When I Tell My Mother I Am Going to the QSA Queer Straight Alliance Sleepover,
Age 15
My breath is a cage filled with frightened birds.
My words are a swarm though,
an empty length of tongues traveling
like stingers in a vein.
I am not sure what it is that waits for me
at the big wooden house on Saturday evening.
Not sure if it is friends
or a switch I have been bumping into everything looking for,
one I need to illuminate my own writhing guts in their truest light.
All I know is that I did not have to organize
SHIT. That the people I want to be like most in the world
will all be there and we are going to watch
A MOVIE.
My mother says, Are you one of
the Q's or one of the
S'? and I don't know
how to answer that question so I say
& my father cuts in so I don't get past my own teeth, That's
none of our business, Nancy.
My mother, nearly hysterical now,
asks me if There Will Be Boys There.
I could almost laugh,
if the kitchen weren't so full of lightning.
I sputter
me, anyway,

Yes.

&

They wouldn't be interested in doing anything with

MOM.
& I feel my toes become conducting rods.

What is boiling in my chest could be rage,
if it didn't feel so close to terror.
I have been a good person. I am part of an
alliance, but they want to know what country
I am planning to live in after the war.
I want to know
what it means that I do not feel like any other girl I know,
that I love boys and know it,
but also know that maybe I am part boy
and part a lover of women and

everyone

someday

but now I am only trenched in a land neither home nor enemy.
I drop a black cloth over every mirror in my heart.
I am ashamed,
and also cannot stop,
cannot make myself even want to take back everything
glittering on the kitchen floor. I understand now,
what my friends mean when they say hiding in plain sight.
I feel my skin unravel and open up like a rotting peach.
I expose myself to light
as the drumming in my head slows
and I begin to come into focus.
Like a photo in a chemical bath, I appear slow
and shaky. Blurred around the edge, but this
is only the negative.
This is only the first draft.

