
 
 

Phase 
 

hi, i’m  b l a n k, 
i’ve got an instagram 

and post my poetry there. 
some are good 

but some are pretty bad 
to the point where 

I immediately delete a post 
when getting a new friend request. 

 
by the way, 

i have around 90 friends, 
or, 

do I call them followers? 
why followers? 

why not friends? 
following me, 

ghosting, silent. as if i’m their prey. 
 

buzz buzz 
i just got a new like 

from a user with a name i 
cannot pronounce. 

my phone vibrates as 
i receive a direct message. 

 
“what’s that queer shit?” 

1:56 p.m. 
 

“why is ‘feminist’ in your bio? aren’t you a dude?” 
11:35 p.m. 

 
messages like that are 

just 
so 

rude. 
but with one swipe, 

poof, 
they’re gone. 

but i can’t     s  w    i     p       e     away 
those constant thoughts that 

linger, 
on and on. 

on and on again, 
playing over 

like that video 
on my feed i just watched 

five minutes ago. 
 

a phase of anger is once again 
l 
a 
y 
e 



r 
e 
d 

over thin pieces of hope. 
this wasn’t the 

first time 
i had been shamed of doing 

something that 
I believed 

was normal. 
why am i constantly in this 

 

Phase, verb: to carry out (something) in gradual stages. 

 
i was 13 when the boys overheard 

me say that i didn’t like to play football. 
rumours replaced the astroturf of the field 

i seamlessly stepped on. 
they surrounded 

me in 
silent whispers. 

their tongues 
 s 
   l 
    i 
 t 

   h 
    e 
  r 
 i 

  n 
    g 

in unison as i stepped 
into light. a friend told me 

one 
of the names they called me. 

it was 
 

Phase, noun: a genetic or seasonal variety of an animal's coloration. 
 

at 15 
i had shed 

my old skin 
and became anew. 
it was at this point 

i  
had my first 

crush 
on someone 

of the 
same 
sex. 

why do they call it a 
crush? 

maybe because 



it really does 

crush 

you, 
especially when i found out 

he was straight. 
his name 

was 
 

Phase, noun: a distinct period or stage in a process of change. 

 
i came out 

to my parents 
at 18, 

and told them 
i 

am 
bisexual. 

even at this age 
i am still perceived 

as another confused child 
in their eyes 

and their weapon 
of religion 
was to be 

forced 
down 

my throat once more  
so i could, again, 

conform to the norm. 
they then proceeded to tell me that 

it was just a 
 

Phase, verb: each of the aspects of the moon regarding its illumination. 

 
 

27 days and 
the moon has orbited 

the earth. 
in 27 days 

the moon shows us 
every part of it, 

illuminated, 
without shame. 

but it takes 
one 

comment 
to cause me to feel 

shameful about 
my 

 

Phase, verb: to illuminate a particular area. 

 
how do i shed light on what 

i believe in if 
those around me constantly 

feel 



the 
need 

to hide it away 
back into darkness 
as if it is something 

shameful. 
 

i am in a phase of 
constant 

frustration 
regarding the fact that 

my love is like 
an eclipse; 
it is to be 

presented in 
someone else’s shadow 

because it 
deserves 

to be hidden 
for it shines too painfully bright 

for those who notice it. 
 

i am sorry 
that they would rather 

live a life 
shadowed in darkness 

then to let 
us 

love the light we desperately keep 
tucked 

within the gilded cages of our 
r i b s. 

learn to love 
not only our crescent, 

but our full moon. 
 

i am not sorry about my  
 

Phase. 
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