
i love you to the moon & 
 
not back, let’s not come back, let’s go by the speed of  
queer zest & stay up  
there & get ourselves a little  
moon cottage (so pretty), then start a moon garden  
 
with lots of moon veggies (so healthy), i mean  
i was already moonlighting  
as an online moonologist  
most weekends, so this is the immensely  
 
logical next step, are you  
packing your bags yet, don’t forget your  
sailor moon jean jacket, let’s wear  
our sailor moon jean jackets while twirling in that lighter, 
 
queerer moon gravity, let’s love each other  
(so good) on the moon, let’s love  
the moon         
on the moon 
 
       CHEN CHEN 
 
  



Recreation 
 
Coming together    
it is easier to work    
after our bodies    
meet 
paper and pen 
neither care nor profit 
whether we write or not 
but as your body moves 
under my hands    
charged and waiting    
we cut the leash 
you create me against your thighs    
hilly with images 
moving through our word countries    
my body 
writes into your flesh 
the poem 
you make of me. 
 
Touching you I catch midnight    
as moon fires set in my throat    
I love you flesh into blossom    
I made you 
and take you made 
into me. 
 
       Audre Lorde 
 
 
  



Having a Coke with You 
 
is even more fun than going to San Sebastian, Irún, Hendaye, Biarritz, Bayonne 
or being sick to my stomach on the Travesera de Gracia in Barcelona 
partly because in your orange shirt you look like a better happier St. Sebastian 
partly because of my love for you, partly because of your love for yoghurt 
partly because of the fluorescent orange tulips around the birches 
partly because of the secrecy our smiles take on before people and statuary 
it is hard to believe when I’m with you that there can be anything as still 
as solemn as unpleasantly definitive as statuary when right in front of it 
in the warm New York 4 o’clock light we are drifting back and forth 
between each other like a tree breathing through its spectacles 

and the portrait show seems to have no faces in it at all, just paint 
you suddenly wonder why in the world anyone ever did them 
                                                                                                              I look 
at you and I would rather look at you than all the portraits in the world 
except possibly for the Polish Rider occasionally and anyway it’s in the Frick 
which thank heavens you haven’t gone to yet so we can go together for the first time 
and the fact that you move so beautifully more or less takes care of Futurism 
just as at home I never think of the Nude Descending a Staircase or 
at a rehearsal a single drawing of Leonardo or Michelangelo that used to wow me 
and what good does all the research of the Impressionists do them 
when they never got the right person to stand near the tree when the sun sank 
or for that matter Marino Marini when he didn’t pick the rider as carefully 
as the horse 
                               it seems they were all cheated of some marvelous experience 
which is not going to go wasted on me which is why I’m telling you about it 

        Frank O’Hara  
 
 
  



The Bull 
 
He stood alone in the backyard, so dark 
the night purpled around him. 
I had no choice. I opened the door 
& stepped out. Wind 
in the branches. He watched me with kerosene 
-blue eyes. What do you want? I asked, forgetting I had 
no language. He kept breathing, 
to stay alive. I was a boy— 
which meant I was a murderer 
of my childhood. & like all murderers, my god 
was stillness. My god, he was still 
there. Like something prayed for 
by a man with no mouth. The green-blue lamp 
swirled in its socket. I didn’t 
want him. I didn’t want him to 
be beautiful—but needing beauty 
to be more than hurt gentle 
enough to hold, I 
reached for him. I reached—not the bull— 
but the depths. Not an answer but 
an entrance the shape of 
an animal. Like me. 
 
       Ocean Vuong   



Valentine  
 
Not a red rose or a satin heart. 
 
I give you an onion. 
It is a moon wrapped in brown paper. 
It promises light 
like the careful undressing of love. 
 
Here. 
It will blind you with tears 
like a lover. 
It will make your reflection 
a wobbling photo of grief. 
 
I am trying to be truthful. 
 
Not a cute card or a kissogram. 
 
I give you an onion. 
Its fierce kiss will stay on your lips, 
possessive and faithful 
as we are, 
for as long as we are. 
 
Take it. 
Its platinum loops shrink to a wedding ring, 
if you like. 
Lethal. 
Its scent will cling to your fingers, 
cling to your knife. 
 
       Carol Ann Duffy  
 


