The Lighthouse |
by Daniel Cheung

my grandmother tells me
about her baby girl

who never cries

she’s always happy
i see her face in scattered photos
and on the teddy bear she holds

she hasn’t left us yet

she still hums wholeheartedly
below my bedroom

talking to her old friends

and my grandfather

at the same time

it’s been years since i’ve seen her

You and [

Kiara Bhangu

We’ve walked down these streets,
hand in hand

You led the way, now I help you
down the steps

Our conversations change,

but the love’s still strong,

I’ve never had any doubt about that.
I’ve grown taller,

your hair has turned grey

I chatter,

you take in everything I say

You fade; I stand bright as ever,
and that’s a heavy price to pay.

19

e e s Preserverence by Daniel Cheung




The Plage by Daniel Cheung

Pastorab-zn Motion
by Daniell€heung

49




disuadirlo, dibujaban abominablemente la figura
de otro cuerpo que era necesario destruir. Nada
habia sido olvidado: coartadas, azates, posibles
errores. A partir de esa hora cada instante tenia
su empleo minuciosamente atribuido. El doble
repaso despiadado se interrumpifa apenas para
que una mano acariciara una mejilla. Empezaba a
anochecer. Sin mirarse ya, atados rigidamente a la
tarea que los esperaba, se separaron en la puerta
de la cabana. Ella debia seguir por la senda que
iba al norte. Desde la senda opuesta €l se volvid
un instante para verla correr con el pelo suelto.
Corrié a su vez, parapetindose en los rboles y
los setos, hasta distinguir en la bruma malva del
crepusculo la alameda que llevaba a la casa. Los
perros no debfan ladrar, y no ladraron. El mayor-
domo no estarfa a esa hora, y no estaba. Subi6 los
tres peldafos del porche y entrd. Desde la sangre
galopando en sus oidos le llegaban las palabras

de la mujer: primero una sala azul, después una
galerfa, una escalera alfombrada. En lo alto, dos
puertas. Nadie en la primera habitacion, nadie
en la segunda. La puerta del salon, y entonces el
pufial en la mano, la luz de los ventanales, el alto
respaldo de un sillén de terciopelo verde, la cabe-
za del hombre en el sillén leyendo una novela.
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Mpystery by Daniel Cheung

think — would turn out to be a lesbian? Did you ever suspect it?”

He responded, “No way I never would have thought, she doesn’t look like a lesbian.”

My sexuality became a spectacle because I didn’t fit the role. And so, I was defined as a lesbian against my will and
then chastised for not looking like one. Not only was I gay, the secret word hidden amongst the hate surrounding
our schools’ “weird” kids, but I didn’t look gay, and so I was excluded from the club. I was, and am, an enigma
amongst straight people. The person I am on the outside fails to hold up to the idea of being queer people
perceive. 'm not a femme fatale that fucks women on the weekends for the pleasure of men. But I'm also not a
butch lesbian, who the world calls gender confused. I don’t fit the language of being gay. The problem with that
is when you don’t comply with external expectations and don’t fit into the language around an identity, people
start to force that language on you. And sooner or later, you start to force it onto yourself.

I can’t remember his name, the boy who thought he had authority over my identity. I was at a Halloween party
with the same ex-friend and her new friends. This boy came over to me (Ethan, Carter, something) and asked
me, “What are you?” Or something to that effect, as I was a couple of drinks in and only vaguely remember
the sound of the words. What I remember clearly, though, is standing in front of this man who I barely knew
and being asked to tell him who I like to fuck. I told him I was queer, and he asked me what that meant. I could
only tell him what it meant to me, that kissing a woman felt different than kissing a man, but that didn’t mean I
couldn’t love both. Blame it on my shitty taste in my previous partners or the alcohol and club lights that typically
accompanied my experience with a woman, but I was exploring my interest in women. Well, he didn’t like that.
He told me so verbatim.

He then said, “T’ll tell you what you are. You're a lesbian with a sprinkle of dick.”

The language had come so easily from his mouth but had hit me like a bullet. Was he right? Was I just a con-
fused straight girl, a budding bisexual, a lesbian with a need for male validation, hence the sprinkle of dick? The
queer identity I had recently started exploring seemed wrong now because I was being told it was wrong. I was
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trapped by the expectations of what I had to be and the language that defined this small part of myself. And I
let it consume me.

1 didn’t want to be lesbian with a sprinkle of dick, so I did the only rational thing: I chopped off all my hair. I
started wearing men’s clothing and stopped wearing makeup. I no longer felt comfortable being femme because
1 knew that image of me failed to conform to language. The image I was attempting to portray wasn’t me but an
accumulation of the expectations of language surrounding my identity. I didn’t want to be imagined, I wanted
to be known.

Language is the greatest weapon of definition: fag, femme, confused, deranged, lesbian, bisexual, queer, sinner.
Language causes me to collide with the expectations of my assigned definition. As language grows, so do its ex-
pectations. So, although there are more labels to choose from, that is still what they are. As I age and experience
the unimagined of the queer existence, I have come to reject language and its labels. So much language and yet
not nearly enough to encapsulate the entirety of human experience, let alone the diversity of queer life. Not near-
ly enough to explain to others who I am, who I fuck and why. Audre Lorde tells us, “poetry is the way we help
give name to the nameless so it can be thought” (37). However, poetry is not about the construction of language;
instead, it is a “sanctuar(y] and spawning ground” for growth (Lorde 37). Poetry is where we abandon language
and put our hopes for the future like Sappho once did:

I declare

That later on,

Even in an age unlike our own,

Someone will remember who we are (Sappho 87)
I want to be remembered and imagined as a sycamore tree in a poem that loved and was loved by a great many
people, untethered by the expectations of language. Simply, a neutral existence of love.
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