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| want you to reach into yourself
and remember what it was like when
you were a daughter who wanted

| want to meet you in the eyes
and make you understand that

this is what you asked for

| want you to be reminded of
when you spent

Unlearn the strained tiptoe
Exhale the forbidden sigh

Soap the dishes without fear
these dynamics you've recreated
children are human beings

Not your built-in best friend

Not your solution
and then | want you to cry

| want to return from
tear-filled schooldays
without heavier nights

| want to make noise

in the laboratory where
they make infertile mothers
dreams come true

| want you to realize that
Not your accessory

Not your therapist

like you really mean it

| want to exist
without being criticized
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What Do Daughters Want?
for the skin you birthed me in

waiting for me at home

of what should happen if they

clinked together too loudly

tens of thousands of dollars
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Elliot Mevissen
reckoning

ADRIAN FELIPE AYALA RODAS

You are not a body that is easy
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AMPLIFY ZINE

to love, today. | 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.
| cannot fear you more and yet

| 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 | stumble over my own
rebelling feet | love you,

I must love you, | try

so hard to love you.

Macy Gearhart

Strung Together
Ceramic Mixed Media
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CD Mangal

Innate Knowledge

[ wasn't anything else.

filled with smoke. The other

in a silent living room with brass fixtures,
too-soft yarn she can barely see.

| turned on the TV to chase away

the heavy silence of the house.

| sat alone and ate the applesauce

my mother poured into a katori

for me before she left. | knew

When | was younger | remember
Her eyes rot. Her lungs rot. We all rot.

playing sick like a game. Up to my
ears in softness, one-of-a-kind crochet

made by my grandmothers as they tried
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.
Like the static that appeared when

not to go insane, one sweating beneath
a row of mango trees, yellow and green,
gets a chill. Her fingers tangle in the

| shouldn't have known it back then,
shivering to beg off school, but | did.

the robins-egg blue of the sky crushed now,
a leather couch the color of mahogany,

Across the world, my other grandmother
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