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I Read that to love someone long term is 
to attend a thousand funerals of the 
people they used to be 

 By Caroline Earleywine (she/her)


Here lies the long-haired girl at the dive bar

playing beer pong on the night we met, the one

 

who crawled into bed with me when I was sick, blamed

food poisoning instead of me as she knelt by the toilet

 

the next day. Here lies our rose-colored-glasses, our fear

of honesty. Here lies the time she taught me to cook,

 

my inexperience endearing, her guidance, welcomed.

The sliced sweet potatoes in the pan, the way they looked

 

like carrots but weren’t. Here lies the night she pressed me

me against my car and kissed me and a man walked by

 

and leered at us, but she shielded me with her body

and I’d never felt more safe. Here lies the woman

 

they were, the night they shaved their head and then

helped me shave part of mine, our bodies covered

 

with tiny hairs, parts of us we shed like snakeskin.

Their new pronouns, new label—here lies my fear

 

that our love couldn't survive such a change.

Here lies the day they ran through

 

a field at my mother’s and it took them twenty

damn times to fly the kite, but they never gave up— 

 

adjusted the strings and their run and kept going

until it flew. Here lies my doubt. Here lies

 

the first love poem, a seed that keeps sprouting

into something new. Here lies every choice that led us

 

here. All the selves we were,

and all those that have yet to bloom. 


Prompt:


Who are the people you used to be? What 
would it look like to honor each of the lives 
you’ve lived that brought you to this one? 
Throw a funeral for all those past selves, 
listing off some of those different versions. 
You may also consider doing this exercise 
about a relationship you have, romantic or 
otherwise. Who are all the people you’ve 
been together? 







The Only out girl at my high school 

 By Caroline Earleywine (she/her)


wore a lot of black. Her pants

were wide and bedazzled

 

with chains. She had a lip ring.

Wore a rainbow of bracelets

 

stacked to her elbow. I remember her

walking down the hall with two girls,

 

and I wondered if one was her love.

I wondered if it was lonely, being a stereo

 

of pride, bass booming, intimidating

and loud and all of the things girls weren’t

 

supposed to be in that small Arkansas town

where kids debated over religion between classes,

 

said women are supposed to be silent

and gay people were going to hell.

 

My parents told me to take a walk,

not a stand, and I mostly listened.

 

Slow danced at prom

with my own shadow. My face,

 

a bouquet of scarlet anytime

my name was called in class.

 

I was a violin with the strings

plucked out, a symphony

 

of silence, exactly who

I was taught to be.

 
She was her own marching

band, parading down the halls

 

and even the religious ones

respected her. Liked her taste

 

in music. I once sat with her

on an empty stage after play practice

 

and watched her go through a playlist

on her laptop. I don’t remember

 

the songs, but I remember we laughed.

I remember the way I felt

 

awkward, but also excited. How I paid

attention. Like I was hearing an overture,

 

collecting the melodies

so someday 

 

I could sing them. 

Prompt:


Who is someone from your past that you 
admired from afar, who gave you a glimpse 
of someone you would like to be? What are 
the melodies you saved up in hopes of 
getting a chance to sing them someday? 




prayer 

 By Caroline Earleywine (she/her)

 
After Nicole Homer


  

God of planning. God of 2.5 children smiling in the perfect 

Christmas cards, photos strewn across the fridge like string 

lights. God of white dresses and white picket fences. 

The two car garage. The football games. God of gender 

reveals, of balloon arches and frosting. God of pink 

and blue. God of uncomfortable family reunions. 

God of pronouns. God of avoiding them. God of changing 

them. God of change. God of me proposing, but taking 

your name. God of balance, of losing balance, of finding it 

again. God of labels: wife, lesbian, nonbinary, queer, family 

values. God of family. Ours. God of ours. God of never 

stepping foot in a church. God of we are our own church. 

God of we are our own. God of our Christmas card, 

just the two of us, our only children the dogs. 

God of we are enough. God of let us gay up 

your fridge. God of let’s stop trying to fit 

inside any box but this. 


Prompt:


Think about a place that has made you 
feel othered or like you didn’t belong. 
Write a new version of the space where 
you reclaim it. 




WARNING: PREPARE TO MEET GOD 

By Brody Parrish Craig (they/them)


At the local gas station, billboard charts

our resurrection—we come to this clutch

of gravel moving toward a selfie in the night

& flash & click of tongue to roof of mouth,

we prepare to meet god at the gas station

 
so sacred, saved, this closing town of sky

just like an ashtray—this tiny ember of a god

beneath our breath, between our steps.

 
another year held up into the mirror

without pills revolver, violent numb,

no flask or flash of bender in our knees & necks.

 
Eyes open wide. We have arrived. 

& eye-struck by the message, 

 
all the queer kids come in droves 

for churro bites & blessings by the highway—

they take each other’s pictures 
with the billboard’s warning signs.  
 
county lines crossed, dressed to nine lives,

we are prepared to meet our god. 

 
word on the street is this: 

we’re taking back the city’s offer.

 
who needs a crucifix when you can have it all.

 
to meet our god, we laugh out loud,

don’t cover our lips with our hands. 

 
each photo-op a song to break the silence.

each open jaw a crackle in the dark.


Prompt:


Write a poem inspired by/titled after an 
advertisement, billboard, or street sign 
that reclaims or subverts its  message. 
 

a love affair with they/them/theirs

By Brody Parrish Craig (they/them)


They mouth poems. They eat raspberries. They dance in the kitchen to a nostalgic video on loop. They watch their 
favorite anime in their shared two bedroom apartment. They hold cats and asterisks. They kiss them on their lips & 
they kiss them on their lips back. They blooms & blooms. They write love letters to them & they, occasionally, will 
too write back. They are unconcerned with distinguishing who’s who or definitions. They aren’t finite energy: they 
moves, a fluctuation. Along their back, they curve their fingers, tracing spines and rivers there. Along their fingers, 
senses pulse, a pattern in their skin cells. They flux through their life for years—through Instagram, through phone 
calls, texts. Their first date was a Skype call where they watched them play with their cat, and they played with their 
cat too. The way they each dangled the string was love at first sight for both of them. Both of them are their own 
truth, their own self, their own beauty. They complement each other beautifully. They compliment their eyes. They 
compliment their ass. They compliment their smiles. They kiss under the moonlight and the moon lights on their 
lips.


Prompt:


Write a poem that includes your 
pronouns in the title in some way. 
Explore gender euphoria, self love, joy, 
or anything/everything between.







how glitter was invented

By Brody Parrish Craig (they/them)


when I spit, I spell confetti 
in my cursive	 mirror house 
 
everything I touch after the storm, 
it shines & stays for weeks.  
 
You can never get me off 
your floor. I’m sweeping off your feet 
 
another asterisk 
leaned up against some heaven’s  

afterhours sign. 
a 90s skydancer, 
 
see, I have broke a beacon from the sun 
to see you shimmer on past afternoon. 
 
reflective tape along the binder’s dresser. 
I smell a sequin in this skinny dark. 
 
a puckered lip to stall door marks the page  
of revelation: in the Walmart,  
 
I broke the shine 
right off your wrist watch 


 
& I flexed the face. 
I found a lake bed’s shimmer 


 
in its silver. Ripped it off. 
a disco balled fist opening


 
to shrapnel when I dance or pray. 
glitter never leaves—


 
There is no curfew for these hands


Prompt:


Write an “angry queer” poem, 
whatever that means for you!




her

By Kai Coggin (she/her)


I might’ve been ten

when I realized

the magnets inside me

were spinning toward her

whoever her was

she

was my everything

my longing to be close

my ache to be seen

my dream to be kissed by

touched by

missed by

her

whoever her was

she

was my love

and I could not help

but be enamored


the feelings

did not die down

they grew into silent flowers in my chest

until a meadow sprung from my mouth when I spoke

until petals only saying

she loves me she loves me she loves me

spilled from my lips and became my words

at that age

I did not have the word gay

did not have the word lesbian

the word queer just this fear

to explain my frame of reference

around my undeniable attraction to

her.


There was always a her

through the years of my youth

a too-far face

I could fix my eyes and heart upon

like a star guiding me out of my blackhole secret

never close enough to touch

never close enough to whisper

never close enough to be real in my arms

I was taught those fires would burn me forever

and sin was named after a woman

but

I wanted her skin

on my mouth

so much.


The first time I kissed a girl at 17

I might have been a fault line the way I trembled

the way the earth moved all around our fresh young 
bodies

I remember her wild curls

falling across my face

the way she laughed the taste of her yes

the ceiling fan

spinning rings over our heads

and I may have never returned to earth that day

the way she sent me hovering into the atmosphere

with only the fear that this moment might not be real


and these kisses 

and her cheek and her neck and her shoulder

and her

	 and her

	 	 and her

moving up so close

to the wild magnet of me

might just be a fleeting dream

but it wasn’t a dream

it was


	 love


	 	 real 	 love

my first 	love


and her name stays with me

folded into my skin

and I can remember her in poems

and be right there again

two budding young flowers

opening to each others fingers

how the memories linger after 20 years

she is married now 
to a man

has two beautiful children

we don’t speak

and I like 

to think

it is because

there is still a part of her

that remembers

how I trembled

and to no fault of hers

or mine

love sometimes

makes strangers out of lovers


but I can write her into a poem

and thank her


always


for being

real.


Prompt:


Think about your first kiss, or your first 
love. Write a poem remembering that 
moment, or that time in your life. 
Describe a memory or scene with that 
person using sensory details. From a 
place of tenderness, thank that person. 




lesbian flower

By Kai Coggin (she/her)


(for Sappho) 


Our hillside is blooming pale purple and blue this morning, 

lush with a rush of color after the rains, soft heart-shaped

leaves, pushing up through soil and splaying themselves open

across the meadow, vulnerable, fresh, saying I am love itself.  


Newly sprung springtime is unfolding and I bend at the waist 

into the lushness, don’t waste a moment fretting about guessing 

the names of these wild flowering things—the naturalist in me

needs their true botanical handles. I zoom in with my plant ID app

and snap to reveal the common blue violet, Viola sororia, also known as

lesbian flower—what perfection, what queer botany, what synchronistic bliss 

that this wildflower kissing by the thousands the whole of our hillside is called 

the lesbian flower, violet, purplish blue sky dropped down to the earth

spreading here at home with supple hearts underfoot. The violet’s nectar says the app

is jarred loose by butterflies and bees who must burrow deep inside 

the flower to reach its sweetness… lesbian flower	  burrow deep, shake 

me loose, nectar-sweet blooms all along our wild valley, our hills and curves.


From the isle of Lesbos, Sappho speaks in her Ode to Aphrodite—

	 Many crowns of violets, roses and crocuses…  

	 many scented wreaths made from blossoms around your soft throat… 

	 with pure, sweet oil… you anointed me, and on a soft, gentle bed…

	 you quenched your desire… no holy site… we left uncovered, no grove…


This trove of lesbian love language, 10,000 lines of lyrics, burned by men

who could never love with such softness. Only 650 fragments remain

yet here on our hillside, my lover and I walk barefoot in the after-wet rain, 

crush violets, their edible petals and heart-shaped leaves, stepping toward

each other’s heart-shaped hearts and heart-shaped hands, lips and tongues, 

burrow deep for the nectar, edible flowers, lesbian flower, common blue violet,

fragments burned into seeds over millennia blooming here, purpling blue free and wild, 

10,000 lines of lyrics open and blushing lush wet petals, garlands and wreaths of violets, 

laurels of violets, laureate of lesbian flowers—I sing my un-fragmented un-singed song

to the poet who gave us her language of softness	 throat neck lips hips thighs

strummed on her lyre the music that pulses pulses pulses perennial 

through time and blooms blue here this morning,

my lover and I wet 

with rain.


Prompt:


Think of your favorite flower, plant, or tree and 
look up the scientific or other names of that 
species. Just as Kai discovered the common blue 
violet is also called the lesbian flower and the 
history of Sappho is tied to it, try to discover the 
symbolism and history of your special flower, 
plant, or tree. Write a poem that weaves that 
symbolism into your identity. Or write a poem as 
that flower, plant, or tree—from its point of view. 




Things I love about this generation of queer Kids 

By Kai Coggin (she/her)


I love their courage. 	 

I love their refusal of closets.

I love their chosen names.  

I love their use of the singular they pronoun.

I love their blurring of binaries.

I love their honesty.

I love that they go to therapy 

	 and work to heal themselves like we never did.

I love their healing, 

	 how it somehow heals backwards through generations. 

I love that they set boundaries and choose families. 

I love their hairstyles and hair color, how they change like mood rings. 

I love the pride they wear on their backpacks, 

	 their scrunchies, their clothes, their pins, their eyelids. 

I love their fierce goodwill thrift-store outfits. 

I love that they are not afraid to love each other. 

I love their tenderness and vulnerability.

I love their empathy, how deeply they feel.


I love their freedom—

	 the freedom that my generation wished for,

	 	 the freedom that our queer elders and gay trailblazers dreamed up

	 	 	 in the quiet temptations of generations 	 	 	 

	 	 	 in the isolation of closets and shadow 	 

	 	 	 in the Black trans women led riots of stonewall

	 	 	 in the breaking apart of families

	 	 	 in the death beds of AIDS lovers

	 	 	 in the bright bold colors of the pride flag

	 	 in the kisses, mouth to mouth, man to man, woman to woman,

	 in the revolutions in film, poetry, art, music that named us real.

These movements line the path with scattered rainbow flowers 

for this generation of queer kids to follow into their hopeful futures. 

I love their hopeful futures, thinking of them grown up 

and how the world will be better just because they are living in it. 


I love their inability to be brought down by the outdated thinking of adults.

I love their inclusion and sensitivity. 

I love their passion, their protest, their fight, 

I love their loud brave voices demanding what’s right. 

I love that they are the fruits of so many trees,

	 and that in each of their eyes, I see a little piece of me. 


Prompt:


Write a list poem about something or someone 
you LOVE. Maybe it is a season, an animal, a 
certain food, a family member, a friend. Start 
every line with “I love” and pour a lot of JOY 
into this poem. It should make you smile by the 
end of your writing. 




LGBTQ+ Poetics: 

Ancestors and other living 

poets to discover


Audre Lorde
 James Baldwin
 Sappho
 Walt Whitman
 Leslie Feinberg & Minnie Bruce Pratt


Langston Hughes
 Natalie Diaz
 Nikky Finney
 Richard Blanco
 Jessica Jacobs & Nickole Brown


Jericho Brown
 Fatimah Asghar
 June Jordan
 Ellen Bass


Shira Erlichman
 Angel Nafis
JP Howard
Caridad Moro-Gronlier
Hieu Minh Nguyen


Eileen Myles


Megan Falley
 Alok Vaid-Menon
 Cam Awkward Rich
 Mary Oliver
Andrea Gibson




LGBTQ+ Poetics: 
Writing the Rainbow


more poetry prompts


1. Write a poem about Joy or Hope or Love. 

2. Write a poem about a time that you helped someone, or someone helped you. 

3. Write a love poem to your younger self or write a love poem to yourself AS YOU ARE NOW. 

4. Write a poem/story about yourself 2o years from now, and see all your wildest dreams coming true. what are those 

dreams? What does your ideal happy life looks like? Really share the details. 

5. Write a persona poem from the perspective of a closet, a house, a door, a window, or a weather pattern. 

6. Write a poem about telling a secret or keeping a secret.

7. Write a poem about judging, prejudice, stereotypes, or biases.

8. Write a poem about your family and/or your chosen family.  

9. Write a poem about your spirit animal, or about an animal in your life who you love.  

10. Write a poem about a time you felt seen as your whole self. 

11. Write a poem/letter of thanks to someone you have been meaning to thank. 

12. Write a poem/letter addressed to someone you know is having a hard time. 

13. Write a poem about someone or something you misunderstood, that you now see differently. 

14. Write a poem about a special time you had in nature, or compare yourself to something wild and growing.

15. Write a poem about a social justice issue that matters to you. Intersectionality means no one is left out. 

16. Write about your special gift that only YOU have, that you can give to humanity. 

17. Write whatever you have on your heart today. ❤ 


This is just a first draft of your writing, a start, a beginning. Do not worry if you don’t 
finish. These poems and prompts are yours. Pride & Poetry at Paper Hearts is a SAFE SPACE. 

You will have time to share if you want to! 


