
ode to nicki 
& linda
emdash AKA emily lu gao

we three breech-babies-now-adults can’t stop laughing—
our carbonated chortles transform our cheeks into dragon 
fruits; sitting around a silver table at a san francisco food 
court—wheezing, warbling—condensation eyes lined with 
serotonin, we bask in the sense of belonging: it’s been three 
years since we asian american axolotls shared physical 
space; our joy missed mingling with one another; my 
matcha ice cream teeters from the e! ervescence, ajar nicki 
snort-laughs a tender guttural

bellfl ower noise; her leather jacket bunches as she hunches 
forward, unable to contain her cackles; linda’s overalls 
point at me, shaken-stirred in her overalls, wipes away 
tears with her ring fi nger: our throats a seltzer fueled brass 
section; we await our boba order—gurgling fountain fl ank 
our left side, children’s gallops & giggles on the other. 
we all grin-gasp squealing like dolphins. 口 fail to 回 civil 
conversation, antibodies, yuh trio of high-octane vibrato, 
our 5’3 & under skeletons aclatter.

momentarily i wonder if we’ll be the fi rst case of triumvirate 
death by vowels. here’s to our laughter, something they 
can never take away. may belly clutches become solar 
energy. may hugs buoy us into every tomorrow. may we 
always gu! aw like macaws. may this friendship always 
be punctuated by gelatinous whoops & hollers. humor 
me patient—jewels of aubergine, persimmon, blueberry 
smooth. my friends, soldier on! tamagotchi rule-breakers 
from another planet. how do you compose a pomelo-
scented breeze? oh friends, chosen family: how do you 
smooth my barbed butterfl y knife lips into brooks?


