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Monica Kim 
 

what if I said yes: a queer multiverse 

 
 
 
 
Monica Kim is a recent graduate from the University of Michigan with a B.A. in English. She has been published in The 
Michigan Quarterly Review Online, Stirring, Thimble Magazine, and Okay Donkey. Originally born in Seoul, South Korea, she 
has resided in New Jersey for most of her life. 
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Kayla Krut 
 

An Argument: 
 

 
See, this is what I hate, you get emotional, I get 
emotional, we cannot talk. Energetically 
we had been brewing this half a year in I don’t 
know what hierarchy, his fury, his terror, 
my horror, my rage. It’s incredible we made it so long 
without getting into this. Really, I said. My eyeballs burned 
like after a long bout of crying or a day spent in the sun. 
We did not move at all, lips notwithstanding, 
his breathing chopped the air up short and rough 
while mine slowed to a dead-and-killing calm. 
So still we complemented. And still we 
resembled each other, letting the old air out. 
My arms look more like his than other women, 
the green veins streaking the inner wrist, 
blue ones shrewdly crowding the top of our hand. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kayla Krut is a California writer. She received an Academy of American Poets prize during her MFA at the University of 
Michigan, and she has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize. She is currently working on a PhD on literature and 
mystical transformation at UC Santa Cruz. Read more and/or reach out at www.kaylakrut.wordpress.com.   
 

http://www.kaylakrut.wordpress.com/
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Leijia Hanrahan 
 

Huehuetenango and Questionable Latitude 
 

drinking dust after a man on a bus told me not to. most of the highway was  

the gravel of his insistence, or his accent. you can still smell the border here,  

you can still read novelty t-shirts in english, you can still turn around. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Leijia Hanrahan is a writer and translator in New York City. Her work has appeared in Parentheses Journal, Failed 
Architecture, World Footprints, and elsewhere. She lives with a cat named Mack the Knife. 
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Joan Kwon Glass 
 

Dear Whitney, On Your 57th Birthday 
 

Ain’t it shocking what love can do? 
So Emotional, Whitney Houston 

 
I am driving south at rush hour along New Haven’s Long Wharf,  
listening to your song “So Emotional.”   It’s one of my favorites.  
Today you would have been 57 years old. 
 
Oil refineries and car engines fill the sky with their smog and filth.   
Overheated commuters stare straight ahead.  The bridge beneath us undulates.   
A noxious film clings to everything.  Did you have a premonition  
 
that your daughter would die so young and in the same manner as you?   
Did you ever wish that you loved her less, so that when your love was not  
enough to save her, it wouldn’t be so shocking?   
 
Down by the water, four women hold hands and bow their heads in prayer. 
In the 1400s, a group of prisoners was called a pity.   
There is no name for a group of women praying.   
 
Lately, in these last weeks of summer, I feel less like dancing in a field  
of fireflies, less like gathering them in a glass jar to marvel at their magic, 
and more like climbing inside the jar myself, waiting for their lights  
 
to go dark in the night field one last time, so I can stop keeping watch. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Joan Kwon Glass is a biracial Korean American who grew up in Seoul, South Korea and in Michigan.  She now lives 
near New Haven, CT.   Her poems have recently been published or are upcoming in Rust & Moth, Rattle, SWWIM, Rogue 
Agent, South Florida Poetry Journal, Persephone’s Daughters, West Trestle Review, Wondrous Real and others. Her poem 
“Cartouche,” was nominated for a Pushcart Prize.  She tweets @joanpglass and you may read her previously 
published work at www.joankwonglass.com. 

https://twitter.com/joanpglass
http://www.joankwonglass.com/
http://www.joankwonglass.com/
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Sarah Law 
 

Love Letters 
 

I will write them with my breath; 
'O's like smoke rings – kisses to the sky –  
 
exhaled syllables, sparkling droplets 
cast from the self's collar, flying up  
 
to their evaporative heaven. I will harness 
the gush of my blood to the task,  
 
it comes from the heart, after all; I will write  
in rhythm as my fingers tap the pane, 
 
a Morse code, subliminal, sublunary; I 
have set a mystery in vinegar; although 
 
I know there is only one thing to be written 
over and over and over again –  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Sarah Law lives in London and is a tutor for the Open University and elsewhere. Publications include the Poetry Book 
Society recommended pamphlet My Converted Father (Broken Sleep, 2018) and the 2020 collection Thérèse: 
Poems (Paraclete Press). She edits the online Amethyst Review for new writing engaging with the sacred.  
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Lauren Mallett 
 

Paisley with Acanthus and Flower Lashings 
 

            Lush as they are,  

none conveys the threading oars  

of my thumbs   

over this scarf, its aggregate salmon,  

its twill and brocade,  

intertwining and pilled medallions,   

the lines I mark  

xxx as placeholder. Of myself I mean  

to add here.  

Of this cloth when asked what’s it to you   

I answer in  

splotches, of the utmost, staccato evasion,   

seeking   

arrangements for the flush blooming across   

my collarbones,  

nerves susceptible as willowy fern tips,   

these noncircular   

curves, flyshuttle, eyelet, each crossing   

of warp and weft,   

each thread accounted for, the tangles   

concealed   

by the drape of my neck, I won’t be the last  

to hide all  

my fringes are woven and tufted,   

yolked   

and selvage to selvage tied.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lauren Mallett’s poems appear in RHINO, Salamander, Fugue, Sou'wester, Passages North, and other journals. She lives on 
the Oregon coast. Read more at www.laurenmallett.com.  

http://www.laurenmallett.com/
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Lauren Mallett 
 

Parable with Prana 
 

 
Self gets electric with ballast 
Self gets miniature with bonsai 
Self gets confounded with interest 
 
Self unselects their eyes buries 
their head in a sweat-wicking towel 
 
so Self’s eyes need watering 
so Self gets someone else 
 
Else gets a sprouted can 
Else feeds Self the sprouts 
 
We contain the prana of what 
We could become They said 
 
I see said the eyes and They 
looked ahead though They 
didn’t know exactly for what 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Lauren Mallett’s poems appear in RHINO, Salamander, Fugue, Sou'wester, Passages North, and other journals. She lives on 
the Oregon coast. Read more at www.laurenmallett.com.  

http://www.laurenmallett.com/


10 

Catherine Weiss 
 

grow (in lbs) 
 

0 

5 first sunlight and screaming tiny  
10 fists then milk warm summer 

15 light familiar skin sleep arm  
20 creases so much milk muscular  
25 cheeks at some point banana 

30 at some point cheerios pink  
35 striped pajamas I see there  
40 are bugs in the lawn 

45 sometimes slugs on the driveway 

50 I am dressed for the  
55 very first day of school  
60 purple lunchbox colored pencils monarch  
65 butterflies scholastic bookfairs snowsuits invariably  
70 firetruck red zipping up the  
75 front read on the floor  
80 of the public library best  
85 friends move away hot lunch  
90 pizza cold lunch sandwich thick  
95 slices of cheddar on white  
100 with turkey pepperidge farm cookies 

105 the first time I hear  
110 a doctor mention my BMI 
115 I am asked to play  
120 soccer change clothes in the  
125 public restroom stall before tennis  
130 lessons lift my shirt to  
135 look in the mirror sideways 

140 frontwise I dream of a  
145 sweet boyfriend and start running 

150 high school classes I fall  
155 in love with a muffin 

160 every day of freshman year  
165 that fresh lemon poppyseed warm  
170 yellow cake flesh throw up 

175 I'm a bad kid with 

180 a good muffin I learn 

185 how to conduct my self 
190 hate quietly off at college 

195 I can still shop straight  
200 sizes I say that's it 

205 I won't be big anymore 

210 bipolar lamictal abilify mcdonalds breakfast 

215 rum and coke then screwdrivers 

220 macaroni and cheese steak quesadillas 
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225 purge the recession meets me  
230 on the other side of  
235 graduation unpaid internships i quit 

240 purging so I can stop 

245 going to group therapy  
250 I am asked not to  
255 order the chocolate cake at  
260 a restaurant but I do  
265 it anyway so my boyfriend  
270 breaks up with me because 

275 I disgust him his words  
280 depression lethargy acquisition of a  
285 second dog autumn hospital lithium 

290 learn how to dress cute  
295 for my size stood up  
300 for a date at the  
305 co-op café deep breaths out 

310 becoming a poet the final  
315 new boyfriend french fries french  
320 fries and love ice cream 

325 ice cream and love one  
330 percent milk and crispix and  
335 love love love I have  
340 grown so many good things 

345 in this life but loving  
350 this body is still hard 

355 sometimes I hold my belly  
360 and I can almost say  
365 nice words she is soft 

370 and perfect I can almost 

375 say perfect and mean it 

380 this morning I surpassed what 

385 the scale could weigh of  
390 course I'm still ashamed of 
395 course of course but there 

400 might be even more beyond 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Catherine Weiss is a poet and artist from Maine. Their poetry has been published in Tinderbox, Up the Staircase 
Quarterly, petrichor, Counterclock, Noble/Gas Quarterly, The Mantle, The Shore, and elsewhere.  Catherine’s manuscript 
“unlove” was selected as a finalist in the 2019 Button Poetry Chapbook Contest. More at catherineweiss.com. 

http://catherineweiss.com/
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Darren C. Demaree 
 

neverwell #9 
 

I cannot 

tell you 

what today 

is. I can 

only tell 
you what 

it is not. 
Follow me 

through 

the small 
& exact 

syllables. 
I pronounce 

them all. 
Not today. 
Not today. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Darren C. Demaree is the author of fourteen poetry collections, most recently “Unfinished Murder Ballads”, (October 
2020, Backlash Press).  He is the recipient of a 2018 Ohio Arts Council Individual Excellence Award, the Louis Bogan 
Award from Trio House Press, and the Nancy Dew Taylor Award from Emrys Journal.  
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Sloan Asakura 
 

Over coffee, with evaporated milk 
 

never met him 
 
but i know my sister has his eyes 
 
i know my mother holds his words 
in her palms each morning 
before she breathes in 
cold sunlight 
and walks out to greet me 
pours our coffee and says, 
Don’t ever take the shortcut for the sure way. 
 
perhaps 
i can hold him too 
if i drink my coffee 
                 with evaporated milk 
if i walk a desert 
if i am hungry 
if i learn every lesson 
and tell every story 
and say only truth 
and know no borders. 
 
my grandmother carries him 
in her lungs 
so when she laughs 
he enters the room, 
savors every joy 
kisses us like sunrise, 
waves to us a goodbye 
like a song. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
Sloan Asakura is a poet and memoirist originally from Los Angeles, now braving the Pacific Northwest. In their 
freetime, Sloan can be found cooking comfort food, collecting papillons, and obsessively cleaning their bathroom. 
Their work has been previously published in Rigorous and Jeopardy Magazine. 
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Submission Guidelines 
 
The Mantle Poetry welcomes poetry submissions from you, no matter who you are or where you live. 
 
Send your odd, poignant, beautiful poems. Send poems you're proud of, whether raw, refined, or 
jagged. 
 
Submissions are read year-round. Issue cut-off dates are as follows: 
 
January 15 for the Winter issue.  
April 15 for the Spring issue. 
July 15 for the Summer issue. 
October 15 for the Autumn issue. 
 
Send up to 5 previously unpublished poems of any style or length in one .doc/.docx/.pdf/.rtf/.odt 
file to themantle.poetry@gmail.com with "submission" somewhere in the subject line. 
 
Include your name and an optional cover letter in the email. A 50-75 word third-person bio will be 
requested in the event we accept your work. 
 
You may submit again after receiving a response. If your work is selected for publication, wait for 
the following issue to pass before submitting again. 
 
Simultaneous submissions are encouraged. If any of your poems get accepted elsewhere before 
you get a response from us, send a reply to the original submission email noting which poem(s) 
you need to withdraw (no worries, and congrats!). 
 
Feel free to query if you haven't received a response after 60 days. 
 
We ask for First Serial Rights. After a poem is published here, the contributor retains all rights. If 
the poem is published anywhere else after, we kindly ask that you credit The Mantle as first 
publisher. 
 
We are a non-paying market. 
 
Thank you so much for reading! The Mantle Poetry is grateful for your support.  
 
 


