreating into a warm cave. Fluff bouncing his breath
back, wet on his face as he drifts into the uncomfortable closeness of a
dream.
The grass rolls, purple painted
background stark against the sepia blades.
Palest pink cotton candy. Falling into the
grass. Closing around like a crowd. Tast-
ing the sugary residue of his sweat.
Kaeyed blinks up at the in-
side of the tent, rope and metal bars ly-
ing in the mashed up grass. Rope thicker
than his grip, coiled like a digesting snake.
His spine moulds to the nest, gaze drift-
ing jittering away. From the stripped skin
of a bird, pre-cooked, made into a man,
stretched above in a pink line. Moving near
enough to smell the dirt under his nails, as
they dig in places they shouldn’t. Kaeyed's
mouth stretches open into horror,
(Sorry, sorry, all too close)
he gasps awake.
pulls the covers from his body, a hand grasping out to grab the light. it
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you're dirty. you're dirty. kaeyed gets up, blanket around his body;
struggles not to slam the bathroom door, dropping the blanket to
his feet, gripping clumsily at the bath tap.
water falls over his skin as he climbs inside the tub, pouring down the tips
of his knees, a river to his groin. he rubs his throat with his knuckle over
and over, all around, making it red,
isacc, isacc
pain jellyfishes his chest, he holds the bath tub still with a slip-
pery hand.
the water warms, turns hot, boiling boy in the water.
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Raish
Ennis Verden
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Free Writing
BOW BRIGHT

rom a seed, a fallen nut happened to be covered, rained on and

warmed. It was perfect, nothing else | could want or need, until |
saw him. He fell. Not from too high, but he found my branch to perch on
nonetheless. This was after some dedicated years of growing, mind you. |
was probably a few feet tall by then and had a few branches to my name.
And there he was, standing on my outstretched arm. He wasn't injured too
badly, just in need of rest. | was glad. He spoke to me. A beautiful, melod-
ical voice asking for shelter from the rain. His delicate wings needed time
to rest. So | opened myself to him.
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POETRY



With Adult-Sized Hands
FRED TURTLE

My girl writes poems that have yet to hear
of the invention of the radio. Never held

a small, perfect hologram of Toby dancing
in their palms or counted static across dome
television screens. She writes original
email-subject lines, kneels as if in prayer,
the typewriter sinks into a blanketed kitchen
armchair throne. She remembers the year
and almost stops breathing.

Outside there is a tree growing blue apples.
Our neighbours watch from the garden wall,
the future is always unprecedented. I lean

my head all the way out, smelling burnt sugar
and reach towards the horizon.
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What Is a Fish?

we’re sat in the £4.50 aquarium reading children’s books
we’re both sober this one is great though it’s got flaps
with questions on and some are easier to answer than others
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Better then to know the thing

by what it lends us. Sensation

and quality of its presence.
Observe it coming towards you

in the wet weak right palm of this
business casual man. The gereyng
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Dandy of the End Times
ARDEN FITZROY

I remember when you and | would meet for a sporadic croissant.

You'd say that it’s four hundred calories of nothing, and that a moment
on the lips is forever on the hips and

hips.

I wasn't really listening. | was enjoying our especial frisson,

over our sporadic croissant.

This was in Paris, of course.

All the maitre d’s laughed when you asked for

croissants in the evening, so we took a walk down the
Pyramides, and you framed the night in your laughter—
and your spellbinding nonchalance to our especial frisson
over some sporadic croissant.
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sporadic croissant right in your red mouth.

Don't go looking for the portraits in my attic.

There are better tombs to kiss at Pére Lachaise.

Maybe I played my hand too early but it's all dandy and
dandies in my amnesiac kingdom and it's me who snipped up
all the cards. None of this is meant to last, but

always remember those nights of freedom where we'll always
have Paris—

in a naughty renaissance,

signed: your anti-villain debutant,

still under your spell-binding nonchalance

to some especial frisson

like a sporadic croissant,

four hundred calories of nothing and

vive la résistance.
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the lies they (we) (must?) tell
ED DAVIES

living in the male gender role

pressing my thumb against the camera

the case pops off, my phone naked

and tender in my hand;

folding myself into dull, drab

clothes, a trap, a punishment;

wiping my lips until they bleed, checking
for leftover sparkles from yesterday’s

Mac trip and theatre and fun I regret today;
can’t risk it, can’t risk my self for my self.

hysterectomy as he suffers from a genetic disorder

the next day as | shook, alone, cold, burning hot

on the bath mat, | steeled myself and prayed

for protection. not from the fear that crawls

through every gay man in this moment. from

my gift that keeps on giving. it's illegal to be pregnant
on my visa; it’s illegal to pretend you don't
understand no, but guess whose skin

the law sticks to.

always was a tomboy

| breathed once we reached the park
safe, let go of his hand and twirled,
and laughed, and my heels click-clicked
on the July-scorched pavement.

wanting to be a boy
there is no wanting,
only being

and yes, but no.

THIS SECTION MUST BE COMPLETED
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I lean on the counter with confidence
and allure, knowing you don’t expect
both. you look at me twice, fingers
on the keyboard, as your database
screams for an answer.

we are not in a position to continue this prescription without expert guidance
the kitchen floor is sticky against

my cheek, paper to a fly in my GP’s ear,

hollow-voiced, begging, demanding,

finally silent. she tells me to go back

to my country. hangs up. one week of life

left in my bathroom cabinet.

and that is not all, but I do not let myself

think about what else.

our service is not commissioned to provide care
every list of lies must hold truth.

no history of any suicide attempts
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and | promise myself fruit for breakfast,
metal in my mouth.

made good eye contact
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not quite not yet
AARON GABRIEL

sometimes i look

past my or through
my hands these hands
that feel there

but aren’t, perhaps
that seem full but also
translucent, thin like
warm skimmed milk
that have the exact shape
of a hand but

not enough bones or
maybe, too many

or maybe just maybe
all of the bones
but made of lint
or, marshmallow (?)

these my hands that

pick up that drop that
hold that i place or

don't

these hands they are not
quite here they

are lilting or half-here or
somehow without

they are like my face

these full lips this chin the
hard ridge of my nose

the pockets of blueing silk
embroidered, soft

beneath my eyes
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the curve of my forehead and
these my peachlike cheeks
they are like

these things that are

there and firm and deep but
weigh nothing at all

i am like

a drawing of me, but someone
has rubbed out

the edges

as if when

i shook off that mantle when i

unhooked the rotting albatross

from about my EMC /Span £Lang (end95 38.e8D19 BDC BT10 0 0 10 75.938 T10 (
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pull my hands back and
there is nothing

but whispering palms
and the smell of burning

sometimes you tell me
or they do or someone
sometimes you say

you stroke the parts of my body
that you can see

and ask why

i am missing some
why i am without why
some parts of me are
faded or abridged why
some parts look like
the paper was wet
when they were drafted
with soft lead pencils
and trembling hands

i try to tell try to but

i know that

i don’t know know that

i cannot talk

that if ispeak to your

curious to your desire to your
blank and widening i will only
slip further out of reach

to tell you that

there are some parts of me
that don't quite exist

that maybe will or won't
to tell you how

to beg you to

not touch to not look to
that if you press too hard

i will crumple and fold
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in a heap a heap of
cartilage maybe some skin
and pieces of ivory

sometimes i

walk off

into the cool stone shade

of some old grey tree

plant a stick in the earth and
watch the dark line of the sun
count the hours the days

hold off and out for a time when
i am more full or less empty or maybe
a time when your hands

your tongue won't

push won't smart won't

warp me like that

won't scrape or sculpt me

back into what i was

or into

anything at all

a time when my lungs will

fill with air when

i breathe a time when

food tastes of something when
desire has somewhere to go
some flesh to fill to fire

when you can call my name
and really mean me

a time when i am no longer
some hard question not

the sad end of some joke but
the answer to the unspoken or
the plea

on both our lips
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what we know

we know how to touch

we know how bodies are meant to

we know because we've always known because
you told us

over cups of black tea

and tonic

we know because

we can’t not know because
we've read all about it

in the books of our bodies
and the pamphlets you gave us
about safe sex and not

we chewed them up and
spat them into papier maché
shaped them into beads and
balls and chains and cocks
to strap onor in

we know how to wield
these weapons, yours, the ones
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we have felt you

as if we were made of rubber
or leather or felt

as if we were as numb

as the latex stretched across
our sprawling parts

we have bitten our tongues
held them in our mouths
bloody and limp

given ourselves up

to you, to them, to anyone
we know our place

we know how to move

how to moan how to gasp
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A Brief Love Odyssey
SERIN GIOAN

Lush as

A smooth green new-grown pear—
You tremble in the light—
Without a care

And if | dared—

I'd pick you
If I might—

Sweet as

The Gentlest Sabbath—

Your warm soul brushes mine—
For such instants

Of fleeting bliss—

We Kkiss the cool Divine—
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The (A)gender Chronicles

my gender is trigonometric
all sharps and angles

that is all
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The Butternut Squash
TASH OAKES MONGER
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eople ask me why | have a
tattoo saying UGLY on my arm

HEI LAM

People ask me why | have a tattoo saying UGLY on my arm—
some with

caution and tenderness tell me
that I'm beautiful as

if 1didn’t know,

or some

with smirking shrug and say:
Well it’s just ironic isn't it?—
It's not.

How is it ironic?

I am ugly.

Don't

tell me I'm not ugly

when they speak of me in hushed voices—

a shadow that sweeps up children,

stalker in your bathroom stalls, a

topical disease, a

bomination before God.

Yes! Freak of nature. Anti-science. Shabnak or Frankenstein’s
monster.

Every day this list grows longer.

I shudder to hear them speak of Thailand
every time | walk towards a bathroom
when a stranger eyes me up and down
none of you speaking up.

People say to my face I'm not ugly.
Gaslighters—I am.
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I am

beautiful in

spite, not instead—
I’'m beautiful because.
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how shall i forgive you mother?

how shall i forgive you mother?
shall i forgive you
at all?

shall i forgive as your son
or your daughter? (as both?
neither?

either or?)

when i think of the girl you forsook; i
feel such anger on her behalf,
i trace the winding
path it took
(we took) to become
at long last
concrete—to
now
exist
andi
tremble

in rage you would
cast her
out—would sew her back
inside of me, would
ban her, even,
from your

own

funeral.

i had neglected her all these years.
she lived

unloved—nbursting

to share herself
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but time and again

was smothered—

unmothered unfathered unbrothered unfriended un
dead. last week i

read my teenage poetry,

and saw her leaking from the pages. i

remember now: how she was

poured out like potted

plant dirty water.

all this that i had fought for
shall i forget for you
my mother?

Yet then | think of you and I feel a welling of tears:
| can see you
this very moment—
in the kitchen
at the sewing machine
on the way to the grocers, wondering what
new ways there are to
spoil
your younger son.
Occasionally you'd
look up from your
busying, and, seeing him,
flash that
bright
sunny
signature
smile

SHE'D INHERITED THAT SMILE!

if only you can see it—

how in pure joy she

feels the sinking of warmth in her chest these
days, thinking slinking plotting

all the ways
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fruit salad
HARRY MIZUMOTO

days tossed with dread,

sickened—the stomach filled with the smell of fish
slivered like chicken flesh between two pointed fingers—
curled lips and nails: yellow like the phlegm

which drips from throat to tongue

to sink, where i wash my sins

(not a stretch, it's where
i left my underwear

stained wet with wet
two convex cupping water

there—)

an accusatory glance is thrown into the air
and pinched between the brows like Goliath

(eyeye

ii

i before e
except after see)

because
a pebble is all it took—
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The Tyre Swing
LOWIE TREVENA

The tyre swing hung above the stream at the bottom of the
garden,

And the drop was enough to hurt, break your arm, graze your
knees

She remembered the keys.

The keys to the backdoor, to the car, to herself.
She wanted so badly to unlock herself,

But all she could think in the glinting sun was
Don't fall, don't fall, don't fall.
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A Sunflower

A sunflower blooms,
Standing taller than me,
It sees and knows all.
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On the Northern Line
JOSI PHENE

Here we go again on the Northern Line

Time after time on the Northern Line

I've travelled hundreds of miles on the Northern Line

Golders Green to Waterloo on the Northern Line

To Camden Town and Leicester Square on the Northern Line

Climb the stairs on the Northern Line

Live the nightmares on the Northern Line

Never get used to the stares on the Northern Line

Whispers and nudges on the Northern Line

Surreptitious filming on the Northern Line

Lots of interest of the adverts above my head on the Northern
Line

Someone shouts at me on the Northern Line

“You should have been strangled at birth” they declare on the
Northern Line

“That’s a wig, not hair” on the Northern Line.
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Into the Circle
ROBERTA FRANCIS
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And others are non-binary,

And this is the gender you feel in your head,
But it doesn’t always correlate

With the length of your hair, or the shape of your hips,
Or the people who you want to date.

And when the world comes tumbling and crashing down around us,
Sitting in the ruins we’ll be waiting for you to send us,
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But let me make one thing quite clear:
That though I may be preaching to the converted,
We all have our own part to play,
And all of us can help by spreading this message,
Be you white, black, disabled or gay.

And maybe then the world will not come crashing down around us,

And there won't be a need for—
And maybe then the world will not come crashing down around us,

And there won't be a need for Noah'’s dove.
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Learning Self-Love
RYAN NAGYPAL

A friend once said
Repressing your artistic soul
Will make y