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Introduction 

Poetry is inherently personal; it is a record of experience and thought as well as an 

emotional processing tool. I have used poetry throughout my life to interpret and record 

my thoughts and feelings around different events and circumstances. In high school and 

college, poetry has been an outlet for my experience as a queer person, from musings on 

love and heartbreak to “coming out” and being present in the public eye as a member of 

the LGBTQ+ community. When I “came out” in high school, poetry was a way to 

explore desire, to write love poems to girls I could not date (for normal, lack-of-interest 

reasons more than homophobia). I was not digging into what it means to have my 

identity, or how I would function in the larger heteronormative society - this was still 

something new, and I thought about it mostly only in terms of love. In college, things 

changed. I became much more exposed to queer poetry, not just as a commodity, but as a 

whole subsection of authors who wrote with this identity. I still wrote queer love poems, 

but was also introduced to a wider and more intellectually comprehensive world view, 

and started to analyze things like the politicization of gay marriage, homophobia in our 

society, and how I in particular embodied and processed my identity. It is exciting to look 

at the development of my “queer poetry” (poems that center around specifically queer 

themes) and realize that although the subjects of my poems are different, it is a topic in 

my life that constantly warrants examination and writing. 

This thesis has developed into a project exploring the concept of confession as a 

queer person, something we all must do (or must we?) in the form of “coming out.” This 
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idea of confession was inspired by my reading of Michel Foucault’s book The History of 

Sexuality, which I will dive into later in this essay. I was initially intrigued by the idea 

because I had previously not been faced with the idea that “coming out” was a confession 

of some sort, or what a confession entailed -- I just saw it as a natural progression of 

letting the world know that I was queer. Of course, I did question whether it was 

necessary to make a big deal out of telling people in the first place, but who was I to go 

against the grain of what everybody else does, or seems to do? 

It may be important to define “coming out.” This means, in a broad sense, to tell 

someone your sexual orientation, and is usually used when revealing yourself to be in a 

minority group. This often, but not always, includes a fear of rejection from the person or 

community you are coming out to, and a fear of a change in your relationship. Both 

parties in the “coming out” hold great power and significance to the experience. This is 

what makes the moment so monumental. This fear could come from an internal bias, 

erasure or negativity seen in the media, a religious belief, or how your family and friends 

treat this community, as well as the historical and greater societal beliefs and treatments 

of these minority groups. 

I should also define “confession.” Dictionary.com cites confession as 

“acknowledgment; avowal; admission,” but also “acknowledgment or disclosure of sin or 

sinfulness” and “a formal, usually written, acknowledgment of guilt by a person accused 

of a crime.” Merriam-Webster.com has definitions such as “a session for the confessing 

of sins,” and “a written or oral acknowledgment of guilt by a party accused of an 

offense.” Confession often implies an air of guilt, offense, and crime. It also has a heavy 
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religious connotation, one of the Christian act of penance, of revealing sins and asking for 

forgiveness. However, to think in another sense, it is also acknowledgement and 

admission. This admission could be of anything, and I use this definition, while still in 

observance of the word’s negative connotations, for “confession.” 

Every time somebody “comes out,” acknowledging or admitting their sexual 

orientation, that is a confession. Common connotations set up a difficult background for 

confession in a queer realm because it equates LGBTQ+ identities with crime or sin, 

which is not the case. Confession can just be a secret being revealed. “Coming out” is 

more complicated than just “revealing a secret” because people come from very different 

backgrounds; “coming out” means something different to each of them and has different 

difficulty levels. They may associate coming out with confession and confession with a 

negative definition. For me personally, I was raised Catholic, and while I personally do 

not believe that homosexuality or other identities are a sin, I know that some people in 

the same religious community as me do, which poses an extra layer of concern for me in 

the coming out process. 

“Coming out” can occur in a formal setting, or a specific conversation started with 

the intention to “come out.” These are conversations I have had with friends and family 

members, and I would certainly see them as a kind of confession. However, that is not 

always the case. Every act of “coming out” does not need to be grand, or set up as an 

official confession. For example, casually mentioning your identity or queer relationship 

is, in a way, “coming out” without the fanfare; but is it then a confession? In my poetry, I 

explore ideas such as: does a confession involve looking somebody in the eyes? If you 
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are proud of your identity and do not keep it a secret, does telling new people count as a 

confession? Can these smaller acts or casual statements be political acts? However 

aligned or misaligned “coming out” and confession may be, they are close enough 

together to be explored as a phenomenon. “Coming out” implies a truth that needs to be 

shared, and so does confession. The results of these acts are important, of course, but 

perhaps not as important as the actions themselves. There must be an internal shift in the 

confessor or person “coming out” to make them ready for this act and its consequences. 

I do want to acknowledge the group of poets in the 1950s and 60s which includes 

Anne Sexton, Sylvia Plath, and W. D. Snodgrass, referred to as “confessional poets,” 

who wrote “vividly self-revelatory verse,” things that were particularly in the mode of 

personal expression (poetryfoundation.org). This is similar to what I am doing in some 

poems, using this energy and revealing personal experiences, but at the same time my 

poetry acknowledges that confession is a moment, and reveals how talking to a person 

does this; I take a step back and observe the concept and mechanics of confession rather 

than focus on performing the act itself. I am using theory as a starting point, and my 

poems focus on analysis and commenting on said theories more than my life as material.  

This collection of poems features in-poem confessions and analyses of confession 

and “coming out” in poetry form. It also functions as a whole to form a complete 

confession of experience in my life and how other people have played into that. Writing 

the poems works for me as a way to sort through my “coming out” experiences and 

display them in a cohesive yet unique way. I take inspiration from ways that other 

LGBTQ+ authors have incorporated identity into their poems and the way that they use 
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language to demonstrate that. After reading many books of poetry by these authors as 

well as theoretical texts on sexuality and language, it made the most sense to me to use 

poetry to disclose and explore my identity. 

 

Ideas and Theories 

Michel Foucault’s book The History of Sexuality, Volume 1 offers a lot of insight 

into the idea of confession, especially how it was developed in the discourse on sex. The 

third section of this book, Scientia Sexualis, discusses the idea of confession as a way to 

procure the truth. In the early discourse on sex, there were many systematic blindnesses, 

“a refusal to see and to understand; but further -- and this is the crucial point -- a refusal 

concerning the very thing that was brought to light and whose formulation was urgently 

solicited. For there can be no misunderstanding that is not based on a fundamental 

relation to truth” (Foucault 55). This idea may sound familiar, choosing not to hear or 

recognize an idea so it does not have to be confronted. If you do not acknowledge a topic, 

it is easier to act like it does not exist; conversely, if a topic, or a truth, has outspoken 

proof, it cannot be argued. In the early stages of this discourse, the popular opinion was 

that the truth must not be revealed so it would not have to be acknowledged. However, 

during and after the Counter Reformation there was a new push to discover the truth of 

sex, a truth acquired through confession. This truth acted as a form of knowledge-power, 

a Foucauldian term that references the power achieved through receiving a truth. Instead 

of being vouched for by someone else, the individual had the power to authenticate 

themself through the discourse of their truth.  
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Foucault ties this concept in with the Christian church, with the history of 

confession as a ritual act, the sacrament of penance. 

From the Christian penance to the present day, sex was a privileged theme 

of confession. A thing that was hidden, we are told. But what if, on the 

contrary, it was what, in a quite particular way, one confessed? Suppose 

the obligation to conceal it was but another aspect of the duty to admit to 

it… What if sex in our society, on a scale of several centuries, was 

soemthing that was placed within an unrelenting system of confession? 

The transformation of sex into discourse, which I spoke of earlier, the 

dissemination and reinforcement of heterogeneous sexualities, are perhaps 

two elements of the same deployment: they are linked together with the 

help of the central element of a confession that compels individuals to 

articulate their sexual peculiarity--no matter how extreme. (Foucault 61) 

Homosexuality was prohibited by the church, but now, ironically, people were 

encouraged to offer up their experiences with it. While it was still a prohibited act, there 

was some form of truth in knowing it was there. The priests gave people the language by 

pulling it out of them; they “attributed more and more importance in penance--and 

perhaps at the expense of some other sins--to all the insinuations of the flesh” (Foucault 

19). They made the flesh, and desire, the root of all evil, one that must be confessed. This 

idea continued past the Christian reformations into culture today, both religious and 

secular. 

 



Spadacenta 8 

Individuals, says Foucault, are deeply ingrained with an obligation to confess; so 

deeply, in fact, that it does not feel like any outside influence and instead feels like the 

truth demands to surface. Confession has an affinity with freedom; the individual expects 

to feel liberated after delivering their confession. This can be the reason why LGBTQ+ 

people, myself included, feel like a natural progression of coming into their sexuality is 

“coming out” to people via confession - it is ingrained in us that confession is always 

necessary, and the truth, our sexualities, demands to be known, and that we will feel 

better after we tell somebody because we do not have to keep it a secret. Personally, I like 

to think of myself as an open book - I have no issue telling people things about me, and I 

feel that always being honest makes me a better and happier person overall. However, 

this is complicated depending on the relationship I have, or do not have, with that person. 

It is easier to “come out” to people I will not see again versus people like my family 

members whose opinions I value highly. 

Foucault adds this element to confession, saying that there must be another 

presence at the confession, an authoritative figure who can judge how much of the truth 

has been given and either punish or forgive. This figure can affect the confession, how 

much truth is offered and in what manner, based on their relationship with the confessor. 

For example, I am more likely to tell my dating history to a stranger who asks who does 

not affect me at all than to my grandparents, who will remember that information and 

associate it with me and our experiences together. In the Christian act of penance, or 

confession, I would be less likely to tell a priest my sexuality, for fear of not being 
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accepted in the church I grew up going to; it would affect my life and happiness more to 

make a confession to somebody whose opinions I value more. 

I explore this idea in my poem “Confession Industry.” The poem talks about two 

separate situations for “coming out,” one to random people and one to a priest in 

confession. It opens: 

I like your shirt. 
Thanks, I’m gay. 

What can I get you today? 
An iced caramel macchiato, please, I’m gay. 

How was your weekend? 
Very gay, thanks for asking. 

This is supposed to be comical - I “come out” to strangers casually by revealing my 

sexuality in a circumstance very unlike a high-pressure, more formal “coming out” 

situation. The poem thinks about whether this counts as a confession. “ I’ll tell anyone 

about me / I mean is it confession when I make no effort to pass for straight / It’s just a 

statement (but in industry jargon we call that ‘opening up to people,’)” it continues. Since 

I have practically no relationship with the stranger receiving the confession, here I do not 

count this as a confession. As the poem continues, though, I talk about confession in a 

religious aspect, comparing my sacrament of first penance, when I made up lies just to 

have something to tell the priest, to what I can imagine to confess now. 

Bless me father, for I have sinned. It has been fourteen years since my last 
confession. I accuse myself of the following sins. I bought munchkins for a 

party and ate four on the way there. I saw someone cheating and didn’t 
say anything. I had homosexual relationships that I quite enjoyed. I am 
sorry for these sins and all the sins of my whole life (but don’t think I’m 

going to stop). 
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Say the Hail Mary three times and the Our Father four times. And maybe 
see a therapist. 
 

Thank you Father. I look forward to seeing you again. 

In this hypothetical scenario, I am unashamed of confessing to this priest, and tell him I 

will continue. That is because the personality of the poem is boisterous and fearless. The 

penance scenario is more fictional than the strangers scenario - I would not be brave 

enough to say something like this to a priest. However, having something so out of the 

ordinary in the poem serves as a strong opposite to what people experience when 

“coming out” in a religious setting, and can highlight the realization of a true experience 

by providing an obviously comical opposite. 

I also view poetry as a confession, and the reader as the receiver, in a sense. I 

have already said that the person confessed to, the judgemental figure, may be the 

deciding factor of the “success” of the confession and the outcome of the “coming out” 

experience, whether it be the expected sense of liberation or an increased repression or 

disappointment. How would this work with simply a reader as this figure, and a poem as 

a confession? A writer often speculates on the reader’s reception of the poem, but one can 

never be sure. There may not be a specific target audience for a poem either, so it is hard 

to tailor a confession to a specific figure. Personally, I think that it is easier (for me) to 

confess through poems. You don’t have to look someone in the eyes, or get an immediate 

reaction. Besides the physical bit, it is easier for me to write words down rather than let 

them stumble out of my mouth. I can tailor my confession, or my “coming out,” to be 

exactly what I want it to be. 
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T. S. Eliot dives into the idea of the audience of a poem in his essay “The Three 

Voices of Poetry.” He lists three voices: “The first voice is the voice of the poet talking to 

himself - or to nobody. The second is the voice of the poet addressing an audience, 

whether large of small. The third is the voice of the poet when he attempts to create a 

dramatic character speaking in verse” (Eliot 96). My poems touch on all three voices. 

First, I write for myself, talking to just myself or nobody at all. The analysis of my 

identity is internal, and I write for myself sometimes, like in “Deliverance,” when I write: 

Who do I write for? 
In solitude in condemnation 
I make confessions to myself, but really 
 
Confessions to my bedsheets,  
Confessions to my pen caps, 
Confessions to my fingernails 

In this, I am talking about talking to myself. The second voice, the poet addressing an 

audience, appears in many of my poems, as it mirrors confession the closest. 

The second voice is, in fact, the voice most often and most clearly heard in 

poetry that is not of the theatre: in all poetry, certainly, that has a 

conscious social purpose -- poetry intended to amuse or instruct, poetry 

that tells a story, poetry that preaches or points a moral, or satire which is 

a form of preaching. For what is the point of a story without an audience, 

or of a sermon without a congregation? (Eliot 104-105) 

My poems make an effort to have a conscious social purpose -- explaining my queer 

identity, telling a story, or preaching acceptance. The audience for my identity-based 

poetry is what can make it important. Of course it was important for me to analyze and 
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create these poems, but many are targeted towards others reading them, recognizing my 

experiences and validating my identity for themselves. 

The third voice of poetry, creating a dramatic character, does not appear as 

obviously in my poems, but some are written from more of a separate narrator’s life 

rather than mine, like “Black Market Poetry.” That is not to say that the ideas are not 

mine, but rather that the poem reads like a situation in which the narrator finds herself 

that is fictional to me. The voice of the poem is more free-spirited and dramatic than 

many of my other obviously personal poems. 

All of these poems are my confessions, but one that explores this idea of 

confession and voice the most is “Deliverance.” The second half of the poem talks about 

me writing poems as a confession, both for myself and for some reader, employing the 

first and second voices of poetry. 

Confession requires another presence 
Someone who asks for it 
Has the authority to judge  to punish  to forgive 
 
Who do I write for? 
In solitude in condemnation 
I make confessions to myself, but really 
 
Confessions to my bedsheets,  
Confessions to my pen caps, 
Confessions to my fingernails 
… 
 
Whoever 

Receives 
the confession 

must verify the truth 
More than just absolve, 
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Decipher what I have and have not said 
The new master of my truth (a title taken to be true) 
 
My mug of tea 
My post-it notes 
My knitted afghan 
 
Treat it well 

Writing a poem as a confession has a completely different feeling then saying the words 

to someone. Not only do you get to take the time to form your phrases perfectly how you 

want them, but there is the sensation first of confessing to the self before the reader. 

When writing these poems, I had to first confess to myself, confess to my page as I wrote 

them, and then finally consider how readers will receive my confessions, moving from 

the first to the second voice of poetry according to Eliot. 

The writing of these poems can have the liberating feel that confession is 

supposed to offer. The writer is still technically confessing on the page. The poems can 

function in several ways: it can give the feeling of liberation, describe the feeling of the 

writer’s liberation, or describe the situation and just imply liberation. This confession as 

an act of liberation can appear many ways in a poem, which is what makes poetry as a 

medium for confession so appealing to me. There is no one way that something has to 

happen - it is all based on feeling. This mode of thinking about writing these poems lays 

heavily in the first voice of poetry. A personal sense of liberation comes from the writing 

of the poems for myself only. The thoughts come from inside me. 

[The poet] has something germinating in him for which he must find 

words; but he cannot know what words he wants until he has found the 
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words… When you have the words for it, the ‘thing’ for which the words 

had to be found has disappeared, replaced by a poem. What you start from 

is nothing so definite as an emotion, in any ordinary sense; it is still more 

certainly not an idea; it is -- to adapt two lines of Beddoes to a different 

meaning -- a bodiless childful of life in the gloom / Crying with frog voice, 

‘what shall I be?’ (Eliot 106-107) 

The poems help to offer language for what I want to say, and I am only concerned with 

creating it exactly how I mean it. The “‘thing’ for which the words had to be found” is 

simultaneously my identity, my thoughts around it, my experiences having it, its effects, 

etc., and the poem replacing it is a product of what I can only describe as a droplet of my 

life. 

Eliot does not consider the idea of poetry from a confession angle in his essay, but 

I think the layout of his voices works well. To make the confession, I have to write 

through the first voice of poetry to form it. However, the second voice of poetry comes in 

when considering the dual nature of the confession, that there must be someone to 

confess to. They act as an audience, and identity-based poems, while written with the first 

voice in mind, do adapt to the second voice. The reader has to understand what I am 

saying to perceive it as my truth. 

Another aspect of confession that I examine is the pressure it often holds. The 

poems look at it in different spaces, from the low-pressure environment of a writer’s 

solitude, like in “Deliverance,” to the hustle and causality of everyday life, like in 

“Confession Industry.” I also think about my confidence in my identity, if telling people 
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at this point is a pressured confession or a simple statement, and what those statements 

mean in the broader environment of societal norms. Is there a pressure when you are 

already secure? I think about this in my poem “Political,” which opens: 

Honesty has become political 
 
An unguarded statement of fact 

Admirable openness 
 
My identity is brave now 
 
Small acts are political 
What’s more moving than grandstanding politics 

Than a secret shared 
As if it wasn’t a secret? 

 
Someone asks me what I write about 
I tell them being queer and their head 
Jerks back and they say Oh as if they 
Did not expect me to have an identity 

I was willing to express so openly like 
It was nothing like I belong here too 

This poem thinks about a casual confession, which may not even be a confession because 

I am so calm and ready to offer that information. There is very little pressure here, 

partially because I am already secure in my identity, and partially because I know that I 

“pass” as straight, but it is curious to think that the audience for a confession (of sorts) 

would expect there to be more exhibited pressure on me and be shocked by my 

casualness.  

The variety in my poems is a good way to answer the question, who do I confess 

to, and how is each act different? The answer is that I confess to everyone, but some 
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circumstances warrant a more deliberate confession and some can be resolved by a 

simple statement of fact that feels more casual than a formal confession. There is also a 

duality of the importance of a confession and the desire for a freedom from the pressure 

to “come out” as a whole. Poems like “Confession Industry” talk about the desire for that 

freedom, as it ends with “I love to confess / But I would give it up / If I had nothing to 

hide.” The opposite side, the importance of a confession, is explored in poems with 

confessions in different scenarios, like the priest in “Confession Industry” and the 

“someone” in “Political.” 

Something else to consider is how the format of confession comes naturally to my 

work, even when the poem is not posed as a confession. For example, in my poem 

“Forgive Me,” I confess my identity, but as part of a list of things I ask to be forgiven for 

that are unrelated. After talking about peanut butter and writing about art, the poem 

continues: 

Forgive me for having this identity I have barely expressed in real life 
But that comes out (ha) in everything I do 
Everything I write (so much!) 
Forgive me for being queer 
 

           For what should be said in life I say in poems 
What may be better kept in poems I cannot decipher 
Where to express my identity I have not decided 
I am waiting for someone to tell me it is okay 

The poem turns to function as a confession, even though the poem overall is not set up as 

one. This reinforces the importance of confession, how it makes its way into most poems 

about identity, even if that is not the original intention. 
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Other LGBTQ+ poets that I have read incorporate their identities into poems, with 

each working differently as a confession. Poets like Tommy Pico have a confession of 

identity inherent in their poems, even though Pico speaks of his identity unashamedly. In 

his book Junk, the first page holds two references to his homosexuality: his definition of 

the place he is in as “Faggotland” and the phrase: “Usually when you gag it’s bc / 

something needs to come out So it strikes me as funny ha ha / funny to gag while trying 

to stuff someone’s whole Junk in” (Pico 1). His identity is written into his poetry; instead 

of saying “I’m gay” he incorporates his actions as a gay man into his narrative, and these 

experiences act as a confession. Is he ever truly “coming out,” then, or is he constantly 

“out”? It seems as though he is always “out,” but the spoken format of confession is 

never there. Instead, the reader must assume he is “out” based on his actions. 

In Junk, Pico poeticizes his life as a gay man in New York, and the structure and 

tone of his book refelcts that. Poet Alice Notley laid out this concept nicely in her article 

“American Poetic Music at the Moment.” She talks about the shaping of the line, or the 

sounds and written form of the poem, in an individual way based on the needs of each 

poem and how the author is connected to it. 

Evolving needs caused by the inclusion in the national poetry of people 

who previously might not have been thought to be there… Suddenly my 

selection of examples makes sense in another way. The lines by Ted 

Berrigan - who came from a working-class background - take on a 

different coloration considered in this context… It’s in this context that 

my own poetry seems less eccentric than motivated by the urgency of 
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making sound accurate to previously unpoeticized aspects of life. (Notley 

143) 

While her examples do not include LGBTQ+ identities, the argument applies perfectly 

here. The context makes the poem; creating an individual sound for “previously 

unpoeticized aspects of life” is how authors like Pico incorporate their identities into their 

poems. It is not often that one may read a book like Pico’s, full of sexual endeavors and 

innuendos, but his description of his life is how he “comes out,” in a way, that is less 

formal and more in a poem-focused way. 

This confessing through experience and context is not something I do very often, 

since the poems in this collection aim more towards explicitly coming out, but the 

“casually stating my identity” aspect of Junk can be compared to some of my poems such 

as “Confession Industry” and “Political,” in which I am stating my identity and 

wondering if that counts as a confession. Both Tommy Pico and I are casually “out” in 

these scenarios, but the simple statements we make can still feel like a “coming out” or 

confession moment that we are trying to gloss over. Granted, Pico’s are much more 

experiential and mine are a little more plain on the page, but they both exhibit a 

casualness that a formal confession lacks. 

Poet Chen Chen does something somewhat similar, writing “I Invite My Parents 

to a Dinner Party” about his parents’ distaste for his lifestyle. It begins: 

In the invitation, I tell them for the seventeenth time 
(the fourth in writing), that I am gay. 
 
In the invitation, I include a picture of my boyfriend 
& write, You’ve met him two times. But this time, 
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you will ask him things other than can you pass the 
whatever. You will ask him 
 
about him. You will enjoy dinner. You will be 
enjoyable. Please RSVP. 

He implies here that he has “come out” to his parents before, but his confession was not 

received well. Here is a confession of experience, what it is like to have parents who act 

like this. Chen uses Alice Notley’s concept of the “voice,” the tonal shifts of the poem, or 

as she describes, “the instrument of poetry; though it becomes ghostly, generalized, when 

a poem is read silently on the page, it’s still sensed, as if there was a way to hear a voice 

intellectually and not in the ears” (Notley 144). Chen has a strong voice in this poem, one 

of a calm frustration. He sounds like he has repeated this many times, and he knows just 

what he has to say. The voice responds to the environment. Especially when talking about 

identity, the voice of the poem can vary drastically, and Chen focuses on how he is 

accustomed to his identity and how he feels about his parents’ relation to that. 

Chen’s poem also fits into a duality of langue and parole, written and spoken 

language, that will be explained further later in the essay but is important to bring up 

here. His language is very much in the parole, or spoken, tone; the introduction sounds 

like he is telling a story to a friend, and the letter he writes to his parents uses an 

exhausted repetition that sounds like speaking commands. There is no expectation of 

perfectly written language. The poem emphasizes the fact that a letter sent to his parents 

is written, but Chen writes these words in a spoken tone. Somehow, creating that extra 

layer, writing in a spoken tone about words written with a spoken tone, pushes the poem 
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even farther into parole, emphasizing the voice as a frustrated speaker who must repeat 

himself and adapt language to his situation. 

Instead of Pico’s very forward and experiential statements about identity, Chen 

uses it as background information, or the setup for his poem. The poem goes on to 

include dialogue from his mother: 

My mother smiles her best 
Sitting with Her Son’s Boyfriend 
 
Who Is a Boy Smile. I smile my Hurray for Doing 
a Little Better Smile. 
 
Everyone eats soup. 
Then, my mother turns 
 
to me, whispers in Mandarin, Is he coming with you 
for Thanksgiving? My good friend is & she wouldn’t like 
 
this. I’m like the kid in Home Alone, pulling 
on the string that makes my cardboard mother 
 
more motherly, except she is 
not cardboard, she is 
 
already, exceedingly my mother. Waiting 
for my answer. 

This poem is not necessarily a “coming out,” since it reads as more of a story, but it 

includes a history of confession of identity and embodies a confession of experience by 

using a storytelling tone. This poem speaks uniquely to the aftermath of confession, what 

the effects are of the “coming out” I have been discussing. While the major moment has 

passed, the receiver of the confession, the parents, are not at peace with the knowledge 

 



Spadacenta 21 

they now have, and it affects Chen’s life. Chen’s poem introduces here the interesting 

idea of an unreliable confessor, or one confessed to. There tends to be an assumption 

when “coming out” that it is a one-and-done deal, but that is not always the case. For 

Chen, though he “came out” seventeen times, the ones confessed to, his parents, have not 

filled the accepting role that he expects them to fill. They did not act “the right way” to 

fill their role as the one receiving this information. This creates the “unreliable” label, as 

in the aftermath they cannot be trusted to absorb, accept, and go forth with this new 

knowledge. 

This is an idea that I worked with in my poem “Eyes are the Car Windows to 

Morality,” which is about how I came out to certain people. It features myself as an 

unreliable person confessing, not necessarily “coming out” the right way; instead of 

stating a labelled identity, I leave the experiences intentionally vague. Each person also 

acts as an unreliable person-confessed-to because they do not fill the expected supportive 

role directly after confession. For example, my father said only “okay,” and my 

grandmother offered no response. 

She said nothing 
I did not push the subject 
Not so much full of fear 
As disappointment 
“Did you hear me” 
“Yes” and that was it 

The person confessed to holds a large importance to the confessor, or person “coming 

out,” and they can be unreliable and not offer the hoped response. Like Chen, the 

confessing person has to adapt. 
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There are also poets who have incorporated their identity into their poetry so 

thoroughly that it does not seem to be about identity at all. “5 days 4 nights” by Stacy 

Szymaszek is a story of the author visiting her family, and her queer identity is only 

revealed through repeated mention of Kathleen and the implication that she is her partner. 

The poem also includes a segment of Szymaszek talking to her grandmothers, which 

holds implications for her identity. 

both grandmas somberly 
talking in the living room 
“what’s up?” “we don’t know 
what to do about the 
election” they are life 
long Democrats “what 
do you mean?” “we can’t vote 
for Obama again” “why not?” 
“because he’s for gay marriage 
and birth control” 
I leave them alone life long 
Catholics I never 
have a comeback 

Instead of an analysis of the situation, Szymaszek leaves this for readers to infer her 

emotions around the experience. It is difficult to express this kind of awkwardness, and it 

is uncertain whether or not Szymaszek has come out to the women. The poem hints at her 

discomfort, and the casualness of the situation, i.e. the grandmas not saying anything 

directly towards her, makes it seem as if she has not come out to them, to avoid a 

situation like this. The feeling of indirect rejection is not unfamiliar to many LGBTQ+ 

individuals, and this poem, instead of being about only her identity, incorporates it just as 

a life would. In this way, there is no confession of identity or “coming out,” only 
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experience. If anything, this can be a confession of experience similar to Chen, writing a 

poem to share what her life with this identity is like rather than making a formal 

statement. 

Confession, of course, is inherently personal, and if my poems function as a 

confession in themselves then they are a part of me; they exist because of me. This exists 

for any other author as well, especially those writing about identity. These identity-based 

authors are writing into a certain environment in which their voice and perspective are 

unique and important. The author seems vital, but not to Roland Barthes in his essay 

“The Death of the Author.” In it, he argues that instead of literary criticism incorporating 

the author of the work’s personal biography and intentions, the writing and the creator 

should be unrelated. “To give a text an Author is to impose a limit on that text, to furnish 

it with a final signified, to close the writing,” says Barthes (147). While writers of 

identity such as myself see the work as a representation of themselves, Barthes sees the 

piece as unanalyzable. He believes that the reader is more important than the author; it 

matters more what they can get out of the piece. “A text’s unity lies not in its origin but in 

its destination… [the author] is simply that someone who holds together in a single field 

all the traces by which the written text is constituted” (Barthes 148). The author’s 

biography would offer too much information, and start to unravel the poem’s meaning, 

Barthes believes; the reader should be able to make connections and analyses themselves 

using the language given. The “death of the author” in this scenario would be the author’s 

personal lack of consequence to the work, to leave it less about them and more about 

what the reader can see. 
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In poetry, my question is: how can writing be a space that loses the identity of the 

author, when the writing is about my identity? “It is language which speaks, not the 

author,” writes Barthes (143), but is that true in poetry, in a confession of the self? Can 

my language say enough without knowing who I am or what I am trying to get across? I 

do try to choose language that other people can interpret, that is true, and I love when 

readers can get different meanings or takeaways out of some of my poems. However, the 

poems are about my identity, and thus, simply, I am important to them as an author. 

Barthes does have an idea about a difference between an author figure and a “scriptor,” or 

a writer without a tie to the work: 

The removal of the Author… utterly transforms the modern text… the text 

is henceforth made and read in such a way that at all its levels the author is 

absent… The Author is thought to nourish the book, which is to say that 

he exists before it, thinks, suffers, lives for it… In complete contrast, the 

modern scriptor is born simultaneously with the text, is in no way 

equipped with a being preceding or exceeding the writing, is not the 

subject with the book as a predicate; there is no other time than that of the 

enunciation and every text is eternally written here and now. (Barthes 145) 

Barthes favors the idea of the scriptor. This can make sense in fiction, where the author 

may be creating a world in which they are not present, and the narrator of the story can be 

the scriptor since they only exist for and with the text. However, in poetry, text about 

identity and personal experience would lose all authority, both poetic and experiential, if 

removed from a viable source or author. 
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There are also poets who have some poems that can be taken on their own more 

easily than others. By this, I mean that the poet’s identity is important in the poems, but 

some can be seen outside of their identity. I am thinking here of author Yanyi and his 

book Year of Blue Water. One of his prose poems reads: 

Here’s what it’s like if it’s hard to put yourself first: you genuinely 
feel happiness when someone else’s needs are fulfilled. At least, 
this is what you know as happiness: the relief of not being seen, 
of having someone preoccupied with themselves. Well, that’s 
not exactly right. There is relief in seeing another person being 
happy. Being happy makes it possible for that other person to 
love someone. In my case, I want another person to be able 
to love me. (Yanyi 17) 

This poem can be read out of context; the author can be assumed to be someone who puts 

others first, who does not want to be seen. However, knowing that the author is queer and 

putting the poem in context with his other poems gives it an extra layer of meaning. Look 

at a selection from another poem a few pages later. 

… I owned a small 
collection of oxfords, undoubtedly masculine. Before she came, 
I hid them in a bag that I didn’t move to my new apartment 
because I knew she would find them there. 
… For the rest of the day, we were at the museum and all 
she could talk about was my shoes. At the foldable table in my 
New apartment, she asked me if I was gay, which I had told her 
ten years ago but she didn’t believe me. She asked me if I was 
gay, and I didn’t say anything, but I cried. She threw away the 
shoes and then we had dinner. When I did the dishes, I had 
to empty the rice onto my shoes and I never saw them again. (Yanyi 26) 

Yanyi was struggling with lack of acceptance and love, which was related directly to his 

identity as a gay person. These facts about the author are more vital in this poem, but also 
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help the analysis of the first quoted poem. Knowing the identity of the author can give so 

much more depth to their work, especially in poetry, which Barthes does not recognize. 

My poems exist because of me, as a product of my lived experiences. Every 

experience is individual and unique; maybe not each idea themselves, but the way in 

which I piece them together and interpret them for my own life. Yes I am the subject, but 

more than that I am the air they breathe, their history and their future. Poems are made 

for more than just the “here and now;” they are a reflection of a life and a projection to 

what needs to be read in time to come. Does a reader need a complete profile of me to 

feel like they are truly understanding my poems? No, but they can read into who I am 

through my poems, and that identity carries through. I want to come across as what the 

reader is ready to see. My intentions in writing the poems are important to me, to how I 

present them and group them together, but the underlying beauty of poetry is their 

interpretability. I think that I found the language to portray my experiences well enough 

and express the emotional texture of what it was like to live through these experiences. 

The reader can now do no more than see how I experienced them. 

I bring “death of the author” into a queer space, arguing that the identity of the 

poet is important for the content of the poem but also simply for representation. Each 

individual will experience queer life differently, and every instance of representation in 

media or literature is one more resource for other LGBTQ+ people to understand and 

possibly relate to. Even if the poem is not strictly about being LGBTQ+, knowing that an 

LGBTQ+ person wrote the poem can affect a reading. This is apparent in poems like 
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Szymaszek’s “5 days and 4 nights,” where the scene of the grandmas not supporting gay 

marriage means and implies so much more when knowing the identity of the author. 

While each individual experiences queer life differently, there are some universal 

feelings attached to having an LGBTQ+ identity, like this fear of unacceptance or the 

pressure of social conformity. Each queer person’s poem will be different, in analysis of 

their identity or conveyance of their experieinces. Something unique about the LGBTQ+ 

community is our unity, even though every individual is unique. While nobody may write 

about my exact identity, I still value the representation of all others and their experiences. 

It is especially valuable, in my opinion, to have poems written by LGBTQ+ authors that 

are not strictly about identity, as it shows that we can have lives outside of our status as 

queer. Knowing the author’s identity can affect the reading, and usually in a positive way 

-- it is nice to see LGBTQ+ people being happy. 

This is why in my collection of poems I wanted to construct a journey through my 

life. While many of my poems are about coming out and grappling with my identity, I 

also wanted to include poems that are not strictly about being queer, but instead are 

informed by my identity. My poem “On Desiring Someone You Will Maybe Never 

Have” does not make any specific references to my identity, but rather focuses on a 

confusing relationship and feelings. 

We were relying on each other 
To be there, for our own reasons. 
 
Unknowing what you truly wanted, 
Curious and doubtful I waited 
 
Having and having not 
At the same time. 
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Resisting reality, sadly 
Sending you home 
 
At the end of movie midnights 
And heads on laps like pillows 

 This can be applied to a pair of people of any gender, but LGBTQ+ readers who know 

my identity may have a special relationship to this poem, as it talks about not knowing 

whether a relationship is truly a romantic endeavor or some other confusion. This is a 

topic that plagues LGBTQ+ people, especially when getting involved with people who 

have not expressed their identity or intentions. There is nothing worse than falling for 

somebody who could never love you back. That sentence can be interpreted in a 

difference-in-sexuality way, which LGBTQ+ people may relate to, or just in a general 

romantic way. Either way, knowing that a queer person wrote this poem opens up many 

more avenues for relatability and representation. 

A related concept that I struggle with is anonymity, since I firmly believe that the 

author informs the poems. This can relate back to the poems about desire, since the 

author has a heavy presence in poems based on emotions. Having an anonymous desire 

poem seems ironic, since nothing seems to be able to come of it. This is also something 

that I write about in relation to the silencing of queer voices. LGBTQ+ authors separated 

from their text lose a sense of authority over their experience and ownership of their 

identity. My goal for this collection of poems is to loudly be associated with my identity 

and to be proud of the identity-based work that I produce. My poem “This Should Just 

Exist” talks about this issue. It makes clear the importance of being visible, and how 
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every expression of identity paves the way for another individual. It is important to be 

seen. 

I despise anonymity (in queerness) 
Identity is the whole point 
One of us making an effort to be  v i s i b l e 
… 
 

I just want to help (is this helping?) 
Know I am here 

 
I want this to be activism 

For some larger purpose 
To feel like I’m doing something but 

This should just exist 
Writing, love 

We should just know 
We are here 

This poem is informed by my identity, my queer voice. While this poem lays out my 

ideas more than providing examples, I think it is still an important piece of writing 

because it presents the idea that not everything has to be a stereotypical sense of activism, 

but rather just being present in your identity and existing publically is always helpful. 

If we think of an author of identity-based work as a confessor, and their work as a 

confession, we arrive at the relationship I have formed in producing my poems. Refuting 

“The Death of the Author” is so important to me because I incorporate my identity as a 

queer author into every one of these poems. This is done both subtlely, like an implied 

identity, and very loudly, declaring myself as queer in several poems. I also am relying 

on the collection of poems as a whole to convey an identity - I do not need to make it 

obvious in every poem, since they are all grouped under my name, and my identity stays 
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the same as I write every poem. My poetic style and use of language (which I will expand 

upon later in this essay) as well as the layout of the poems as a journey through my life of 

discoveries and self-expression give a cohesiveness to the collection. Since the recurring 

theme through the poems is one of confession, I am set up to be the queer confessor, 

laying my identity and experience in front of the audience to judge. Were I silenced or 

unnamed as an author, I would not have the personal (identity-based) authority to offer 

up this work, which would have less footing as a queer poem without a queer author 

attached.  

I want to think about another concept in relation to confession, which is sacrifice. 

When someone confesses, they offer up some truth, and in doing so break their silence. 

This is the sacrifice of silence, of a secret, since this truth can never be a secret again. The 

confessor is sacrificing a part of themselves to the knowledge of judgemental figures. In 

Julia Kristeva’s Revolution in Poetic Language, her chapter “Poetry That is Not a Form 

of Murder” brings up the idea of sacrifice in a symbolic sphere. Sacrifice is posed as a 

form of violence, which can be shifted into a confession. 

“Classical anthropological sociology has a more accurate view, assigning 

sacrifice an ambiguous function, simultaneously violent and regulatory. 

For sacrifice designates, precisely, the watershed on the basis of which the 

social and the symbolic are instituted: the [idea] that confines violence to a 

single place, making it a signifier. Far from unleashing violence, sacrifice 

shows how representing that violence is enough to stop it and to 

concatenate an order. Conversely, it indicates that all order is based on 
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representation: what is violent is the irruption of the symbol, killing 

substance to make it signify.” (Kristeva 75) 

Sacrifice is violent and regulatory, Kristeva says -- the act of sacrifice itself is a response 

to violence, but one that is also regulated, controlled and demanded. The sacrificing of 

truth is demanded in a confession, incorporated in a violent idea that confession is 

mandatory. The violence in this case is the pressure to confess, and the widespread 

ingrained desire to want to confess. This violence creates an expectation, an order of 

events, from realizing your secrets to the expected sacrifice of them. Once they are told, 

they are no longer your secrets. What is being sacrificed is turned into a symbol -- here is 

the homophobia and stigma against LGBTQ+ identifying people. “‘The social norm is 

thus maintained without danger to themselves, without diminution for the group’” 

(Kristeva 76). The social stigmas are maintained by the people demanding this sacrifice, 

enacting this violence. 

Regulating and controlling confession acts in the same way as regulating and 

controlling sacrifice. It is the same for the confession of “coming out.” There is pressure 

for the truth to exist in the open, which some people may not be ready for, but the violent 

ingrained pressure creates this cultural concept of “coming out,” which may not exist in 

such an emotionally charged space without this social violence. Wanting to “come out” is 

not inherently violent, but the societal pressures for a person to sacrifice to knowledge 

this part of their identity are. Interestingly, Kristeva also sets up two “series”: sacrificer 

and deity. This parallels Foucault’s confessor and one-confessed-to duality. One is 
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always demanding something from the other. This demand can be seen as violent, too 

greedy for a sacrifice. 

This sacrifice here mostly comes across as the sacrifice of information in a 

confession. However, I do not want to leave out how authors of identity-based works can 

write about the sacrifices made for their identity. I am primarily thinking of Yanyi’s 

poem about his mom throwing his shoes away, that I quoted earlier in this essay. This 

acts as a physical representation of sacrifice in the mother’s throwing away of the object 

that connects Yanyi to a non-feminine identity, but also the sacrifice Yanyi must make in 

not taking them out of the trash and instead covering them with rice. He makes the 

sacrifice to give up what made him feel secure in exchange for his mother’s acceptance. 

My poetry reflects Kristeva’s ideas of sacrifice of information and its effects. My 

poems are my confessions, sacrificing my identity and information to the audience. Its 

effects are not all bad, however -- while I can talk about my experience and any 

negativity it brought, it also leads to a happiness that I experience now. “Poetry becomes 

an explicit confrontation between jouissance and the thetic, that is, a permanent struggle 

to show the facilitation of drives within the linguistic order itself,” Kristeva says (81). My 

poems are the confrontation between my “thesis,” or being queer and its accompanying 

need for confession or sacrifice, and jouissance, or delight in my identity. I explore the 

idea of confession and also my happiness and how I got to this state. I think that it is 

important to not only examine these inner workings and ideas, but to show an outcome. 

As a collection, my poems should lead to something: a dynamic picture of my life and an 

image of where I am today. 
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I am happy to include poems like “I’d Never Use a Dating App, I Jump 

Awkwardly Through Real Life” in my collection, because they are happy, and show how 

I am content with my life as a queer person at this point. My earlier poems all show 

confession, laying out my identity, sacrificing every idea I have had surrounding the 

subject. This poem is not about my identity in the same way, just using it as background 

knowledge when I talk about my romantic endeavors.  

It’s kind of like breaking in a new jean jacket 
You’re not sure when you can take it off and it’ll be okay 
And then it gets so comfortable you don’t want to 
 
Hey bb girl, 
You’re hotter than my phone screen when 
My beach trip isn’t complete without social media 
Have to show everyone we’re together 
Or maybe just see you in a bathing suit 
Not sure what similes we have left 
My heart feels like fresh summer cotton candy 
My brain like a phone left out on the sand overheating 
My fingers like numb from salt water still scooping towards you 
 
I mean, 
Who does commitment these days? 
But I’d do it for you bro 
What else would I write poems about? 

Poems like this show the outcome of the struggles described in earlier poems, and fill out 

this dynamic picture of my life. These are the opportunities for delight. While “coming 

out” and confession and sacrifice are all so important, it really leads up to this, the 

product of all of this queer life -- happiness. 
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Use of Language 

So far I have only expanded on the content of my poems, but the use of language 

is also very important. In literary theory, there are two modes of language: written or 

“linguistic” language, langue, and spoken language, parole. Julia Kristeva talks about 

written language in Revolution in Poetic Language as being often fixed, where one word 

means one thing and that’s it; its symbols are defined. These clear definitions are based 

on history and tradition, in a patriarchal-ordered language structure. This is what I want 

to work against, and interestingly, work against it by using it. I want to subvert how 

language is normally structured and ordered, flipping the one-word-one-meaning 

structure by adapting the language to my experiences and creating both personal 

meanings and the figurative double meanings. 

“Spoken” language is arbitrary when referencing anything. There is an 

understanding that every word functions as a symbol that is completely reliant on the 

signified and the signifier, or the word spoken and who is using the language. Every 

person uses spoken language differently, since there is less of an expectation of 

perfection that is more often found in written language. It can change according to 

anything, as the language tries to account for the moment. This is the realm that I want to 

be in, but using written language. By subverting the traditional, written, fixed-symbol 

model, I am transforming my written word into the tone of spoken word. The language I 

use means what I want it to mean in reference to my life, without the pressure of perfect 

structures, grammar, or definitions.  
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An example of this is my poem “Familial.” It is structured as very short lines, 

with a maximum of four words per line, left-aligned in one long strip. There are no full 

sentences and there is no punctuation that would end a sentence. The tone of the words is 

very casual and short, which brings almost every line to a full stop. The poem ends: 

They have 
Desire no 
Child should have 
Their desire is 
Wrong 
Fix them 
Fix them 
Until they 
Are sadists 
Too 

This mode of language seems like shouting - each line deserves its own breath. The 

language can account for the moment; the above quote, which, written as prose, would 

likely be two written sentences with an almost sad tone, can become more forceful when 

used in a “spoken” mode of language and written as poetry. 

Language should adapt to life, rather than life adapting to language. Experience 

should be defined how the person sees fit, not only in the methods expected of them. I 

have several models for queer writers who use this “spoken” mode of language to express 

themselves. Primarily, contemporary poets Jos Charles and Tommy Pico use language in 

unique ways to express their experiences, particularly as queer people. Writer Eileen 

Myles also finds a way to use this mode of language in their novel Chelsea Girls. 
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Jos Charles’s book feeld is written phonetically; her words are spelled how they 

sound, and sometimes it is not completely clear what the signifier is at all. For example, 

she writes: 

       the tran knos / 
     bieng at the hart off it /   pumpynge 
     the rowndes / her crop / a 1000 holes 
     inn everie grownde / hemorage sets the scrypt 
2 cum / a replucka off sum 1 sprynge (Charles 38) 

Some words are translatable; for example, “knos” is likely “knows,” and “everie 

grownde” is “every ground.” However, there are words that are less easily decipherable. 

This trips up the reader, as you cannot breeze through it - you must pay specific attention 

to every word. This is the most dramatic revolt against the patriarchal structure of 

language -- having no structure at all.  

Charles’s language is an interesting fit into the langue and parole system. The 

writing of words is so important because, of course, their spelling and phonetics circles 

around the idea of tradition and langue; what is written is what is important. However, 

the fact that Charles is modifying the words so much and really adapting the language to 

her life moves into the concept of parole. This is not the standard way of writing -- the 

language is personal, affected by Charles’s life and how she experiences the events and 

the language rather than following a written tradition. While this style is not necessarily 

“spoken,” its subversion and personality is what moves it away from langue and into 

parole. The unique value of Charles’s style in feeld exists in the break from the expected. 

Charles does this in reflection of her own life. As a transgender writer, her world 

started as something different, and she had to work to be where she is. Things are not 
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always as they seem, or how one would expect them to be. This is apparent through her 

written word. Not only is the fact that she is transgender embedded in every word, but she 

makes specific references that are inhanced by the way she uses language. 

this is how wee seddle /  
the dad thynges in mye whorld / its so harde / the ded 
thynges in mye whorld / seddling / how they bunche 
inn the folde / gendre is not the folde but a siteatione / 
see female depositrie room / see the surgeary banke /  
see the cundishions fore mye speech / see what seddles 
/ inn the depositrie room / wen i pass / being a tran /  
unfolded / (Charles 53) 

In this poem, Charles talks about how her life after transition settles, what has “died,” and 

the conditions in which she can now speak since she can now “pass.” However, she does 

not let her writing “pass,” instead still adhering to her identity and mode of language. The 

content of the poem is powerful, and is enhanced by the way she spells her words, in a 

way unique to her, and forces the reader to adapt to her. Her language adapts to her life, 

rather than her life fitting into a previous structure of language. Being transgender is 

finding your own structure, and Jos Charles does this in self and language. 

Throughout his four-book series, IRL, Nature Poem, Junk, and Feed, poet Tommy 

Pico also uses language in this “spoken” mode. Particularly in Junk, he juxtaposes scenes 

and images that do not flow into each other as a representation of his busy lifestyle and 

the life one lives as a gay man in New York City. The rapid transitions in his writing are 

unusual in typical “written” language, but instead adapt to his life and reflect his 

environment. Pico also uses “text-speak,” or abbreviations, no periods, and explicit 
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language, which gives a shock to the audience for them to realize that this poet is 

unwilling to compromise his experiences and identity for the sake of language.  

Text-speak is a new phenomenon to attempt to fit into the langue versus parole 

binary, since it is neither spoken nor fully written out. It seems to fit more closely with 

parole, a reduced form of spoken language, not written enough to be considered written. 

The tone of texting tends to reflect a spoken tone of voice. However, once typed out, the 

text exists forever, and can be returned to and interpreted. It sounds like someone talking, 

but it is something you can go back to as if it is langue. It has this formal element to it. 

When writing, many people often try to be more concise, which also coincides with the 

purpose of text-speak. Text-speak hangs somewhere in the balance between both modes, 

with the casualness and tone of spoken voice but the permanence of written word. 

Incorporating text-speak into poetry is deceptively difficult. In an attempt to 

mirror Tommy Pico’s style, I wrote a poem that read as a series of texts, using shortened 

words and small stanzas as a form of text-speak. It proved near impossible to create a 

coherent line to follow, and did not reflect my personality or writing style at all, and thus 

was cut from this collection. Pico uses text-speak abbreviations to both shorten words he 

finds less necessary to fill his space and to bring a more personal tone to the writing. For 

me, it was far from personal, and my tendency to put emphasis on full words did not 

mesh well with the idea of shortening my words and stanzas, and subsequently my ideas. 

Pico is able to seamlessly incorporate text-style writing with the rest of his wording, 

which ties him to the authorship of his work. 
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Upon opening any page of Junk, completely composed of couplets, you will find 

an example of Tommy Pico’s rapid and personal style of writing. 

… It’s juvenile to 
Think you can glide thru life perfectly undisturbed I know what 
 
it’s like to feel as if every confrontation will end with someone 
literally dead To dodge confrontation instead Atoms re- 
 
arrange and remake, like proteins or Legos A tuna melt is best 
on pressed bread splashed w/ butter n garnished with curly 
 
fries Everyone, they say, has a new pop punk fuck boy built like 
a yeti with the stick straight Veronica Lake bang Dating is hard 
 
bc gay men are a garbage fire Why do ppl say they “love food” 
like it’s a revelation A secret I’m such a food-aholic Oh, like 
 
literally every other living organism in existence? Junk 
breathes How dare ppl be born in the ‘90s I like tall guys bc I’m 
 
lookin for someone who can fend off the ppl who will kill us 
when we swap spit in the karaoke booth… (Pico 16) 

Pico juxtaposes idea after idea, some that seem very casual (“Everyone, they say, has a 

new pop punk fuck boy”) and some that mean a lot more (“I know what / it’s like to feel 

as if every confrontation will end with someone / literally dead”). His sarcasm and rapid 

speech patterns come through in his writing. What is unique is how he treats these big, 

important ideas just like everything else. His comment “I’m / lookin for someone who 

can fend off the ppl who will kill us / when we swap spit in the karaoke booth” is not just 

a lighthearted joke about PDA with a tall guy, but a comment about appearing gay in 

public and how people can react to that. He blends all his ideas together as if he is just 
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speaking idea after idea in one long run-on sentence, and his listeners have to continually 

catch up. This is certainly a case of parole, an adaptable spoken language, instead of 

langue’s strict written meaning structure. His language is crafted to be casual. 

Poetry finds excuses to use this mode of language, but that is not necessarily 

expected in a novel. Interestingly, writer (and poet) Eileen Myles uses this language in 

their novel Chelsea Girls. The novel tells the story of their life, a reader would say, and 

they seek to convey their experiences as truthfully as possible. However, technically, 

there is a character in a novel named Eileen Myles, who has friends who are characters 

who just happen to resemble people in the author’s life. Because it is called a novel, there 

are no “real people,” but the “spoken” mode of language makes it seem as though there 

are. Through Myles’s storytelling, what seems like an oral retelling of an experience is 

transcribed. There is perfect recollection of detail; for example, “I am unemployed. So is 

Merchard. I owe the woman in the bakery 4.65. I’ll have to be flirty when I come back. I 

owe Mario across the street 3.59,” and so on and so forth, listing off amounts of money 

and the process of cashing their rebate check (51). The feeling that comes with that life is 

present, though by posing the novel as not nonfiction, Myles gave themself the liberty to 

not be associated directly with the events. It is their language, the “spoken” mode that 

adapts to Myles’s life, that gives the novel its life. 

I am referencing a novel in my discussion of poetry because of Myles’s use of 

language around her queer identity as well as the style in which she writes. While in 

prose, it almost seems poetic in the way that they describe things and people. For 

example, when talking about the character Robin, Myles writes: 
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I call her Robin because she is red and black and angular and resembles a 

bird in her speed and in her cruelty. I fell in love with her briefly, last year. 

I’m just not in love with her anymore but there’s this residue… She 

smelled of flowers, she smiled at me when she got up to leave. I’m so glad 

you’re here she said intensely like I was the only soul in the room, or a 

soul who had a soul like hers. (Myles 69) 

The way that Myles describes Robin echoes with a kind of poetic reverence. She seems 

as if she could be nothing but real. Myles also uses language in a poetic way by avoiding 

quotation marks (“I’m so glad you’re here she said”), giving that run-on feel that poetry 

sometimes has. At least, it lacks the structure of a novel. They adapt the language to their 

life; Myles is a poet as well, and uses the language they see fit to best represent their 

identity (or their character’s identity). 

Are these authors confessing? They are subverting the way in which language is 

usually used to tell something important about themselves. They are all writing in 

acknowledgement of their LGBTQ identities and how that functions in their lives. They 

could be confessing - or, they could simply be telling their story. Their writing only 

becomes a confession if they decide that it is, especially if we are tying confession to 

sacrifice. If the writer is making some big important leap and pointing it out, it can work 

as a confession, but if it is simply a statement, it does not have to be. Chelsea Girls feels 

less like a confession because of its structure as a novel; it does not seem to sacrifice 

anything, especially when not explicitly tying its content to its author. Feeld seems to be 

more of a confession, using Charles’s own concept of language to offer up her 
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experience. Junk is somewhere in the middle -- it feels like a confession of Pico’s 

experience, but at the same time he says things so brashly and casually enough to not 

seem like a “big deal.” His style of writing blends together every experience so that the 

whole book has to be dealt with together, not individual confessing poems. 

I incorporated ideas from each author into my poetry. I took an exploratory 

approach to formatting in a manner that reflects Charles’s influence. While I did not use 

her warping and reinventing of language, I tried to use the page as a “feeld,” using unique 

structures to poems similar to Charles. My poem “Forgive Me” displays this well, a poem 

that asks for forgiveness and thus freedom. 

Forgive me please relieve my burden of confusion and expression 
     I have formed myself inaccessible 

Let me create words of love 
    I need to access this space of acceptance  (please) 

I must make this my life 
We are what we repeatedly do 

What I repeatedly am 

Does forgiveness grant freedom? The poem implies that it does because the freedom it 

asks for is displayed on the page. The shape of the poem reflects the meaning, just as the 

meaning behind Charles’s words is displayed through the spelling. I also tried to absorb 

her idea of being unusual in the use of language by using repetition, occasional rhyme, 

and spaced out or italicized words. This is especially clear in “The Psychology of 

Confession,” which is divided similarly to Charles’s poems (by numbers instead of by 

titles) and uses these modes. 

All I can do 
Is write poems 
Call them a confession 

 



Spadacenta 43 

Convince you 
I feel free 
Convince myself 
Convince you straw man 
Ideal confessor this is what to do : feel free 

The short lines and spacing, both in the poem and across pages, are definitely influenced 

by feeld. 

Other authors’ influences are visible as well: in my poem “Confession Industry,” I 

use Tommy Pico’s idea of casual statements to reveal my identity, and wonder if that 

counts as a confession. (“I like your shirt / Thanks, I’m gay.”) Even though Chelsea Girls 

is a novel, I thought about Myles’s storytelling and wrote poems like “Once, Quietly, 

Secretly, and Again” and “Just Gals Being Pals” with the story-like tone. “Just Gals 

Being Pals” reminds me the most of Myles in terms of content, because it is a story of my 

past, but also the tone is pure storytelling. 

Best friends since middle school 
    Grew up together 

Came out   together 
 
Each other’s first confidants 

At the mercy of first budding crushes 
 Complaints about grades and parents 

 
You know my secrets 

         I know yours 
   Your history my history all perpendicular 

Here, the beginning of “Just Gals Being Pals” feels like the beginning of a story, but also 

like a poem. 
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Language is all a writer has, and how they use it to craft their work says a lot 

about them. My poems are mine because of how I write them. What it means for me to 

experience these things in my life is completely conveyed through my language choices. I 

choose to confess my identity and experiences, and equally importantly, I choose how to 

confess them. When I talked about “The Death of the Author” earlier, I talked about 

Barthes’s idea that the author is inconsequential to the piece, and his quote: “It is 

language which speaks, not the author” (Barthes 143). It is clear to see now that there can 

be no death, or separation, of the author, when language is tied so inherently to its 

creator. Every writer uses language in a different way, as demonstrated by Charles, Pico, 

and Myles, as a way to incorporate the self and a specific tone into a piece. 

 

My Poetic Style 

My writing style works well for this collection. My poems reflect my manner of 

speech and language production as well as the tone I have in talking about my identity 

and experiences. I use a lot of humor, whether blatant or subtle. Oftentimes I process 

things through amusing or cynical lenses, and that comes through in the manner in which 

I write about said experiences. I can recognize their weight, or blow them off. One strong 

example of this is “Black Market Poetry,” which uses comedy throughout to talk about 

needing poetry when family can be unaccepting or oblivious. The poem stretches on, 

covering a variety of subjects, but the humor first appears when talking about not having 

a boyfriend, a characteristic of liking women. 

I feed my poems advil on the hour every five hours 
It says to wait six on the label but I take that as a recommendation 
I like to live on the edge anyway 
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Make them swallow the pills dry like each one is a “do you have a boyfriend 
yet” and 
You couldn't get wet even if you tried 
 
I monopolize the market on not having boyfriends 
I so thoroughly do not have a boyfriend it’s incredible 
I don’t have a boyfriend so bad that I haven’t painted my toenails in 
months 
I don’t have a boyfriend so hard that I’ve never waxed my eyebrows 
I don’t have a boyfriend so strong that I completely forgot about wrestling. 
Like, entirely. 

Instead of choosing to have a serious moment and discuss why I do not have a boyfriend 

and the implications behind that, the poem elaborates on the joking side of things, how 

one fact can affect my life in those menial ways. 

The tone and style of my writing often shifts as I develop the poem, and can start 

from either an intellectual realization or just a raw emotion. I sometimes start my writing 

process with more academic writing, so to speak -- I may have an idea of what I want to 

convey, and write it too blatantly, which I then break down. Still, some of my poems 

have a very carefully-constructed feel to them, which even a reader can pick up on, and 

the language in those poems reflects that. For example, the first half of “Deliverance” 

contains more theoretical, or researched, language, in comparison to most other poems. 

Truths pushing forward 
 
Truth in a knowledge-power 
A strength in the truth in a word spoken cast in steel unreflective 
A 

confession 
as a blacksmith 

as a production of truth 
 

Truth has an affinity with freedom 
People are obligated to confess 
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Truth lies in secrets 
It demands to surface 
To be displayed 
We are told we then feel liberated 

Many of these words are taken directly from Foucault, such as “knowledge-power.” I 

have rephrased them and inserted images of my own, but it is easier to see here where 

they came from. 

However, some poems are started with just a thought or an emotion, and the 

language in those poems reflects how I initially felt about the topic. This is most clear 

through my desire or love poems. “Maybe” was written in a romantic but unsure time, 

and my language certainly reflects that. 

I call them love poems but I’m in like with you 
I’m not supposed to call it love yet that’s not socially acceptable but there’s 
no genre of like poetry 
And if I call it love now what will it be in a few months when I like like 
you more 
… 
I’m trying to be funny but I’m not sure if it’s coming through 
I just haven’t been this happy in a while and this isn’t even a stanza 
It’s just me smiling like a fool writing words and calling it a poem 

The tone of this poem is very giddy but unsure, and the word choice here reflects these 

emotions, especially “I like like you” and “smiling like a fool.” These are not the refined 

phrases I would usually try to use in a thought-out love poem, but they reflect the 

emotions of the time that the poem encapsulates. The word choice in all of my poems is 

very intentional and conveys the tone each poem should be read in, whether that is 

academically-appreciative or unsure and loving. 
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I use a lot of repetition, which adds much more focus on the words chosen. 

Repetition creates an emphasis on certain phrases, and also provides the opportunity to 

look at the same phrase in a different way. Both of these effects of repetition occur in 

“The Psychology of Confession,” particularly in part IV. 

I exist why not 
Claim that why not 
Tell people why not 
Be out why not 
Be proud why not 
Feel free why not 
Confess? (Why not?) 
Less the why not than the why 
We know why, 
We want the feeling 
Of letting go 
But if we let it go 
What is left to hold on to? 

The emphasis is on the “why not”s, creating an idea that existing, claiming your 

existence, telling people, etc. is so easy, or basic, so why not do it? However, “why not” 

also is a refutation of people who judge your existence, like homophobic people, who 

would tell you not to exist as a queer person. Why not? It is a question to them, to force 

them to explain why they hold those beliefs, even if they only answer the question within 

themselves. The repetition gives the phrase emphasis while simultaneously offering 

multiple perspectives on those two words. 

These specific inflections with repetition situate the device in the realm of parole, 

or spoken voice, as they help develop a rhythm in the language. Repeating phrases like in 

the poem above do not use perfect grammar but rather are a clear marker of emphasis. 
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Poetry uses the parole mode of language to express the true nature of the mind behind the 

words, and does not appear to limit itself to traditional symbols and structures of 

language. However, in “The Psychology of Confession” example, the repeating phrases 

are consciously placed at the end of each line, which emphasizes structure a little more, 

sneaking langue back into the poem. The relationship between langue and parole here is 

blurred; the poem cannot exist in only one category. Repetition implies some aspects of 

each -- the rhythm and inflections of a spoken voice but the conscious structure of a 

written one. 

Style also includes the shape and structure of the poem on the page. I have a 

tendency for sticking to the left margin and writing in one large block. However, this 

collection of poems challenged me to make the shape of the poem reflect the content. 

This comes in several ways. Poems can still be written in one block, like “Passing,” but 

are done so purposefully. 

I am passing as a poem 
Because I am short lines on a left margin 
I put great effort into my looks 
Into my look look casual 
Is it working can they tell 
Maybe one more line one more stanza 
One more metaphor to hammer it home 

The beginning of “Passing” points out that the form reflects the content. Some poems are 

broken up into different length stanzas while still remaining on the left margin, like “I am 

Seduced by a Binary,” which gives each stanza its own importance. Some, like “The 

Psychology of Confession,” are even broken up on different pages, which has a different 

 



Spadacenta 49 

effect than just a separation of stanzas - each section must be considered on its own; a 

breath must be taken, the mind slightly reset. 

I also broke away some from the traditional left-aligned format. Some of my lines 

have slightly larger than normal spaces between words, and some are completely 

stretched across the page. These separations are important for the reading of the poem, 

giving emphasis to certain words and creating mental pauses where they need to be taken. 

The most dramatic example of this is in “Deliverance.” 

And the confessor is supposed to be redeemed, 
Forgiven, feel liberated 
But instead I confess myself into 

a hole digging myself deeper 
Scratching at the wet 

 
(Why do I put words on the page?) 
 
Whoever 

Receives 
the confession 

must verify the truth 
More than just absolve, 

Decipher what I have and have not said 
The new master of my truth (a title taken to be true) 

The stretch of the phrases across the page creates a breath between words and a new 

emphasis in every indentation. Every placement has a purpose, from a word’s placement 

on the page to the way a poem is divided on the page or between pages. 

The three main points of my style that I discussed are humor, shifts in tone, and 

structure, both of language and in physical shape. While there are more aspects of writing 

a poem that I can pinpoint, these are the most applicable to a collection of queer poetry. 
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The variety in my poems is what makes them connected to my identity. Every new 

person I meet and every new experience have a host of potential outcomes when dealing 

with the confession of my identity, and that variety of outcomes has to be expressed in 

my poems. Some are humorous, casual, or unstructured, while some are more serious, 

structured, or emotional. The voice of the poems cannot always be the same; it has to 

change to deal with whatever situation it is found in. Language adapts to life, and so does 

poetry. 

 

Reflection 

My poems used to be a form of wish fulfillment. In high school, they were all 

written from an emotional point of view, confessing love or pain, lacking a depth or any 

kind of analysis. I was just coming into my queer identity, and all I felt that I needed to 

express was how important desire was. Now, I have a new impulse, to write poems that 

most accurately reflect my identity and use it as a tool to analyze what I have done with it 

and how I can proceed. I knew that my queer identity was there, but it means something 

else now to be able to talk and think about it. I have reached a point of acceptance with 

myself and am not concerned with “passing;” I can now analyze all my thoughts around 

the subject. 

Much has changed in the four years I have written in college -- I have been 

exposed to a variety of queer writers who use their identity in different ways. In the last 

academic year alone I have read at least twenty books of poetry with a diverse cast of 

authors, something I would never have had access to otherwise. In terms of my ideas 
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around this project, I had not paid any critical attention to the idea of “coming out” before 

reading The History of Sexuality by Michel Foucault. This book greatly developed my 

understanding of the history of the discourse around sexuality and what obstacles people 

had to face. It was like a lightbulb went off above my head when I first read the section 

on confession, and I immediately knew that I could do so much with it. I finished the 

chapter and promptly sat down to write the first draft of “Deliverance,” which was much 

more straightforward than the version in this collection but to me was the doorway to a 

whole new area of exploration. I praise Foucault because he has given me this language, 

but he has not given an answer. There is no “answer,” really, to what to do in a 

confession scenario, or how to proceed with this identity. That is why my poems can 

grapple with these ideas with new terms to fit them. 

One of the big challenges in writing a semester-long collection of poems is 

keeping the original tone and authority that the poems were given when written 

spontaneously. Some poems took weeks of development to reach even a first draft, while 

others were emotion-based and written quickly, and then required a more careful revision 

so as to not disrupt the original feel of the poem. “Deliverance” was written immediately 

after I read Foucault for the first time because I was excited about having all these new 

ideas, and then it went untouched for months until I could figure out what exactly I could 

get away with changing without taking away from the original mood of the poem. “On 

Desiring Someone You Will Maybe Never Have” is another example of an 

emotion-based poem; I wrote the first draft as I was grappling with the realization that 

this relationship would never work, and the poem had to be very carefully edited so as to 
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keep the original emotional tone while also giving enough context and reflection to be a 

more cohesive piece. “Also Known As:,” on the other hand, started as two smaller poems 

that I did not care for at all until I finally was able to merge them together and create a 

draft that made sense as a whole. That draft then went through many revisions in order to 

be fully cohesive and compelling. 

Each poem was asked a question before being added to the collection -- why is 

this here? Each must add something to the process of living life with this identity, 

whether it is creating a social awareness of how I am perceived, how I come out to 

different people or in different situations, or how my relationships work. I wanted the 

overall arch of the pieces to reflect the analysis that I have done but also a happy life 

outcome. Of course I do not speak for the whole LGBTQ+ community, but I want to 

show a path that I took that still ends in happiness. I do this mostly through love poems, 

reverting back to my very first impulse to write poems about desire, except this time they 

can potentially be fulfilled. They mean more now, now that I know what it takes to get to 

this kind of happy place. 

The idea of passing is one that is prominent in my poems, and one that I think 

helps to define my journey as a queer poet. In high school, I wrote my desire poems but 

did not share them. I knew that people thought that I was straight, and I only corrected 

the people who I cared about by “coming out” to them. Now, I want everybody to know 

that I am queer, and have become more open, especially in my poems. My writing is 

more explicitly conscious of my identity, and I put more effort into exploring it. 
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Passing is an odd construct. It all seems to operate in a vague space, where people 

create labels based on assumptions and stereotypes that either they or some form of 

media have created. I do not care if I “pass” as straight right now, but I assume that I can, 

as long as I am not walking down the street holding hands with a same-sex partner. For 

my poems to “pass” in this same vague space, where they could be about anything or 

anyone, they would have to leave out any talk of my identity. I do not want this; I do not 

want my poems to “pass.” They are blatantly about my queer identity, and even the 

genderless love poems can be assumed to be queer since they are a part of this collection 

and I have already defined who I am. The poems are constructed to have a point, in 

which identity is an integral part of the poem. I am making it explicit and unmistakable. 

This is a reason why I write poems about my identity -- I may “pass,” but my poems do 

not. 

This is a reason why it is so important to me to bring up “The Death of the 

Author.” I am important to my poems. My poems help to define me, and I define my 

poems. I rely on these poems as a form of analysis and explanation, and if I were to be 

separated from them they would lose their value. Sure, they can stand on their own, but 

they become truly important when they are related to me and my journey. 

My poetic style reflects my identity. Breaking from the norm is what being queer 

is all about, and my poems reflect that, in form and content. They adapt themselves to fill 

pages and repeat phrases, something that I do as a queer person as I find myelf trying to 

fit into situations and continually “coming out” throughout my life. My preexisting style 

meshed well with this project, since the humor, repetition and grammatically incorrect 
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phrasing is something that I write with normally, and humor and repetition often occur in 

my speech. 

Applying my style to writing about identity worked seamlessly, with my biggest 

changes being in form. I tried to break away from my tendency to stick to left-aligned 

stanzas, and several poems were able to utilize space across the page. I wanted each 

poem to linguistically and visually carry my exact intentions, and the shape of the poem 

on the page helps greatly with that. “Forgive Me” shows the freedom it asks for as it 

spreads across the page; “We’re Going to Call it Writer’s Block” is formatted in small 

blocks to demonstrate the chunky staccato of not having thoughts; “Passing” exists along 

a left margin to look like what it thinks a traditional poem looks like; etc. Having each 

poem be formatted differently shows the versatility of people with this identity and how 

we must adapt to different situations. We are always on our toes. 

Another fun challenge for this project was choosing other authors to write about 

that influenced me the most. While there are dozens, for sure, some I found to be most 

influential on my writing style and how I approached identity, like Tommy Pico. His 

approach to identity is so interesting, how he casually states it in the context of his 

writing, and that is almost all he does to “come out.” I also was interested in his writing 

style, how he used a casual tone and humor to convey his meanings, which is something 

that I love to do. While I can pick apart concepts that I find in his poems and utilize them, 

it is interesting to come back to Pico’s work and see them all mushed together, in a way 

that is so unique to him. I also loved Jos Charles for the way that she experimented with 

language in the spelling of her words. Although I was unable to mimic that, reading her 
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work definitely impacted the way I format things on the page and made me pay more 

attention to my word choice and the impact of those words. 

I use a few examples that are single poems instead of focusing on an author, and I 

think it raises an interesting question: do I find those poems to fit my purpose, or do I 

interpret my poems according to my guidelines? As it turns out, I was able to point out 

the similarities and influences on my poems based on my reading of those, because they 

display ideas that I had already been considering. Chen Chen’s poem “I Invite My 

Parents to a Dinner Party” uses his identity as a setup for the poem, which some of my 

poems do, and expresses the idea of an unreliable confessor, which I also used. 

Szymaszek’s “5 days 4 nights” also uses identity as a setup, but is less clear whether she 

had already come out to her family. These uses of identity and vagueness were present in 

my poems, and it was great to be able to connect my work to previously published 

material. I like to know the culture of poetry today, what I am writing into. I can validate 

my work against preexisting queer authors, but I can also recognize its unique qualities.  

The world of queer poetry is so diverse in itself, and the way that each author 

writes, using their identity and creating their own style, will always be intriguing. This 

realm of poetry has become so present, and each author is able to take a different 

approach based on where they are in their life. My poems come from my point of view, a 

younger person who just four years ago was writing high school desire poems and now 

recognizes the value of identity and is incredibly conscious of “passing” and what it 

means to take ownership of her writing. My collection of poems is meant to slot into this 

queer realm, to be a reflection of my identity, analysis, and style. I want to be incredibly 
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present, in both the literary and the LGBTQ+ community, and poetry is my favorite way 

of doing so. Writing these poems was as fulfilling as it was challenging, and I am happy 

that I was able to collect all of these poems together into one unit. This collection is a 

fantastic way to enter into this realm of writing about my identity and being a vehicle for 

representation of my community and the lives that we can lead.  
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Deliverance 
 
Who is blinder : 

The one who refuses to see 
Or the one who sees but doesn’t really see (perhaps because they refuse to see) 

 
The refusing remained blissful -  

Eyes closed head back sunbaked blind 
A blistering blindness of their own creation 

And the other, who sees, laid out with them 
Seeing through their clouded corneas 
Splintering in all the right places 
The truth along the cracks 

 
A fundamental resistance 
To this truth, the urge to stay blind 
Don’t want to hear it don’t want to hear it 
Don’t want to see it 
 
Choose not to recognize, to see --- you cannot argue with proof 

(Any truth being proof if it is truth 
enough) 
 

-- Suddenly 
Important 

A cloud over the blinding sun, and 
 
A quiet interrogation 

Of the self (should I tell them) 
Of each other (can you tell me) 

 
I will, I will 

If you will listen 
 
Truths pushing forward 
 
Truth in a knowledge-power 
A strength in the truth in a word spoken cast in steel unreflective 
A 
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confession 
as a blacksmith 

as a production of truth 
 
 
Truth has an affinity with freedom 
People are obligated to confess 
Truth lies in secrets 
It demands to surface 
To be displayed 
We are told we then feel liberated 
 
 
Is this why we write about desire 
About being queer 
Forbidden loves in forbidden lives 
Tell our truths to feel liberated 
 
 
Confession requires another presence 
Someone who asks for it 
Has the authority to judge  to punish  to forgive 
 
Who do I write for? 
 
In solitude in condemnation 
I make confessions to myself, but really 
 
Confessions to my bedsheets,  
Confessions to my pen caps, 
Confessions to my fingernails 
 
 
And the confessor is supposed to be redeemed, 
Forgiven, feel liberated 
But instead I confess myself into 

a hole digging myself deeper 
Scratching at the wet 
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(Why do I put words on the page?) 
 
Whoever 

Receives 
the confession 

must verify the truth 
More than just absolve, 

Decipher what I have and have not said 
The new master of my truth (a title taken to be true) 
 
My mug of tea 
My post-it notes 
My knitted afghan 
 
Treat it well 
 
Validate me 
 
Trust I tell my truths 
Know my truths more than I do more than I care to admit 
 
 
Grant me the pleasure 

of that 
salvation  
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Ode to the Elephant in the Room 
 
I open the door for you, a welcome 
Guest. We met when I was the impressionable 
Age of fifteen and you followed me.  

We used to 
Fuck around, we called it experimenting 
But realized we weren’t made for science, 
We are too clumsy, you are just too big 
And I am bad at not breaking things. 

I called it a love-hate relationship. 
I moved away for a few years 
But pets always return to their masters. 
I am glad to see you, here you are and I 
Invite you to cuddle up with me again. 
You take up a lot of space on the bed. 
I feel you like a weighted blanket 
Made to help me sleep better but instead 
I am suffocating under your weight but 
The joke’s on me, you remember that 

I like to suffocate 
Sometimes because it makes me aware 
That there is air I can breathe, and you 
Know that. I am still capable of that. 
You wrap your ghostly trunk around my 
Neck and squeeze. I wrap my fingers 
Around it and pretend to pull away, 
Smiling. Your body consumes the rest 
Of the space here. 

We go out and 
People flatten themselves against the wall 
To get away from you, how rude. 
I am the only one who stays under and 
In the middle. You keep them away from me 
And for that I am grateful, I do not like 
Talking to them much anyway.  

You are 
Oppressive and heavy and my absolute dream 
To bring this much tension wherever I go. 
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Guided on a leash, my pet, I bring you with me 
And cause a silent scene. They all look at 
Us and I love it. They do not ask me 
Why I have chosen an elephant, anyway 
You came to me first, it is not a choice, 
You found me and I embraced your thick 
Gray skin and made you my own 
And you have adapted quite well, I’d say. 
You look around, same as me, searching 
For a community of invisible elephants, and 

People like me, and 
More likely than not guide me on to the 
Next room. 
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Seduced by a Binary 
 
I am seduced by a binary 
An easy simple yes or no 
One or the other 
(How easy it is to call myself a lesbian 
Though I’m not sure if that’s the “one” 
Or the “other”) 
Apparently 
I’m still trying to fit in 
I have pounded down desire into a single word 
With dry-knuckled fists 
(Hand lotion is for straight girls) 
I wonder if I am successful 
Crafting myself into One Word Only 
An identity that I praise one minute 
And cower behind the next 
 
It is too simple 
To fall back into the repeated idea 
Of how I look and act and who I date 
Fitting into stereotypes 
To make myself more palatable 
The more obvious the easier it is to take 
Too easy to forego the long conversations 
Explaining why “queer” isn’t an insult anymore 
Or, almost worse, justify “pansexual” 
Like the more obscure the word, the less desirable 
And less inside a binary 
Less easy simple yes or no 
 
Can my words fit into a poem or are they too clunky 
Can I be a poet and anything other than one-syllable gay yes or no 
For myself and for the good of this poem?  
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Reflection 
 
Memories are captured in my mirror but 

Everything I see in them is reverse 
Like waving with my right hand 

And my left hand giving me the finger 
It’s all similar yet different 

I pretend mirrors have only facts 
They place no blame 

The fault my eyes carry 
She looks in my mirror too 

Tucks her hair behind her ear or something I can’t see 
There is a smudge in my angular view 

I don’t know how it got there 
My mirror tries to protect me 

It knows I’m scared of commitment (it’s seen other girls) 
But now that is her spot 

Her eighteen inches across or so 
I stand to its left to brush my hair 

I turn the lights off 
At night I remove my glasses 

Place them down blindly 
In the morning they are five and a half inches 

Into her space 
When I stand there I still see her 

Though she has not been to my mirror 
In years  
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Political 
 
Honesty has become political 
 
An unguarded statement of fact 

Admirable openness 
My identity is brave now 
 
Small acts are political 
What’s more moving than grandstanding politics 

Than a secret shared 
As if it wasn’t a secret? 

 
Someone asks me what I write about 
I tell them being queer and their head 
Jerks back and they say Oh as if they 
Did not expect me to have an identity 

I was willing to express so openly like 
It was nothing like I belong here too 

 
Do people fear me 
Or what I represent 

(They cannot become me I cannot harm them What are they so afraid of?) 
 
I put on an extra layer of protection 
An extra reason to be angry 
At music television movies 
 
The personal over the televised 
I am open about it, one small person 
Everything affects me and it’s okay, 
That’s political 
 
A queer apostle 
With queer secrets 
Shared to my disciples, 
The community at large 
 
I believe I am inherently good 
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Not trying to be egotistical just 
Validating my own identity 
Sharing my own secrets 
We have to do that sometimes 
And that’s political  
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Eyes are the Car Windows to Morality 
 
Why do we come out in moving vehicles 
Maybe so nobody can escape 
To force conversation, so they listen 
Maybe because we expect them to kill us 
Veer off the road and claim self defense 
I spent weeks in the passenger seat of a Toyota Tacoma 
That I wanted so badly but I couldn’t drive stick 
I never learned but I can’t blame dad for that 
Looking at the side mirror, at the street lights, 
At the rain on the windows like a dark movie scene I thought 
I didn’t have to look at him 
I didn’t have to see his face do something I didn’t want it to 
After waiting for weeks to stop wimping out 
He was driving us home 
He said “okay” and that was it 
We pulled into the driveway and I said good night 
I’d say it went well 
 
~ 
 
When I made my first penance in second grade 
We didn’t get a booth 
I sat in the cry room 
Looked the priest in the face 
As I made up confessions 
Lying, yelling, being lazy 
Too young then to know who I was 
I cannot remember his eyes 
I assume they were forgiving 
He knew I would be looking 
I wish I didn’t have to look 
And I could just make assumptions 
That everything was okay 
 
~ 
 
I looked at the floor 
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When I told my aunt 
Roman Catholic, loud and 
Kind but with her values 
An inherent threat 
It was okay, 
She had picked up on 
My hints and loaded statements 
Ambiguous “someone”s 
And she didn’t mind 
I don’t think she minded, she said ok 
But I don’t remember what exact words she used 
I was too afraid and overheated 
To see her expression 
She recommended I breathe, I guess I wasn’t 
That’s okay I do enough of it as is 
Every family function after for a while 
She pulled me aside to ask me questions 
It was touching, that she was curious 
That she cared, that she didn’t mind 
 
 
~ 
 
I was driving with her 
Interning at an LGBT center 
Grandma asked me what “straight” means 
Like a paper cutter sharpened blade 
Line to get a cup of black coffee 
I explained; she said “like you” 
And I could not lie 
Fighting an instinct to fill a silence with too many words 
I gave her the most simple version 
She said nothing 
I did not push the subject 
Not so much full of fear 
As disappointment 
“Did you hear me” 
“Yes” and that was it 
(People say “give it time” and I thought that was stupid 
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But now she asks me if ____ and I are still an “item” 
And it makes me happy) 
 
~ 
 
Friends are different. 
I don’t remember how I told them all 
But I know they support me 
I told my best friend first, on a family vacation 
Because she is basically family, 
And she thought it was cool 
(Five years later I found out that 
She was freaking out to her dad because 
We got changed in the same room 
But now she says it was okay) 
My friend, my first crush, 
I had to look in the eyes 
We came out at the same time 
They absorb my whole attention 
I can be nothing but honest 
With the comfort that they, too, 
Are queer, they understood 
Hugged me as though nothing changed 
(Nothing had) 
We still drive hours to see each other 
Nothing has changed and that’s how I like it  
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Passing 
 
I am passing as a poem 
Because I am short lines on a left margin 
I put great effort into my looks 
Into my look look casual 
Is it working can they tell 
Maybe one more line one more stanza 
One more metaphor to hammer it home 
What does it take to pass as not having secrets 
Why be a poet with no secrets 
My identity is inherently secretive by nature 
With a projected path towards sharing 
I hide inside a confession 
Whisper onto paper so it sticks 
Maybe I will hand someone the paper 
And they will see a left margin 
And not bother to read it 
What a relief that would be 
For secrets not to matter 
For poetry to be a vessel of beauty 
And not shame 
(They can exist simultaneously but 
Only if you know to look)  
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A Poem About the Environment 
 
If a tree falls in the forest and the tree is gay 
Does it really have an effect on the world of today’s poetry? 
 
If each branch is a whisper, each leaf a secret 
And they intertwine with the trees around them because no tree stands truly alone 
Is there something to be said to the birds? 
 
The wilderness is not pristine, a sublime space to face the Divine 
Not an untamed space but the foliage in your own yard 
You have cultivated this tree just as the air you exhale has grown forests 
Entangled with their own memories and purpose 
Rings of identity stacked inside hidden only by one swoop of the axe 
 
If every axe in the world had handles made of metal 
Would they instead be used by blacksmiths? 
 
Worlds unexplored are not necessarily wilderness but rather 
Carefully untouched, you think that not 
Touching it makes you a better person because if you don’t 
Touch it you cannot harm it 
But acknowledging that it is there can be enough 
 
If every ring inside that neighbor was asking to be seen 
Would you topple it? 
If every ring inside that neighbor was asking to be seen and there was nobody around and 
it falls 
Does it count as a confession or a secret whispered to that sublime forest 
Without fear of homily?  
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Confession Industry 
 
I like your shirt. 

Thanks, I’m gay. 
What can I get you today? 

An iced caramel macchiato, please, I’m gay. 
How was your weekend? 

Very gay, thanks for asking. 
 
In a series of public transactions I reveal a secret 
Nobody else knows [is a secret] 
Smile and nod to complete the interaction 
Laugh it off or flinch away, they weren’t ready 
I’m in the confession industry, baby, I’ll tell anyone about me 
I mean is it confession when I make no effort to pass for straight 
It’s just a statement (but in industry jargon we call that “opening up to people”) 
 
I remember my first penance, the guilty thrill of telling the priest I lied to my mom 
Because second grade me was an angel 
But now --  
 

Bless me father, for I have sinned. It has been fourteen years since my last confession. I 
accuse myself of the following sins. I bought munchkins for a party and ate four on the 

way there. I saw someone cheating and didn’t say anything. I had homosexual 
relationships that I quite enjoyed. I am sorry for these sins and all the sins of my whole 

life (but don’t think I’m going to stop). 
 
Say the Hail Mary three times and the Our Father four times. And maybe see a therapist. 
 

Thank you Father. I look forward to seeing you again. 
 

God, hilarious. 
 
But, you see, if I’m not ashamed 
If I make it a common fact, if 
I’m proud of my secrets and make them my not-secrets 
I’m happy to be gay (that’s what it means) I’m so gay I’m happy 
I’ll make sure everybody knows it 
Is it really a confession? 
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I live for the thrill but it’s more exciting to have nothing to confess 
I’m in the industry, baby, and I’m cheating the system 
Making it a sham, sacrificing my livelihood, 
I love to confess 
But I would give it up 
If I had nothing to hide  

 



Spadacenta 73 

Once, Quietly, Secretly, and Again 
 
As it turns out -  
 
Some things are easy 
To mask behind passion 
 
Quiet lines voiced in cursive 
In my ear like beautiful secrets 
 
Secrets mean hiding, sneaking around 
Like being found is such a detriment 
 
Hiding places make it a game 
A game makes it a winner and a loser 
 
I’m too much of a poet now 
To fall for sweet words 
 
I know what they mean -  
Whispered in dark, thrumming places 
You think are poetic too 
 
If the moon is not shining 
Nobody can see us sinning 
 
Lawbreakers in the blackest sky 
In a running car with the lights off 
 
I see the thrill of it all 
But maybe just once can we 
 
Sidewalk into family diners 
Hold hands in the theatre 
 
Dress up for something special 
Leave the lights on  
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This Should Just Exist 
 
I despise anonymity (in queerness) 
Identity is the whole point 
One of us making an effort to be  v i s i b l e 
 
It is the difference, I suppose, between 
Out There Activism 
and a casual relationship 

(I don’t do “casual” 
I care too much about being seen 
I have never learned how to love quietly) 

 
A community is not one person 
and one person is not a community --- I should not speak 

For everyone 
I am only my own 

and can only speak (in voice or in poem) as myself, one of many 
(though we do not always see the many 
and I am honored to be part of the few 

In this sense I belong to 
everyone) 

An individual just as valid as a 
whole 

 
I just want to help (is this helping?) 
Know I am here 

 
I want this to be activism 

For some larger purpose 
To feel like I’m doing something but 

This should just exist 
Writing, love 

We should just know 
We are here 

I am here for you 
 

And yet - still I speak out, only ever me 
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To Walt Whitman 
 
I wish you were mine. 
You did what I do, acted how I act 
And yet can I claim you? 
Where is the evidence you have spoken? 
None except when you were spoken for 
Is a poem enough? 
In Calamus, all the romance, and 
Whoever You Are Holding Me Now in Hand, 
You claim your actions but please, 
Claim an identity I can be a poet in 
It only comes out in poetry, 
That Shadow My Likeness, 
Living in secret or maybe I’m reading 
Too much into it, or maybe 
It’s no secret at all and we only think 
It should be a secret because we were raised on 
Secret love and quiet passion 
I do not keep my secret 
A secret, I try too hard 
“I am determin’d to unbare this broad breast of mine, 
I have long enough stifled and choked” 
I wish you were mine 
I can claim only a history of love 
Validated by poems of desire 
A want that travels through words alone 
Coded in language we understand 
To be a wholehearted love between comrades 
Only we hold the power 
To recognize, from one to another, 
How much this means 
 
 
Quote taken from “Scented Herbage of My Breast;” all poem titles taken from 
“Calamus”  
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The Psychology of Confession 
 
I. 
 
Much pressure is put on confession 
I hesitate to say too much 
To feel free feel free 
No need to keep secrets 
Secrets secrets are no fun unless you share with everyone 
Has anyone ever felt good hearing that 
Like that made them more comfortable sharing 
Tell me tell me tell me 
Pressure to feel free feel free 
Do I want to confess 
Do I want to want to confess 
Less stress 
Unless -  
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II. 
 
Am I mocking confession 
Do I think it is stupid 
No pressure no pressure 
“Do it on your own time” 
Or don’t do it at all 
But what if you never feel free ( feel free) 
I’m no scientist 
Psychologist 
I cannot tell you how you will feel 
I cannot know 
I do not know 
I am an open book 
Except for some things sometimes ha ha 
Not sure if that makes me free 
Or just kind of chill sometimes 
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III. 
 
I wish 
I could answer 
These questions 
For you 
All I can do 
Is write poems 
Call them a confession 
Convince you 
I feel free 
Convince myself 
Convince you straw man 
Ideal confessor this is what to do : feel free 
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IV. 
 
I exist why not 
Claim that why not 
Tell people why not 
Be out why not 
Be proud why not 
Feel free why not 
Confess? (Why not?) 
Less the why not than the why 
We know why, 
We want the feeling 
Of letting go 
But if we let it go 
What is left to hold on to? 
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V. 
 
Pressure to have an identity 
Pressure to confess it 
Pressure to give it up 
Pressure to correlate sex to sin 
Pressure to love the sinner hate the sin 
Pressure to make art or something 
Pressure to have a truth 
Pressure to believe it 
Pressure to believe that others need to believe it 
Pressure to make confessing an obligation 
Pressure to pretend that life goes on 
Pressure to feel free feel free  
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Just Gals Being Pals 
 
Best friends since middle school 

Grew up together 
Came out   together 

 
Each other’s first confidants 

At the mercy of first budding crushes 
 Complaints about grades and parents 

 
You know my secrets 

   I know yours 
      Your history my history all perpendicular 

 
I’ve already told you everything 

Even that I loved you 
  On the bus ride home that was pitiful my mistake 

 
Trust, that’s what that is 

      You’re cool It’s cool 
  Just eye contact held a little too long no worries 

 
Smiles that go soft but stay 

   My face gets red really fast 
 Your fingers that twitch on my wrist but stay 

 
It’s fine it’s fine just keep talking to me 

      That’s what we do we tell each other secrets 
    Things that best friends do 

 
(An obvious excuse but don’t notice 

Just keep talking talking let me hear you 
Scream about other people haha) 

 
That’s it that’s it that’s 

It doesn’t matter anymore I guess but hey 
    I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours 
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On Desiring Someone You Will Maybe Never Have 
 
A new life is lived 
In each word, each moment 
 
We share. I create 
Them in my mind. 
 
Desire starts as a mental impulse 
But continues as a physical want 
 
When it is real effort to design love 
You know it is over, 
 
The stretch of imagination 
The end of an era. 
 
In the presence of our present 
Our past is ugly 
 
The three years in which 
I dreamed of lives 
 
I could never live, 
Dramatic fantasies 
 
And realistic fiction. 
If my whole history 
 
Could only be three years, 
I would consider it well spent 
 
But regret that it could have lasted longer 
My most creative period 
 
Wasted on you 
Three fucking years 
 
I spent waiting for you 

 



Spadacenta 83 

r kisses to mean something 
 
To take on a purpose 
That could only be revealed 
 
Once we both matured 
And realized that all this time 
 
We were relying on each other 
To be there, for our own reasons. 
 
Unknowing what you truly wanted, 
Curious and doubtful I waited 
 
Having and having not 
At the same time. 
 
Resisting reality, sadly 
Sending you home 
 
At the end of movie midnights 
And heads on laps like pillows 
 
Hands in hair so casual 
A comfort and unspoken promise 
 
Knowing the feeling will be 
Stronger tomorrow 
 
And waking up as expected 
For a whole new history’s worth of mornings 
 
In one moment blinking awake 
Exhausted and suddenly touch-starved  
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I’m Going to Call it Writer’s Block 
 
I’m call it writer’s block 
My mind was blank, I’ll say, no way 
To put theories into words, I’m say 
I was subconsciously processing, not 
Consciously becoming cynical 
Too long to figure it out too long to process 
I’m call it writer’s block so I don’t  
Invalidate myself more 
 

I’ll can’t handle sometimes 
The analysis of my own life 

Events as soon as they happen 
Turning in a shaking heart 

Is it good is it bad could it use work 
It is my life, remember, have a little 

Sympathy - No, there is no sympathy 
In poetry, pity is for the weak, give me an image 
That will procure an emotion I didn’t know I had 

I can’t write the word fear in poetry it’s too obvious 
I have scoliosis let me strap a poem to 

The left margin to make it stand on its own 
 
I’ll going to call it writer’s block 
Because I wrote a poem by hand and threw it out 
I’ll call it a draft picked up by wind 
I missed the recycling bin it landed 
In the coffee someone spilled 
Please don’t give my words more energy 
I just want them to fall asleep at a reasonable hour 

 
I’m can’t stop analyzing can’t stop writing 

The more I give sight to my thoughts 
The more I doubt I really had others 

This is my truth now did I ever have a truth in the past 
I know I did that’s why I’m writing this in the first place 

But they’re so different it’s crazy 
How writing things down puts them in perspective 
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I’ll going to call it writer’s block 
Because I’m not sure how to give it closure 
How to make some other past stop 
And even now, how to stop  
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Forgive Me 
 
Forgive me for I do not like to start new jars of peanut butter because  

it’s all watery on top and stirring takes so much effort 
 
Forgive me for putting chips in my sandwich 

There is only a small community of those who 
would find that acceptable, let alone appealing 

 
Forgive me for I want to write about art (I feel like all good poets do) 

But all I know is Van Gogh and Picasso and Monet 
And that painting with the dripping clocks 

And the one with Icarus 
falling in the corner while the 
ship sails on (I read the poem 
about it) 

 
Forgive me for being uncultured 

 
Forgive me for writing poems instead of dealing with my feelings 

or writing them just to process, getting them on the page to 
escape thinking of them too much 

For inserting myself into everything 
Making it about me or pretending I have control 
Over whatever the hell is happening right now 

For playing everything up in a poem 
Every detail magnified greater than 
It was in just my brain 

 
Forgive me for having this identity I have barely expressed in real life 

But that comes out (ha) in everything I do 
Everything I write (so much!) 
Forgive me for being queer 

 
For what should be said in life I say in poems 
What may be better kept in poems I cannot decipher 
Where to express my identity I have not decided 
I am waiting for someone to tell me it is okay 
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Forgive me please relieve my burden of confusion and expression 
I have formed myself inaccessible 

Let me create words of love 
    I need to access this space of acceptance  (please) 

I must make this my life 
We are what we repeatedly do 

What I repeatedly am  
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Familial 
 
The frigid wife 
Obviously hetero 
Not interested in 
(sex, ew) 
Still hetero 
Pro hetero 
Pro bono 
Advice on how 
Not to be 
Homo (ew) 
Wow! Thanks! 
The sadistic husband 
(sex, ow) 
Still hetero 
Only ever 
Hetero, how 
Could anyone  
Think otherwise 
Homo (ew) 
Child,  
Incompatible 
Send them out 
Fix the problem 
Not themselves 
That child needs fixing 
They have 
Desire no 
Child should have 
Their desire is 
Wrong 
Fix them 
Fix them 
Until they 
Are sadists 
Too  
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I face Nature in a shopping mall parking lot 
 
I face Nature in a shopping mall parking lot 
Earth scraped away to be filled with pavement 
A seamless transition from dirt to concrete 
Cracked in the middle to reveal sprouts of life 
We have no words to say to each other 
I look in her eyes and they say now 
You know how I feel, everywhere and 
Inescapable  
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Black Market Poetry 
 
I run the black market of poems 
The ones you didn’t know you needed 
Until last minute, your great-aunt showed up at your party uninvited and asked you if you 
had a boyfriend yet 
And suddenly you would pay any price 
To be anywhere in my constructed poem, my real life dream state 
 
I feed my poems advil on the hour every five hours 
It says to wait six on the label but I take that as a recommendation 
I like to live on the edge anyway 
Make them swallow the pills dry like each one is a “do you have a boyfriend yet” and 
You couldn't get wet even if you tried 
 
I monopolize the market on not having boyfriends 
I so thoroughly do not have a boyfriend it’s incredible 
I don’t have a boyfriend so bad that I haven’t painted my toenails in months 
I don’t have a boyfriend so hard that I’ve never waxed my eyebrows 
I don’t have a boyfriend so strong that I completely forgot about wrestling. Like, entirely. 
 
I set up a stand in my little black market that looks a lot like a kissing booth 
Let me tell you you’re pretty. Every woman inspires something new. Let me write you 
love poems darling. 
I cannot write as if I was a man because I could never presume to imagine what a woman 
is thinking 
I don’t even know what I’m thinking and even when I do I get frustrated with my 
thoughts 
Let me write you a poem woman to woman and I can try to figure it out 
 
I’ll use the word throbbing to describe my desire because I like it more than tender, 
That word is so overused 
And I feel like it’ll throw people off a little, like, does Rebecca have a dick? 
No, but I feel like that would be cool. 
I can get behind someone calling me daddy which is one of those ideas I wish I’d stop 
having 
I figure it’s because of my history of needing to be perfect 
I’ve always been an overachiever and it’s always been encouraged 
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I’m not trying to say that power is male-dominated but I am saying that there’s only room 
for one unhealthy idea of masculinity in this relationship honey and my gender troubles 
take up all of it 
Don’t worry, homophobia is sexy 
And by homophobia I mean I hate myself but only sometimes, 
Only when I need to finish more poems damn it but I haven’t had a new idea in two 
weeks 
I figured I’d create more if I went to therapy but that kind of seems like a waste of time, 
like 
I don’t need another person to project on, I like to role-play therapy but I am both roles 
Honestly it’s pretty sexy you should try it sometime 
 
I think I want to get bigger glasses so it’ll make me look gayer 
And also for more peripheral vision 
I want to cut off all my hair, do you too? 
If so, like and subscribe and buy my written word. 
I don’t know I think maybe when you buy a poem you should read the beginning and the 
end and if you like all that you’ll like what’s in the middle 
Of course, this is probably a terrible way to pick a poem but you have to do it fast, 
You’re not supposed to be here 
Your great-aunt is coming and she wants to talk to you about how she doesn’t believe in 
modern medicine  
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Hegemon 
 
I want to be hegemonically masucline 
To be dominant, strong, feared 
Like my norms are legitimized norms 
Marginalizing anyone not male presenting 
[Lesbians are allowed to coexist because 
I am stereotyping them and also they’re hot] 
 
Unable to be Alpha Male and unable to stop wishing I was 
 I am an “Other” to hegemonic culture 
Nature vs. Nurture and I am neither 
A product of dreaming of things I wasn’t meant to have 
Too unsure to be completely Nature 
If this is what I want or what I am told people like me want 
Too queer to be Nurture 
(Some optimized version of being formed 
Which is somehow inherently hetero) 
(Nobody tells you you can be like me 
When you grow up) 
 
Domination is a crime but I want to commit it 
If I am Nature I am a crime against myself 
If I am Nurture then I am Unnatural 
I want power and autonomy if they are two different things 
Power if it means I don’t think “masculine” 
While I am strong -  
To not be male but still be valid 
Power if I can be queer on my own  
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I’d Never Use a Dating App, I Jump Awkwardly Through Real Life 
 
We’ve only cuddled twice 
And now it’s the show we binge together 
[The only thing we do together I have to take advantage] 
Relationship status: it’s complicated 
 
Using snapchat because it’s more casual than Can I get your real life phone number? 
[But still too much too fast maybe do you think I mean I already follow you on instagram 
so it’s not that weird I mean it’s fine with me up to you though] 
 
The absolute heartbreak of seeing 
Delivered 4 minutes ago 
Delivered 15 minutes ago 
Delivered 49 minutes ago 
 
Opened 30 seconds ago 
Typing... 
Opened 2 minutes ago 
Opened 50 minutes ago 
 
I’m drunk tripping up the stairs give me a hand 
Hold it until we get home real cute like 
 
Carefully crafted personality and 
I’m not sure if I’m lying but 
Does it really matter as long as you believe me 
[Am I what you want yet? Want to 
Watch this show I just chose it randomly haha 
You like this one no way I had no idea] 
 
Let’s make the fuck out 
It’s kind of like breaking in a new jean jacket 
You’re not sure when you can take it off and it’ll be okay 
And then it gets so comfortable you don’t want to 
 
Hey bb girl, 
You’re hotter than my phone screen when 
My beach trip isn’t complete without social media 
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Have to show everyone we’re together 
Or maybe just see you in a bathing suit 
Not sure what similes we have left 
My heart feels like fresh summer cotton candy 
My brain like a phone left out on the sand overheating 
My fingers like numb from salt water still scooping towards you 
 
I mean, 
Who does commitment these days? 
But I’d do it for you bro 
What else would I write poems about? 
 
Not to be a burden but 
Can I stay for just one more episode?  
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Maybe 
 
I call them love poems but I’m in like with you 
I’m not supposed to call it love yet that’s not socially acceptable but there’s no genre of like 
poetry 
And if I call it love now what will it be in a few months when I like like you more 
 
If anyone called me baby I’d normally laugh at them 
But maybe it’s kind of cute when you do it maybe that means something 
Maybe I like it maybe I could love it 
 
Part of my personality is not being affectionate that’s just how it is (was?) 
Except maybe I have never been as proud of someone as I have of you 
And now, God, look at me, holding hands in public, kissing you at parties 
 
I don’t text in emojis unless I really like someone 
Your podcast episode this morning was about commitment and I sent you :P 
Is the universe trying to tell you something you asked idk maybe 
 
I still get so giddyhappy in my heart in my brain 
That I like you in a gay way and you are also gay what were the chances? 
Reality unfolds itself without wrinkles for once 
 
I get to just stare at your eyes and call them 
The smoky rise and fall of cities or some shit, stars over a tormented sea 
Something corny and poetic I thought I was above that 
 
I know the trees are bare and I see my breath but in your skin I see vibrant foliage 
What’s happening to me are my eyes that bad or like 
Do I have emotions or something 
 
I’m trying to be funny but I’m not sure if it’s coming through 
I just haven’t been this happy in a while and this isn’t even a stanza 
It’s just me smiling like a fool writing words and calling it a poem 
 
All this to say I don’t love you 
But, you know, maybe. 
(Maybe-maybe? Maybe?)  
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Also Known As: 
 
Do not read me as 

a poet 
a creator 
a creative writer 

 
Read me as 

Queer 
 

A container for shame 
Shame is in 
My history 
What I have done  (What have I done?) 
What I have been told I have done 

 
That first crime against nature 
That first confession 

(Sure I think of her eating the fruit 
And offering up her knowledge 
Though are we here to punish curiosity?) 

(In the same way I 
Have tasted a life 
I longed to have) 

 
In all our Pride 

Now 
Do not forget shame 

 
I remember it too clearly  

Avoiding  comments and conversations 
Eye contact 

 
And others' shame  a weight on our collective shoulders 

 
No longer 
We fight against shame 
Blood type 1969 
A Stonewall blood drive 
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We deserve to be 
Curious  
To have lives 
We have longed to have 
 
- 
 
Poetry is inherently 

Personal 
 

The system is bigger than us  
Bigger than the power it holds 

So absolutely he(te)ro and yet it is more than that 
 
A way to cope with the life you have longed to have 
To live it, no death of the all-important 
Author, just one who has been cured 
In 1973 I no longer had a psychiatric disorder 
 

I make small revolts 
Small poems small havens of refuge 

I am a preacher and prophet want-to-be 
To build congregations within every poem 

Devastatingly loud 
So when terror strikes 

It knows where to go first 
Only to encounter walls of rebellion 

And strength in the lives we have longed to live 
(We say we are prepared but are we ever 

For disappointment after unshocking disappointment) 
 

They could never move us 
Remove us  

But exert power we cannot deny 
Believable diagnoses 

We have no way to refute 
Except our word, and 

Our lives that we 
Have longed to live 
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Honestly fuck 
“Death of the Author” 
“They do not matter, life can go on without knowing who they are 
Separate them from their work 
As if a poem is anything without them” 
 
We deserve to live for once 

don’t you think? 
 

(Do not forget 
“This is the way it has always been” 

Is an oblivious and overused argument.) 
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