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oN THESE STREETS, EVERY qUEER WoMAN 
IS RoADKIll

S.E. Swea

No amount of air-conditioning can keep me
in a car too long, my body repels the static,
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It’s thirty degrees today, no clouds in the sky for miles
and miles. Thirty degrees and still steadily go-
ing, going, the sun a spot so bright it burns me out
��������������ǡ����������������������������������������
�������������������������������������������������Ǥ
�����������������Ƥ����������������Ǥ��������������
���������ǡ�������������������ǡ�������������������������
my stumble but fast enough to keep me in sights, to
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that state, this country, as far as I could for as long
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as that. In this body I am not as strong as them, to stand
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aren’t just landmarks of men’s violence.
In truth, I am not really running. I don’t think any of
us can. Not the lesbians in Terengganu, Nur Sajat and
her children, Nisha Ayub and her portrait, nor all the
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far enough, you just might shake the dogs behind you.
Maybe you might slip through the interstate unseen,
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But even standing here in this body, I feel too tired for that,
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I feel like nothing but a husk of myself, charred meat.
Here is the baton, then, run for me like I ran for them.
If nothing else, I pray you have the strength to turn and
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