Superimposition by Maggie Saunders (Colgan High School, 11th Grade)

This is me, this body that I am, this boy that I am not—
not yet—
and yet, inside this ribcage, I feel his heart beating, two images superimposed over one another and blurred at the edges—
at which moment does one transition to the next?
Next, and on the subject of transitions, I want you to tell me about angel wings, tell me about the fall and the dying of little girls, the undying of womanhood, how it trains you to walk home at night, hypervigilant. I have been searching late at night for a way to reshape my skin, and though medical procedures make me anxious, 
at what point does it become unbearable?
I wanted blue eyes as a child until I did not, spent too long yearning for the power to change my shape at will, spent too long yearning. Want was the first thing I learned to hide, even from myself. I grew addicted to looking for it. What do you want? What do you want? What are you? In your eyes I may always be this body, I call it unbearable—
only in cases of life-or-death will you learn how much you can withstand.
I’d been living my life in four times speed, like maybe if I rushed into girlhood faster than anyone else I could come out the other side untouched and clean, my body flat and unbloodied. I spent too long fighting a war of conformity against myself, cutting out all that was unpalatable. My hands in the dirt, I searched for permission to exist until dawn broke over my hair like a cracked egg.
what would you be willing to do, to survive your breaking point?
When I was young my mother had to get a hernia fixed, stomach split open, and I spent weeks, nights trembling with anxiety, always conscious of that one fear—you’re going to lose her. I’d marveled at the thought, your body betraying you so fully that cutting yourself open was the only way to survive it. It had seemed wondrous, far away—alien and horrible. I understand, now. I dress in baggy shirts and daydream about going under the knife.
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