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A note from the editors...
Sapphic Writers is a collective of women and non-binary people who all share a mutual sapphic
experience. This collective came together to give people a space to release their creative energies,
seek out advice, and find a safe community free of judgement and prejudice.
Following our last zine on emergence, in this quarter’s zine we were thinking ahead to what it will
look like to emerge into a new year, with a focus on the notion of “family” in the broadest and fullest
sense. Who are we moving into the future with? Who have we included in our chosen families? Who
is surrounding us, holding us? Who are we leaving behind? We wanted to hold space for intimacy
and, perhaps, for comfort as we head into a potentially frightening new year where the struggle
against the powers that be using this crisis for profit will continue.
With each round of submissions calls, we’ve seen a heart-warmingly massive increase in
submissions. Not only are we thrilled to share this holiday offering filed with a wide range of
meditations on love and family, from soft love poems to memoriams to passed loved ones, to pieces
thinking through a global notion of family in this period of isolation and crisis--this is also the first
issue we’ve had more than one prose piece, and we’re excited to share the stories and genreambiguous prose works we had the privilege of reading this past month.
And if this is your first time seeing a Sapphic Writers zine, we’re so excited to have you here! You
can keep up with everything we do via the links at the end of our zine. We have a website,
Instagram, Twitter, Facebook page, and Facebook group where you can keep up to date with all our
latest endeavours. We just launched the second episode of our podcast (featuring the core team’s
writer origin stories, favorite colours, and childhood obsessions with the White Witch from Narnia),
and in the New Year we’ll be continuing with our biweekly Sapphic Soirees, informal meetups and
feedback circles where we discuss our work and write together in a friendly, supportive environment.
And finally--if you have love poems you didn’t get the chance to submit this round, stay tuned for our
Valentine’s submissions call. It’s our first Valentine’s together, and we’re stoked!

Love,
The Sapphic Writers team
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A Perpetual Sunrise
by Alice Godber

I’m just waiting for the moment when everything falls into place.
A moment we may never reach
A dream of happiness
A dream of longing...belonging
A bond so mature and so naive
You have rooted so deep
But there’s been many sleepless nights
Filled with thinking too much and the unknown
Nobody knows... nobody knows what life holds in store
Sometimes all it takes is a simple smile
Full circle.
Wondering what the future could be
I believe our tiny moment in time together
Will be worth every second
Any moment we have
So let’s wait
Let’s smile and breathe and wait
For that perpetual sunrise
Because one day... surely
That never ending beam of light will finally appear
And everything will be right where it needs to be.

Alice Godber (she/her) is a 21 year old artist and poet from Beverley in East Yorkshire.
She is the founder of the YADA YADA NOISE which is a platform for creatives in Hull
and the surrounding areas. A lot of her art and poetry focuses around her journey of
grief, using creativity to heal and express emotions. Instagram: @alicegodberpoetry.

Jess Magnan

my love

by Chyna Parker

The heat was overwhelming
And the voices that clung to your mind like sweat were drowning
But my love, in the winter you’ll feel the chill
The summer was lonely
The silence was far too much for your heart
But my love, you were the company you always deserved
I know it won’t be easy
Shedding your skin to make way for the new
Learning to love yourself is never easy, my love
But in the winter, when everythings gone
And the air stings your lungs to say hello
Just know, my love, that letting go was only half of the battle
Though you may still have far to go
The winter is gentler than any hand that came and went
My love, you have to hold yourself
Because waiting for the love that you never received
And hiding behind the autumn leaves
It only held you back, my love
And when the frost settles
And the voices can’t stand the cold
You’ll be there my love, you’ll keep yourself warm.

Chyna Parker (they/them) is a black nonbinary lesbian writer. They spend their time
drinking far too much coffee and working on scripts they hope to bring to people’s
televisions one day. They want to create unique stories that connect with people and
inspire them. Instagram: @thisisurcaptainchy.

Faith Eliott

It's A Miracle
by Divyanshi Dash

It's a miracle that you are alive
that you are here and leaning on my shoulder
here and listening to the same music that I am.
It's a miracle that both of us are breathing the same air
that knowing you is like understanding me
like feeling the stretch of a yawn of a baby on my hand.
It's a miracle that we even met
that someone, somewhere allowed our paths to cross
allowed my heart to flutter after seeing you.
It's a miracle that the person I love is you
that you are the only one for me
the only miracle in my life is you.

A monochromatic leaves enthusiast, Divyanshi Dash (she/her) is an 18 year old girl
who believes in love and kindness the most. She is an intersectional feminist who
devotes a lot of time to writing and reading poetry. She is a contributor at Women's
Republic. She's often found journaling if not ranting about feminism and what it takes to
be a woman. Instagram: @monochrromi.

Esraa Husain

Challah If You Queer Me
by Allison Fradkin

When you’re a teenager—or, more maturely, a young adult—you are
completely at the Mertzy of the meshugenahs that are your mishpocheh. Yeah,
I know—I’ve got some ’splainin’ to do. On the sunny side, I’ve got minimal
complainin’ to do. At least in regards to my coming out, which happened the
gay—uh, day—before the first night of my sixteenth Hanukkah.
So, picture a nostalgic nuclear family seated on a parsley-colored couch in
front of the boob tube—one that’s black-and-white, like the cookie. “Which
episode should we enjoy this evening?” Dad queries, perusing a pile of VHS
tapes. “‘Job Switching’? ‘Lucy Does a TV Commercial’? ‘Lucy and Ethel Buy
the Same Dress’?”
“How about ‘Gaycation from Marriage’?” I suggest, my stomach twisting like
a shofar.
Mom schmears cream cheese on a Tam Tam, as if daring me to make like
a matzo and crack. “Is that the one,” she asks, noshing on the hexagon,
“where the gals are quarreling with the guys and Lucy asks Ethel if she wishes
there were something else to marry besides men and Ethel answers ‘F yes!’ or
something a little more fifties-friendly?”
“No, that’s the one where Lucy and Ethel take a hiatus from their husbands
and move in with each other,” Dad mansplains in his customary chivalrous
manner. “Then one night, they get all gussied up and pay a visit to their
spouses, and Lucy says she hopes Ricky and Fred have as gay an evening as
she and Ethel are planning on having and then… Wait.” Dad’s eyes grow wider
than yarmulkes.
The size of Mom’s eyes matches macaroons—suspiciously smaller.
There’s an explosion of silence, unheard of in a Jewish household.
If anyone can put the “mute” in “mutiny,” it’s me.
But that’s not what I want to take pride in.
“Speeeeed it up a little!” Dad crows, in reference and deference to the
scintillating sitcom.
Suddenly, I feel like the filling in a blueberry blintz: ready to come out at the

slightest provocation.
“Mom, Dad,” I address my absurdly attentive audience, “I have some
seriously super news to share: I’m a lesbian.”
And then, so they’ll know I mean business, I thrust my sagging spectacles
up the bridge of my nose and give a single sharp nod, which has the
unfortunate effect of canceling out the confidence concocted by that first order
of business-meaning.
How will my family react to my declaration of lesbi-independence?
Will they regard me like schmutz on a schmatte?
Kiss my keppie like everything’s kosher?
Offer some verkakte-mamie advice like: “Don’t be daffy, Allie. At least date
a non-goy boy before you make it official!”?
While Mom and Dad—or, more formally, Judy and Steve—turn their wheels
like Tevye’s mik cart, I start schvitzing like an ice cold bottle of Dr. Brown’s
cream soda. Maybe they’ll do a bottle dance in honor of the unexpected
uncapping of my secret?
And then…Judy winks at Steve, and it becomes queer—uh, clear—that the
abba who knows best has been looking to the ima who knows better for
approval.
I should’ve known Mom knows.
In our house, we don’t practice Judaism.
We practice Judyism.
The aforementioned mensch guffaws—a grand, lavish, Lucy-like laugh.
“Better late than straight,” she retorts.
“Take me to the WC—the water closet being the only acceptable kind—and
call me relieved!” Dad cavorts, his dance a maniacal mishmash of the Horah
and the Hokey Pokey.
“Now we don’t have to worry about you knocking boots and getting knocked
up,” Mom marvels, twirling with equivalent merriment.
“And I don’t have to worry about sharing you with another fellow,” Dad
discovers. “I have the privilege of being the only man in my little girl’s life.”
I must be hearing things—which is good, I guess, since I’m hard-of-hearing
—but my parents don’t really think that my similarities to Sappho are boffo, do
they? I mean, it’s not like I anticipated yelling, but I definitely did not foresee

this degree of glee and kvelling.
“The point is, Allie,” Judy says, and I brace myself, because the woman
makes more points than a Star of David, “we have bupkis to worry about.”
Dad’s face contorts as if he’s just imbibed his first spoonful of
Vitameatavegamin. “Nothing at all?” he kvetches.
“Don’t worry—we’ll think of something,” Mom pledges, and Dad perks up
pronto.
But then, much to my chagrin—though thank heaven for hearing
impairment—they begin to sing a vibrant, validating, verbose version of the I
Love Lucy theme song. Dad leads: “I love lezzie and she loves me.” Mom
succeeds (so to speak): “We’re as happy as two can be.” All together now:
“And chaim is heaven, you see, ’cause I love lezzie. Yes, I love lezzie. And
lezzie loves me!”
“Oh, honey,” Mom coos, until something shoos the smile off her face.
“Stand up straight, my little mezuzah,” she demands. “The one and only thing
we expect to be straight about you is your posture.” I sigh but comply, her cue
to reply with a harrumph of triumph. “Oh, honey, you’re home.”
As my parents embrace me, squashing me like the childhood of a girl at her
Bat Mitzvah, I realize that the bloom isn’t off all the heteros. In fact, just
because one’s family is nuclear, doesn’t mean they’ll go nuclear at the news
that there’s a lavender menace in their midst. They may even go so far as to
put the “home” in “homosexuality.”
“You know,” Dad muses, “we should have our own family-friendly TV show:
The Lucy-Lezzie Comedy Hour.”
“I love it!” Mom enthuses. “We’ll have episodes called ‘Wonder of Wonder,
Queer-acle of Queer-acles,’ ‘Lucy and Ethel Put the Lez in Klezmer,’ and the
Hanukkah special to end all Hanukkah specials…‘The Labia Menorah’!”
And with that, I’m out.

Allison Fradkin (she/her) has a gay old time applying her Women's & Gender Studies
education to the creation of satirically scintillating Sapphic stories for the stage and the
page. An enthusiast of inclusivity and accessibility, she delights in her day job of
Dramatist for Special Gifts Theatre, adapting scripts for actors of all abilities; and her
gay job of Literary Manager for Violet Surprise Theatre, curating new works by queer
women. Allison's auxiliary activities include vintage shopping, volunteering, and tending
to her thespian tendencies. Website: AllisonFradkin.blogspot.com.

Tessa Dane-Henry

The importance of looking at
things repeatedly
for Irene

by Duna Haller

I've changed so much, and I'm in chenille where I allow myself to
smile and look at our plants and lose myself in the
spider plants and the branches they let their girlfriend plants
hold

so you worried about where I went exactly
I haven't gone anywhere yet I traveled billions of
moments cause I broke like cacti teeth
and I swallowed like soil dust
this newfound happiness

This home is our home
and it is immense and poky
I forget where most things used to be
the plates all hang like ghosts but they tell me new stories
the memories all come to dust quickly and the smell of the air is
vibrant

I gifted myself to this house with
peel taken out and watching how your
whole bole smiles each morning
and I have chosen every cloth, bulb and chirp
as we sprout in the retake

Duna Haller (she/her) is a sapphic poet, writer, musician and collagist from Madrid,
Spain. She has been published in 99% Chance of Magic, an anthology by trans artists
for trans children curated by Heartspark Press, as well as in other anthologies and
zines, including her own poetry collection Desierto. She combines her efforts into
LGBT+ and mental health activism and survivorship with various forms of collaborative
art. Also a journalist at Comic-Watch.com, she does comic book reviews, interviews and
commentaries. Instagram: @dunahaller.

Irene Turmalina

I hold her close to me
in the color orange
by Emily Powers

I hold her close to me in the color orange
in soft lips
and clipped back bangs
two unfinished circles
giving shape to something once only written about
I wake up to her in the morning
soft light on skin
string brackets marking arms
sleepy eyes looking at one another for the very first time
or maybe there never was a first time
only continuations unfinished circles
each day bringing me back to her
meeting her over and over again
all paths ending in orange
as though it only ever was her
and only ever could be her

Emily Powers (she/her) is a Canadian playwright interested in creating queer visibility
through theatre and slam poetry. She has won the Robertson Davies Playwriting Award
twice. Her writing has been published with Acta Victoriana, Hart House Literary, The
Goose, The Humming, Rinky Dink Press, and Demeter Press. She loves pesto sauce
and springtime. Website: EmilyPowersWriter.wordpress.com.

Hannah George

Gift to Herself
by Gayle Smith

Apprehensive she expected
stares, glares, and growls
when she wore her dress to dinner
that her mother said was unfit to be seen
in front of the queen on this day of all days
like the monarch had a direct satellite
in to their front room
as if she watched her dad carve the turkey
before starting the same tired old speech
to those who could be bothered to listen
her dad was fine though, kissing her check on arrival
for his daughter's first Christmas
with the family
he made it clear neither her transition
nor her sexuality was to be discussed
other relatives blushed maintaining an awkward silence
as the stuffing was passed round the table
she wore her best smile to mask
the nerves the occasion demanded
eventually she cracked some jokes
and others begun to understand
she hadn't really changed
as much as they had feared
she explained the reason why
she had to take the step
and why this family gathering
was the best time to do it
well it's important to get it sorted
before dessert
the others agreed it was an appropriate time to get it done

as her dad asked Alexa to play
girls just wanna have fun
she handed everyone a cracker
and on the count of three
they pulled them to find party hats favours and a piece of paper
containing the name she chose
as a gift to herself
to wear as her everyday reality

Gayle Smith (she/her) is a Trans Woman and a poet who has been published in
collections in print and online. She co-hosts the long running monthly Words And Music
night with her close friend Jen Hughes which they are currently running as an online
event due to COVID-19 restrictions.

Robyn Watt

First Time Home
by Jess Magnan

The border control officer asked where I’ll be staying for the summer. “With my
friend, Jasmin.” I recited her address from memory, filed in after the last twenty
months of post office trips and flower petals tucked into envelops. He smiled
and stamped my passport.
Nausea bloomed in my stomach, expelling through the body and twisting
the intestines. My heart thundered in its cage, threatening an escape. Twenty
months for this one moment; I’d find her on the other side of that door.
Crowds of greeters strung out before me, and I couldn’t find her. Eyes
skimmed for an anchor: the swift blonde hair or the thick, black frames of her
rectangular glasses. That was usually all I saw of her, the frame of a headshot.
Lifting my phone to dial her, a soft tap on the shoulder grounded me. “Oh
my god,” I think I said. My heart calmed, yet roared, pouring a fresh mixture
into my stomach that now twisted in new ways. My eyes darted everywhere,
landing and noting and taking flight again. I’ve never seen her all at once like
this. All long legs and soft skin and red wooly layers and exposed collar bones
joined with those two dimples punctuating her smile. I recounted the number of
times I ached to touch them.
In one moment—that moment—the distance closed, all 4,000 miles of it.
That impossible stretch of our daydreams and what-ifs, gone. Gone for now.
I awoke the next day, half-asleep, arms tangled in hers, nose tip to nose tip,
just as I’d imagined a hundred times before. Mouth so close to mine that her
exhales ghosted my smile. My stomach ached again, twisting into a welcomed
pain that made it easy to say I needed to spend the whole day adjusting to jet
lag, here, in bed, with her. I spent the first day of my life abroad staring at her
lips.
Days passed before I kissed her, but I did. Another evening in bed, amidst
tickle-induced giggles, my lips fluttered against her forehead, against her
cheek, against the corner of her smile. And finally, I kissed her. Her mouth
parted against mine, and my stomach caught aflame, sinking lower into my
body, pulsating louder and louder every time our lips met, and louder still when

the kisses sank so deep that I could taste her. We had so much time to make
up for—countless daydreams, endless imaginations, infinite possibilities, and
now we both unraveled.
The two following months caught us in a domestic bliss. I walked her to the
bus stop and kissed her goodbye on the days she worked and picked her up
the same way. Slow weekend mornings spent sipping our hot drinks with
reality TV and my hand resting on her naked thigh. We went grocery shopping
and took turns pushing the cart. So many small moments unfolded like my
favorite story—satisfying, happy, wholesome.
She showed me new places and things, some she’d known for a lifetime,
some we explored together. I found a beauty in her hometown that she
preferred to ignore, but I knew having roots in a place can numb you to that. I
loved taking stuffy double-deckers to town, walking along the pier and admiring
boats we’ll never afford. I loved getting pulled into the currents of crowds
walking from shop to shop. I loved grabbing a bite at a cafe and walking up a
few flights of stairs to find a seat, taking pictures by the old churches, meeting
shoe against brick, a palette of British accents. I loved it all.
We attended our first Pride event a few weeks before the inevitable
goodbye that we ignored—something we would keep up for years. S Club 7
winded down the crowd with “Never Had A Dream Come True,” and she
placed her arms on my shoulders, clasping hands behind my neck. The song
notes barely took flight before I noted her eyes glistening with unshed tears. I
pulled her close, ear-to-mouth. We will be okay. The goodbye crept up, its
presence snuck into our mundane moments; sometimes it refused our denial.
I stood there as the song kept playing, holding her as the tears broke into
sobs that shook her body, but the music drowned any sound. Other couples
danced around our stillness, like we became frozen in this moment, just the
two of us. And I would’ve taken that. I’d freeze any moment of ours just to
make them last longer.
But the moment rebooted, as they always do, and on the next day we found
ourselves on top of mountains outside of Dublin. The land unfurled before us in
jagged shapes jutting from the Earth, crashing hungry limbs into clouds and
ripping holes into a heavenly blanket. But it wasn’t all violent. Some of the land
rolled shallow, swooping in gradual dips and curves. We stood near an edge,

before the mountain fell towards the valley, and turned away from the world. I
flicked my phone toward us.
In the screen, I saw the world reflected behind us, laid out on the other side.
I couldn’t believe I didn’t know about all this before. About these mountains or
these valleys or how the land reached up to the sky to take what it wanted.
I saw the woman in front of me. Her hair spilled out of a ponytail from wind
and hours of walking. The flyaways tickled my face and I noted the anchor of
her hand on my shoulder. When I lived in ignorance, I was just a girl from
small-town Michigan. I lived my summer days without air conditioning and said
my hobby was reading even though I hadn’t read a book since starting college.
I tried my best to convince myself something bigger was on the way.
I wasn’t ready to be that person again. This summer I found me—the real
one. The one who loves in a way that feels real. Who lives, and isn’t afraid of it.
Who takes more risks, makes fewer agendas, who creates and destroys
without keeping a facade intact. I thought maybe, if I kissed her longer, I could
take the real me back home.

Jess Magnan (they/them) pays the bills with freelance writing and editing and fulfills
the soul with their blog, A Lesbian and Her Laptop (ALesbianAndHerLaptop.com). Here,
they blog about their own queer experiences, LGBTQ content reviews, and invite other
members of the community to share their own stories. The series, "How I Met My
Girlfriend" tells the story of their US to UK long-distance relationship of six years and
serves as the backbone for this piece. Twitter: @koalatygay.

Alicyn McNally

certain premonitions
by Han Raschka

A year from now
I’ll be shuffling into my coat
Parting words with coworkers
“I’ve gotta get home!” I call out
Bus ride to home
Not nearly as stressful
More anticipatory, more hopeful
Thinking of what to make for dinner
Smiling at the thought of home
I get off the bus
Walking as quickly as my short legs can take me
Step through the door of my apartment
Just wanting to be home
My shoes are not even off yet
Coat still tightly wrapped around me
When I see them
They pull me into their arms
Kiss me
Big smile, “how are you honey?” murmured softly
I smile back
“Good now that I’m-“
Home.

Han Raschka (they/them) is an emerging writer from the Midwest. When not babying
their pets or drinking way too much coffee, they can be found working their way into a
creative writing program and building their portfolio. They are currently working on a
chapbook, with intent to publish.

Hannah George

Closer

by Hannah George

This is a poem about tonight
and the way the streetlight
mingled with the twilight
and how your skin smelt like
spiced sweat and burnt sugar
mixed with something deeper
like the ocean and softer
like the earth and we drew nearer
to each other, our words
coiling together in your room, heard
by the immediacy of our ears, blurred
by breath and sighs transferred
between lips
and your hips
against mine
as our bodies
eclipsed.

Hannah George (she/her) is a collector of moments, memories, feelings and fleeting
thoughts in all forms, poetic and beyond. She is an English Literature student at the
University of Glasgow and, when not reading or writing poetry, you can finding her
taking photos of the sky, baking banana bread or nurturing her growing plant collection.

Ann Privateer

Translator's Addendum To
A Card Not Sent
by Julia DaSilva
Dear [redacted],
It has been a great Christmas. I built my whole barbie lego house all by myself! I
got the movie: Charlie and th [sic] Chocolate Factory!
There was a long time I thought
it was always better to be out
of doors where your house is lost
in streetlong strings of lights, where
you don’t exist, yet, inside the doorway’s
sphere of candied familiar, which
is maybe why I pencilled you a postcard
with the Sphinx in Memphis from my
snow-mushed home. I still think that
way but now I try to write the signoffs first, so a future self never has
to wonder if I never sent the card
to you my best friend
because I couldn’t stamp it with what
I wanted to say: I’ll build you a house
filled with all the wonders of ever-

lasting sweets and chocolate
we can go swimming in until
I realize I’ve been swimming
in your chocolate eyes all along.
At the end of it all, when you
have become someone else I
have had to redact, you will arrive
to find me sprawled on the same
black leather couch where we might
have played barbies and you
will know and I will know that
the book I will give you will have
no unsent notes tucked in its
pages no “to my love” in pink
crayon for dedication and maybe
it will even be dedicated to someone
else. I will have failed to fake my own
death and so will everyone, and we
will have left the nooses swinging
by the trees we never had time to
decorate, by the window flung open to
the revolution’s battered car
pulling into the early-winter slush.
And when it is all over, no
matter how long it has been since
I never sent that postcard, as I
watch you turn the pages my head
will brush your shoulder and that
will be enough:

you who have turned into so
many people but most of all
into you you will ask me how
my Christmas was and I’ll say
great, I built it myself out of
chocolate—do you want a bite?
Your laugh will be crayon
hearts: it won’t mean anything
but it will be enough to translate
into a world where we take the chance,
into an envelope and a mailbox
and lights that string you along
towards a home.

Julia DaSilva (she/her) used to be the queen of a magical country, until she became
an anarchist and set out to roam the worlds in search of a fairy commune that will
accept her as one of their own. She writes fantasy as well as poetry, with a novel and a
collection of short stories in progress and a particular interest in the politics of magic
systems. Her poetry has appeared in Eclectica, Rat’s Ass Review, Lychee Rind zine,
Cathexis, Half a Grapefruit, High Shelf Press, the two previous Sapphic Writers zines,
and the University of Toronto journals The Spectatorial, The Strand, and Hardwire. She
is a guest in Tkaronto/Toronto on Dish With One Spoon territory.
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Day to Remember

CN: conception, death

by Kelly Wilk

We wanted a family. It’s one of the things we talked about when Kara and I first
met, when things felt pretty well perfect. She grew up with three other siblings,
two that were much younger than her, whom she had a hand in raising. I only
had one sibling, but it was enough to know I wanted a sibling for our first child,
whenever that occurred. Watching us when her sister’s first child, Ava, was
born, we seemed to grow towards that future like a flower that suddenly
detected the light and knew which way to face. Our little niece was the one
who really awakened the longing inside me to be a mother, even though I did
not feel ready.
Kara was much more ready than I. It was not just that kids curled around
and climbed her like a beanstalk. She was intensely maternal, it was irrelevant
that she presented as masculine, she was just a caregiver, it was who she
was, it was why I married her. She had the knack of making me feel capable
but cared for at the same time.
When it came to the mechanics of a lesbian couple having a child perhaps
it was destined that the only thing we lacked was sperm and not any other
issues with fertility. I was intrigued with the idea of being pregnant, which
suited her fine. I am a writer. I love the solitary act of creation. That and the
fact that we both agreed, given her gender identity, that it would be a bit
disturbing for her as well as our friends and family, if she were the one to
conceive and carry our child. Though of course if there were unseen problems,
she would have done it. I guess that’s the advantage of having two uteruses
between you.
Even though I was the oven, we mixed and folded her involvement into the
process as much as we possibly could. The donor had her Irish heritage, her
affinity with the sciences, had her auburn hair, her hazel eyes. Imagine our
surprise to be greeted by a baby with wisps of ginger hair. Like me, he would
also have her last name. In addition, she was quite adamant that as she
purchased said sperm it was in fact hers. She was even the one who
transported it via catheter into my womb, so she literally knocked me up!

I still remember the day I took the fateful pregnancy test, it was our second
try and I was much more at peace with the idea that as sperm was hanging out
in my body that it could create a baby and that baby would have to come out. I
was afraid that my issues with chronic pain would be exacerbated but to my
delight the fibromyalgia symptoms pretty much took a hike. I was afraid of
labour but that was a good 10 months in the future.
In the now I wandered to the little bathroom with the awkward folding door,
held my breath and peed on the stick. I set it on the counter, finishing my
business and washing my hands I did not look at it. Afterwards I took one final
breath and looked. We were going to be parents. Suddenly I had the feeling of
winning the Nobel Prize and floated down the hallway and returned to Kara still
asleep in bed. With absolute relish I called to her and when she stirred. I said,
“Are you ready to be a mom?” She looked up sleepily and crawled across
the bed to embrace me saying,
“Really?” One of the best moments of my life. Pregnancy continued on from
that point and I felt like, nerves not-withstanding, we laughed our way through
it. When she had to lift my right leg into the CRV for me because my belly got
in the way, when I wolfed my food and described it as so good it was like a
religious experience, when the baby kicked so hard one night that he woke her
up but not me. And finally, when my poor over sensitive nipples instantly
contacted upon leaving the house in the cold winter months that I screeched
and clutched my chest. Well, she didn’t laugh at that, but we both laughed
when she bought me little hand warmers to wear in my bra. She was so caring
and brilliant like that.
Delivery was another story, as it wasn’t so much of a laugh riot. I was
perfectly ready given my confidence as a holistic practitioner to take birth in as
much stride as pregnancy. The baby was supposed to be born at home into
the capable and sage hands of our midwife Esther. My water broke promptly
the morning of March 28th 2011. I breathed, I showered, I laughed, ate
chocolate ice cream, did yoga and my visualizations, but by the end of the day
nothing much had happened with regards to dilatation. Worried I would have
nothing left when it actually came time to push Esther sent us packing,
clutching the emergency bag we were certain we would not need.
The next day, after being given every amount of every medication to speed

things up and some, there was more of a whole lot of nothing and the situation
was starting to be too risky. So, after 42 hours at 8pm on March 29th our little
ginger baby came into the world. In the recovery room I was numb, literally. I
could feel nothing below my neck. My body shook from head to toe as it
detoxed from the heavy medication, giving my body the shivering response
without actually feeling the temperature.
The nurse tested my upper body with ice packs to monitor feeling slowly
coming back. I remember watching Kara sitting in the corner looking proud as
proud could get with our little bundle. They looked warm and suddenly I missed
Kara, she was always warm, literally. She wore shorts into the winter, until it
was not socially acceptable anymore. Something had changed and I could not
identify what it was in the moment as I lay there quaking.
I realized after that I felt like the intense, focused care she had lavished on
me all though pregnancy was now totally transferred to our son. All my
insecurities, and my lack of faith in myself about being able to parent as well as
her reared their ugly heads. It also didn’t help that the distance between us,
which I was also realizing, was already there before we decided to have
children, lay waiting for us on the other side of delivery.
We fumbled through that first year trying to be kind to one another, trying to
enjoy the beautiful little life that suddenly joined us as a family. Bought a
house, spent Ben’s first Christmas in it, whiled away the summer in the new
garden and vegetable patch made green by Kara’s deft hands and then the
Fall returned. Given all that had transpired since our child was born, I felt like
the world was really setting us up for a bright future and I looked towards it with
much more hope after the trip we won to The Haliburton Highlands.
It wasn’t just the lazy drive up north as the leaves quietly smoldered in red,
orange and yellow. It was not just the shaky canopy walk and the trip to the
wolf sanctuary that made it unforgettable, it was the time alone. The long
luxurious dinners, driving through the quiet world with my left hand in her right.
It was the promise that we would do this again sometime, the promise to be
better to one another and patch up the tears in our relationship with the love
that had not left us. That is how family stays family, it is how love remains.
Kara got sick in November and I could never have imagined the
transformation our little family would undergo. We didn’t see this as out of the

of the ordinary, at first. First a bad cold, then a chest infection, moving
into pneumonia that was not improving with time. On November 10th 2012,
dressed in a paper gown, I kissed her sweaty brow at the hospital, where they had
macgyvered two oxygen tanks to disperse into one mask. I went to the hospital
that night being called in by my family who knew it didn’t look good. By the time I
got there Kara was behind glass, then transported to another hospital to utilize
their life support system, which unfortunately was not able to support her life.
Despite valiant efforts Kara died early the morning of November 11th and for eight
years this has been my day to remember, many things.
We had to wait to find out what happened to her, but after the autopsy, in the
absence of Kara I had a name, blastomycosis. I had never heard of that toxic
mould before but now I will never forget it. Even to this day seeing any mould on a
household surface it gives me a chill. And when I discover it in the fridge, I
visualize toxic green molecules spilling through the air and sticking to my lungs.
When I smell it, that steely, sickly earthy smell I gag.
Even at Christmas I have to take a breath and stop singing at the lyrics
“There's bound to be talk tomorrow (Think of my life-long sorrow!) At least there
will be plenty implied (If you caught pneumonia and died!)” because you did and
the sorrow of that as stated, is in fact quite literally life-long. When you lose a
family member when you are both young, what else could it be?
Walking through a graveyard (socially distanced), it’s so bizarre that that
phrase now seems like it will be injected into literature in a new way forever, with
my best friend Naomi we got laughing hysterically as we do. Her mother and other
close family members have passed away, so she is right in sync with my gallows
humour, she is fluent and chosen family. While walking and drinking tea, admiring
the magnificent trees in this quiet space, I saw a little platform with stairs on either
side that was tucked into a cliff under the trees. And quite without thinking I said,
“That would be a lovely place to get married.” I covered my mouth and we
simultaneously lost it. “Well,” I said when I could finally speak, “I guess if I got
married in a graveyard, I could expect full attendance!” That and less of a tab at
the end of the night.
That place where Kara used to be still follows me. One more invisible family
member to join the heavenly contingent of four grandparents and my father. I
often reflect if there are more dead members of your small immediate family than

alive, it’s hard not to feel like you are the sole survivors on a lifeboat waiting to
capsize. Having Ben still with me, thank God, as well as my mother, sister and
her husband makes me think of us as five remaining grains in an hourglass.
Now with my sister’s two children added to the mix somehow when we are
together the feeling of family, of safety and belonging returns. And when we
part it is always a painful extrication.
Especially now during the pandemic where I have seen them in person
twice in the last nine months. Especially with more than a million dead around
the globe, who died struggling for breath. All I can think about is seeing Kara
that last time. Especially with a mother that survived lung cancer and is living
with a compromised respiratory system. Even before Covid-19 when I would
leave her, I had to steel myself to walk out the door. Once I got home the
compounding loss would often not subside until I broke down in tears. This is
how grief changes your life.
I know that it is no life to constantly feel like a survivor, to let sorrow run
unmitigated and rule my consciousness, my imagination, my decisions. It has
to go somewhere and for me the page is where it lands. I have written about
Kara, weeping so hard I could not see the page and loss was screaming so
loudly I could barely make out my own thoughts. I can write loss until it’s no
longer ringing in my ears. I can write about my family and all of a sudden, they
are present, listening to me type and read aloud, reliving the memories, the
emotions, the love.
I have written about Kara in so many ways since her death, but a goodbye
letter, I have not. I have written lovingly pouring over every detail I was afraid
to lose to time. Now it is time to write something different. Since she passed, I
have measured time by how far away I have gotten from her, even though she
never left, not really. Even now I think of the unmet milestones dotting the
future like what will I do when it’s 10 years? Where will I be, how will I feel, how
much more of her will I have to let go?
In these eight years everything has changed, and much is for the better. I
believe my life, just as it is, is my choice. I’ve also come to believe and accept
that there is something mystically mutual about the dance of life and death. It is
inevitable that we may not get to leave when we want or at least expect to. In
this dance we will not always get lead. Just like you wait for a child to be born

we have to wait to see how our journey will end. They are both transitions to
something unknown. In between all we can do is find the path of least
resistance and fashion the family around us that we need.
When the house Kara and I bought was falling down I made the decision to
buy a house with my good friend Erin, who was my first-year university
roommate. Erin wanted to be a single mom by choice, and after we moved in,
she underwent artificial insemination too and she gave Ben a pseudo sibling,
just like Kara and I wanted. Her father also passed so she is another one of my
friends who is fluent in gallows humour. She and her son have become a
miraculous and unexpected second family for us. She also understands how
afraid and unconfident I can be, and by hook or crook helps me move past it
and see it’s where I belong. Here in my life with a world of joy waiting for me.
This is my choice. I lift my foot to step through a door and let the universe
twirl me into the galaxy of the rest of my life. I do so with a deep sense of
knowing that this is what Kara, my dad and my whole heavenly contingent
would like me to do. Someone once framed death for me as a gift. The gift
being a challenging opportunity to do the things that you may not otherwise
have done. I think perhaps as Erin would say,
“I’m rocking it.” I have written about Kara in so many ways so today I am
writing to Kara to say goodbye.
Dear Kara,
Thank you for all of the gifts you brought to my life. Of all of those gifts your
death was the most uncomfortable but the most profound. Thank you for the
untold happiness we experienced, thank you for loving me right down to my
core even when I felt like I didn’t deserve it. You taught me how simple choices
could be if you listen to your heart. You taught me how important it was to
stand up for myself. You taught me that I always have the choice to laugh, you
taught me how to give myself the credit I deserve and have tremendous faith in
my capabilities as a person, a mother, a wife and an artist.
And for the time you have not been here, I thank you for the opportunity to
forget everything you taught me and learn it all again for myself. Just so I
would grow to understand I do not need anyone else standing beside me in

in order to be my most authentic self.
You taught me to find gratitude for things I never thought I could ever be
grateful for. You taught me that even if my life, my dance becomes a violent
windstorm that when I touch down again the one thing, I will never lose is myself.
Thank you for showing me just how brave I am and thank you for letting go of me
in order for me to learn that.
I promise, I promise to try and love myself the way that I deserve, to prop my
heart open to the world and let more gifts and blessings pour into it even though
there will always be loss.
Thank you for the dance, thank you for everything else that is left. Thank you
for my son. Thank you for changing my life and thank you for changing that life
again. And thank you for, when I ask you how to let go, answering that I already
have.
Love always,
Kelly

Kelly Wilk (she/her) is a freelance writer for the LGBTQ2S+ publication PinkPlayMags
and writes their Queer parenting blog The Ginger Gent. She has released two seasons
of her podcast Fashioning Families (www.fashioningfamilies.com). She has presented
at Spoken Lives (Motivational Speaking Series) in 2020 where she presented as The
Merry Widow, on surviving loss with gallows humour and a superhero. In 2016 she
performed at the Inaugural Performance of #HERStoryCounts Theatrical Company.
Kelly performed as her superhero alter ego Captain Grief in a blue unitard and cape,
discuss. Her work has been published in the Canadian food journal, Beer and Butter
Tarts Vol 1, 2013, the Annual Her Heart Poetry Anthology, 2017 and the November
2019 issue of Maclean’s Magazine with the opinion piece, A widowed mother to her
son: 'Your small life was so powerful, it saved mine.’ Website: KellyWilk.ca.

Hannah George

Lost and Found
by Liv Gamble

So, what do I say now?
Sometimes words aren’t enough, darling,
and that’s why we sing,
isn’t it?
Thank God for Dusty Springfield,
for Stevie Nicks,
for Lionel Richie and all of his hellos,
‘cause Heaven knows they’re easier than goodbyes.
I’ve been told to speak from the heart
but she’s an introvert,
and who can blame her?
The world is a giant,
my heart but a star in the solar system of my body.
Who wants to be bigger than that anyway?
I quite like fitting into the small spaces of your life,
in the nooks and crannies of your weekend
and in every square inch of your evenings.
I quite like the novelty.
I quite like the permanence;
that old idea of forever,
sat there in the corner like a chair,
like any other piece of furniture that’s never been
moved.
It’s quaint, isn’t it?
That ache to belong,
to be slung on a hook like the other winter coats,
to be piled in a drawer like yet another odd sock,
to be
exactly
where you should be.

And me? I’m just the same.
I want your name stitched on the inside of me,
a label in case I’m lost,
a label that reads
Property of:
I. Y. A. W.
If found, please return to:
Room 5,
Right Side of the Bed,
Beneath the Clock,
Next to Me.

Liv Gamble (she/her) is a lesbian writer passionate about life, words, and anything
LGBT+. While she loves writing - specifically sapphic prose and poetry - she'll try her
hand at anything, from playing the ukulele and blogging, all the way to tricks behind the
bar during her day job. She holds a BA and a MA in Creative Writing, and is currently
working on my third novel-length piece. Instagram: @livgamblevstheworld.

Zander Crossman

by Mernine Ameris
my celosia plants are my newborn twins,
red faced and fresh home from the farmers market,
they grow like weeds, reseeding itself regularly.
invulnerable to insects & more so against mold.
they attract only the most pimped out butterflies.
they originated in africa.
like most things in all honesty.
yet all this resilience in the fact that they grow easy
makes maternal instinct twitch
at this hand-me-down fear of drowning.
they have inherited her anxiety.
they don’t trust too much water
does that just mean they can be easy to neglect?
like most things?
like their mother?
the midwife tells me their name means burning in greek
she suggested i buy them in pairs
because when they stand proud together
they light the grass on fire
that each plant is actually dozens of tiny flowers,
fragments of the flame in the dragon’s throat,
starving for sun.
like most things.
like their mother?

—mfungu.

Mernine Ameris (she/they) is is a 23 year old queer black woman, also known as the
hopeless romantic friend who has never been in a relationship. She is a poet, fiction
writer, essayist, nationally decorated public speaker, actress, all around creative, and
founder of The Sunflower Girl Collective, which is looking for submissions for its third
journal. Her work has been curated by Medium, performed on various campuses,
published in Volition Magazine, Hysterical Rag, PCC Inscape Mag, Poets Reading the
News, Variety Pack Mag, and the Brain Mill Press. Writing is her first love. Public
speaking is her second. She attended George Mason University for its speech team
and she is the 2017 American Forensics Association champion of Duo Interpretation
and the 2019 National Forensics Association runner up in Rhetorical Criticism. Her
favorite foods are calamari, chicken nuggets, cheese and words. Language has been
her greatest gift. She is a Virgo, ENFP, Type 4, who really likes personality tests and
can currently be found rediscovering her love for horror movies through speculative
fiction, one of the best genres. Website: MernineAmeris.me.

Ann Privateer

Tbe Girls

by Amelia Goadby

Might be a good name for a band
But I’m not sure we have enough
“Musical talent”
Between us.
I mean, I can (just about) carry a tune
And Hev can play piano
(and probably anything else she puts her mind to)
Al could get her clarinet
From whatever dusty corner it lives in at her parent’s house
And Ruby would need to be the manager
Whipping us all into a semblance of shape.
Then, maybe, when we start this band,
We can coax Eleanor back from New Zealand,
Because she loves music more than any of us.
Which is saying something, really,
When we’re all the type of people
Who carefully cultivate party playlists
Screaming suggestions
Over each other
From the kitchen to the sitting room,
Which is filled with silver balloons,
For an event called:
‘You can’t spell lesbians without aliens.’
These girls
My girls
Our girls

Formed into a tight five
With friendship forged from tragedies
And guaranteed laughter
Everytime we meet
A guaranteed safety net
Everytime we greet defeat
Woven from an unflinching faith
In all our star-spun dreams
This little gaggle of stressed-out, overworked, over-thinking, endlessly inspired, creative,
ambitious, intelligent, depressed, occasionally desperate, inimitable and truly kind-hearted
Girls
Who have let each other grow
Through painful revelations, break-ups and redundancies
And dancing nights on rain-drenched Cardiff streets.
I think we might just be so wonderful
We should share it with the world,
Monetise our friendship,
And get some platinum records for our rented walls,
Whatever disastrous songs you bitches write,
I know I’ll sing along.

Amelia Goadby (she/her) is a 24-year-old bisexual who currently resides in Bristol with
her boyfriend, who is also bisexual. She spends a lot of time thinking about how she can
dress to ensure people won't assume that she's straight. In the few hours of the day that
are not consumed by this activity, she will frantically google the phrases 'how to start a
socialist revolution???' or 'how to destroy capitalism???'. She also enjoys baking. Oh,
and writing poetry (but not as often as she should). Instagram: @ummmillie.

Zander Crossman

CN: death

Commentary on Personal Ads
by Jess Wright

If my grandmother had posted personal ads from the hospital where she
spent three months waiting to die, it might have looked somewhat like
this
Her name was Dorothy, but sometimes, to wind her up, her children called her
Dot. Her husband called her Mia, as in Mia Farrow. After she explained to me
where apple trees and babies come from, I called her Nanan Pip. She died
alone in a hospital room at approximately 4:30 AM on a Sunday in March, right
on the cusp of COVID-19.
In the months after her death, I trawled Lex. It wasn’t a lover I was looking for.
Instead of flowers, I archived personal ads. In place of furniture and
paperwork, I disassembled stolen longing into lexical units. Rather than a
eulogy, I pieced together tongues and show me and Looking for into packages
of desire.
If my grandmother had posted personal ads from the hospital where she spent
three months waiting to die, it might have looked somewhat like this.
Key Themes
We should talk about ambition and disappointment. When she was eleven, her
parents separated. Her mother and siblings went to the coast. Their father
lived alone. My grandmother was sent to live with relatives on the family farm,
where it was too noisy to sleep well, and where there were no lights in the
evening for keeping up with her schoolwork. When she failed history, she was
removed from the top set of students.
She became a fever nurse. When she had children, she was the breadwinner,

holding down three different jobs. After her husband died—a war veteran and
hospital porter with children her own age—she studied the cello and learned to
make pastry. In her spare time, she got a degree.
30d left
@mia1925<3
Northern General Hospital, Sheffield, UK
SHOW ME YOUR
confident, skilled tongue.(1) Let me tell you all about my very strong hands.
Maybe you can return (2)
(1) My grandmother was a skilled talker. She would say, The body doesn’t
matter. All that matters is that you keep going up here. Then she would tap
her head.
(2) Here, she was probably talking about the fact that her daughter had not
visited. It is unlikely that she was talking about me, how I had called only
once in the past year.
For the first eight years of my life, I was the only grandchild. My grandmother
taught me to crawl through demonstration. We picked elderberries together for
cordial. We assembled the ingredients for mushroom soup. Eventually, though,
my visits contracted.
This is normal, I think. For me, though, it was self-protection. Every time I
asked where my grandmother kept the milk, she would point to the freezer and
launch a slow prose-poem about the foods that people put in her freezer that
she would never eat: milk, bread, bacon, shrimp. “All that thick, white fat,” she
would say. Or: “People don’t need that much starch.”
I half-listened as I defrosted the milk beneath the hot tap and poured a little
into my tea. I brought her cup of tea to the table: weak, black, no sweetener. At
dinner it became harder to eat. Every year I visited less. When I left, she clung
to me with thin arms and swollen joints.

Coping with the Loneliness, Rage, and Anxiety
In her final years, my grandmother had a damaged tear duct. Over and over,
she dabbed a crumpled tissue to her eye. Not until the very end, though, did I
see her cry. We are both of us like this: concrete channels cracked open in
parts, water leaking out, green with stagnation and smelling of moss. When
she finally began to cry, I did not know how to make my face move in
response. I stood by her side, one hand lightly on her scapula, my heart
drawing a blank.
27d left
@mia1925<3
Northern General Hospital,(2) Sheffield, UK
PRESENT AND WHOLE, & HOW DID I GET HERE?
World explorer.(3) I brewed some strangers in my hands.4 So I’m coping
with the loneliness,(5) rage, and anxiety by listening to the sled dogs
meaning tales of the old days.(6) Let’s be really alive, together. I am
making a map.(7)
(2) This is also the hospital where I was born. She was present at my
delivery, but since I came out blue, she could not hold me. In the
photographs, she stands beside my father, her eldest son, in her nurse’s
uniform, her grey hair chopped in an eighties bowl cut.
(3) When her children were young, she piled them into her car and drove
them to the south of France. Her husband didn’t think it was a good idea,
so she left him at home.
(4) This is how my grandmother would instruct you to make her a cup of
tea: hold the teabag over the cup and pour scalding water through it; set
the teabag aside for re-use; add cold water generously.
(5) Throughout my childhood, my grandmother lived fiercely alone. The
summer I left for America, eleven years before she died, she broke her hip
for the first time. After that, loneliness engulfed her. Who would think you
could be lonely for the join in your hip?
(6) A few years before she died, my grandmother called me every
Thursday morning to dictate her memoir. The stories carried us both

through our own wastelands. She thought the European Union should stop
preventing British supermarkets from selling crooked bananas. We talked
about the past instead.
(7) In my earliest memories, my grandmother and I are hiking in
Derbyshire. I get exhausted before she does. When we reach the hilltops,
we see people tied up with ropes, scaling the rock.
Causes of Death
15d left
@mia1925<3
Northern General Hospital, Sheffield, UK
HUNGRY, HUNGRY, STARVING
the only thing that matters is why food Frankly I don’t give it much
credence,(8) but who wants to take over the family weird mirror dance9
and Tell me what you reclaimed today
(8) She really wants you to understand that she didn’t like food.
(9) It was me. I took it over.
Up to thirty percent of people who come to hospital for a hip fracture die within
six months of the event. I learned this several months after my grandmother’s
death, when I was training to become a yoga instructor and had begun to
realise that osteoporosis—a condition that my grandmother and I shared—
ought to limit my practice. No forward folds. Careful in boat pose. Bend your
knees generously in downward-facing dog.
The statement is misleading: the study it’s based on only includes patients
over the age of sixty-five. My grandmother fit the profile perfectly: already frail
and prone to infections, susceptible to the psychosocial sequelae that might
accompany three months of confinement and bed sores. That is to say, she
wanted to die. It is not clear what the impact would be on someone like myself,
thirty-five with bones poorly tended and a family history of self-diminishment.

Final Words
Fluid crept up the inner walls of her lungs. To ease the panic, nurses brought
her diazepam. When she spoke, her tongue was thick leather and her words
crawled off it like ants, following a unitary direction with a purpose impossible
to discern.
7d left
@mia1925<3(10)
Northern General Hospital, Sheffield, UK
HOLD & BE MOONSHOT
I have a rich/complex life listening to the sled dogs drifting through
abstraction and desire quarantine must be getting to me.(11) In search of a
friend to talk to all day and all night. no experience required.
(10) Only when she became incoherent did she begin to reveal her heart.
(11) My grandmother, suffering with C. diff, was in isolation before anybody
thought that the new coronavirus would be a problem. Days went by with
nobody to interrupt her but the nurse bringing food and pills and insisting
that she lift her swollen legs.
She missed us, but it was almost too late. We had already learned to balance
empty dishes on our faces, as if we had nothing to give away.
By we, of course, I mean myself. I won’t speak for the others.
This Is How She Died
1d left
@mia1925<3
ABOUT ME
Skin(12) hands(13) tongue(14) food(15) bodies(16) space

(12) Her skin mottled with rose-coloured bruises.
(13) Before her hands began to shake, she was teaching herself the piano.
(14) The book she was reading when she died was a biography of Ezra
Pound. “He really was a fascist,” she said to me.
(15) The last meal I shared with my grandmother was ten months before
her death. We ate digestives dipped in breakfast tea.
(16) She held me at the close of my final visit like winter branches that
might snap into pieces on the floor.

Jess Wright (she/her) was born and lives in South Yorkshire, but she spent the past
ten years moving around different parts of the US, training and then working as a
historian of medicine and the body. She is currently writing a book about psychiatry.
When she takes off her historian's cap, she makes erasure poetry, archives Lex ads,
and assembles zines. Instagram: @sublunam.

Faith Eliott

4000 Miles

by Scarlett Mueller

Soupy says when we travel by plane, from the ground we look like lightning.
Those words make me aware just how blessed I am to be living in this age of
interconnectedness. There are many banes of this society, this oppressive
system pushing everyone into economic submission and squeezing the life
and spirit out of each and every one of us but there’s also the boon of this
world being so beautifully sewn together. Patrick Schneeweis said it too,
what’s roughly 4000 miles between friends when you can call the person you
love on their mobile or desktop device in a matter of seconds, what’s a friend
not worth crossing an ocean? I’ve never identified collectively with a nation,
later learned my stance was anti-national even, anarchist philosophy, not
theory but emotion leading my heart and head, the empathy I feel for everyone
I meet, no matter if online or in meatspace, the idea everyone deserves the
same rights, the same care, the same chances, that everyone should be equal
and nobody should violently exert power over another human being. I hear the
rain, I hear you speak of snapping turtles, I hear the magpies chirping into the
microphone of your headset, may you be in Melbourne, Pottstown,
Philadelphia, the other far end of the USA or Paris, France, I hear your voice
cleary and I feel deeply for you. I have friends all over this planet and where I
feel isolated in my own neighborhood living as a marginalised person I feel
connected socially, emotionally and spiritually to other inhabitants of this world
through those channels of communication.

Scarlett Mueller (she/her) is a transfeminine nonbinary person living in southwestern
Germany. She came out as transgender around 2016 and as nonbinary in 2019 but has
been writing poetry, especially slam poetry since way before that. She identifies as a
Butch Lesbian and is a strong believer in mutual aid and anarchist theory as well as
neo-pagan spiritualism.

Violet Raven

CN: death

My Abuelita, the Healer
Anniversary of Her Death
by Theresa Gaynord
There are medicinal virtues to homeopathic
treatments, that capture the meaning of a
healing spirit lost in the intensity of dense
woods, greeted by the chaos of flats among
circular ends that honeycomb the cells of
sacred light.
Without hesitation the plains scroll among
the foliage and flowers as I start to see the
image of my abuelita come alive. Scarlet
mixtures in a handful of whites and greens
crowd the weaving of her basket, her abilities
revealed in her palms.
Pearl shells ground the pigment of her skin
shielded by the warmest of winds and the
patches of colors from butterfly wings. I sink
beneath the calluses of her softness, encased
in a cloud of rapture that lifts up my chin to
the beauty of nurturing, longing for her heart,
to touch mine.

Theresa Gaynord (she/her) likes to write about matters of self-inflection and personal
experiences. She likes to write about matters of an out-of body, out-of-mind state, as
well as subjects of an idyllic, pagan nature and the occult. Theresa writes horror, as well
as concrete gritty and realistic dramas. Theresa is said to be a witch and a poet, (within
the horror writing community) and she has been published in a number of magazines
throughout the years. She is a former elementary school teacher and psychic medium reader and advisor.

Jess Magnan

CN:

Snapchat Memories: October
1 2018-2020
by T. R. Morgan
Every day mommy and I look back
to the previous years’ memories.
We see small features
or swollen belly pictures.
Each image
a reminder of what came
before this moment.
Today, two years ago, you
were still snug close
to rib and organ—kicking
anything in your way.
Today, one year ago, you
watched spider webs swing
in front of our bookcase,
nestled close in dad’s arms.
Today, only hours ago,
you played with Nonna, tried
to chase her around
our apartment. You begged
to go to the park, which was of course,
obliged.

Today, mere seconds ago,
I pleaded, more todays,
more years, more answers—
something to look
back on next year.

T.R Morgan (she/her) is a Florida raised, Appalachian transplant poet and writer. She
is a current MFA candidate in the Bluegrass Writers Studio at Eastern Kentucky
University. She is a mother and a partner in a polyamorous dynamic—both of which, are
parts of her identity that find their ways into her writing. Morgan explores motherhood in
its raw, unfiltered state and its impact on relationships and mental health. In her spare
time, she enjoys crafting, cooking, and spending time with her son and two partners.

Esraa Husain

CN: homophobia/biphobia

We don't have to sing it out
by Rachael Llewellyn

Kelly<Nadia
AITA For Not Inviting My Sister To My Baby Shower?
So, me (F,27) asking the internet if I’m the assh*le for not wanting my sister
(F,28) at my baby shower. First, some background info; I love my sister. We
used to be close, best friend close even. There’s only nine months between us
so we were in the same year at school, and we used to look alike so we were
constantly having to correct people who thought we were twins. We used to tell
each other everything. Most of my childhood memories are the two of us
watching bad movies together. Really, if you told me at thirteen that I wouldn’t
want my sister at my baby shower, I flat out wouldn’t believe you. But we
haven’t been as close since my sister came out as bi. When she first told me,
we were 15/16 and tbf I was *pretty* ignorant back then, I thought she was
joking and laughed.
*Edit: I’m not homophobic AT ALL. I have LOADS of gay friends. My
favourite Disney character is Ursula from The Little Mermaid. So my not
wanting my sister at my baby shower has nothing to do with her being gay.
Anyway, after she came out, my sister only dated guys so none of our
family took her sexuality very seriously. The bi thing only ever came up when
she’d get drunk and kiss girls at parties. Again, me being a teenager and
ignorant AF, I thought it was like a party piece to look good for guys (you know,
the whole Katy Perry thing), and because we looked similar it made me feel
really self-conscious and we used to fight a lot about that sort of thing.
Four years ago, my sister met her first girlfriend K (F,37) and after that she
really changed. She shaved half her hair off and got really political about
everything. We couldn’t go for coffee together without her coming with an
agenda of terrible things happening in the world that we needed to
discuss/debate. Plenty of the issues she’d bring up, I actually agree with her

on, but somehow she always turns it into an argument. And I didn’t and still
don’t like K. She says she has a sarcastic sense of humour, but that mostly
just translates to mean really-really rude, though ofc my sister thinks she’s
brilliant.
Also, and I know a lot of you will probably call me homophobic for this, but
her and K were always so handsy with each other, always kissing and
touching. It’s not because they’re both women. I don’t like PDA, like keep that
stuff in private!! So one day I call her out on it, and she accuses me of being a
homophobe, so I told her ‘I’d tell you the same if you were making out with D
(her ex-boyfriend) right in front of me’, and she grabbed my arm and took me
aside and had a massive go at me because she doesn’t like to be reminded of
when she dated him.
She polices everything I say. Like I once described her as a lesbian to a
mutual friend and she accused me of ‘bi-erasure’ even though she often
describes herself as gay. Despite what some of you probably think of me, I
really am not bigoted. I want to understand, but she won’t explain, she just rolls
her eyes.
She’s always saying stuff like ‘I only have queer friends’ or ‘Men are trash’.
It’s like hanging out with a bunch of slogans from Twitter rather than a person. I
miss my sister but I feel like we haven’t hung out in years and that makes me
so sad.
When my boyfriend (M,30) proposed to me, she got mad because I told her
via the family group chat which we share with our parents and cousins. But she
makes zero effort with me, so why expect that relationship to be there? While I
was preparing for the wedding, she was a complete nightmare. She was
difficult about the bridesmaids dresses, she was critical about the venue and
the flowers and pretty much everything. We got into a huge argument because
I didn’t give her a plus one – again, I know some of you will think I’m awful for
that, but I don’t like K, I didn’t want someone I don’t like at my wedding.
Besides, they broke up 3 months after the wedding, so really, it would have
been a waste of time/money inviting her.
After the wedding, the two of us didn’t really talk. I reached out a bunch of
times, but she’d leave my messages unread and never answer the phone if I
called. Two Christmases ago she sabotaged the whole day to introduce her

new girlfriend (F,27) to the family. Even though it’s meant to be family time.
I know some of you will say I could just try talking to her, but I have. I try
and talk and she just goes flying off the handle or shuts it down straight away.
Last week I sent out invites to my baby shower and this morning I got a
passive aggressive text from my mum about whether my sister had been
invited.
I know it’s bad, but she’s just totally self-centred and makes everything
about herself. When I told her that I was pregnant, she responded with a
thumbs up emoji. If something isn’t about her, she just doesn’t respond or care.
I don’t want her at my baby shower because it’s a really big day for me and I
don’t want her trying to upstage me with drama.
So anyway, internet, thoughts appreciated – AITA?
Nadia>Kelly
Closeness, by Nadia Knightley
Do you ever worry that you’ll be browsing through Reddit one day and realise
that the post is about you?
I don’t know if its super depressing or super narcissistic to assume that
some anonymous post is secretly about me, but there we go. When I have
anxious spells, sometimes I fall down the Reddit Rabbit Hole, wondering if
somehow ‘AITA for dumping my gf (F,20) on Valentines Day’, could secretly be
about me, despite the fact that the story shares 0% similarities with my actual
life. That’s anxiety for you, I guess? You lose track of logic for a spell.
This isn’t one of those times. I came across the above Reddit post on my
lunch break yesterday and it pretty much wrecked my productivity for the rest
of the day. I showed it to my best friend, who winced. Even June, my girlfriend
and usual knight in shining armour against my anxiety and irrational thoughts,
couldn’t tell me that this post wasn’t about me.
Last year I was a collaborator on a blog whose aim was to help and advice
teenagers who want support in coming out. It was exciting to be included and I
loved reading other people’s coming out stories, it was a proper laughing and
crying experience in some cases. I wrote a piece, and then had to recall,

delete and write another very quickly.
The piece that was published was about being terrified of coming out to my
small ‘c’ Conservative parents as bisexual, and how surprised I was with how
kind and accepting they were.
The first story I wrote and didn’t submit, was about me, age sixteen, terrified of
telling my small ‘c’ Conservative parents about me being bi, and how I instead
opened up to my little sister, knowing that she would love and accept me no
matter what. To cut a long and very sad story short, Kelly thought I was joking
and laughed. And when I told her I wasn’t joking, she stopped laughing and got
annoyed.
“What are you talking about? Bisexual? What, so you’re like… half-way out
of the closet? What are you even talking about?”
I mean, in her post, she does acknowledge that she was “*pretty* ignorant
back then”, but as you can imagine, that doesn’t make it sting any less. Even
all these years later.
The piece was essentially about me realising that my sister, who had been
my best friend for my entire life until that point, didn’t understand me and didn’t
want to try. It was a real downer about me realising that I’d need to let go of
that part of my childhood if I wanted to survive.
In the end I didn’t submit it because I thought it would cause Kelly too much
pain.
I wonder if she ever thought I’d read her AITA post. I wonder if she thought
about it for a second before she pressed ‘submit’.
The worst part is because it’s all anonymous, if I called her out, Kelly could
just deny she wrote it. I’d be the crazy one, so arrogant I’ve assumed some
random thing online is about me. The worst part is, I didn’t even want to go to
the baby shower. I was dreading the invitation coming through. I think baby
showers are stupid. My personal hell is sat on a table full of grown women
playing ‘Dirty Nappies’ or ‘Pin the Tail on the Baby’ or whatever.
I didn’t expect to be invited, I thought maybe she would, but she wouldn’t
actually want me there. Our Mum is the only person upset by my lack of an
invitation.
She says that I police her speech, or that I don’t listen. Well, how much
would you want to listen to someone who says things like ‘You’re whole

personality is just “angry lesbian”, I miss the real you’. I’m pretty sure that the
‘real me’ to Kelly, is a nine-year-old who likes scented gel pens and Mary-Kate
& Ashely movies.
It’s such petty nonsense, I could go through every point she makes in her
post; I could maybe read in the fact that she made time for every single one of
my boyfriends, but acts like Katrina was some snooty mentalist who “changed”
me, never noticed that Emma was my girlfriend and to date, has never said
more than three words to June. I could go through every micro-aggression and
post an ‘AITA for cutting my small ‘h’ homophobic sister out of my life’ – but
honestly, I don’t have the energy.
I’ve come to terms with the kind of relationship me and Kelly have. Like how
I’ve come to terms with the fact that Kelly will probably introduce me to my little
niece or nephew as the ‘mad lesbian aunt’ or ‘mad bisexual aunt’. Only she’ll
say ‘bisexual’ in a voice, like she’s talking about a griffin or a power puff girl.
Really, I don’t know how to feel about Kelly’s post, mostly I’m trying not to
look at it. I don’t want to see comments calling her a bigot or me a selfish bitch.
But I couldn’t stop thinking about it, which is why I started writing this, whatever
this is.
I should just put it behind me. It’s anonymous. She’s the petty one looking
to Reddit for validation. I have a great life. I have a good job and a nice flat. I
have June, who loves me. My parents love and accept me for who I am; they
correct Grandma when she refers to June as my ‘flatmate’ or ‘good friend’.
Mum teases us about setting a date. Dad refers to June as his favourite
daughter.
It doesn’t matter if Kelly wants to cut me out. I have so many other people.
It doesn’t matter that Kelly will look right at me and say that she misses me. I
know that she’s never wanted to know me past age sixteen because I wasn’t
who she thought I was anymore.
And for the record, she acts like the distance between us started after I
started dating Katrina, but it didn’t; nor did it start when I came out to her.
It started when we were ten and eleven, watching Legally Blonde and Kelly
prodded me in the side and whispered ‘Lesbo’ because I ‘stared too much’
when Reese Witherspoon was wearing a bikini. That distance grew when she
laughed and then got angry when I came out. It stretched when I started dating

being gay then?’ By the time I started dating Katrina, me and Kelly were worlds
apart, galaxies even.
I miss my sister, I really do. But I can’t go back and be nine years old for her.
She makes me furious and when I tell her why, she tells me I’m irrational or I’m
being selfish. To get to where I am now, I left her in my childhood. I wish she’d
just leave me in hers and move on with her life. We don’t have to be close, but
it’d be nice if we could be amicable.
Life isn’t like a Disney movie, we don’t have to sing it out or hold hands or
sway or whatever.
Before the post, I’d put my relationship with my sister into a box of things I
know I can’t have, tucked it away in my head. I felt safer that way. It meant
every roll of the eyes, every sneer, every little comment wouldn’t sting as
much. Now I have to take it out and I’m scared of what that could mean.
Maybe I’ll call my sister in the morning.

Rachael Llewellyn (she/her) is an English novelist. Her previous work includes the
Red Creek series (Down Red Creek and Impulse Control, both with Sulis International
Press), and her short fiction has appeared in numerous anthologies and journals,
including Analogies & Allegories, Tealight Press and The Spectre Review. Her first
collection of short fiction, Human Beings, is due for publication with Bear Hill Books in
2021. She is currently a PhD candidate at Swansea University, and is completing her
thesis on trauma and memory in folklore. Twitter: @FumigatedSpace.

Ann Privateer

Visual Artists

(in order of appearance)
Naomi Chalk (she/her) is a social worker and painter originally from
Texas. She has been painting for a little over one year and loves
capturing wilderness scenes and natural landscapes on canvas. She
currently lives in Boston, Massachusetts with her fiancé and cat while she
attends graduate school . Other hobbies include reading, music, watching
bad sitcoms, and schooling people on social justice.

Jess Magnan (they/them) pays the bills with freelance writing and
editing and fulfills the soul with their blog, A Lesbian and Her Laptop
(ALesbianAndHerLaptop.com). Here, they blog about their own queer
experiences, LGBTQ content reviews, and invite other members of the
community to share their own stories. Twitter and Instagram:
@koalatygay.

Faith Eliott (they/them) is a songwriter and visual artist living in the
southside of Glasgow with their partner and two adorable guinea pigs.
They grew up in Minneapolis, Minnesota and relocated with their family to
Scotland aged 13. Faith has worked in a variety of visual media over the
years, from small scale metal work to puppetry. These days, however,
they mostly make drawings, embroider and cover any available garment
in beads. Faith is the co-founder of OK Pal Records, a DIY label run in
cahoots with Edinburgh musician Hailey Beavis. Together they run gigs,
art marts, make zines, release records and host session videos. Faith’s
own debut LP Impossible Bodies was released on April 19th, 2019. It was
received to critical acclaim and broadcast on BBC Radio 3, 4, and
6Music. Twitter: @FaithEliott. Instagram: @faith.eliott.

Visual Artists

(in order of appearance)
Esraa Husain (pronouns indifferent) is a nonbinary creative writer,
poet, academic and translator from Kuwait. A PhD researcher at the
University of Glasgow exploring Black Scottish women’s writing,
migrancy, agency and postcolonial contexts. Esraa is the founder of U
Belong Glasgow: a multilingual community platform featuring BAME,
LGBT+ and disabled creatives. When Esraa is not performing in spoken
word events, they go trekking through the Highlands to capture the
serene landscapes.
Tessa Dane-Henry (she/her) is a bisexual technical writer of engineering
documents who dabbles in art and poetry when the time permits (as it so
rarely does). As a taurus, she often finds herself in beautiful spaces,
always curating a balance of nature and intention, roaming gradually to
wholeness. Twitter: @blackheart_tess. Instagram: @tessadane.
Irene Turmalina (she/her) is a non-binary artist focused on mental
health awareness and the healing power of art. For her, drawing is the
way she can share and communicate her struggles, her feelings, and her
existential worries. She hopes that what she creates resonates with
others, so we can keep each other company, fighting against an
oppressive world with values and hierarchy we didn't choose.
Instagram: @turmalinairene.
Hannah George (she/her) is a collector of moments, memories, feelings
and fleeting thoughts in all forms, poetic and beyond. She is an English
Literature student at the University of Glasgow and, when not reading or
writing poetry, you can finding her taking photos of the sky, baking
banana bread or nurturing her growing plant collection.

Visual Artists

(in order of appearance)
Robyn Watt (they/them) is a photographer and climber from Glasgow,
Scotland. They aim to inspire through photographing the outdoor world in
all its glory. On the side, Robyn enjoys writing, with themes connecting to
their visual work. Other past-times include cuddling their cats and reading
books about philosophy. Website: RobynWattVisuals.com.
Alicyn McNally (sher/her) is an artist with the very fun and quirky ability
to take on every artsy project imaginable but may or may not follow
through with finishing them. She makes graphics in the office all day but
prefers putting pen to paper on her return home. Her friend, Jess, inspires
some of her best sapphic work. Website: AlicynMcnally.com.
Ann Privateer (she/her) is a poet, artist, and photographer. Some of her
work has appeared in Third Wednesday and Entering to name a few.
Zander Cossham (they/them) is a non-binary, Disabled artist interested
in creative makeup, modelling and visual art (@paint_water on
instagram). They took these photos with their girlfriend who is a Black
non-binary photographer. They wanted to convey the support and love
they have for each other, and how they've relied on that during lockdown.
Instagram: @paint_water.
Violet Raven (Sidhe/her) is a self-taught multi-media artist and writer. Her
working practice doesn't always fit into the boundaries of any particular
artform; it crosses borders and weaves a complex web between seemingly
disparate elements of visual, literary and spoken word, in much the same
way that her autistic sensory experience weaves tactile and visual input
with emotion into an ever-shifting landscape of themes and expression.
She feel neither aligned nor bound to any particular defining labels; she is
both/neither, betwixt and between; a being, becoming. Her current practice
is in linking myth and visual poetry and storytelling, and through
photography. Instagram: @violet.raven.art.
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Emrys Mordin

Emrys Mordin (they/them), Community,
Admin & Comms Coordinator. Emrys lives in
Rutherglen, Scotland with their partner and two
cats. A proud non binary lesbian with a
background in community activism, Emrys'
current work encompasses communities,
theatre and writing. With a strong focus on
bringing people together, they use arts as a
tool for radical change. Emrys founded
Sapphic Writers in April 2020 and is proud to
work alongside such an excellent team of
creative sapphics. When not working, they can
be found curled up with a cat, a hot chocolate
and a good book.. Catch up with their work on
Instagram, Facebook and their website.

Alice Godber
Alice (she/her) Podcast Coordinator. Alice is an
artist, poet and emerging producer from,
Beverley, East Yorkshire. She is the founder of
the YADA YADA NOISE a platform for creatives
and is also proudly part of the Sapphic Writers
team. She wishes to continue building platforms
for people to share their words, come together
and find a sense of community with one another.
A lot of her art and poetry focuses on using her
creativity to heal and express heremotions. Find
out more about her at: www.alicegodberart.com
www.yada-yada-noise.com
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Julia DaSilva

Julia DaSilva (she/her) Community
Coordinator. Julia is a writer and climate
justice organizer poetry has appeared in
Eclectica, the Rat’s Ass Review, Lychee
Rind zine, Cathexis, Half A Grapefruit, High
Shelf Press, and the University of Toronto
journals The Spectatorial, The Strand,
Hardwire, and The Voice. She writes
fantasy as well as poetry, with a novel and
a collection of short stories in progress and
a particular interest in the politics of magic
systems. She is a guest in
Tkaronto/Toronto on Dish With One Spoon
territory.

Courtney Morris
Courtney (she/her) is an English to
Speakers of Other Languages (ESOL)
teacher hoping to move to South Korea in
the near future. Her main genres of writing
include novels, short stories, and
monologues. Along with being a founding
member of Sapphic Writers, she also
enjoys making Sapphic themed art and
enjoys a pint with friends when she’s got
some free time on her hands.
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Madelyn Mahoney
Madelyn Mahoney (she/her), Podcast,
Admin & Comms Coordinator. Madelyn is
a novelist attempting to inject LGBTQ+
characters into as many cis-heterodominated genres as possible. If she isn't
gaying up the sci-fi and fantasy world, she
is probably begging her cat for attention or
hiking.

Jess Magnan
Jess Magnan (they/them), Community,
Admin & Comms Coordinator. Jess is a
freelance writer and editor during the week
and retires to queer blogging each weekend.
Their work at ALesbianAndHerLaptop.com
aims to bring a diverse palette of queer
stories to the world and help other LGBTQ
people feel understood. You can find Jess in
her vegetable garden, rotating through crafty
hobbies, or rambling on Twitter
@koalatygay.

A zine by the Sapphic
Writers Collective

