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Introduction

“In this here place, we flesh” Toni Morrison

This year, at a virtual retreat, my colleagues M, Anna and
| came together to brainstorm what our final creative
project at enfleshed would look like. Knit within our
collective conversation was a desire to write to, with, and
for queer and trans beloveds, free from the hegemonic
gaze. In my mind | thought of Natasha Marin’s work

in Black Imagination in which she asked responders to
imagine a world where they felt safe, valued, and loved.
This imaginative, free work is vital in the collective
world that we/me/you/us are hoping to build, right? As
we mused (I truly wish you could have been there to
experience the way curious and generative sparks form
when colleagues come together with mutual respect
and communal love), we stumbled upon an image of a
speakeasy.

Historically, a speakeasy is a hidden, secretive bar that
harkens all the way back to the Prohibition era. This
hiddenness allowed for people to come together in an
intimate, usually dimly-lit setting to take off the outside
world and connect with one another. What would it
look like to have a gathering of queer/trans/nonbinary
folks committed to liberation, in an age where we can
easily perceive the rise of white Christian nationalism,
misogynoir, transphobia, and more? What would it be like
to come into a safe, flesh-y place and receive one another
openly? What factors would have to be in place to ensure
that all are protected in this place?
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Speak easy in the speakeasy.

Much gratitude fills our hearts for our kin in collaboration.
Alongside enfleshed co-directors, included in this
collection are the contributions of Eric Thomas, Lex
Dunbar, Donnecia Brown, Marchaé Grair, Meg Mercury,
delfin bautista and an additional anonymous beloved. The
contributions are exquisitely emotional and thought-
provoking. It is our hope that this collective offering lives
freely in the world to empower, to nurture, to testify, to
know/be known, and...when appropriate, to make folks
smile.

Please allow us to speak easy to you through these pages.

Robert Monson, co-director



A Wider We
by Anna K Blaedel

take me to a quiet place,

before the dawn of time.

a place where feral freaks feel free
and weirdos are wanted for their wildness;
a time before binaries and hierarchies,
and separating you from me and we.
remember with me into the future,
imagine with me into the past,

create with me, in this present,

a slower now

a gentler here

a softer way

and a wider we.



Speak Easy to Me

by Robert Monson

*Rumblings and grumblings and shouts of illegalities in
the land call for a speakeasy for those of a similar mind
and heart. In this place, hidden from the perception

of others...life and plans with, through, and beyond
resistance are fashioned.

*Hk

Speak easy to me dear one

Speak easy to me.

Past the secret door.

And the password

That allowed us entrance into one another’s presence
Speak easy to me

Because out there is a racket so loud that my bones ache
Speak easy to me as | recline at the table,

Knowing that out there | have to prove myself,

Fight for my worth so rigorously that

Exhaustion is my companion.

Speak easy to me and I'll speak easy to you
Because now that | actually lay my heart
and eyes upon you

You are something magical.

Something beautiful and profound

And | notice that what they call “weird”

or “abnormal”

Out there,



Makes you sparkle and it makes you...

Speak easy to me and I'll speak easy to you

Because now that | lay my heart and eyes upon you,

| notice that you aren’t just something passive,

That you aren't just a trinket, momentarily beautiful,
But there is something sacred that needs to be guarded
and loved.

“Speak easy in the speakeasy!”

The announcement ripples through the crowd.

Outside the wolves howl, and the rain bears down,

And we notice a rainbow all around our heads

And somehow, the rainbow tastes like the most exquisite
fruit

And that rainbow out there doesn’'t mean what it does in
here.

The rainbow sounds like a baby cooing

The rainbow feels like the touch of a loved one thought
lost.

Rainbow and love in the speakeasy.

Laughter in the speakeasy.

Grief in the speakeasy.

And. no one is ever alone in the speakeasy.



Which Way to We?
by M Jade Kaiser

A wider we

that doesn’t become a whiter we
or collapse our differences

or relive the same old patterns
that toss too many aside

A wider we

that holds multiplicities
deviates from scripts of relating
is accountable to history

and the futures we are building

A wider we

strong in practiced solidarity

globally entangled

intimately formed

united in genuine affection for each other

A wider we

that is imperfect

but committed

is human -

earnest and wounded and wounding

becoming balm

by way of taking old risks, traversed differently together

A wider we
that restories kinship



through queer-er relations
spiritual and material reparations
experiments in siblinghood
pathways unpaved

Tell me, what'’s the secret code
Show me, where’s that door
There are so many dying to arrive



Ancestral Affirmation of
Our Humanity

by Donnecia Brown

Great Spirit, champion of the oppressed, and defender of
the sacred, come now.

Ancestors, those loved ones in spirit and front line
spiritual responders that know us with sacred intimacy
and purpose, come now.

Nature spirits, elemental allies, and spiritual supports,
come now.

You who live with the mother wound.

You who live with the father wound.

You who live with the aching inner child.

You who learned pattern recognition to protect yourself
from other people’s ways.

You who learned that emotional intelligence would cost
you individuality as a child.

You who learned to expect punishment, criticism, and
mistreatment.

You who live with spiritual and emotional hauntings.

You who were taught that the conditions of your life
were your fault, and not manufactured by the state,
empire, and the systemic plots set against children of the
oppressed preceding their birth.

You who live with ancestral spirits who cry out to be
elevated.

You who live with sensitivities beyond the body and this
realm.

You who survived the trauma(s) and the aftermath.
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You who are still surviving, and surviving, and surviving
again.

You who they hated to see coming.

You who live with insecurity.

You who live with ailments.

You who live with shame and fear.

You who live with rage, anger and grief.

You who live with their grievances.

You who live with a broken heart and contrite spirit.
You who live with separation, distance and wounds
around connection.

You who live with wounds around family, community and
cultural inheritances.

You who were parentified as a child.

You who did not have your needs met fully.

You who were socially, emotionally, and spiritually
neglected.

You who were not protected and kept safe.

You who are living with dreams,prayers and petitions yet
manifest.

You who live with the secrets of the line and the burdens
of the lineage.

You who they perceived to be too much. Too honest.
Too bold. Too bright. Too loud. Too gay. Too queer. Too
eccentric. Too deviant. Too rebellious. Too opinionated.
Too risky. Too poor. Too disabled. Too creative. Too
resistant. Too demanding. Too Black. Too spirited.

Too indigenous. Too authentic. Too courageous. Too
resourceful. Too many things for them to manage.
Their capacities, projections and opinions are not your
portions. May enoughness be a balm of self-acceptance.
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May the ancestors affirm your humanity. May the
ancestors affirm our humanity. We affirm our humanity.

What must return to great spirit and the ancestors to be
held and tended?

What must return to the land to be transmuted?

What must be returned to the sender, departing from
you, never to return again?

What must return to the water, flowing away as you
honor tears as libations, allowing them to bless and purify
the earth that the ancestors and divine chose just for you.
Can you see yourself through the lens of ancestral love
and pride? We hoped that you might be you, they say.
We imagined that you might become, they say. We fought
that you might live, they say.

We did not give up, that you might find strength,they say,

You, as in the past, present, and future versions of
yourself. You, as in the circle that can not be broken.
Gather your whole self.

Release insecurities around who you are and have been,
who you will be, your body, your gifts, your talents, your
expressions, your offerings, and your self knowing. May
you be free in your whole self. May we be free in our
whole selves.

May you feel the gentle release of pressure from your
heart space and spirit, as every version of you is united, in
this moment. Gather us whole, great spirit.

We are the ancestral body. We know that
intergenerational trauma is the warcry of the lineage.
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Help us to tend to our shared purposes, resolutions, and
freedom dreams.

May all external and internal wars cease.

May our siblings and kinfolks across the pond, across the
fake borders, across state lines, across the way be free.
May our siblings and kindfolks be free. May our ancestral
networks of care and divine interventions be fortified and
strengthened.

We be ancestral business. May the tools, strategies and
resources of the ancestors who love and cherish us,
sustain us in what's present and forthcoming. May we rest
assured in the invisible network of supports that include
the ancient ones, and ancestors of call directions.

May the ancestors smile upon this moment in affirmation
of their unwavering love for you, for us, for we, who be,
their brilliance, their power, their gifts and talents, their
strongest prayers, incarnate. May they speak life through
the gentle whispers of our own reflections. As we see
ourselves, whole people, inherently worthy of the call to
be ourselves, as we represent the harvest of our kindreds
in spirit and in truth. And so it is. And so we be.



The Mystical Black Queer

by Robert Monson

*This is a spell from the depths of co-creating...a spell
that is possible when Black queerness is allowed to
flourish, thrive, and take up as much space as is necessary
for nourishment.

Come with me up higher, higher, higher. And let us
journey together to the stars,

Where light and galaxies collide-like, careen-like, form-like
Where black holes pulse with an energy few can know.

In this space, let us sit awhile

And look down on what the world has become

Do you see dear one the cosmic force of the Black
queer?

How beauty radiates and touches everything around
them?

How the keys are in their hands?

How thriving movements are made better when they are
there?

Come, let a spell be spoken.

Queer.

Beautifully.

Black.

Black as in peace.
Queer as in rivers of life.
Beauty.



And on this day, may everyone know that beauty and
that life that comes when Blackness and queerness are
cherished, listened to, believed. This is a spell for those
who ache to know and believe.



Begin Again
by Marchaé Grair

There is no label too sticky to be removed

Begin again.

Choose who you will be today

And make it a promise between you and the stars

Dare the manufacturers of boilerplate dreams

to find containers the shape of an ever-evolving miracle
Change again.

Choose transformation as daily resistance
Shapeshifting your essence, an act of prayer

Paint over the canvas of your heartbreaks
With the blueprint of your deepest desires
Love again.

Choose the rebellion of an open heart
Grief and heartaches like breath

A sign you're still living

Thaw against the freezing

Bloom against the wilting

Choose your becoming as compass
You, a map of infinite unfolding
Finding your way

Until another journey finds you

Begin again.
*kk



Coming Out, Coming Into
by M Jade Kaiser

Coming ‘out’ was for me, also a coming ‘into.” A transition
of worlds. A shift in orientation - political and relational
and spiritual and more. A coming into queer kinship and
fresh questions of lineage and solidarities that deepen
across difference. It was coming into a way of living
differently that would become ways of living differently.
Coming into a life of less obvious choices. Neither pre-
determined nor linear nor easily understood. Coming
into queering the sense of where “I” and “we” begin
and end. It was coming out of individualism and into
collective belonging. In this way, we might call it salvation.
Alignment does not solve everything and in many ways
it is of greater risk but also, so is love and so is joy and
so is together. And how much is lost, anyway, to risk
reduction? Or at least, the perceived sense of it, the
feel of it, the fear of its imaginary other. Even when |
count all the costs - and there is so much lost - coming
into queerness was coming into pleasure and life and
belonging. By belonging | do not mean any fixed group
of people. By belonging, | mean a part of a whole from
which | am from, from which | am made, to which |
wish to bring my own offerings. Coming into queerness,
coming into transness, two of many routes of return to
a reality that has always been with us. Slowly luring us
away from colonial rigidity, a belonging calls us back into
the fold of a cosmic life that is still learning, that is still
making its strange connections across differences near
and far, and that is still longing for us with love - not
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like “love is love” but like repair, and unveiling, dreaming
and remembering, tending and turning on end - no final
destination, just an aching dissatisfaction with domination
and a long, steady reaching for life.



Trans Wisdom is Seasonal Wisdom
by Anna K Blaedel

trans wisdom is seasonal wisdom —

a body’s knowing that nothing alive stays the same;
that change is not failure,

but fidelity to life’s unfolding.

trans wisdom echoes

what the earth has always taught:
becoming is holy;

transformation is sacred;

being alive is a process of losing

what we cannot live without

while loving each other, alive, regardless.



This One’s for the Builders
by Robert Monson

We are here. We are here. We are here.
We are queer. We are queer. We are queer.
And nothing can diminish

The souls of those meant to replenish

The lives of the beautiful.

*Hk

This one is for the Builders, those who labor tirelessly
Who construct physically, verbally, or through writing that
builds foundations of safety.

This one is for the poets, and the preachers...the soup
makers.

This one is for those who cry at night

And call their congresspeople during the day

This is for the sustenance of those who don’t get enough
credit

When the credit is being passed around...

*Hk

May strength find you.

May it ripple through every cell

And every muscle

May it find the emotions that hang loosely

And may it cling to your mind when you need it most.
This isn't the ego-strength of the prideful.

No. This is the strength that is dipped in the celestial
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pools

Of queer-led beauty.

Remembering that even when you are alone-
You're really never alone.

*Hk

Remember that building is a sacred work
And as much as you build for others-
Please remember to build for yourself too.



We Live In Seasons
by M Jade Kaiser

Yes, bloom! Yes, blossom! Yes, rise in all your beauty

and shine, shine, shine in your most free form. Your
most pleasurable posture. Your chest full of breath and
your face bright with joy. VWWe will awe over the glory of
life most alive. Relish this state entirely for as long as is
honest. And when the time comes, with equal heart, let
the next season unfold. Evolve further. When your petals
grow too heavy, release into the embrace of decay.

Open to growing downward. To becoming seed again.
Life undresses in layers: a spiritual burlesque. An undoing
that reveals through absence - sloughing off tired stories,
stale gods, patterns of disregard. Return to the soil again,
like the last leg of a long journey home. There you will
remember the roots of us. There you will repair all that
it cost to rise. There you will begin again but differently
now. There are so many ways yet to grow. So many lives
still to live.

This is our queer testimony: That we are multitudes.
That the journey is wayward. That linear paths are the
most manufactured. That life moves in spirals and in each
turning, there is an invitaiton. Every season, trustworthy
in its own wisdom.
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To My Trans Kin With Love

by Robert Monson

| bless your hands,

Hands that have felt and hands that have known. Hands
that are good hands.

| bless your mind,

A mind that has received conflicting messages, that has
had to be strong.

| bless your soul, that beautiful soul,

That has wrestled with hate and misconception,

| bless your shoulders,

Brilliant shoulders that may ache from the load,

| bless you spirit, soul, and body

For the giggles, and the beautiful poetry that you utter
wordlessly,

| bless you, the majestic...

For you are far more than |/we could know.

And when you lay your head down at night, that beautiful
head,

| bless your sleep.

| bless your dreams.

| wrote you, all of you, a message with love as the
postage stamp

Hoping that you can feel every ounce of goodness.
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Trans Love Poems
by Anna K Blaedel

every morning, i awake wanting to wrap every trans
person in a love poem.

and then, i remember we are love poems — whispered,
shouted, sung,

& slipped into the heart pockets of each other.

we are poems & prayers & whole worlds of possibility.
we are love poems & symphonies, moonlight & stardust,
sacred & powerful.

may you hold this knowing close;

may you return to it as needed.

may you — may we — feel wrapped in the t4t love that has
woven us, and weaves us, still.

for you, today, i pray:

i pray for gentleness. for ease. for protection. for rest.
i pray for a chance to breathe, to weep, to rage, to
ground, to heal.

i pray for encounters in which you feel seen, known,
understood.

i pray all that is gloriously beyond seeing, knowing, &
understanding is held, with kindness & devotion.

i pray you have what you need: nourishment. home.
kinship. belonging.

i pray you know: we need you here.

i pray that today, someone looks in your eyes and says:
you are beauty-full. you are brave. you are powerful. you

22



are divine.
just as you are, & as you are becoming.

(i pray you can look in the mirror, & say this to yourself,
too.)

23



When | Consider My Siblings
by M Jade Kaiser

When a group of trans people come together
let us call it a collage.

For we are an artistry of intention.

A masterpiece of life

rearranged piece by piece.

A beautiful body of bodies

with a sacred story to tell.

We are layers and layers and layers
of histories hidden, histories revealed,
possibilities still alive.

We inherit only scraps and fragments,
and still, the immaculate emerges.

A fine, fine art, indeed.

Some may call us an odd mix,

but we make a glorious constellation.

Regal Mothers. Soft Daddies. Scrappy siblings.
Soft siblings. Regal Daddies. Scrappy Mothers.
Mysterious mixtures of genders still unfolding
on the page.

We are both the tearing and the torn,
dawning shapes precise and particular.

Our variety is our glory

as we wrap around each other.

A transformative tangle of beauty,
made alive by sticking together.
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{Presente! In Honor of
Trans Women
by delfin bautista

In times like these, we gather with uncertainty, fear,
confusion and WTF-ness...

In times like these, we also gather with sparks of
determination, sass and zealousness...

We are mourning for those who died -- and we will fight
like hell for those who are living until the violence ends.

For many of us within the Latinx communities, we believe
that all who have lived before us continue to journey
with us today. We proclaim this conviction with the word
“iPresente!”

Today and every day, all those who have been silenced
through violence are jPresente! They hold us, journey
with us, are in solidarity with us...presente now and
presente always.

We remember people like Joan of Arc, Fred FC Martinez,
Sylvia Rivera, Marsha P. Johnson, Gwen Araujo, Pauli
Murray and Leslie Feinberg ...

We remember. jPresente!

We remember all those who challenged society’s comfort
of the binary ... folks who lived and loved boldly beyond

25



the norm.
We remember. jPresente!

We honor these witnesses who created a path for us
today to simply be.

We remember. jPresente!

We remember trans people murdered in the United
States and around the world.

We remember. jPresente!

We remember those who died by suicide... or death by
society, as some would say,

We remember. jPresente!

We remember those who died from inadequate medical
and mental health care -- those who might have lived on if
trans bodies were valued.

We remember. jPresente!

Presente with us are all those people whose stories will
remain unknown, whose faces are anonymous, whose
lives may or may not be a statistic.

Presente are all who struggle in the silences of the closet,
who cannot share who they are out of fear, dysphoria and
societal imposed shame.

26



All of these lives, spirits, ancestors, possibility models,
witnesses...all are present. We remember. jPresente!

Despite rejection, violence and attempts to eliminate our
personhood, bodies, narratives and experiences, trans
people are refusing to be silenced and erased. Not only
have we survived, we have thrived and continue to do so
in transgressive and transformative ways.

There is a lot of focus on the hardships experienced by
trans people; these realities are important to lift up but
often overpower the conversation and overshadow the
reality that we as a community are badasses who embody
revolutionary sass every day.

Queer Chicana feminist and poet Gloria Anzaldua once
said ... “l am an act of kneading, of uniting and joining
that not only has produced both a creature of darkness
and a creature of light, but also a creature that questions
the definitions of light and dark and gives them new
meanings.”

This is what we do every day. {Presente!
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A Meditation for the Soul about

the Body
by Lex Dunbar

This is my body
INHALE

This is my body
EXHALE

This is my body

Not broken
Not for you

INHALE
This is my body
EXHALE

Transformed into MY likeness
Fashioned as | see fit

This is my body

Adorned in my way
to accentuate my uniqueness
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INHALE

This is my body

EXHALE

My body - formed with the magic of the universe
where stars and spirits aligned at the appointed time of

my arrival

My body - endowed with the freedom of being
empowered with the liberation of transness

My body - enmeshed within the collective history of my
brave ancestors who made ways out of no ways

INHALE
This is my body
EXHALE

My body - argued about. called dangerous. deemed
unworthy. declared sinful.

INHALE
This is my body
EXHALE

THIS IS MY BODY

29



My transgender body.

My gender non-conforming body.

My disabled body.

My body with scars that witness survival.

My body capable of holding fear alongside joy.
My body full of potential for creative resistance.
My body wrapped in cosmic love.

INHALE
My body.
EXHALE

This. Is. My. Body.
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All the Things I’d Rather Be Than
Easily Understood
by M Jade Kaiser

A pause to consider.

An unexpected turn.

A scandalous surprise.

A bit confusing.

A peculiar creature.

A curious concoction.

A collage of factors. A constellation of lives.
A fugitive of pre-determined scripts.
A feral spirit traversing dimensions.

A betrayal of ordinary expectations
that make it so normal to be cruel,

to be contained, to be the next step
in a long history of obedience.

A glitch in the colonial blueprint.

A dis/order of dominance.

An unfolding of earth’s wild imagination.
A trans mutation of humanity.

A queer gesture toward the sacred.

A promiscuity of love.

A giggle that echoes softly

over every well meaning attempt

to grasp the mysteries of the universe.
A strange encounter that leaves you
with the feeling

there are still so many more ways

for you to unfold.
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Masculinity Hasn’t Been My Friend
by Robert Monson

*This is an affirmation for those who haven’t been
comfortable with “masculine” in all its forms. Those boys
who became men who were called “too soft” or “too
weak” and “too sensitive.”

| bless your mind today.

| bless your hands today.

| bless your heart today.

| bless the neck that holds up your head today.

| bless that soul that has overcome so much today.

Gender binaries has many victims and you have been one.
Taking the weight of false expectations that were too
heavy for any being to bear.

Your dances, your singing, your softness, your beautiful,
beautiful, heart

Is a wonder. A whole (redacted) wonder in this world!
And on the days where masculinity hasn’t been a friend,
Where it has been an oppressor that has kept you bound,
| bless you.

| bless you to be all that you were meant to be.

To rise from the ashes like a beautiful, fiery, tempestuous
phoenix.

You know who you are.

| bless you.

You know who you've been.
| bless you.
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You know who you're becoming.
We bless you.
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In Praise of My (Queer, Trans)
Gender
by Anna K Blaedel

| am a heartful of dyke and a boatload of queer;

more than a pinch lesbian, but happy to trade my gold
star

for the moon, as she waxes and wanes through

every phase, including those that aren't.

| am feminist, for sure — radical, yes —

but always, always rooted, by choice,

with everything trans.

my gender is my dangly earrings,
hand-carved from wood that once
was a tree before some big storm, and
before that tree, an intuition; what is,
coaxed from potentiality.

| am queer, and trans —

more verbs than nouns,

both birthright and chosen,

part identity, yes, but more orientation:

toward friendship and chosen kinship,

solidarity and shared belonging;

toward non-assimilation and joyful defiance,
strange delights and delighting in strangeness;
toward collective liberation and creative non-compliance
with every supremacy and form of dominance;
toward sacred lineages of resistance and pleasure,
of wisdom, of imagination,
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of abolition, and longing —
queerness and transness are entangled, for me.

home, belonging, how to dwell in possibility.
they — a freedom, a playground, a promise —
them — a space, a breath, a yes, a we.

nonbinary remains a good approximation:

a bit both/and, some neither/nor.

many, not one; betwixt and between; always
becoming, delightfully other, and deliciously more.
| am a practice, in process,

my gender, in flux, my love, ever flowing.

even my brain is divergent,

all forest, all trees

all of it, all of me spilling beyond

all the multitudes | and we (cannot) contain.

| am a shapeshifter, a constellation, a quilt —

sown from my dad’s work shirts and hand-me-down
jeans,

my grandmother’s nightgown and grandfather’s flannels.
(as a general rule, comfort is key.)

but | might choose to surprise you

with a sequined dress, or tie,

some glitter, perhaps, or leather,

and every now and then, whether for me or for them,
the softness of silk, or even a bit of lace.

| am a combination, a collaboration.
most days you can find me in movement —
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that’s how | feel free —
feet bare or in flip flops,
worn converse or boots,

these boots that are made for hiking, or if I'm feeling fancy

the red cowqueer ones, resoled beyond count.

| am a collage, a contradiction.

when my dad calls me “girl” my heart feels whole.
but you only know why if you know him, and

me, and us, together, so dear

g-d, please: don't “lady” me.

| cherish being a beloved niece

to the best uncles and aunts,

and | sling soup in quantities that mark me:
my mama’s daughter, indeed.

| allow these words on my tongue

because the relationships hold me, well,

but | still long for vocabularies more wild and wide,
and more honest, too.

so my beloved niblings call me “Annie,”

my beloved sister; sibling.

when | cook | am my grandmothers’ wisdom.
when | thrill at discovery, my grandfather’s dream.

| am a portal, a threshold, a journey.

| like to bare my breasts while communing with the sun,

but my binder brings euphoria, too —
both freedoms feel unique.
my body and | are learning to adapt, together,
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with what we've got, and can find, and can make.

my flesh, interconnected — even saying “my,” a lie —
with yours, and with ours,

with earth, and soil, and water, and sky,

with violence and healing,

every past and every future, haunting and hoped for,
with each tree, and seed, and creature,

with divinity, too, which is to say,

inseparable, entangled, the

connective tissue, the sacred throughline, the holy
lifeforce

of every, every everything

so blessedly, so beautifully, so queerly

yet alive.
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A Blessing Over HRT
by M Jade Kaiser

May this ritual be blessed by those who came before me:
By the ones who made me possible.

By the ones who labored in love for the children of the
future.

By the ones who claim me in the long lineage of ‘us.

May this ritual be blessed to my flourishing:

That | might serve the flourishing of others.

That | might be equipped to rise in my power.
That my authenticity may be a companion to those
finding their own way.

May this ritual be a blessing over:

the testimony of my life,

the sacredness of my body,

the creative power of change, intimate and collective.

With honor and love for all my siblings in gender
transgression.
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In Praise of Trans(formation)
by Anna K Blaedel

Does this beautiful Black swallowtail, | wonder, look back
on their days as a bright green caterpillar with nostalgia?
Does it remember, fondly or cheekily, devouring so much
of “my” dill?

Did the caterpillar they were approach their chrysalis

as a cozy cocoon, or a constraining coffin? Was there
anticipatory joy in imagining their metamorphosis? Did
they spend sleepless nights worrying how they would
learn to fly? Did they grieve how little life would be left,
after taking flight? Are they savoring their few weeks as a
butterfly, satiated, or do they long for more?

Do they know some of their human kin consider them
a symbol of transformation, particularly during and after
difficult times? Do they feel burdened by this association,
or honored? Ridiculed, or respected?

“God is Change,” taught Octavia Butler

“Life is Change,” teaches this beautiful Black swallowtail.
“We are Change,” we teach and remember.

Divine. Alive. Always transitioning.
Trans(formation): an eternal invitation.
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Yo Soy, Nosotros Somos
by delfin bautista

i am, we are
YO SOy, NOsotros somos

we are la frontera,

we are the borderlands

we are a both/and people

we are selves within a body made of many parts
we are interconnected and we are messy

we are arroz con pollo and fish n’ chips

we are desi arnaz and lucille ball

we are celia cruz, selena, and santana

we are bob dylan, boy marley, and aretha franklin

we are gringos and ethnics

we are chalupas y burritos, we are peanut butter and jelly
we are tex-mex and we are blasian

we are chile-dominicuricans

we are borderlands, somos fronteras

we are hyphenated individuals,

claiming multiple identities even when they don’t claim us
we are Cuban-Americans, Mexican-Americans,
African-Americans, Jamaican-Americans, Jewish-
Americans, Colombian-Americans...

we are boriqua, quisqueyanos, chicanos, latinas, hispanics,
herspanics, spanish, nuyoricans, mulattos ...
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we are a mestizaje of peoples, of fore-mothers and
fore-fathers, who have birthed into us identities that
flourish in harmonious tension.

we are borderlands, somos fronteras

we are queer, straight, questioning, cisgendered,
transgendered, polyamorous, pansexual, and everything
under the rainbow in between

we are la frontera
we are evangelical, catholic, Catholic, Santeros,
Candemblistas, fundamentalists, heretics, rebels ...

we are y también somos

we are moya, ubunto, namaste, cumbayah

we are y también somos

we are interconnected, contradictory, harmonious, re-
membered,

we are bordered and we are borderless

we are, Nosotros somos

we are good and we are a sacred hot mess.

we are no longer made to feel ashamed for existing.
we will claim, rant, and rave our voices:

Indian, Spanish, white, Black, yellow, American ...

we will have our voices...a woman'’s voice, a sexual voice, a
tribal voice, a poet’s voice...

we will overcome the tradition of silence and
we will joyfully live into our both/and-dedness
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Blood Speaks

by Robert Monson

“At the end of the day, we all bleed red”

Is a sort of blood ritual, that is meant to remind us that
we are all a part of the human race

That we are bound together by pulsating matter and
blood.

And somehow this blood reminder never seems to unite
us.

Instead blood is spilled, poured out easily from the bodies
of those marked “other”

So this isn’'t a “we all bleed red”

Knowing that false harmony, fake unity can't ever save us.
Instead, we honor the blood that courses through our
veins right now

We honor the blood of ourselves, and our families, of our
loves...and lovers.

We pause to honor the courage in our veins

And the poetry in sinew

This isn't a morbid thing.

This is a sacred thing.

We remember our ancestors

And we honor the children past, present, and the ones to
come.

Our blood is still speaking.

More than just our pains.

Beyond just our deaths.

This blood within connects us to the fiercest allies
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And the dearest kin.

We honor the beauty of the life-force that animates us in
our dreaming and in our living.

This blood was made for more than dying.
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Broken-Open-Hearted Living
by Anna K Blaedel

this world will break

your heart, my love.

| know no way around it.

it is true, | believe: you can spend

a whole life learning

to lose what you cannot

live without.

but, | have come to believe,

this is just as true:

being a bystander to grief —

not giving a damn, remaining apart,

building a wall meant to protect your heart —
this might be the surest way to heartbreaking regret.

the choice is y/ours, my love.

there is a softer way through.

your heart, breaking open, is

reminding you you're alive.

your heart, broken, open,

is what you need to re-member your life.
our hearts, broken, open,

are what we need to re-member our life.
so grieve. give a damn. join the mess.
tear down the walls. find new ways to fall apart.
find new ways to gather, together.
scream. cry. shake. walil.

sing. laugh. light candles. pray.
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listen into the silence.

lean into the chaos.

feel your way through the deepest dark.
hold close what you cherish most,

but do not cling too tight.

whisper your welcome

to the tender love that has been flowing,
through the cracks

through your veins

through our flesh

through the world

through life, through living

all along.
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Ancestral Practice, Mindful Pause,
and Self Elevation

by Donnecia Brown

Start with 60 seconds-a few minutes of practice. You
choose the senses that you engage. This is an opportunity
to strengthen your ancestral sense and attune to your
inner resources.

Naming and calling forth the memory/care/comfort of an
ancestor that loves, cherishes and supports you. This can
be a blood ancestor, ancestor of spirit, ancestor within
your tradition and community, and/or land ancestor.

Using the elements of earth, air, fire or water. If

this means a specific area/land that’s cool, too. The
environment and ecosystem may have medicine for

you to connect with. This might be helpful in moments
when you need some support with learning how to
engage self-regulation and the implications for your
temperament, emotional activation, and workings specific
to transmutation, naturalization and/or transformation of
the energies that you may be carrying or sensing that are
impacting your sense of embodiment.

Start by naming yourself. “I am (hame yourself, the child
of (name whatever feels most resonant and appropriate/
this can change. You are the child of many).

If deep cleansing breaths is your thing, do that. If you need
to rock and sway, that’s cool, too. If you need to hum and
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sing a song, lovely. Do whatever you need to do to tend
to your sensory needs.

If it’s an ancestor that you're using to engage the
visualization. What colors do you see? Is there texture?
Can you taste anything? Smell anything? Notice the
presence you feel. Notice the embrace. Is there anything
that you need to ask or say? How can you allow your
inner wisdom and voice to communicate freely in this
moment!?

If it’s the land or an element, notice how and where you
experience responsiveness in your body. Is there medicine
in this space that calls to you? Is it hot!? Cool? Damp?
Humid? Can you hear anything? Notice these things.

Don'’t force it if it feels uncomfortable. Notice and end
practice if needed.

Close with an affirmation. Prayer. Naming yourself again
and extending gratitude for the support and care. Do
whatever feels appropriate for you to close the container
you just created, and take good intentional care.
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Love, In Practice
by Anna K Blaedel

Is it any wonder that, when conditioned
by vocabularies bent toward condemnation,
‘Beloved’ becomes the last name we are able to claim?

We know the charges:

not enough and too much,
unnatural, a menace, a freak.
A nuisance, at best;

an existential error, at worst,
wrapped in demonic threat.

Such indictments accumulate, the
barbs burrowing deep until cruelty
has invaded every corner and crevice.

Sure, the possibility of loving sounds sweet, but
beware — lest you find yourself fooled into believing
that love is easy or immediate or neat —

it may take a lifetime to learn to un-abandon yourself.

We have learned abandonment in so many ways.
Hear this good news: there are at least as many ways
to unlearn abandonment, too.

, too, have had to learn to love myself.
l, too, am still learning how to love myself, well.

Love is a practice, and practice can be hard.
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But do not despair, dear heart.

Try it on. Play with it. Make believe.

Practice loving yourself when you don’t wanna,

when you're weary, and achey, and raw.

Practice, especially, if you're out of practice, or out of
patience;

when love feels futile, and you want to be

anyone but you,

anywhere but here — doing anything but this.

You, sweetheart, are love, in practice.
You are love, as practice.

In the practice of love, you are.
Practice, practice, until you love

the practice, until

you love the you that is practicing, until
your love roots deeper than every cruelty, until
love is held, extended, woven, mirrored
in every word you speak, Beloved,
echoing, Beloved, in every beloved cell,
and every beloved breath.
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A Letter to Black Queers Under
the Shadow of Fascism
by Robert Monson

| write this letter to you as my spirit is weighed down by
a weight so heavy that tears leak from my eyes.

| know that oppression isn't new, particularly to us/you/
we...Our histories tell us so. Our spirits know. Our
ancestors warned us. And on this day, when | don’t have
much to say, | hope you find beauty. The glory that is
revealed in someone “puttin a lil money in your pocket.”
The caught breath of a sudden bouquet of flowers.

The strength you feel as we stand and march for our
collective freedom. The pride we feel when we say “Free
Palestine” as one voice. The beautiful refusal to mark any
of this as “business as usual.” | pray that you find beauty in
unexpected, delicious, places. And as the world turns, and
the news cycles reveal “Breaking News!” that reverberates
through social media, please drink some water and hug
those you love. We create care everywhere we go, and
your life is a testament of that very fact. As you look
forwards and back, you can see the pockets. Take care of
yourself, and take care of us beloved one.
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A Blessing Over the Ways We Stay
by M Jade Kaiser

| am in awe at the ways we stay. Stay with. Stay true.

Stay to amplify the value of friction in contexts of
complacency. Stay loud when it has grown too quiet while
evil is busy in the silence. We bring the glory of disruption
and the hope of fissures to places dismal with certainty
and control. We understand that sometimes there is so
much more alive than the pain.

| am in wonder at our lineage of living in the liminal. Of
making home in the in-between of ‘in’ and ‘out.” There

is so much lost to leaving too soon. There is so much
foreclosed by calling something a dead-end when it could
be a u-turn, or a swivel, a time to tunnel or fly or maybe
just rest a while.

| am grateful for our discernment. Sometimes, the
places of trouble are worth wading through. Sometimes,
a community in-process is the most honest one.
Sometimes, there is love enough to know we are all
growing in different ways. Sometimes, we have what we
need even when we deserve so much more.

May our sifting through the differences between people
and systems, institutions and communities be blessed to
the flourishing of our people. May our staying not serve
the powers that would destroy us. May our love be our
shield, our wisdom, our strength, and our joy.

For the children to come, and the ancestors past.
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A Blessing Over the Ways
We Leave
by M Jade Kaiser

| am in awe at the ways we leave. Which is often an
acceptance of having already been left. Left behind.

Left alone. Left to shoulder the weight of unreasonable
expectations. Left with the choice to stay alive or to stay.
Left without what we need to blossom in place. Our
leaving is dignity. Our leaving is divesting from patterns
and powers. Our leaving is returning to the ones left
before us.

| am in wonder at our lineage of making new homes with
and for each other. Out in the open and in hidden places.
Homes that last for a night or for decades. | am moved
each time | think about the ways we take each other in,
knowing the costs of being pushed out. The older we
grow, the more wise our embrace - so many ways to
extend sanctuary, to practice god, to be for each other
the taste of heaven, the cup of life.

| am grateful for our refusals turn violence inward. For
our unwillingness to gravel over crumbs of respect.
For our commitment to cherish each other. For our
knowing that our choices are never merely our own.
That we are always we - backwards and forwards and
sideways. We don't forget the histories we share. We
don't give up on the futures we could have. We don't
let our siblings go down alone. VWWe move through the
world like a lighthouse of truth. Bright and unmissable.
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Shining joy, shining freedom, shining the way out of every
gruesome complicity that sacrifices people in parts and in
whole. We are a beacon to another world. Another way.
Another galaxy of life.

May our sifting through the differences between passive
obedience and clarified commitment, patterns of people
pleasing and ancient wisdoms of resilience, be blessed to
the flourishing of our people. May our leaving not serve
the powers that would destroy us. May our strange, bold,
courageous convictions be a faithful divestment from

all the evil norms and structures that wither life on this
planet. May our love turn us farther from every form of
domination. Turn us more toward each other. And never
look back.
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A Blessing for Daily Living While
Empire is Crumbling
by Anna K Blaedel

May we bend, rather than break.

May we breathe, rather than berate.

May we soften, rather than harden.

May we root, rather than retreat.

May we share, rather than hoard.

May we collaborate, rather than compete.

May we rest, rather than check out.

May we widen, rather than splinter.

May we cultivate courage, rather than despair.

May we gather each other up, rather than abandon each
other.

May we live — as wildly, creatively, wisely, and free — as we
can possibly be.
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Love Like
by Robert Monson

Mother hooks taught us that love was a goal, an ethic,

a way of being that could reshape this reality that we
experience every day. And in that way here is a poem for
a gay kind of love:

Looking for love in all the right places is more than just an
exercise in identification and hierarchy.

Looking for love is innate, and can be seen in a child
reaching out for touch.

For warmth. For connection, for with/ness

Ain’'t no wrong way to love.

Cuz’ love and oppression and abuse and liberation cannot
all exist together.

And on the days, where the world says gay love is...
whatever they say,

Please reach inside to where your soul is, to where you is,
and see the endless possibilities,

The beautiful possibilities,

The manifold works that come when you are free, lovingly
free.

Cuz’ being gay is only a problem to those bent against
freedom,

And you're free.

Love wants the very best. And you/we are the very best.
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We Were Always Sunflower Seeds
(a prayer for my people from psalm 51)

by an anonymous beloved

may we surround ourselves with bright sunflowers;
the seeds are here, alive within.

each whisper, breath’s declaration,
each word, water and sunlight.

may we surround ourselves with bright sunflowers.
the seeds are here, alive within.

bulbs appear

tight fists press up through ground
they say,

the heart is like a fist clenched

we say
we sprout and are born, fists clenched, in a fight
we didn’t even know we signed up for.

please. don’t harm. the seedlings.

(potential space to say names if needed as a psalm to
nourish dfter grief)

we swallow a handful of sunflower seeds,
we nourish deeper this time.

shells soften and in the safety of our own soils,
they bury roots.
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fill black trans heart with sunflowers,
spin toxins into golden petals
bind gtpoc queer ache into stalks.
weave together the heavy metals—
to expand and heal.

we awaken a field of sunflowers;

they sprouted here,

they live within.

a body’s fistfight for survival continues

only as long as a mind forgets that spring simply
returns

heart’s eyes opening, i embrace it's shine,
easefully

branching open into sky,

green and yellow meet blue and cloud in prayer—
effortlessly

infinite power within me is the garden,

open our lips, oh lord

and pull full blooms
from our throats.
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A Queer Benediction
by Meg Mercury

Blessed be you, human wonder,

child born of stardust and earth matter,
inheritor of the sacred right of autonomy
and the sacred gift of interconnection.
Blessed be you, holograph of the holy,
imprint of the queer and divine infinite,
whose breath is spirit,

and whose flesh is sacrament in the world.
Blessed be you, precious one,

whose life has meaning for its own sake,
whose beautiful being is a calling.

May your footsteps shake the mighty
from their high places.

May your hands find other hands

in radical, loving solidarity.

May your body know safety,

free from intimidation and fear.

May you go forth and find peace.

58



Good Words (and good diction)
by Eric Thomas

Let us remember as queer, trans and non-binary kin
that there is nothing like being able to give a benediction.

We have good words to share among ourselves and to
our world.

Sometimes a benediction is a blessing.

Sometimes a benediction is a boundary.

Be certain to use good diction in each situation.
Punctuate with a snap if necessary.

Let the words of our mouths and the meditations of our
hearts

speak life - speak worth - speak safety - speak care -
speak easy.

Let us speak our freedom into being.

Let us speak our flourishing into being.

Let us speak our being into being

with imagination and intentions that are

exceedingly, abundantly, and fiercely beyond all we can
ever ask or think,

until it is so. Amen & ase
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