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For G

On the drive home from his parents’, we listen to a news report on climate
change. A glacier in the Arctic Circle has lost one third of its mass, and
scientists warn that this is the point from which there is no return.

Back home, he takes off all his clothes and lies facedown on the bed. It’s July
and the air sticks to our clothes like saran wrap. I strip naked and stretch
out next to him, until all the gaps between us are filled. 

Maybe the glacier only wants to be water, I say.
To melt in the hands of his lover
and lie flush with her body,
cool her raging tempests
and whisper secrets that ripple 
across her surface as waves. 
Maybe the glacier only wants to touch 
and be touched,
to unthaw millennia 
of twisted rock, disease, and ice
until he’s something soft and liquid.

He does not stir,
the only sound the steady crash 
of his heart against the ribs.

But it will kill us all, he says, and I do not disagree. 

Sometimes love takes an act of destruction. 

CONSPIRACY
THEORY
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Desecrate, you tell me. Desecrate your body.
We’re discussing poetry, but the conversation is ripe 
with metaphor. 
I’m already peeling pieces of me away -
ribbons of skin that fleck the floor with blood -
and yet, I commit myself to the task
faithfully.

I begin by looking up the word.
Precision of language is how I will interpret 
every sleight of tongue.

Des·e·crate [des-i-KREYT ] vt
treat (a sacred place or thing) with violent disrespect1.
spoil (something which is valued or respected)2.

My eyes skim over 
the angry words 
and settle on
a sacred thing
and for the first time
I feel Godly.

There is no definition
for my body,
so I make one up.

A·me·li·a [Uh-ME-LEE-uh] pr. n.
I love you (I love him)1.
I want you (I’m getting married)2.

At yoga, we lay prostrate on the floor
as the teacher tells us we must honor 
our sacred vessels,
and I cry - deep in a twist -
because it is not his hands
or these asanas
that profane my flesh. 

When I’m home again
I sit on the sofa
watching him itemize 
our household things
and think: I must hate him 
to think he’d want this mutilated husk.
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I have a friend who used to study rivers. She never knew the names of streets or
cities, and when I asked her for directions around the small North Carolina
town where she lived, she spoke in river basins. 

Consequently, I was often lost. 

She was a scientist, a limnologist, and spent her twenties standing in freshwater
rivers, measuring small things with long, scientific names. They were the best
years of my life, she tells me, thirty years later, as we sip wine on her veranda
overlooking the Tar River. The Tar is dry in summer, its dirt banks crinkled
like tissue paper and its belly empty and aching. We’d camp along the riverbanks,
not shower for days, she says, her eyes becoming reflecting pools.

When she married, she stopped studying rivers to become a mother. She was
the only one who told me the truth. Wait, she said. I have seen many marriages
end.

THE LIMNOLOGIST
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CAKE

I  never  wanted to be a  bride
only  a  pink sponge cake
at  a  gender reveal
which you devour in s low,
agonizing bites
while  I  drip ic ing
on the plate .  

TWO THINGS

I  knew
I loved you

and that
to lose  him

would be  a  gr ief
without  compare

beause  no one e lse
has  lost  him
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I  was  lucky .
I  was  thirty

before  I  learned
the heart  has

two chambers ,
that  one
can die

and the body
st i l l  survive .

PRIVILEGE
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Grie f  l ive s  in  the  forearms ,
she  sa id
and the  lungs
which i s  perhaps  why I  couldn ’t  breathe
after  you were  gone .

But  for  me i t  a l so  burrows
between the  legs
when I  rub sunscreen
across  my chest
and imagine you spent  there

sperm drying quickly
in the  Apri l  heat ,
which curdles  the  milk
by the  t ime he  arr ives  home
from the shop.

GRIEF
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I  told you in  spring,
the  a ir  s t icky-sweet
l ike  f ingers
peel ing oranges .

I f  i t  wasn ’ t  love ,
why I  do misremember 
the  ending of  the  f i lm?
Why am I  screaming in  Angkor Wat
for  only  the  gods  to  hear?

IN THE MOOD FOR LOVE
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I  thought 
to l ive without you
would mean death.

But it  was worse than that .
I  had to l ive
without you.

LIFE SENTENCE



The apartment i s  leaking .  We’ve  moved here  to  escape the
rain ,  but  when it  comes ,  we know what  to  do .  We place  pots
beneath the  yel lowed cei l ing cracks  and s lot  g lass  cups  in
between the  gaps .  Outs ide ,  var icose  veins  of  e lectr ic ity  cord
through the  sky .

I  have  thrown open the  bedroom window,  and as  I  lo l l  my
head out  over  the  terracotta  rooftops ,  ra indrops  splatter  my
face .  The night  smel l s  of  burnt  matches  and wet  earth .  There
is  a  word for  this ,  but  i t  doesn ’ t  convey the  fecund,  rott ing
smel l  of  the  mould that  grows in  the  corners .  He i s  in  the
other  room,  and I  know that  i f  I  ca l led ,  he  would come,
crack a  joke ,  then press  his  nose  into my neck and say
something c lever .  But  I  choose  speechlessness  instead.  This
oceanic  f ee l ing  can only  be  fe l t  in  sol i tude .  You said that  to
me once ,  in  a  darkened bar  when a l l  that  was  unspoken
bulged from my l ips  l ike  swol len arter ies .  But  I  re jected that
fata l i sm,  swal lowed back up the  blood and chose  res ignation.

Later ,  he  comes into the  room after  I ’ve  fa l len as leep and
removes  my headphones .  Al l  night ,  we l ie  together ,  l i s tening
as  the  raindrops  grow further  apart .

PETRICHOR
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And I  wanted to  say
that  i f
(when we met)
I ’d  la in
at  the  bottom
of an empty sea
I ’d  be  f loat ing
on the  foam
by now.

YOU CRIED WHEN I TOLD YOU I 'D LOVED YOU
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I ’ve  made my peace  with choices .
Except  when I  think of  that  state ly  farmhouse ,
the  one where  you sa id we wi l l  s i t  in  the  garden drinking tea
unti l  our  hands  are  l ike  the  g lass  surface  of  a  pond 
feathered by wind.

And then i t  a l l  comes  back to  me
(in a  rush of  memory so  acute  i t  winds  me) :
that  autumn,  your  dark hair  in  candle l ight ,
the  way I  cupped my mouth to  hide  my laugh,
and how your hand twitched 
as  i f  to  touch my back
—an inst inct ive  movement ,
a  mascul ine  ref lex  of  protect ion 
and possess ion
(oh God loving you was  as  easy  as  a  ref lex)—
but you restrained yoursel f ,
as  i f  remembering 
the  unspoken,  unacknowledged yearning 
between us .   

I  fe l t  the  ghost  of  i t  long after ,
on the  smal l  of  my back,
that  spot  that  sometimes  st i l l  hurts  when I ’m up at  night
(worrying about  money and that  I  dr ink too much)—
the same spot  my s i ster  had operated on last  summer
after  betrayal  bloomed as  pain in  the  lumbar spine
and we thought  she  might  die  in  a  hospita l  room 
in Puerto Rico
(remember I  told you the  story ,  and cr ied?
And later ,  you remembered to  ask how she was?)—
and where ,  even now,
as  I  l ie  awake in  this  skeleton apartment  
in  this  foreign c ity  by the  sea
l i stening to  the  brass  blare  at  the  bar  downstairs
and the  gentle  breathing of  another  man,
the  pain st i l l  s i t s ,  pat ient ,
s lotted between where  bone meets  muscle  meets  te lephone wire
as  i f  wait ing in  a  garden 
for  someone who wil l  never  come.
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FLASH FLOOD

Love moved through me l ike  a  summer
rain,  hot  and quick,
but  I  was  hard from years  of  drought
and the  water  f i l led me and I  drowned.

I  no longer  wish for  summer,
for  cracks  that  form in rock
and cut  l ike  scratches  down the back.
I  no longer  wish for  ra in .  

I  want  only  to  l ie  at  the  bottom of  the  canyon,
my body mapped with suffer ing and spices
and no regret .  

We are  prepping Christmas  dinner
when he teaches  me how to peel  shal lots .
Like  th i s ,  he  says ,  p lacing his  palm over  mine .
The outer  layer  comes  o f f  f i r s t ;
the  protec t ive  she l l .

I t  has  two hemispheres ,  I  say
as  my f ingers  fee l  between
the narrow hinge .
Like  the  bra in .
Or the  lungs ,  he  agrees .
Me:  Or the  heart .  

The knife  cuts  into milky f lesh ,
separat ing the  c loves ,  
and I  a lmost  pul l  away .
Instead,  I  let  his  s teady hand 
show me how to husk the  shel l
to  reveal  the  beat ing organ
underneath .  

THE HEART HAS TWO CHAMBERS
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charting new waters, for guiding me through buying my first film camera,
and for supporting me in absconding on several solo "staycations" to write

and take hundreds of nudes;

Jaime Lusher & Dorien Van Den Bergh, for the use of your beautiful
apartments for location shooting;

Meabh Savage, for reading so many early drafts of these poems;

Belén Corcuera, for giving me idea of making a zine in the first place;

Alena Chavez, for the invaluable advice on navigating nonmonogamy;

& Nora Gutdeutsch, for being my sweetest cheerleader and literal
inspiration in all matters of the heart

The end

A zine by 
Amelia Furlong
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