
Hannah Gaff
methodist god methodist god

i ask mom so naively from the back seat
why all christians don’t vote blue.
i’ll question them to dad six years yet,
curious why grasping the hand
of another girl-born is named a sin
when god clearly designed me exactly as I Am.

mom surprises herself with laughter
dad’s eyebrows grow tall
if methodist god didn’t want me to marry
surely they’d have kept nuns round the corner.
if religion wasn’t political
the son’s hands could have kept
the table securely ground..

if they heard me they’d take my guitar.
don’t peer into the gaps printed
daintily between holy vows
singing judgement deep into loved lungs.

tenacious suffocation is unfit to outweigh
the mindless hum beseeching –
a peek at the eight year old who is
discerning discolored blood
on white veiled hands.

Elliot Mevissen
reckoningreckoning

You are not a body that is easy
to love, today. I am all aching
with fatigue, with the simple truth
that we are at war sometimes and still
I have to hold you, fragile thing,
in palms dry and callused; in gentleness.
I cannot fear you more and yet
I take you in as my own.
Shower steam filling our lungs.
Speak out kindness, angry one,
let the pain pass, let me rest.
And even as I stumble over my own
rebelling feet I love you,
I must love you, I try
so hard to love you.
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CD Mangal
Innate KnowledgeInnate Knowledge

When I was younger I remember
playing sick like a game. Up to my

ears in softness, one-of-a-kind crochet
made by my grandmothers as they tried
not to go insane, one sweating beneath
a row of mango trees, yellow and green,

the robins-egg blue of the sky crushed now,
filled with smoke. The other

in a silent living room with brass fixtures,
a leather couch the color of mahogany,

and the TV on mute. No magpies
screeching. No bulbuls. Both of them

with knotted hands, two women alone.
Upstairs, my grandfather raised his anger,

spit out a window at the smoking neighbors.
Across the world, my other grandmother

gets a chill. Her fingers tangle in the
too-soft yarn she can barely see.

Her eyes rot. Her lungs rot. We all rot.
I shouldn’t have known it back then,
shivering to beg off school, but I did.

Like the static that appeared when
I turned on the TV to chase away

the heavy silence of the house.
I sat alone and ate the applesauce

my mother poured into a katori
for me before she left. I knew

I wasn’t anything else.
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