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“The poems in The Apple of Their Throat make my queer heart do so many things: sink, shimmer, do a little jig. I read them and I’m reminded of what happens when we, as Norman writes, ‘let grief sing’—when we allow ourselves to open, to make art—we find each other. We realize, sometimes in the pages of a book, we were never, and are never, alone. I want to give this book to every queer kid hiding in the back pew, trying not to be seen. Kevin T. Norman sees you.”

— GRANT CHEMIDLIN

author of In the Middle of a Better World

“Poems that plant hope deep in my chest! Kevin uses the alchemy of poetry to evangelize the queer experience into delicious fruit, no longer forbidden.”

— JOE SANTINI

author of Inside the Riptide

“Poems that feel like you’re seen through words. In life, in love, in loss, and in growing pains. Words that perfectly bring emotions you can’t even begin to describe. Who should read this book? Every single person who’s ever felt they didn’t possess the love they seek out.”

— DEAN LIN

Creator, Host, Motivational Speaker
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To the one still hiding,

it’s okay to come out now.








“You must not eat fruit from the tree

that is in the middle of the garden,

and you must not touch it,

or you will die.”

— Genesis 3:3
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1 POLLINATION

The irony is not lost on me

that fruit led to sin, and that is now what they call people

like me.








The first time I kissed a boy

we hid in his bedroom

closet pretending to play

hide-and-seek.

My hands touching the future

of my body through the puberty of his.

Fingers sticky

with his pleasure,

and his empty

from the lack of mine.








The world demanded

a sacrifice. So I ripped

myself

open, let grief sing

a melody, and that is how

I discovered poetry.








We’re meeting tonight at seven if you’re free.

I was, but I didn’t know anything

about God other than I wasn’t allowed

to love him and be who I wanted

to be. I was 18,

and although the world considered me

an adult, they told me I was still a child

in his eyes. If that’s true,

then maybe it was safe to not know

the difference between the Old and New Testaments,

or how to pray. And even now I know

I am not what they considerholy

but maybe it’s not too late for me

to still grow up to be.








Soul of Christ, sanctify me.

Body of Christ, save me.

Blood of Christ, embolden me.

Water from the side of Christ, wash me.

Passion of Christ, strengthen me.

O good Jesus, hear me.

Within your wounds hide me.

Never permit me to be parted from you.

From the evil enemy defend me.

At the hour of my death call me

and bid me come to you,

that with your Saints I may praise you

for age upon age.

Amen.








I am jealous of our clothes on

Sunday morning. How they sin

so openly, brushing against one another

when we fidget while we sit.

Interlocking

in their own quiet prayer

begging me loudly to bend

myknees

in worship.








I always knew

I was gay.

I just didn’t always know

I was allowed to be.








My mother wouldn’t look at me

when I told her I might be gay.

Her open love quickly closed

into a clenched fist. It wasn’t anger,

but rather fear playing dress-up

in its oversized clothes.

And in one breath, I no longer fit

within the inherited frame of picture-perfect.

Painted myself outside the lines

with every color I could find

inside the box. A black sheep now

dipped in rainbow, and suddenly

she was unable to bear the weight

of a word I’d carried

on my shoulders for over twenty

years. Maybe this is why I slouch.

Struggle to put my shoulders back

because some days I am still afraid

of a word that makes everyone afraid

of me.
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