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praise


“Ari’s writing is breathtakingly brave in its vulnerability and ability to give words to things our hearts can’t quite make sense of — this collection is no exception.”


— Megan Jayne Crabbe, author of Body Positive Power, writer, and presenter


“Unfold is a collection filled with heartbreaking nostalgia, a home for grief. Ari B. Cofer does not hide from themselves in this collection. She crafts a universe without judgment and gives you a chance to look at all the parts of yourself, past and present, with honesty and acceptance.”


— Michaela Angemeer, author of you’ll come back to yourself


“Ari B. Cofer’s beautifully heart-wrenching poems are an excavation of self, an exploratory journey through the muck of hardships that ultimately make us who we are. These poems are a guide through the trenches with the promise of a hard-won hope on the other side. Unfold is a gorgeous collection that digs deep and strikes gold.”


— Sheleen McElhinney, author of Every Little Vanishing
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this collection comes with the following content warnings.


read at a gentle pace.


familial + generational trauma, depression, anxiety, and ptsd suicidal ideation + suicidal intent, self-harm, sexual assault sex, drug + alcohol use + other tough topics
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author’s note



i wanted to create a book of poetry + prose that successfully explored the ache we feel when we begin to grow. but, like all works of art, it transformed into its own entity, an honest tale about learning how to unfold ourselves to find the place where we started.


this collection bloomed from the hardest year of self-discovery i have endured. like many collections of poetry, not all pieces are historically accurate, literal, or real, but every feeling described is undeniably me.


because it was therapeutic to write about the difficult questions, i named the protagonist after myself—ari. my beginnings are similar to the ari in this collection, but this separation from self was a healing experience. it allowed me to write the version of myself i have always been striving towards and interrogate the versions of myself i left behind.


these stories are mine, but they are also yours. they are your mother’s and father’s and sister’s and brother’s. i hope this collection allows you to reflect on your own unfolding, share a mirror with your inner child, and forgive the person you are now.


we all come from somewhere, and we are all still growing into ourselves.


we will never stop. and wow,what a beautiful, beautiful thing that is.
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step 1



pick the defining moment



runaway



i don’t go home,because of the traffic.


because of the distance.


because i don’t feel like declining the pyramid scheme recruitment


parties hosted by my high school bully.


because i moved away and never moved on.


i don’t go home,


because the new owners of our house painted the door blue.


because all of their roses are blooming and i’m still mourning my youth


buried underneath.


i don’t go home,


because i’m afraid i’ll run into my ex at braum’s and i’ll want him to kiss


me while i’m waiting for my milkshake.


because i’ll want to forget how it feels to be grown up.


because i’ll pretend to be hot and heavy and seventeen again.


because chasing heartbreak hurts less than finding myself did.


i don’t go home,


because i don’t want to.


because i can’t.


because it hasn’t looked like home since i left.


because it feels even lonelier.


because i’ve made a new one.


because i don’t ever, ever want to go back to where i used to be.



inner child



i rediscovered myself on a friday night.


we were watching a movie when


he slid his hand under my dress


and up my thigh,


and then i was


in his car as he kissed my chest.


it’s when i was naked that i remembered who i was before


there was any need to cover up. i was


a child and the world was


a meadow of becomings.i could lie anywhere i wanted.


maturing brought a bruised neck


from a boy who didn’t know how to hold


the ripening.


i wasn’t warned i would be asked to bloom


in the back of a car


and left to masquerade


as the woman i was told i should be.


i have always been an almost,aching


for growing pains,


locking my youth in the same drawer as the training bras.


i didn’t know my girlhood would find her way


back to me.


that she would hold my budding hostage.


i kept her inside, and it makes sense that she came


when he did.


so, welcome home, inner child.


god, look at how muchyou’ve missed.



roots



i hear the bones of our house relax into its foundation,


and i empathize with the ache of settling.


when i build a nest,


i can only rest long enough to fall in love


with the view,


before anyone can consider me


part of the landscape.


it’s no wonder i’ve never had a chance


to unpack all this lonely.


when someone asks who i am,


there isn’t enough time to search through the rubble.


i want to plant roots


because i knowgrowth tourniquets grief—


but home is the wind.


and it’s only a matter of time


before i am pushed away


again.
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etymology



don’t run from who you are.


— c. s. lewis, prince caspian


grief was my becoming.


the doctors reached into the belly of a beacon


and ripped out a silhouette of her


yearning;


my mother surveyed me, bloodied and new,


and gave me the hebrew name for lion.


it was always my fate to live in the captivity of my mind.


in grade school,


i learned of aslan and how he freed the world,


and i’m just trying to hold it together


to protect my pride.


to be endangered is to know that you will never have


a gentle survival.


it’s knowing you must always fight,


or prepare the world for the day


when all that remains


are stories about the way


you lived


and lived


and lived


until there was


nothing left


of you.



when you’re older you’ll understand



at four and a half years old i sang


over the grandfather clock


whose chimes chased the sun.


my mother bundled me in my grandmother’s quilt


and said i was the best bedtime story there ever was.


a daughter who made gods out of


a soldier and a social worker.


a renegade who waited as long as she could


before running from what mattered.


i knew the passage of time would eventually


lead me to a reluctant becoming.


at twenty-five and a half years old


i am heavy and swollen from the burden


of another today. there is no relief


from pushing through.


it hurts and hurts and hurts,


and there is no until.


i hope i don’t hear the clock stop singing


before i finally reachmyself.
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introductions



my name is ari, short for arielle, but not like the mermaid, because i’m


still finding my footing. i am known to stumble towards anyone looking


for anything. i make homes out of every heart that sees me.


my name is ari or arielle or arielle britney, and i hate the way my name


sounds in a stranger’s mouth. every new introduction is a grade school


roll call. a tongue twister you try until you hate the sound of me.


my name is ari, but you knew that. my friends call me ari because they


love me, and


i think my father forgets to call mebecause he doesn’t.


my name is ari, ari, ari, and i am sick of having a name that rhymes with


an apology. my first cry was a curse. to break it would be to say sorry for


the mess i’ve made by existing.


i want you to know my name because it is all i have left of me.


it is all you will ever need to know.



6’3”



i’m five years old and my father is a giant.


he’s big and loud, and my mom says it’s because we are from a family of


fighters.


i don’t know what this means, because


i’m known to run from any battle.


i’m five years old and my father is home again


and he does not know the way i like
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