CIRCLES
THYME

Elnur

“Okay, so. My dad and I-not Papa, Dad-found this old box of stuff in the attic, and it was
all from when he was a couple of years older than | am now. We were looking through it,
and | found this old, kind of battered looking rainbow bracelet.

“] saw it and thought ‘may as well tell him now’, so | made a joke about how the bracelet
was almost as gay as me, and he laughed a bit-a lot, actually, he found it way funnier
than it was. Then, he asked if I’d like to know how he came to have that bracelet. |
obviously said yes, because he never talks about his ‘youthful years’ much.

“Apparently, when he started dating his first boyfriend, they were both 19, and pretty
new to the concept of being openly queer and proud. It was kind of a rough relationship;
they fought a lot, and both had some pretty serious mental health problems. As Dad
said, they were both ‘young, dumb, and gay’. It wasn’t really working, but a little while
before they broke up, his boyfriend-Jasper, | think he was called-got interested in
jewelry making. So one day, they sat down together to make some bracelets for
themselves and their friends, and, naturally, they made some gay flag bracelets. They
eventually broke up, but Dad kept this bracelet as a reminder of his first experience of
pride.

He said I could have it, as a ‘congratulations, you’re queer!’ present, which is
pretty cool. He also told me to ‘smash those homophobes’, which is now my life’s
mission (although honestly, wasn’t it always?).

“My parents actually knew what panromantic and asexual means, which | shouldn’t be
surprised about (they’re gay, after all), but | was. | really love this bracelet, because it
makes me feel connected to my queer history. Maybe one day it will make another
queer kid feel the same way. Circles never end, | suppose. So that’s my coming out
story. Sorry, I got kind of carried away.

I look down awkwardly at my feet, realising how long | had been talking for. Had |
annoyed my friends? Was | too intense? Did anyone else even care about the random
story of how | got my pride bracelet?

annoying, | can just tell. She’s going to lauqh | just know.
“Wow. Elnur. That. Was. AWESOME.” She leans over and whacks
me on the back (too hard Leelah, too hard). My friends break out
into cries of agreement. A grin splits over my face. They’re my
friends. Of course they care.




The world
Is
Shifting
Twisting round like
Spinning tops.
(GROOMERS
THEY’RE RUINING OUR COUNTRY
UNNATURAL STUPID QUEERS)
NonononononononoNO
Panic fills bubbles boils
OVER
Until it's so much more
Than the usual
Rivulets down my
Spine.
This is an ocean
In the middle
Of a storm
And | am drowning.
Everything is wrongandbadandheartpoundingbreathhitchingnonono-
A calm voice
Cuts through the
Crashing
Waves
And my father’s voice
(PEDOPHILES)
Screaming inside my head.
“Can you
Breath with me?
In
Hold
Out
Hold
In
Hold
Out
Hold.




Can you count the
Beads on my bracelet
As you breathe?
How many
Are there?”

Life ring thumps against
Churning sea
My hand reaches out
And latches
Onto it.
Coloured beads.
What an unusual
Saviour.

Again the stranger repeats
Their words
Slow, measured syllables
(In
Hold
Out
Hold)

Pushing down the
Storm swept swells.
My hands continue counting
The beads (or they try to
At least)

And the sea
Calms
Waves shrinking
Shouts more
Sporadic.

Until | can breathe
Again.

“You feeling
Okay?”

I nod.

(Not completely
A lie).

“l don’t think
You are











































