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Explorations & Adventures 

August—the last full month of summer before the onset of fall. When we were kids, for most 
of us, it was the last month of freedom until the start of another school year. Now, it’s the 
last month of sun-drenched getaways, impromptu excursions, long, languid beach days, hot 
city nights. The last month before the onset of cold, the resuming of routine, the eventual 
hibernation of winter. 

August brings with it a sense of urgency, an insistence to seize those final, fleeting moments 
of summer while they’re still there for the taking. It’s inevitably over too soon, and so this 
issue is an attempt to freeze a moment in time, to preserve the wild freedom of August before 
it’s gone again for another year. This issue represents our need to venture, to seize the hour, to 
go in search of the experiences whose possibility will soon dissolve into the changing of the 
seasons. It is a mosquito trapped in amber; it is the last lit coal in the campfire. It is dedicated 
to going, looking, seeing; to the journeys that we take both inside and outside of ourselves. 

Lia Ottaviano 
  Lesbians are Miracles
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My House
by Cassie Premo Steele

My house I am not ashamed of it not
the windowsills chewed by the squirrel
while we were away in the mountains
pretending to have another house
not the screens that are almost falling
off or not there at all not that chair
I sat in to sob when a wave of grief
cloaked in a hurricane of anger
washed through me not the knob
to our bedroom that squeaks and
her ex said could be replaced fairly
cheap but we said we’ll keep it
not the sinks that come up to our
thighs because the contractor got
them pre-owned or the toilets
that had to be bolted to the floor with
a little crack in it or the garage
where rats nested until we paid
thousands of dollars to have them
put away not the nightmares of
Germany we had after that not
the black snake that slithers up
the brick chimney not the butterfly
mural I painted there not the
floors bright pine never before exposed
and now rutted with dog claw prints
of even the one who is dead not
the southern talk the home talk
the work talk the baby talk the
quiet talk the sleepy talk the 
angry talk the I’m sorry talk
the I love you talk and the I still
love you talk that we do in these
walls I am not ashamed at all.
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Texas Saved My Life
I don’t know what Texas must 

seem like to people who don’t 
live here. Maybe the only time 
you think about Texas is when 
one of our Republicans makes 
the news. Maybe you think about 
the border we share with Mexico. 
Or you learned the names of our 
cities from country songs. Maybe 
you don’t think of it at all. But if 
you’re lucky enough to have driv-
en through some of the 268,000 
square miles of the state that I 
call home, then you’ve glimpsed 
its particular brand of beauty; an 
expansive landscape that’s both rich and often understated. Texas 
must seem so plain and harsh from a distance. But I’ve driven 
on every interstate, scrambled over dirt roads, and hauled up 
overpasses because I was drawn to something about this place I 
couldn’t put in words. I still can’t. But I’ll say this: driving across 
Texas has saved my life.

I grew up in Austin and every year for 30 years straight, my family 
would pack the car, get on northbound I-35, and drive four hours 
along the same route, looking at the things I had stared at since 
childhood, to arrive at my grandparents’ house in Dallas for 
Christmas. The only joy I felt was when I could finally get out of 
the car. But in 2017, I had this sudden realization that I was an 
adult and I didn’t have to take the route we always took. I could do 
whatever I wanted, wherever I wanted, for however long it might 
take me, as long as I ended up in Dallas. This stunningly simple 
realization unleashed a kind of freedom that immediately blew my 
mind. I frantically started Googling alternate routes and scenic 
drives in the area, looking for anything–literally any one single 
interesting thing–and I would drive out of my way to make that 
mundane drive a little more exciting. That Christmas, I photo-
graphed my first historic building in Texas down a dirt road just 
outside Cranfills Gap. Today, I have over 10,000 photos of Texas 
sitting on my hard drive from four years of driving out to see 
some small thing that I felt drawn to for some very specific-on-
ly-to-me reason.

That Christmas was also the first time I had gotten sober. I was 
both learning how to love and take care of myself and in the 
middle of a ten-month long emotionally abusive and completely 
isolating relationship. I became obsessive about these trips as a 
means of escape. I spent all the time I could on the Texas Heritage 
Trails website, reading stories and looking at photos of these in-
credible sites. I followed every link and traced down every record. 
I had notebooks full of routes and ideas and every few months I 
would break things off with my toxic partner after taking a week-
end trip by myself where I could feel the fog of that relationship 
lift. 

Out there, I had the strength to think for myself. The freedom of 
the road and the insane beauty I was finding in these unassuming 

and overlooked places helped me 
clear my mind and find myself again. 
I felt strong and special and I was 
connecting with the world around 
me in a way I had never experienced 
before. I started finding beauty in 
things most people would never even 
stop to look at, much less drive for 
hours to go see. And the drives gave 
me the time and space to untangle all 
of the thoughts going on in my head 
(My anxiety was so bad that I needed 
a state the size of Texas to have 
enough space to sort out my own 
thoughts.) I could finally figure out 

how I was actually feeling about things and realize what I really 
wanted in any situation. Texas was becoming a type of therapy for 
me and I was hooked. 

When I finally walked away from that debilitating relationship for 
good, I also broke my sobriety. I lost myself for almost two years, 
adrift in a very dark and lonely place. But Texas was still there. 
And today, I’ve managed to drive through every major region of 
Texas. My feet have touched over 200 of Texas’ 256 counties and 
there’s not a route within 100 miles of Austin that I haven’t been 
on.  

In March 2020, I lost all 4 of the jobs I had and became unem-
ployed for the first time. With no job or relationship to distract 
me, I went on a two-week bender fueled by fear and uncertainty, 
drinking alone in my apartment while everything burned...both 
literally and figuratively. But then, just like in 2017 when I sud-
denly and finally realized that I didn’t have to take the same route 
we always took to Dallas–that there could be more out there–I 
realized that I didn’t want to go down this route either. I was done.

My sobriety led me to a clear mind, more free time, and some 
funds I never had before. That, and a world-changing pandemic 
and subsequent global shut-down, led me to the deepest dive I 
have ever done in my research. Texas became my new addiction. 
The beauty I was finding, the stories I was discovering, and the 
confidence I was gaining was so consuming, I don’t know how I 
ever felt fulfilled before reaching this chapter of my life. 

As I write this sentence, I am 482 days without booze, and I can 
say, with total certainty, that Texas saved my life. It’s given me the 
space, the structure, and the desire to get to know myself better 
as I get to know this place. Alcohol hasn’t entered my mind once 
since quitting a year and half ago, mostly because I’m too busy 
thinking about all the architecture and history this state has to 
offer, and which trip I’ll plan next to devour as much of it as I can. 
I now see beauty in brick walls and forgotten strip malls and I am 
so into it. Because once you can see the beauty in a brick wall, you 
can see the beauty in everything. t

by Carolina Norman
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Lone Star
by Gabrielle Grace Hogan

Every time I leave my apartment,
it’s like the first time. Ana takes me
atop the parking deck of the hospital,
the Capitol building laid before us
like an outstretched eye. The white-
freckled skyline, the cars rippling.
Texas is quieter than you might imagine,
or quiet in different ways than you’d think.
You could swim in the rivers Texas makes
with its rain—built for drought, not flood.
Unprepared. Ana throws her leg
over the railing, almost falls. It’s only
funny because she doesn’t.
Holy ghosts of streetlight dim,
racing metal tadpoles, the automatons,
the to-be wreckages. Some days
I want to be dead. Others, I want to be
a state line—the nothingness between someones,
the way a kiss stutters, doesn’t exist
until the mouths meet in the middle.
Breath’s hesitation before the hitch.
My favorite place I’ve ever lived
saw six deaths that one year:
the suicides, the shooting, the cliff,
the professor & her husband curdling
in Spoon River. I carry a half-dozen suns
in my pocket. I romantapathologize.
I’m afraid no place will be a home,
that everywhere inevitably disappoints.
Obituary of a skyline. Stone cut
for highway. A lone star, crust
in the eye, again, again waking up.
Texas is not prepared for rain,
or blizzard, or the way the dents
in soft snow could resemble a face
you never got to kiss enough.
We’re urged toward what will make
for great nostalgia later—tempestuous
Austin, vomit-swarmed MetroBus. A heart,
an obfuscation. You will remember
how good the night smelled. You will
remember the joke, rather than the fall
that would’ve lasted forever until it stopped.
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Love Poem For The Ex-Girlfriend Who 
Took Me to the Field Museum in Chicago
by Gabrielle Grace Hogan

I always thought albatross
was a fish
the mantis shrimp punches
with the force of a .22 caliber
bullet
the tarsier has enough eyes to fill a sock
I think about these things
I really do
there are billions of species to be of
& I am of the one that writes things down
every night I dress entirely in black
afraid my hands will emerge
like stars
it is exceedingly moving to read
about all the crying being done
on hardwood floors
it is exceeding
my expectations
to watch the sun
curl like a blonde
coin down the drain
of gray sky
my dog’s white-flecked face
emerges now to my left
with eyes the gold
brown becomes in the light
it’s as if she has something to tell me
about the weight of things
which animals eat their young
are they onto something
(regurgitation as a baptism
desperate swell sliding
up the neck)
I love experiences
I should have
more of them
something gives
because it must
once I was a plastic bag
in delicate sea turtle lungs
once held a koala
in the palm of my hand
there are billions of species to be a part of
there are billions
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Let Me Write Poems Where No One Ever Leaves
by Gabrielle Grace Hogan

There’s no need to wake up just yet.
Keep your head lain in the morning sun-wash,

the dewy glaze from Texas heaving like a bone in skin.

Pulling out of bed like a head from water
will come in time. The sooner you wake,

the sooner I will be on a plane beyond
us, literally & metaphorically.

Okay, Fuck Marry Kill:

1000 bees, your dead grandmother, a foot of snow.
I’ve got all night to play this game. Forget grief,

a stunning no-show in the pavilion of my greatest
achievements. I cry for every possible thing,

by that I mean, everything that could but did not happen—

the twins separated at birth who never meet.
The lovers who cross no stars. When I look at the sun,

I realize with stuttering clarity

there is only one sun, just as there is only one me
to stare at the sun & watch it look back with its hot blank stare.

I don’t know if this makes me lonely, but it’s rare

to find something that doesn’t in me fall like a blade
against hair. The river shines without meaning to 

shine—above in the plane the sun hits it for a moment,
it glints like the sun caught on a button, then falls flat & away.

The twist in this poem is I’ve been dead the whole time.

I can’t bear you a child. Not from this flesh to yours,
but I’ve never wanted another of me less—though, I suppose,

I could stand a world with multiples of you.
The skyline from above no wider than my fingernail

itching down the length of your spine,

collecting skin to take home & treasure
when the last breath of yours has gone.

The craquelure of your blue-elastic veins
hollows the sounds I might make in another’s mouth.

It’s hot & smooth in the bathtub Chicago becomes

a few weekends after we are nothing anymore.
I’m sweating out the toxins. Fat, yolky tears

drip from my armpits to the dents of my hips—
remember when you fell into them with your sweet heart,

like a child in a ballpit, full of insurmountable joy,

& I let you fall, like a porch with the turgid light
left on, so that you could find your way home?
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We are More Wild than Geese
by Eibhlin McMenamin

What if the soft animal 
of my body wants to walk 
for a hundred miles, unrepentant. 

What if it wants to tear
itself apart 
not for goodness,
or even love.

Just for the sheer thrill 
of finding itself somewhere 
else, remade, but
still as soft. 
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The Hard Seed 
by Cassie Premo Steele

The hard seed of who I am is melting
the summer sun bakes my outer
shell and warms the tough exterior
I grew to make it through this
season. If I did not open, I would not
survive. If I could not allow this
letting go of protection, I would not
be alive to sprout and harvest. This
is what I know, and though I know
it, it is still hard. I am still a seed
after all. For now. I won’t always be.
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Prior to the late spring of 2020, the year I turned 41, I would 
have told you that I was a straight woman. I would have 

believed it, too. Hindsight is an amazing gift. It allows you to look 
at your past with a new lens and see all the things you hadn’t seen 
before. Looking back, I have no idea how I didn’t know that I 
was a lesbian, but I didn’t. Maybe it was my environment. Maybe 
it was compulsory heterosexuality. Maybe it was a combination 
of those things. I’ll probably never know why I never knew, but 
the blessing is that I figured it out and I’m finally living a life that 
makes me truly happy. 

 I was 10 in 1989 so I did my real growing up in the 90’s. My 
family didn’t travel so I spent all of my time in the largely rural 
county in Northeast Ohio, where I was born. There wasn’t an “out 
and proud” gay community where I lived. There weren’t any gay 
characters on the shows I watched or in the music I listened to. In 
fact, my exposure to the LGBTQIA+ community was primarily 
gay men. I didn’t even know any lesbians personally until my fa-
ther’s second wife came out in 2003. Even then, the only lesbians 
I knew were like her; they had mullets and wore cargo pants. 

I was always a bit of a tomboy. While my girlfriends were playing 
dress-up, experimenting with makeup, and learning to do each 
other’s hair, I was playing kickball with the boys and proudly 
cultivating a worm farm. As I got older, the girls became boy 
crazy and while I have no true recollection of ever really being 
into a boy, crushing on them was what I was supposed to be 
doing. Right? All my girlfriends wanted a boyfriend, and never 
wanting to be left out, I wanted one, too. I was the last person 
in my friend group to become sexually active. Having sex, with 
a boy, just really didn’t appeal to me that much. I got it over 
with simply to stop being the only odd one out. I hated it. It was 
terrible and I had zero emotional attachment to the boy. It never 
got better. Every girl that I knew talked about sex like it was 
this amazing thing and I was so confused by their excitement. I 
certainly didn’t feel that. I thought I was broken. I thought maybe 
I was just choosing the wrong partners. I spent my teenage years 
being pretty promiscuous, chasing that excitement my friends 
talked about. In 27 years of having sex with men, I never found 
the same excitement. 

I left a lot of failed relationships in my wake; a couple long term 
and one marriage. I’ve got two children, now adults, and they’re 
the only good thing that came from any of them. They’re the 

Late To The Party: 
A Coming Out 
Late in Life 
Story

by Chrissy Snider 

bonus to believing I was straight. The common theme in these 
relationships was always a complete lack of intimacy. We were 
essentially roommates. After having a very low sex drive for as 
long as I could remember, I became convinced that I was broken. 
There must be something wrong with me physically. I went to 
the doctor so many times about my non-existent desire for sex; 
maybe I needed him to help more around the house, maybe I 
needed to exercise more and reduce my stress, maybe my thyroid 
disorder was to blame, or maybe it was hormones and I was 
in the early stages of pre-menopause. I never got any concrete 
answers and things never got better. 

Ever since I was a teenager, I was always dating someone or in 
some kind of relationship, so when I found myself single in the 
beginning of 2019, I decided to lay low for a while. No dating, 
just spending some time with myself and figuring out who I am 
and what I like, learning to enjoy my own company. This is in my 
top 5 smartest decisions that I’ve ever made. Early in 2020, I de-
cided I was ready to start dating again. I downloaded a few dating 
apps, but kept finding that no one really jumped out at me. Sure, 
the guys were nice looking, but no one really piqued my interest. 
Now, I had heard the term “asexual” in passing many times, and 
while I didn’t fully understand it, I was beginning to think it may 
apply to me. I started doing some research and really thought I 
found my answer. I was never into sex and wasn’t really feeling 
any of the guys I was chatting with because I was asexual! I wasn’t 
broken. There was nothing wrong with me. I simply existed on 
the spectrum of people who don’t experience sexual attraction. 

While sitting with this new information, this answer to decades 
of confusion, I discovered TikTok. That app is the most amazing 
time suck I’ve ever experienced. When everything shut down 
thanks to COVID, TikTok became a place where the world was 
literally alone together. I spent countless hours just scrolling 
through the videos and somehow found my way to gay TikTok, 
which then led me to lesbian TikTok. My feed was filled with 
beautiful women and suddenly, I’m finding myself feeling that 
tingle, that bolt of electricity, that attraction that had been miss-
ing my entire life. Here comes that hindsight I mentioned ear-
lier…I have fantasized about women since I was young. In fact, 
thinking about women was often how I made having sex with 
men bearable. If a female friend wanted another girl to make out 
with at the bar, to drive the guys crazy, I was always the first one 
to volunteer. I always enjoyed it and not because it was a show for 
the guys. I always believed these things were normal for straight 
women. Imagine my surprise when I learn (via TikTok and later 
Reddit) that this is not normal straight woman behavior. Then 
it hits me: I’m attracted to women, too. That “TOO” is pretty 
important. When I decided to come out, I came out as bisexual 
because yeah, I’m totally into girls, but I’ve always been with guys 
so I must like them too, right? 

I make some adjustments on my dating app profiles; I open 
up the search to women and add my new label. I’m marketing 
myself as a gray-asexual (because clearly, I do feel some sexual 
attraction) bisexual woman seeking both women and men. I’m 
only swiping right on the ladies, though, and I chalk that up to 
novelty. Women are new for me, so naturally I’m focusing on 
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them. I decide it’s time to come out to my friends and family to 
avoid any awkwardness should I start bringing girls to family 
gatherings instead of guys. I got a lot of support and even a few, 
“Yeah, we knew that already.” 

I chat with some women, go out on a few dates, make some new 
friends, but I’m not really meeting anyone that I’m interested in 
as more than a friend until I swipe right on my partner. On our 
first date, very early in, she tells me that I should I kiss her. I can’t 
recall ever wanting to kiss someone more. She knew that I had 
no experience with women and that I was newly out. She asked 
me later how it felt to kiss her and I told her that it felt like the 
most natural thing in the world. Like, everything I’ve ever done 
was all leading up to kissing her, at the bar in that restaurant, on a 
Saturday afternoon. This incredible woman proposed to me just 3 
months after that kiss and then moved in with me 2 months after 
that. It was hard in the beginning and sometimes still is. Coming 
from heterosexual relationships where men tend to act as the 
brakes, our relationship often felt exhilarating, terrifying, and 
very fast, but I can’t believe that I haven’t known her my entire 
life. I can’t get enough of her; physically, mentally, emotionally. 
I’ve never experienced this with anyone. Ever. I didn’t even want 
a relationship. Neither of us were looking for one. I’d follow her 
to the end of the earth if that was where she said she needed to be 
because where she needs to be, I need to be. 

I’ve come to learn that there is a term for women like me, who 
come out later in their lives: Late Bloomers or Late Blooming 
Lesbians. Some women know they’re gay their entire lives, but 
repress it and force a heterosexual lifestyle simply because it’s 
unacceptable to do anything else. Other women are like me, and 
genuinely had no idea they were not straight. I can’t speak for 
them, but I enjoy my little moments of hindsight where my Sap-
phic nature was so very clear, but completely unnoticed. It seems 
that most of the late bloomers figure themselves out while still 
married to men. They need to blow up their lives so they can live 
authentically once the dust settles. Lucky for me, my children are 
grown and I was single when I figured it out. I can’t sympathize 
or relate to ending relationships and trying to parent young chil-
dren while coming out. My partner thinks that there are at least 
a few men who are sleeping better at night since I came out. It’s 
not on them that we didn’t work out, they have the wrong kind of 
equipment and it was never going to work. 

As soon as I felt sure that I finally found the answer I had been 
looking for, I jumped right in with both feet. In fact, I only waited 
a couple of weeks before coming out. What I wasn’t prepared for 
was having to come out again almost every day; to coworkers, to 
my doctor when I told her why I didn’t need to talk about birth 
control options, to my landlord when my partner moved in with 
me, to people that I haven’t seen or talked to in a long time, any-
time I call my partner “my fiancé” and I get asked what HIS name 
is, etc. I don’t look particularly gay so it’s not obvious just based 
on my appearance and I never realized how assuming people are 
about a person’s sexuality. When some random guy hits on me 
and I tell him that I’m engaged, he says that my boyfriend is a 
lucky guy. Well, he’s a she and I’m the lucky one. This response 
usually gets me funny looks, like they’re trying puzzle out if I’m 

lying, or how they missed that I’m into girls. 

I’m very comfortable in my new identity. It’s like I’ve found a pair 
of pants that fit perfectly. But imposter syndrome is real bitch. 
I often feel like I don’t belong, like I shouldn’t be allowed to use 
the term “lesbian,” like I haven’t earned it. I got married in 2000, 
divorced in 2009. I never should have done it and I went into it 
feeling like that, but we didn’t have to fight the government for 
the right to do it. We simply decided to get married and then did. 
Just a scant 6 years ago, my partner was granted the legal right to 
do what straight people have been doing for hundreds of years. 
She came out when she was 18. She’s been fighting stereotypes 
and bigotry her entire adult life. I just got here and I’m enjoying 
the benefits that were fought for long before I arrived.  I am a les-
bian. I know in my bones that it’s true, though sometimes I still 
feel like a fake. But maybe that goes away with time. 

I don’t have any regrets about not finding myself earlier. I arrived 
at exactly where I am supposed to be, exactly when I needed to 
be here. t
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Culture Shock
by NHYLAR

at a farm in Sicily
I was confronted with the reality
that it was possible to live off the land
and self-sustain with chickens and cats
and to tell time by the way the sun shines
that it was okay to drink wine at lunch 
and watch documentaries about the mind at night 
only to be enlightened by your own consciousness

in a mountain town in Colorado
I learnt that there is a place in America
that exists without a McDonald’s
and free public transport and more
marijuana dispensaries than grocery stores
or shall i just call it heaven?
that any POC folks you spot in town 
work for the rich, white families 
with mansions hidden in the hills

in the city of London, England
I learnt that it was rude to begin eating 
before the rest of your party arrived 
no matter how tardy they were
and that if you made eye contact on the tube
you were a creep or a psycho and
how did you manage to forget your earphones again?
that if you walked into Westminster Abbey
with a loaded weed pipe in your bag 
and a white friend who had scored an invite 
nobody would dare question it

at a farm in the Canadian countryside
I learnt that you could find friendly people
who welcome you despite the ongoing pandemic
who will show you the right way to weed
and seed and harvest and make jam
and you will lose track of time 
and even manage to forget about covid19
until the buzzing satellite radio reminds you
to stay ‘six feet apart’
but with your hands in the dirt 
you’ll barely notice and look up at the sky
and express gratitude for your freedom
thousands of miles away from home
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15 Hours
by Rachel Atakpa

i sit on the front porch while she showers
cramped and temporary, this place we lie our heads

just off 63rd st. red line, a mangy dog follows yards
alongside, close enough, she quickens, i diverge 

stomping into the unlit street, i consider taking
the train far away, bright ears waiting for her cry

to echo down the tunnel, waking up without me but
instead, i crawl back to the bed, my own staying, alive

i wake up before her, the sun, our departure time then
briefly take the wrong bus, lurching as we realize 

door seam hardened, timing cruel, a bug flies between 
my eye and glasses lens, she exclaims at my composure 

the proximity of the fly and my iris, demanding and
precarious, i unhook the frames from behind my ears

a matter simple enough, releasing
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Don’t Climb the Joshua Trees
by Sal Berry

cold highway burn, those
delicate Joshua trees
on the side of the road
with the nervous root
systems – me too

me too in an indigo afternoon
crying for something
that isn’t there

I saw a face in the rock
I saw a cactus just like
a chicken. Spirits hanging
around. Protective of the dry
heart. I thank them
and keep my distance

wind hurting like hell
making magic terror
in the blue night,
the white lights
of speeding trucks
slammed on the gas
peeking misery over the sunset
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Dateline 
by Miria Bowers

something magical about the threads that connect us -

as I lay here in bed,
you are up in a tin cylinder 
above the clouds,
above twitter,
above grief.

time is non-linear -
it depends on your senses.
here I am, under cover,
with my phone clasped over my chest.

my stalwart companion, 
                     my moon at dusk;

they say death is but
the next great adventure.
I can’t help but wonder -
did they mean for the dead
or those left behind?

if I text you now,
it won’t connect.
when you do see it,
you’ll be in another land,
another time, 
under the light of different stars.

 
a glimpse of ethereal, cosmic beauty 

steadfast through smog and sunset colors
our thread still pulls taut.

when the ocean no longer 
separates us
                       who will you be?
who will you be, in the end?

 
 

always yourself. 
always whole, even when you can’t see it.

I’m closing my eyes now.

I’ll be there, in your morning.
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Love, in the Open
After Dorianne Laux’s “How it Will Happen, When”
by Sophie Pederson

There you are kissing your best friend 
in her boyfriend’s bathroom. Downstairs, 
the boys feed beer to the dog. When you pull away, 
a razor clatters onto the tile, decapitated.
When he knocks on the door, you flinch. Kate falls 
to her knees and gags in the toilet. 
It’s not the first time she’s faked it. 
You rub her back, hold her hair, 
tuck the shortest pieces behind her ears. 

Someday, years from now, it will be different. 
The room where you kiss the girl you love
will not be riddled with sharp and falling objects. 
You’ll be planting tulips or watching a child stand on a diving board.
His legs quiver before gathering the will to jump,
and then doing it: jumping. Eyes squeezed shut, 
you can almost imagine it—driving out west, 
windows down, hair knotted with wind  
when a trucker in an unbuttoned flannel looks into your soul, 
points to your open fuel cap, and salutes you. 
You’ve never saluted anything in your life,
but it will feel right to raise your fingers and pay homage 
to those brave or dumb enough to unbutton their insides 
in an unlocked car somewhere in Montana. 
And on a highway next to a field of hot and sleeping cows 
you’ll say it out loud, with a voice so true it leaks:
I am loved in the open 
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 Phoenix Muchowski
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Sun Trip/Rib Ripped
by Danielle Bero

she sat half packed
 ready for the sun
   checking off items
“you’re doing it wrong”
 she pushed my duffle 
  and took over
the dying zombie
 rib cage
baking in the sun behind us
for our ‘make a wish’ moment
 of less zombies

the location changes
but no one notices

we sit as still as breathing
in the pissy project staircase
our old house
 now knocked down for condos
knocked up with outsiders

the asbestos school
for shooting drills
& parking skateboards and red whole milk cartons

packed and ready
I pull one end of the rib
she pulls the other
 SNAP
she always gets the bigger half
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Lindsey Eisenmann
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Sierra Margolies
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Contributors!
we love our

Rachel Atakpa (—/—) is an artist, teacher, gardener, and 
researcher practicing on occupied kaw, wichita, and osage 
land. Visit Rachel at atakpa.cargo.site and 
on Instagram at @atak_pa.

Danielle Bero (she/her) was born in Queens to hippie 
parents, given a dose of Shel Silverstein, Tupac, jazz and 
classic rock.  Bero is a Posse scholar, taught in Indonesia 
on a Fulbright, and co-founded a school for students in 
foster care. She holds a master’s in English Education, 
Educational Leadership and completed her MFA at the 
University of San Francisco. She is a Jack Straw Fellow 
and Saints and Sinners Festival poetry winner. She is pub-
lished in Divine Feminist anthology as well as Lavender 
Review, Quiet Lightning, Juked and elsewhere. She has a 
forthcoming chapbook from Ghost City Press. Visit her at 
https://www.daniellebero.com/. 

Sal Berry (she/her) is a love poet and eroticist based in 
seattle. She enjoys writing by hand and being annoyingly 
precise about her French press coffee in the morning. She 
can often be found at the nearest nude beach. Follow her 
on Instagram @wanderingmoo. 

Miria “cyborg” Bowers (they/them/theirs) is a non-binary 
lesbian poet whose work has previously been featured in 
Queen Spirit Zine and Minnesota Youth Collective’s 2020 
Quaranzine. They are a reader, a writer, and an ardent 
believer in the power of love. When not wandering around 
the nearest library or drinking tea with their cat, you can 
find them online @cyborgthepoet on Twitter.

Mariana Calvao (she/her) is a self-taught artist from 
Bridgeport, Connecticut. She has been creating for most 
of her life. Since the start of the pandemic in 2020, she has 
been working at her craft full time. Her work has been 
shown in group competitions on the local, national, and 
international stages. A feminist and LGBTQ perspec-
tive influences her current body of work and reflects her 
concerns for the challenges experienced by all women in a 
patriarchal and misogynistic world. 

Christina Carr (she/her) is a NYC photographer and les-
bian. She loves shooting womxn with the goal of making 
them feel their most beautiful self. We should all love the 
skin we’re in. Follow her on Instagram @shotby.xtina.

Lindsey Eisenmann (they/them/theirs) is a non-binary 
lesbian in Oklahoma City. Film photography has become 
their greatest passion and a way for them to explore their 
identity freely. When they’re not at work as a barista, you 
can find them with their camera strolling through their 
neighborhood or taking self-portraits in their home. Fol-
low them on Instagram @lindsey_eisenmann.

Ella (she/her) is a digital illustrator. Her work focuses on 
the joy of queer female experiences, and is characterized 
by big, bold colors and lines. She is always thinking of 
ways to draw women’s experiences in an authentic way 
that centers sensuality and a sense of fun. Follow her on 
Instagram @hardfemme_riot.

Liz Elliott (she/her) is a Romani lesbian and student from 
Houston who is passionate about documenting the joy and 
life of LGBTQ folks in the South. When she’s not taking 
photos, Liz loves to bake, garden, drink coffee, watch old 
movies, and spend lazy days on the roof of her apartment 
with her wonderful girlfriend and their cat Bagél. Her 
dream is to travel the world and take portraits of queer 
people just existing because that’s the most beautiful thing 
in the world. And if she has time after that, setting fire to 
imperialist nations and roasting marshmallows wouldn’t 
be too bad either. Follow her on Instagram @liz.bienne.

Kjersti (pronounced “Kir-stee”) Faret (she/her) lives on 
the east coast of the US with her wife and two cats. She 
works in a variety of mediums including but not limited to 
gouache, ink, digital, embroidery and paper cut. Kjersti’s 
imagery is influenced by her queer perspective, grief, the 
occult, art history, feminism and cats. Check out 
CatCoven.com to see her artwork on various home goods, 
accessories and clothing.

Gabrielle Grace Hogan (she/her) is a poet from St. Louis, 
currently living in Austin while she pursues her MFA 
from the University of Texas at Austin as part of the New 
Writers Project. Her work has been published in Lavender 
Review, Kissing Dynamite, DIAGRAM, and others. She 
has worked as the Poetry Editor for Bat City Review and 
the Co-Editor for You Flower / You Feast, an anthology of 
work inspired by the music of Harry Styles. Her Twitter 
is @gabrielleghogan, her Instagram is @gabriellegrace-
hogan, and her website, where you can find more of her 
work, is gabriellegracehogan.com.

http://atakpa.cargo.site/
https://www.daniellebero.com/
http://gabriellegracehogan.com/


-073

Sierra Margolies (she/her) is an artist currently living 
in Brooklyn, NY. While she constantly moves between 
various mediums, her work generally explores ephemeral 
narratives and the concepts of good and evil. Her photog-
raphy mostly revolves around sodium street lamps because 
they are incredibly beautiful. Instagram is 
@_lost_inthesauce for general art and @dream_juice for 
photography.

Dana May (she/they) is an eviction defense attorney by day 
and an artist the rest of the time. She works in a number of 
mediums, as well as writes for a zine, which you can read 
at www.embryoconceptszine.com and 
@embryoconceptszine on IG. Follow Dana’s personal 
Instagram @wtfacch.

Eibhlin McMenamin (she/her) is a London-Irish butch 
lesbian living in Hong Kong. She makes a lot of art all the 
time—about the queer experience, cowboys, Hong Kong 
life, frogs, etc., which you can find on her Instagram when 
she remembers to post it: @b_eibhlin.

Moonflower (they/them) is a queer photographer and 
urban farmer, and they can often be found mermaiding 
in the San Marcos River. Through their photo journal-
ing style, they document nature, relationships, and more 
recently self-love. Their photography has been featured at 
Prizer Art Gallery in Austin, Texas as part of an annual 
Farmer as Artist show. The model in “Mermaid Paradise” 
is Moonflower’s anchor, lover, and adventure companion. 
Follow their journey at @moonflower.photo.journaling. 

Phoenix Muchowski (they/them) is a trans (tme) butch 
lesbian and many of their pieces are based off their experi-
ences being a butch lesbian and trans as well as their inter-
est in all things creepy and the human body. They like to 
think of their style as partial realism. The painting featured 
in this issue is called “Self Portrait of a Butch.” It’s about 
their personal exploration of their butch identity and how 
they keep discovering new things about it every day. They 
specifically painted themselves getting a tattoo of a quote 
from The Stone Butch Blues by Leslie Feinberg because hir 
book was one of the biggest influences on their journey to 
discovering they’re butch, and because tattoos are incred-
ibly gender affirming for them. Phoenix is a U.S.-based 
artist working to get their BFA in painting and sculpture. 
They recently started a business selling some their art 
work. Their social medias handles are @fire_butch on 
Instagram and @judes-eye-art on Tumblr.

NHYLAR (she/her) is a 25-year-old QPOC who currently 
resides in Vancouver. She uses poetry as a creative outlet 
for her existential rage. She writes about queer representa-
tion, living away from home, intimacy, and anything that 

intrigues her. She is also a community builder and founder 
of queer art exchange. Follow her on Instagram 
@shutupitdoesntmatter.

Carolina Norman is a sober bartender and fabricator in 
Austin, TX. Carolina loves her dogs, refried beans, Dana 
Scully, architecture, and driving around the state and tak-
ing pictures. Follow Carolina on Instagram 
@linapanth.

Irina Novikova began drawing from an early age. Irina’s 
first subjects were fantastic birds and animals. The main 
techniques that Irina uses are watercolor, ink, gouache, 
and acrylic. Irina loves experimenting and mixing differ-
ent materials. They draw a lot on environmental topics. 
The first big series that they drew is the “Red Book,” dedi-
cated to rare and endangered species of animals and birds. 
Irina does illustrations, invents various creatures and 
stories for them, and draws nature and portraits. They like 
to do the whole line drawings, forming the composition 
first in their head. They are inspired by baroque music and 
black and white films. Recently, they have been leaning 
more and more towards symbolism. Follow them on Insta-
gram @irinanov4155 and @irina1187novikov. 

Sophie Pederson (she/they) is a queer poet and fiction writ-
er from Boston, MA. After graduating from Colby College 
with a degree in English and WGSS, Sophie embarked on 
a never-ending road trip across the country while working 
remotely as a high school writing tutor. When not busy 
driving or editing papers, Sophie can be found stargazing 
out her sunroof, befriending various farm cats, or relent-
lessly sharing queer indie music with friends and family. 

Cecil Pulley (they/them) is a young college lesbian from 
Texas currently pursuing studies in gender studies and 
art history in the middle of nowhere, Ohio. Cecil is an 
obvious fantasy, pirate, and monster enthusiast, who can 
usually be found with their nose in their drawing tablet or 
scheming out elaborate lesbian love stories for their weekly 
tabletop games. Follow Cecil on Instagram @yujowheelies.
art and on Twitter @yujowheelies.

Chrissy Snider (she/her) is a 42 year old late in life lesbian 
from the Midwest. You can find her on Instagram 
@chrissy_said_what and on Tiktok 
@chrissysaidwhat. She’s got both human and fur 
children. She’s an avid reader and runs on occasion.  Her 
biggest flex, currently, is that she’s getting married in 
October…at Elvis’s house. 

Cassie Premo Steele (she/her) is a lesbian, ecofeminist, 
mother, poet, novelist, and essayist whose writing focuses 
on the themes of trauma, healing, creativity, mindfulness 

http://www.embryoconceptszine.com/
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and the environment. She holds a Ph.D. in Comparative 
Literature and Women’s, Gender and Sexuality Stud-
ies from Emory University in Atlanta, Georgia; she has 
published 16 books, including 6 books of poetry; and her 
poetry has been nominated 6 times for the Pushcart Prize. 
She is a recipient of the Archibald Rutledge Prize named 
after South Carolina’s first Poet Laureate and lives in South 
Carolina with her wife, Susanne Kappler, their dog, Lenny 
Bruce, and their chickens, Red, Sky, and Star. Follow her 
on Twitter @PremoSteele, on Facebook 
@CassiePremoSteele, and on Instagram 
@CassiePremoSteele. 

Ana Paula Teixeira (they/them) is a Brazilian/Puerto Rican 
director and photographer raised between Puerto Rico 
and the United States diaspora. Their work captures their 
surroundings as a nonbinary person in Puerto Rico, the 
diverse members of the underground LGBTQ+ commu-
nity, and the resistance against heteronormative standards 
in a modern day colony. Through uses of magic realism 
in their cinematic and photographic narratives, they 
authentically portray the hyperbolism of queer culture 
existing within the island. At twenty-three years old they 
have recently graduated with a bachelor’s in Digital Film 
Production, and they aim to expand their worldview as an 
artist and activist. Follow them on Instagram and Twitter 
@tayshayra and visit them at tayshayra.com.

Ursulline (she/her) is a Belgian illustrator and teacher. She 
worked on a children’s literature book involving female 
body hair and bearded ladies. Since then, she has con-
tinued to work on themes related to body, gender and 
relationship intimacy with genuine enthusiasm and a high 
level of motivation. Currently, her drawings are born out 
of an investigation from a collective memory through the 
lesbian subculture. Follow her on Instagram @ursulline.

Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her) is an 18-year-old lesbian artist 
and poetess from Istanbul, Turkey, and Nicosia, Cyprus. 
She is currently based in Cambridge, England, and is a 
prospective UAL Camberwell art foundation student. 
Her poetry and art focus on themes of sapphic intimacy, 
healing and spirituality, with large ties to the occult. She 
is currently working on her illustrated poetry zine, to 
be published by Zines and Things, and is also complet-
ing her 78-card Tarot deck. She independently runs the 
Illustration Witch Shop (www.ayshemira.com/the-illustra-
tion-witch-shop) where she sells handmade bookmarks, 
necklaces, stickers, zines, art prints, handmade notebooks, 
and her major arcana Sapphic Enchantress tarot deck. 
Follow her on Instagram @illustrationwitch to stay in tune 
with her art and poetry! t

http://tayshayra.com/
http://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
http://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
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