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Nelle Nelle

Erin Adair-Hodges

Cleo

We’d go to Juarez to dance, black light cooing my skin electric
as if  invented to love me. All my old selves mewled 
in their corner cribs, nursed on dust, unready for the dawn 
of  such bright. I gave myself  a new name, tongued it

into strangers’ mouths so they’d know the right me
to miss. I lioned. Ate what my day self  feared. 
I was Cleo and I was not afraid of  karaoke. 
Cleo, no blue-mouthed virgin certain

she could worry her way into heaven. 
Cleo in a leotard speaking Spanish in an Irish accent, Cleo queering 
in that word’s pre-verb, Cleo the gypsum dunes
and the bomb they swallow up. Funny—

I am her mother now, though I sometimes
still get her mail. I’ve curfewed her
but my body’s made of  windows, lost boys pawing
at the seams. I drink my tea and sleep so hard

it’s impossible to know what she’s done,
what pleasures she’ll bring home to hang on my bones.
I don’t know what is a memory 
and what is me wanting something dark into life.  

Diamond Forde

Black Girl Goes on Vacation  
to Orange Beach

“[our forefathers and foremothers] too believed that the sea was 

the beginning and end of  all things, the road to freedom and the 

entrance to Guinin,” 

—Edwidge Danticat 

On the beachside, beer bottles glitter like tombstones
in the sand, a man roots his thumb into coastline 
whiter than a waking dream—the ocean yawns. I peer 
into her long, jade throat. The man finds a sand flea, 
holds it for me to see its shell: bullet-round and 
ivory as teeth. He chucks it in his bucket, 
mausoleum for the dead he’s already caught. 
A surfboard spanks the ocean’s thigh. She lows with joy. 
She has seen enough of  death to barely flutter 
her lashes, while somewhere beneath her lacy skirts 
a legacy of  lost bones: waving phalanges, 
femurs rooted as trees, sternums clasped on the beat 
of  the ocean’s mothering heart. Sand fleas are not 
fleas, instead, crabs spit into the wet band of  sand 
near the shore to return later by the mercy 
of  a cold, silver hook. Casket and cradle, 
the ocean crosses her legs and waits. We come back 
in time. The man claps his hand around another 
crab. Without looking the distance has grown between 
us, so much, he seems a specter rubied with sun. 
I step into the water, the ocean kisses
my calves, my knees, cradles my brown, familiar feet, 
then lifts the whole beach out from beneath me, as if  
she might carry me everywhere, anywhere I ask, even home.
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