


: welcome to issue #1 (fall '09) of you’ve got a friend in
pennsylvania. this perzine is dedicated to fomenting my past and
present experiences. i grew up in PA and still see it as my rightful
home no matter where i go. [and why the title? it used to be on ocur
liscense plates from 1984 to 1987, when i was bornt]

. ‘the first part of this zima consists of part one of a three-
piece series that i like to call “the slovenija diaries”. i traveled to
the country for a three-week study abroad program and had an excellent
. time. our only assignment was to create a website for a cultural center
- called metelkova in the center ot_t: capital, ljubljana. the
- enclosed writings have be my travel journal,

‘blog posts and memory in. order to gi : _m:izat:.og and make
some events more easily understood. ;

after the yugoslavian army left slovenija in 1991, their former
military barracks were henceforth located in the newly-defined capital,
1jub}jana the city government intended to bulldoze the cluster of

attempts have beern; maﬂe by the city council to demolish metelkova, some
of which were, partially wucceasful today. mtalkova ccnsists cf art

decommissioned bus amung dozens of ther thmgs i could talk for hours
on end about metelkova and what it ccnsists of but hopefully i have
given a sufficient _background on the space. below i will provide
sources that can provide more information about metelkova. i have them
all in pdf format and would gladly e- or snail waﬁ. them if asked!

page 2 - the slovenija diaries

page 11 - last words

page 13 - awaken
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= *Metellmva. Ljuhljana: Cultural Exception Falls from Grace” hy The
e xluh Gmulka Golleactxvt & The AKC. mtelkova Mesto Fox'_l,_tm el

otlwm have m:m:tten about mé, about yaa“ «J1o dxscover my:eelf
to preserve myself, to make myself;, to achieve self-autonomy... I
write bmusa FIm scared of vmtmg but I'm more scared ofnot
writing.” :
- =Gloria E. Anzaldta
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the slovenija diaries
part I

mon may 11 19.30

i leave in t-minus 8 days and still can’t really believe it. me? overseas?
nah. i nn not so fortunate. at least i don't feel that way. so far i haven't been
“excited” like evervone else asks. when i get on the plane in philly, when i get into
germany, when i meet up with friends in slovenia, then i1l be excited. he STk veah i
will.

i think my mom thinks i'm like ernest, from all of those cheesy movies.
whenever she talks about me traveling, she'll say something like “this isn't snn
flies home from new orleans' this is sari flies to the other side of the world!™ i
dou't know about you, but i would totally watch “sari flies to the other side of the
world™. in theaters. with popeorn and one of those nasty icees and everything.

i have one paper and one !'uml between me and going home going to
curope. i'm preparing by listening to “every town will celebrate” on constant repeat
and drinking way too much orange juice for my own good. i don't understand how
anvone conld think i was cool. seriously.

weds 20 may. 08.44

Jjust got frankfurt, terminals are huge, lots of langnages spoken. i found
out the hard way that us dollars are \mnh shit here. i had 3% us and got back 240
eur and change. the trae equivaleney is 273 eur. 240 eur - 342.86 nsd, i jnst ]wml i
out 50 bucks to exchange money. what the fuck. not the best way to start out in -
europe. oh, and i still have 3+ hours to wait for my flight to slamijm shit.

the guy i sat next to on the flight was very nice: a 74 old german
microhiologist who does work in genomes, jogs daily, wrote 3 books and has been
all over the world. i was attempting to get my mind “offof the ¢ ‘ramped window
seat by watching a discovery channel picce about the great barrier roel when he
started giving me weird looks. he eventually dozed off with his head cocked back
as far as it could have been, mouth agape wordlessly, and i didn't think anything
of it. an hour later, once i took my headphones off due to nncomfortable 5+ hours
of rub on my piercings, he asked if i had ever been to anstralia . i commented that
it was my first time flving internationally and he seemed bappy to be a part of the
experience. he had a self- lmprmdalr about him as he chattered on about hiking
in the alps, yearly trips by trainout inte its surrounding countries and
his favorite places to visit. he nwnnmw asked ahnutusiralu because
he had indeed went snorkeling m&egmuth:mer_ f and was i by its
cool currents and unbelievable colors and textures. i told him i felt like a total
asshole for never being out of the country before e chalked his travelsup to
his age, job qui!emenl&mﬂtheflﬁﬂut uropean countries are so close
together. he really reassured me that i wasn ‘tgoing bespat on or treated like a

stupid amerikan by w-am iwas to meef during my study abroad,

like they ps us fol t stuck in my lms for at least a month
leading up to  and Immﬂ myself mwhm B S s, generalizations
or anti-amerikan sentiments that wonld be thrown at me. m;cmhmlnglst gy was

SUper niee nbua@ making me feel welcome in a gre
push of confidence and cleared my doubts about not meeting receptive people in -
slovenija and eroatia. i was really thankful for the guy sitfing next to me. until we
were about to off the plaue. -

guy left all hmtrlﬂllﬂhg ihlﬂu!tuntheﬂ!nrin front
of his seat, where i would {ln\ewwdkaﬂmnnﬂ.nﬂmmandfaihng
into him. i believe leaving your shit on the floor is pretty dlsmu'ﬂ'll. like
making it more difficult for the ¢ who have te after you. i decided
to pick up the pile for my sake as Mmmghtmmmmm

a_tm“ytlmtmmon




apparently microbiologist guy thought this was amusing. he watches me and says,
vou'll make a great housewife someday. 8lrlglll hold up a fucking minute. this dude
didnt know that i'm a women’ 5 studies major and that i had a patch on my back that
read “feminist beatdown wqu.nd he didn’t know that i would have verbally kic ked his
ass had it been a different sitnation. i quickly turned down the sass and just said “i'm
in college, so i don't have to.” he laughed his little oh- -girl-made-a- joke-but-that's-just
-how-it-is laugh while i tried to write it off as cultural differences and died a little
on the inside.

10.30

i g ;.:' "i‘ﬂg]
it” and some qoug by mariah carey all in a row, i had tostop mldmg tank girl wnte
this e

thurs 21 may. sometime.

got into the mrport whlt'h was !:m\ as hell. 1t tﬁms ont that Idm and ross
were on the same flight but since we had never formally met i didn't recognize them
unfil we got to Img;.,ag(- clain. there, we saw a wolf hide complete with its head
-propped up on the back of a

. great welcoming committee. Ib, one of the
mr.tmc-k)rs, was waiting for us there since we were the last gronp to get in (murm. got
in later, around midn :g!;t,"m her flights got fucked up). the 4 of us caught a 45
minute bns into ljubljana through slov, mzjas version of what i could classify as

countryside. the beautiful seenery, music on the radio and road signs really made me
feel like i was in europe. we got dropped off at the bus station and met emily and
ayelet there. they were assigned the task of leading up to the hostel since they had
gotten there carly in the morning. we checked in and paid 10 eur for a security
deposit on towels and sheets. igot my room key, dropped stuff off in the room ax v
hung out on a grass mound right outside of the hostel kitchien with 14 of the 15 other
students on the trip. “dou’t you think its weird that as soon as we get into a foreign
country we decide to sit on a grassy knoll and only interact with other amerikans?”, i —
qnastwned. “veah, guys, this is kind of lame”, jadin remarked. “plus, we have ﬁi"gkito i
dinner-in an hour, chelsea added. we left soon after for a 45 minute walk throngh —*
the center of ljubljana taking pictures and some popular attractions our group

i 1 h took 4 ours fo complete,

bland food-oril it was just bland
bcen so far. after bmakfast we went on a mini-tour of metelkova by jas
at klub gromka and was one of the anﬁuml squatters in 1991 she
auburn dreadlocks, was dressed in all black and had some really nice ear piercings.
while talking, a thin woman with curly black hair came out of a building called pmm
which was covered with vibrant, eye-catching paint and a beautifully decorated
balcony. she offered to show us around it after we were done talking to jasna. avelet,
chelsea and i went in pesei, finding out that the place upstairs was a sort of elothing
trade market as well as had a few working areas. the woman we had just met, mor,



was putting clothes onto sticks of bamboo strung up to act as makeshift racks the 3 of
us stood silently for a few seconds, wate hm, her frail arms try to grab stacks of shirts
with clothes hangers already attached. “do you want some he Ip?” i finally said,
doubling as an introduction and an offering. “ves, actu: ally, that wounld be ve vy nice! g
she replied, her smile brightening her fu-i, we pushed heavy boxes of don: ited items
across the gritty floor from a storage room to be opened and assembled in the hallway.
when we were finished, we met mor in a small but airy gallery called mizzart which
had a little café arca, dj station and dozens of art pieces and sculptures inside of it.
she said we earned a drink and made us wonderful, fresh fruit smoothies that she had
created herself. while eutting up a ripe bananas and dicing a crisp pear, mor told us
that she was from israel and had come to slovenija to be with her boyfriend two vears
ago. she answered our general questions abont metelkova and ljubljana as we finished
our drinks. we then bung up the clothes we had previously pushed out of storage and
snapped some photos of the space. before leaving, mor told as fo each take something
=0 i grabbed a large bandback book abont a certain valley in slovenija with lots of
beautifal pictures. i've decided togive it toc_ o the it he can see more of what
slovenija looks like, even though weve been in a rough spot lately. it's weird to think
that we re now in an “open” relationship but i'm actu: 1II\ excited about it.

we left mizzart and regrouped with the other students and left to go on the 2
minufe walk to b and dm’s rented apartment for a mecting and an excursion to the
grocery store, 16 american students in a slovenian grocery store makes for one hell of
a time. i don't know if i've heard “oh my god, yon HAVE to come see this” so many
times in my entire life, murm fonnd a full-sized pear inside of a bottle of vodka and i
found a whole row of mayonnaise that was packaged in toothpaste- like containers.
what a great idea. while admiring the varieties of beer for sale our professor dm gave
us pointers as to which kinds were betfer than the others i would have never
imagined that i would be talking about beer with a professor. when we had pre-
departure meetings, we were told we were representing our college! and amerika! and
we had to behave and not drink and not get involved with anyvone and not act out and
not look like obvious, stupid, know-nothing amerikans none of that left room for
having adult conversations with our pmﬁ-«on about alcoholic beverages or the
insinuation that we should trv them! i felt like | was going to be burned at the stake
by my school's office of international studies

an art show promo eand fmm mizzart, where the \mmlt'rflll mor “urkﬁl
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fri 22 may. 11.00

after dinner last night all 16 of us left Ib and dm'’s apartment to try and
find a place called star park. one of us picked up a teen s guide to ljubljana at the
hostel and it said this place was a haven for teenagers smelling of booze and
cigarettes. it took us forever to find if and were really unimpressed when we did. by
that time it was nearing 22,00 and not many drunk, smoky people were there. we did
see two drunk guys pee on a construction wall, though. we decided to take our time
walking back to the hostel to see the touristy areas at night.
once we got back to celica, a few people ordered beers and decided to throw

in the towel for the night. i wanted to check out metelkova and went around with 3
emily. eventually we were approached by a guy nameid baker, or so he said his
friends called him. he was 20, tall and lanky, lived 17km away from ljubljana and
worked in archives of a major phone company. just goes to show how necessary it is
to be bilingual here. he was drinking shitty wine out of a 2 liter bottle and h: ad
crooked teeth but some fuc king impressive charm about him. he asked emily and i if
we knew who naomi klein, a canadian political analyst, was and tried to explain
what she writes about. he brought up the indonesian tsunami and farmers being
pushed ont of their land to clear it for building hotels and other nupscale
establishments. i mentioned that things like that happen in amerika and that i

wasn § surprised. he replied, “well, i don’t blame vou for it". that was the first time
that i had to deal with a somewhat amerikan generalization and i wasn't really mu
offended. i did find it odd because he uhlmm‘rwi that i would be in some kind of

mizzart gallery

Pusenje stvara

izrazitu ovisnost,
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~we wonld see me ¢
- asked me to dance with ham. ta:ml}’ aud itur m-ﬁ mtac khlh gi umka m}d a steadll .
~ more intoxicated baker stumbled after us. it was dark, smoky and ooded with large
- puddles of beer in random spots on the concrete floor. the musi s some ki
killer enropean fechno and i was lIHp]'(‘-w“o(‘ll with the dj. baker stepped outside for a
bit and a shorf older man probably in his late 40s wearing a plaid shirt came over to
us with a huge grin on his face and attempted to semi-grind on emily. she started
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velling and we decided it was time to take a breather and sit outside. we ended np
talking for over an hour about the trip, school and whatever else came to mind. i
didn't really know emily before the trip and only came in contact with her through
hanging ont with mutual friends. she looks like she time warped from the 1950s due
to her affinity for elassy dresses, solid headbands and cute chin-length bob haireut. i
really enjoved talking to her and eventually realized that it was 04.00. we promptly
- went back to the hostel and fell into bed fulh clothed, sm&-ilmg like ¢ zgamttﬁ amd
goofy off of baker's shared wine. -

this morning we got up at 09.00, ate and came to the agumf tu do work.
we broke up into groups to discnss  spec ifics about the website and together as a
whole to clavify what each of the 5 groups would work on. i've @% Ahat i would
never he able to participate in a school assignment like this at another university, dus
trip is so reflective of my school becanse of the open, town hall meeting 31’41{' uf
discussions, giving all of us students equal say in what we doas ¥
desire to get out of it. the dynamie is comfortable since we come {1
community already and i really enjoy this. i was very wary whe
that onr final project would be a website with no concrete push |
towards ucluem:g that end but now i see the positive side fo i

. shes qlurk\ sass). hila
¢ ssor in her 40s but maj
e had o do at the time, she tra
] be@lf nude in theu‘ bml& ;

v i eroft . it mam]\ consisted of q*mn«hota from
vulm gmes of varm;g platfnmm there was also a darkened room where a reel of
game trailers was being played. i saw one for a live action fighting game with lots of
skinny white girls in bikinis called “bikini karate babes”, as a gamer, i realized that
games haven't come that far in tam:r, 0 sinee the 90s depressing. after

finishing up at the n decided to go off on eur own and explore the
city before meeting up for homemade dinner once again. i really
u&n volunteered i in new orleans for a month over winter

bmk and became friends during that time, so i ve liked traveling with her once
most of the time, walking in unknown areas and taking

. ma..mg m-lmu

g into the spray

door, a big burly man

: club, w]m 1 was blasting

had no idea what we had gotten ourselves into. a
main floor of a pretty small dance room and were
M decked out in long red, black or purple dresses
i used to sell back in the day. most of them had long,
F“g and some went so far as to paint their faces r white and smear on dark li
” they were extremely somber looking, which v clashed with their erratie, flmhng
arms and oceasional side-stepping dance moves. there were rotating lights that
F’! reflected off of shiny black strips hung from the ceiling which we decided had to be




notes from the museum
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in slovenija and jotted down some notes on the opposite page. it's interesting to
know that independent press was a fool for dissent and makes it easier to
understand why DIY media is so important in this calture today. it was great
to have background information since i'm fair Iy sure i1l be writing a historical
pieee about xlmmu.m alternative press and don't have any information about
that time period. i also saw lots of beautiful drawings done by slovenian
prisoners in german and Ialian war camps during world war IL apparently,
both the faseist regimes saw no harm in giving the POWSs art supplies because,
well, what harm e uu]el they do sitting <uvmul (Im wdling all day? most of the art
featured was ereated by artists that had no prior experienee with drawing or
painting prior to their incarceration. just mind blowing.

after the museum, chelsea and i decided to get 3.40 eur falafel
sandwiches at a place we ve passed on the way to the center of town at least
twice, holy shit. had to be the best falafel i've ever had. the girl working was
super cute and super sweet, and gave me exira hot sance! walked aronnd and
ended up at metelkova later on in the evening. we somehow met an australian
guy (we knew he was anstralian before we talked to him because he was
wearing a brown leather vest with no undershirt and a necklace with a large
tooth on it) who ordered me a shot ealled bear's blood in the ‘punk bar, jalla
jalla. i have no idea what was in it but it tasted like robitnssin. about 6 of us
went to a sweet skeleton bar called “pr skelet” around 22:30, i got 2 sex in the
jungle drinks and marissa and i each had a bay city bomber sinee the drinks
were 2 for 1. we all chatted for a while and decided to go back fo metelkova
once again. i hung ont with mariana, a thin dancer with wavy long black hair
and a Ix',nmfall face, she had met some guys the night before and was talking
to them for a bit. at some point a weird alhdmmj guy bonght us laskos and
assumed we were okay with being his arm candy from then on. her three
friends, amer, ali and robert, distracted him while we drank in peace.

iover }mml mhe d\ln m&r‘imm if -»h(‘ h!wecl mn»mx]m]. .:ftf' ra hl ief

a uh:l(' about amer ke mus maml\ lm‘fﬂdnll and de ftmlm he \ll(i\\l‘l] me

his white pony tattoo while asking for reco umendations for similar amerikan

bands. he also took an interest in why i came fo slovenija and answered my

questions about his personal and home life. hie stood about 60, was thin, had

shoulder-length black, shiny hair covered up by a skull cap, brown skin and

- beautiful eves he told me Iie was a student at a ocal university studving
linguistics and talked at length about his }mm_ifm for cultural relativism and

1 h'l.\ ﬂlill! S




literature. he grew up in Ljubljana, where his parents met. his father is slovenian
and his mother is macedonian, explaining his gorgeous skin tone. he even pulled
out his wallet and showed me a wrinkled family photo he had stuffed into the
back of it that had to be about 15 vears old (he was abont 23). his friends, ali and
amer, came over to tell him they were going to rog, which is an old reformed bike
factory turned artistic and music space, like a smaller metelkova. amer, a big
goofy-looking guy, had been chatting with emily, so the 5 of us walked over
together.

g the bailding was run-down and sarrounded by sporadic patches of trees
and trash, which was all i could see in the dark. we stumbled into a small seating
area ontside under a tarp and robert, emily, amer and i relaxed on a wraparonnd
couch for a while. robert and i continued our diseussion about slovenian polifics
and education. at one point i heard amer asking emily, “so, in amerika, are all
girls -Juth.’ and “how many men have you fue ked?” she seoffed immediately,

retorting, “i am not going to tell vou that!™ he laid it on pretty thick with her, i
tell you what. i felt terrible that i was having a great conversation while some
dude was being a fucking canstic asshole. t_jillll[l‘d up, stating that i felt like
dancing and found my way inside. we came into a massive, drafty room with a
ceiling about 20 fect high and 60 feet long. on one end, there was a large dj
station and a white pull-down screen displaying windows media player. on the
other was a dimly lit bar. emily and i kept to ourselves until robert asked if we
wanted ladkos (my here) and came back with two cold ones for us. we danced a
little while longer, until she couldn't deal with the ereepy amer any longer and
wanted to go back to hetel park. while saying goodbye to amer, he put his arms

around emily and gave her a suffocating Kiss that was probably just as
uncomfortable to watch. she velped and grabbed my hand, walking quickly to the
door. robert was nice enough to escort us back to the hotel and we decided to talk
for a bit more.

after emily went inside, he said, "vou know, when i was a Kid i nsed to

live in this building, on the 9th floor. back then it was an apartment building for

lower-class families. that building over there was a refirement building, like it is

hiouses near the center of Ljubljana
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sraffiti
i was five, i was just looking out the living room window, wate
. all of a sudden, i saw a man jump off a b&lmm’ about 1
. -up. r&-mgmbor loaking down and onl

ight there, on the way daw%?_ is npper half and g

s when the police came.” shocked that he

mfortable talking about if. “ves, i'm fine.

learned not to see death as a hamb

them. it got pretty heated
0 wiﬁl them. instead he&i bac




rebel grrl, m

As you once told me years ago, when I am feeling at odds with
someone I should take the time to write them a letter with the option
of sending it or not. I have decided to take this advice and write
this letter for you as well as send it.

This past year has been full of ups and downs for both of us. I
was struggling to find any means necessary to get out of Lancaster and
ended up in a much worse situation. You were dealing with trying to
get stable on your own two feet and branch away from your mom, yet
live it the fuck up while you still could. Ever since we each moved
out of our respective houses it has become blatantly obvious that we
have severely drifted apart. I want to apologize for anything I have
ever done to worsen the rift between us. A relationship is a 2 way
street and I definitely could have done more to be there for you even
if I wasn’t in the immediate area.

When we first met, I saw stars. I knew there was something in
you that I wanted to be a part of and over the years I realized that
my gut instinct had been right. You are intelligent, laid-back,
caring, strong, determined, spontaneous, funny, enjoyable to be with,
supportive and down to earth. There were so many things about you that
I admired and aspired to emulate at the same time. We have had some
amazing fucking times together over the past almost 5 years. I count
the times when we were 15 and 16 going out to punk shows and catching
up in smoky diners as one of the best points in my entire life and I
think I always will. I was so glad to finally have a great, punk
girlfriend in my life that I poured my heart out to you. I would have
done anything you would have ever asked of me and was even taken up a
few times to help you in some tough situations. I knew you were there
for me as well but I was also aware that your aid expired at a certain

int.
1 For the longest time, I was so angry with you. I
couldn’t understand how we could have gone from being the absolute
best of friends to being practically strangers and 1 admit that I felt
I was not to blame for it at the time. I remember the only time I ever
yelled at you was on the phone when I asked if we could make plans and
you said you would call me another time. I got heated and said you
never call me back; not the best way to make someone want to talk to
you. I didn’t know what else to do.

Over the past year and a half I have regularly gone back in
forth in my head over whether or not to give up on you. I had
consistently given you everything I’d had emotionally and felt as if I
had nothing to show for it. When we listened to the taped interview we
did, you commented that you were too wrapped up in your own shit to
help me out with my zine and I knew you felt guilty about that.
Honestly, I think you are more concerned with yourself now than you
ever were. You are a very high-maintenance person and me being a total
giver made for an often times lethal situation. I feel that as soon as
I moved to S__ and wasn’t able to see you whenever you found the time,
that you moved on to another friend. I think A__ has filled that gap
for you and I must admit that I was jealous for a long time. I
couldn’t understand how someone could walk back into your life so
quickly when we were the ones who had been best friends over the past
3-o0dd years. Still, I have never had a bad thought cross my mind about
her. As for N__, I knew that was a fleeting kind of feeling and it
wouldn’t be long until she crossed you in some way.

Another big turning point was when you finally walked away from
punk. I knew that initially you still loved the music and the message
but I knew there was going to be a breaking point for you. I must
confess, I did actually say that you were slowly denigrating into the
Puerto Rican stereotype. I just remembered what you had said in all of




)

our talks about people thinking that you needed to look a certain way
because of your ethnic background and fucking ran with it. Underneath
that comment was the hurt that I felt over you growing apart from the
scene. In hindsight, I should have never reacted that way. I was more
upset that I was losing the last real punk friend that I had and felt
totally neglected. I figured that punk was my last bargaining chip
with you; it was the one thing that only the two of us had in common.
It was selfish and immature for me to think that way. I had no
business commenting on your outward appearance, especially since I get
so tired of people doing it all the time to me. I understand that you
feel the need to ‘grow up’ and I completely respect that. I’m so glad
that you’ve been able to get your shit in line and start gravitating
towards something other than partying every other night.

I know that we will most likely never have the same
relationship as we did back in the day and I have finally come to
terms with that. We’ve both changed and grown as people and that is to
be expected. I just want to be blunt with you and let you know that
I’m not going to wait around for you anymore. 1 have given up my
daydreams of you calling me one day to get dinner, only to be reminded
of the good times we had and then want to come back into my life, full
-time once again. I think at certain points you have taken advantage
of the fact that I would walk to the end of the fucking earth for you
and will forgive you for absolutely anything negative that goes aon
between us. Its sad to say but I'm not going to do that anymore. It
may be spiteful but if you'’re poing to put me on the backburner than I
think it is only fair to do the same for you. The cold reality is that
we never talk and are practically strangers. I know everything about
¥ __ at age 17 but I know hardly anything about Y__ at age 28, I want
you to know that I have tried my hardest to keep you in my life and be
an active part of yours. But I feel as if I am unwanted and have
decided to back down. You can’t push a rope, you know?

Enclosed in this envelope are some pictures that I have found
while packing for school and have decided to return them to you. Do
what you will with them. I also leave the future of our relationship
in this letter and in your hands. I’m not sure if you’ll even want to
do so much as speak my name after reading this but it is a chance I am
willing to take. I figured I at least owe you the truth of how I have
felt and handled everything over the past. I am open to the
possibility of rekindling our flame if you see fit. But this time, I’'m
not waiting by the phone. If this is to be the last time you want to
hear from me, I wish you a happy and fulfilling life. I hope only good
things will come your way and that when you think of me that it be the
Sari at age 17 as well as the Sari at 21. I love you. Always have,
always will.

Yours,
riot grrl

G,
’;__"‘"i Y
..{‘f
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awaken. §.

it's carly i the moming and the s is streaming through the partially-shut blinds. must
not be wo late since the strands of hght haven't reached my face ver. 1 stretch my legs a b,

accidentally exposmg my feet fromy underneath the thim rughike blanket V've mysteniously got all to
mvsell. 1 roll over and spread 1 over his cool body, trving not 1o wake han 1 like waking up belore
he does. it's mice 1o histen 1o "brothers on i hotel bed™ and mouth along with the words, trving 1o
recall the party last might.

i remember hinn and his best fricnd, both playving aconstic guitar and siging gooly songs
about thewr Inendship. he sips some honshead and lightly bites my neck - between tunes:
unspoken code that hie's only stanting 1o gt tpsy alier 5 beers, my 40 of mickey’s kicks m as § sing
along to a song about the sea with evervone else mthe dank basement. did we also sit on the rool
ast night? oh yealy, 1 remenmiber his roommate getting pissed about us interrupung his gune of
super mario world so we could clinib omt the window, ob well, it's not iy Bl Be's got the only link
to our privale overlook of park street. 1 wish his moonmnate was cool hike lus best nend. six ol us
crowded on one another on his futon mattress, hall naked, meshing and pecking each other on the
chiceks towards E!!l? end ol the u&y,lu. hits best friend never cares how nsaw of s are flil.'!l." L3 l;sm.: a5
we all agree that we'll go back homie to spain with him someday, whichi is brougla up hike clockwork
belore its tme for bed. 1 like that he doesn’t mind i 'm cuddly with our frends. being sandwiched
ut between him and the gird that uses way (oo much tongue was emgovable but got old Fast. we made
breaklast plans with the others and Iefi, walking down the hall 1o lus rooni e put on “plans”,
tnmied ot thic lamp and leapt into bed with mic. even with only the light seeping in ander the doo
lommating the roon, 1 can see the smile on his face as hie s his lingers through my har and wells
mic how much 1 mean to him. 1 pull him closer (o me, Kissmg bim with my unknovan drunken force.
we explore cach others bodies Tor a long time before vsing our nusealeulted hngers 1o fumble
aroamed with shirts, belis, pants and underwear, be asks if i'd hke 1o have sex and immediately afier i
breathlesshy reph “ves”™, he giabs a condom and pants miv lips with his tongue as he places it on
himsell hie fucks me bom belund, just the way i like, pulling my hair and alking about how
attracted hie 18 to me. alterwards, we t'uﬂ.‘}p.\v o a tangled |nit anc 1 kiss i nnnl he falls askeep.
unlortumately, that’s when 1 stant getting eviical. 1 lie awake wondering il these house parties are
going to get okl il demking every weekend 1s gomig to get old, if our relationship is gong o gei old.
hie's supposcd 1o be leaving tor the DEP soon. is it even worth it to be here for the timie being? are
things gomg to chill o why don’t 1 just run? 1 mean, 1'm happy and 1 love him, but fuck. that's «
choiee made Lor me nght there, why should 1 stick avound 1 he’s not gonia be there in the end?

e stirs and 1§ am brought back 1o the present. i pry my eves open 1o see him staring back
at mie with dewy eves, smitling: *In”, he practically chinckles, “want 1o go down and wake cvervone
up lor breakfast?” "no,” 1 reply. *1'd rathier keep thinking.”



talks with mom 9.15.09

i make the first of my bi-weekly calls to my mom. she's av work, even after everyone else in her office
has left. she works for a non-profit organization for the blind and visually mmpaired. 1 ask abour her day,
how she’s been, what the update is with the new hinl sanmizers she's been hearing abour at work. she
skimps on details, being thar she's distracred by her never-ending work load and her moderate case of
adule ADD. she changes the subject to what we believe are more important things; updates on our
family. she begins to tell a story.

oh my gosh, sari. dvd 1 tell you about grammy? aunt julic ‘m.{; would have been rollin! grammy mer one
of her new neighbors, the one rfm Fives above her in richard’s old ; APATMENT, reme, 2 she told me, 7
met the wor she’s a CNA.” “veah”, i replied. “that's a certified pursing assistant.” “well, 1 asked her
to cut my toenads.” grammy met this woman and asks her, “will you cot my toenadls if t pay you?” who
does that? isn't thar weird? { guess she asked her cause they do gross souff. ew! maybe a,"u works i a
nursing home and wouldn't have a problem with 1.

after she gives me mini updates on my step-father, younger sister and two dogs, she switches to her
ather favorite topic: god.
when moses lead the sraelites out of If}:‘pn'm:\c‘aﬁmd they wandered in the desert for four years and
when they were m one desere, they were bitten by potsonous snakes and searved o die. eventually, god
\_h’\ffl.]{r"_l’ an rﬂi’fl 'f‘l'f,i \f7‘r".|( on l“f“ :f’n.; l‘)‘ll'fl |'.’|J¥<’ {JJ?{ were I‘H'!(h [E\Jﬁ(;; o I, ("lnl hr‘fh’kjl
be healed, § was re n..;"h_ somethmyg that saxd that Lmr’ was saving they needed to look at what wounded
them in order to be healed; like gerang over your fears J{H}AE thet . £ rold this to joann and she sad 1
should expound on it, wrire about it and i could teach it in church! i really am excired. did you know
that the symbol for someonc i the medical profession is i snake on a stick? that's where it comes from,

my mother knows 1 do not believe in god but chooses to talk of the subject every time we are on the
phone. when speaking of my sister and my childhood, she will say thar her one regret was that she didn't
keep us i church long enough. 1 think du'i‘ down she knows it wouldn't have \Emnu‘ 1 anything in me.
but maybe it would have saved her from the he avy weight of guilt thar has laid upon her since then.

.{'1[“-'! ;(f} Ligs JO OJ04¢

"1 want you all to stay in this little town with me.
when i die, you can scatter.
- my grandmother




QUEER (IN)VISIBILITY

with this jumbled mess of an cssay, i would like to give my thoughts on the topic of being queer and
the strggles | have faeed. this is not to say that GLBTQQIG persons are on somewhat of an
oppression hierarchy or that my experiences will be similar to another queer-identifying individual
we are all different. this is part of my story.
t have been in commutted, long-term relationships with men since 1 was 16 (i am now
22). 1 recently sphir wich my boyfriend of 16 months, c__. we attempted to have an open
rcla:mnslup but jealousy, fear and i Insccunties wmc of us actually sleeping with
anyone else. c¢__ fully understood dﬂi had'noproblem with i when the wopic of
my sexuality came up with friends, dunlg‘ aﬁn’ om‘-ﬂlamns-ﬁiplm many of them were
confused or did not believe d\flwlsqutcnmd'ln hadod}_scm mdatc c__. 1'm sure this
has had ancffcnonth:mh&d'abo'nmynmbn ndwcrﬂqfdwdﬁ} :tsemnastfmm
people see me as ptttmdug‘r]uu another one of “chose gurls” who only “goes gay™ at parties or
whatever. this is 2 major reason why 1 46 nof like the tepm bisexual—=it has become synonymous
with fenales who are only sexual with other females when mﬁmcaqd or bmg watched bx males.
i have never felt taken semously when using the term for
1 have had sev cﬂ}dlscumon.s with friends who)dtnu& al;ﬁsaual and do not find my
lack of a specified label so exciting. have bcen,mjddﬂ’t!gyhba means well and apdy represents
my sexuality when in acmnl;ﬁf it does pot. 1 am not the perfec sl-uﬁu of grey, lustfully looking at
an equal number of persomqg either gmdcr which to m hat ifl: (erm,{as come to mmply.
“bisexual” sn't like the label™ feminist”. ?m mt turmngc@f b
by choosing to identify as som' thing differen o
i find it endearing to use’ "oni quecf to d&c ncsdf%ccausc it can mean many
things and allows for pcoplc to ask quﬁnons before ma Iudgntnts nstantancously. it also
creates a feeling of alliance with others of non-hetero’pre es or strictly defined gcndcrs
what about a preference for i mumtd/ : peﬁom what abour an attraction to two
members of the opposite sex hiaving se ? thave also come  with ehese that are straight
or gay and treat me like 1 am of dn'opposmg sexuality instead o ofconmdcnq that we may have
s-omcsamd.argmnﬁhtwcenns i'm the gay girl at the straight party Mtﬁmghtgidatd\c
gay party. but where ase.all che queer parties ac? i really fcdoﬁ'dumap like the homo and
hetero aircles see me 3 Msgomgmhm,a_m“dn and won't
fit into either community v until that p point comes. it’s \@M?géﬁrﬁnm this sort of
forced split-consciousness dcpcudmg on the company omie keeps.
after my first snm.lcxpcrmc Mthawom:m;hxlsntnl qucsuons nmning through
my mand: did this count as sex? will we feel obligated ra seek some kind of “new"” friendship
status? docsrhuwo[isumlnlvmdrhmﬁ that 1 have had with men? i was immensely
confused about everything because 1 h.u#pcvmbcm in cﬁ: situation before and no one tells you
how to deal with sexual encounters m:li?rrsoy of the same sex. not to mention all the fucked
up information thar is passed down £ 2 rorch o heterds: women aren't supposed to like sex, if
a woman does like sex she'saslit, ms$ ¢ome (#o.pun intended ) before women's, etc.
with all of this sexisgfigid missnformatior, i may be-Gir.fo say Ehat tionsheteros get even less of
a thorough understanding ofsexual rclalu# in their form: m i
1 have always wreﬁd with r.hgmuhnnd idea zﬁt wmg,hn' is not "proven" until
physmal.lv acted upon. inour culture, sﬂ@ negative attention w,omtcd towards virgins over
a certain age; yet howoften are hete estioned about their &:maht)" here is an
example: when i came out to my mot )cm aé. her first rrag&m was to rationalize away my
feelings and identification as somewhiat of an expected inclination to curiosity naturally found in
teenagers. 1 was just questioning another facet of my life, like pandering religions other than
Lhn's:unit) or dying my hair different colors. her second reaction was to ask me how 1 even knew
1 wasn't straighe. "well. af\rﬂu ve never been with a gurl. then how can you be.. bisexual, or
whatever you want to call 12" never mind the fact that she had never questioned my feelings for
boys. she then told me that :ﬂ people were either gay or straight and there was no option in
between. to drive this point home. she said. "1 have a friend. peggy, who 1s a lesbian and she told
me a great way to tell if someone is straight or gay. ask them if they were on a deserted island and




could only bring one person to keep them company, who it would be. if it's someone of the same
sex, they are gay. if it's someone of the opposite sex, they are straight." not only was this intended
to push my sexual feefurgs nto the realm of childhood curiosity but it also carried the we:ghz of
an absolute, unwavering opuuorl from a representative from a whole group. my mom wasn't just
trying to tell me her and pegey's opmions; she was trying to tell me their views were in line with
all straight and gay peop’e respecuvely like if they only agrced on one thing it would be thar the
wortld truly was dhat stnctly defined. to counter this claim, i retorted, "well, mom, isn't it true
thac if you ' could pick one person to hang out wﬂ:h i wou}d be me?" without hesitating, she
replied, "yes, of course”. "well, then are cd for 2 moment as she
pondered what to say next. she exp.
relanionshups, thus getting aroun%s
implied.

mom or portraving her as
on how 1 saw my sexuality. sin
internalized 1t somewhat. what if 1 was
women attractive bccauscim unhap
women as an alternative inse g of a prim
overall, 1 want to show how hard «r
now and to stop echomg ’%xsbdle?ghat 1 bat

out it? did i onl} see
thus fa@ was 1 idealizing

ry 1denury from the
least anuil recently). i always
simply did not exist.

support you in that. 2
and changed ﬁ'fh'ngs.
who wants salad?” even th
our food choices for the day, awasgladt 4
more about understanding myself than 1

lhavtalsorcahzcdduttdon :
feelings to have validity. i, along with §
with the internalized belief that sex belon
attraction 1s not solely physical and qu
feel ashamed or doubt mysel or

calling myself queer. i dg

do not want threesomn

: opcrf.)r from thcn: on ouli:ol focused
sself the right way to others.
tonship in order for my sexual
young female in amerika, have dealt
ons i commutted relationships.

out quality, not quantity. 1 refuse to
with 2 woman and smmll:am:ously
to be queer! and i especially

queers: stop second-guessing. stop being ashamed. stop essentializing all non-
mwwmhmmmmmngdownwmm
should be building up. realize that you have the right to live your life as you see
fit. know that you are not alone. know that loving and caring for
regardless of and despite their physical attributes is possible and real and ideal!



about menstruation are exph
ion and Me mqmm" l‘lw

1ol ||mﬁtw or nilmrl cortii
pion or prnun;. m certain

_' ety uml fear .'dxm! th{ i
onditions such as the Oedipus 0

W}m ¢




'ik-xusl Softioin dnring meﬂsmmn *im-n also been portrayed s a tnlmo in several
mlums Irthodox Judaism forbids umt_mu 1 menses and 7 consequent days following as
well as wqurm that \mam gu to the mik _(rihu;l i) :lml be cleansed”. The lhmama. a

'l. 'amd-ekaldn!t Torn with ‘Iopmh) and 'thmrta’ !lml “a-child conceived during a

womans menses witl be mnlly deformed” . These beliefs passed down informally throughout

gmt-ra!mm ium* em effect on tlw m:mlm d tmh g(-mlpn towands menstruation. la ﬂm article
Q _ : ;

ﬁ'{‘ ;aurmﬁ, which is an xsffwt of mﬁﬁlg the pill, \h-idmir chﬂ.ﬂmgm ‘the face \a.lm- of
estilts by qum:mmg the role of thei 'n%nd» hs-lwfs. ahnm hnnu,, mwmmm- during
llu‘nﬁtrﬂAﬁML This is a ﬂm exm;d:* of th(‘ .

nee fnr bo;rs »
fulﬁilmg the

:-untmm%ﬂw eyclp of vnnug ;Jrl-.elder an m&rm;, limt SOCTIS tn continne mdm‘) e
Th? thmutic (‘m:pu hypnt"ﬁmiaﬁ '

part, canse n dmdlutmg sensation h-mlmg to
in imt‘mpiﬂ‘l snicide”. 11 it migrated to the
her spirits” or drive her to commit suicide.
mg as expected yet nmd,#d A m-\tml

mate (ur hiﬂhmi!} on orénr o tﬁm ﬂm
effects 0 0
’ﬂu- Hi pluwmnr Corpus tnni to m{mnaim- t}w mwmml nppvamnu\ nl' :m-ndrimtmﬂ by
stating that “menstrual difficuliies lmgm..,mn;ml the age ui 3m11aﬂa not coincidentally, the same
age of ('WI ;mhﬂ?&}‘& u}m&girh i to us 'W all the nourishment in

and (tlmMy)m mmwm




raxis
.
p i got my first period at the ripe age of 12 all i remember was coming in from
recess, checking my panties and noticing a small brown spot. i didn't know how to deal
with it. i wasn ¢ sure if it was blood because i thought it wonld be bright red like i had
heard about from my teachers, female family members aud friends. i eventually started
wearing pads once a mulh all the way until the age of 17 becanse T didn't know anything
about my body. since i had a thick hymew, i conldn't even really tell exactly where my
vagina was-i know that sounds ridiculons, bat how was i mpp(ml t0? it wasn't until i lost
my virginity to a id gny who didn't deserve it (typical story, i know) that i picked up
this vital picee of information. from then on, i was determined to never learn something
about myself from someone else. it was at this time that i also made the jump to tampons.

also aronnd this period (no pun intended), i read “cunt” by inga mmscio and was
touched by it. she mentions that she ceased using advil or 1hupmﬁ-n for menstrual eramps
hecanse it would make them worse the following mouth. i decided to try this experiment
and to my de ight it absolutely d. in the short span of 4 or 5 months i had virtually
1o cran after the first day of menstruation; over the past 5 years i have only felt like i
needed souce, this really pushed me 10 listen to my body and look into more natural,
less invasive or consmerist wavs to deal with eramps. 1 started drinking teas (chamomile
or spearmint), masturbating, e xercising, limiting salt mt«:k« and increasing fruits and
veggies during the few duys up fo and after the start 'E:md.

i nsed tampons wi qphulonnultheageofla i finally made the
mental connection between convenience and wastefulness. 1 then usedm!@'obhund which
was somewhat of a sccond stage in learning my way around my vulva; i had to touch
myself much more intently and acenrately. 1 still saw my period as somewhat of a
nuisance but it was much more bearable. yes, i disliked the 1|r|<'¢l| flicks of blood under my
fingernails and having cold hands in the winter (hrrn‘) but overall it was worth it
make the switch fo save plastie.

i went to torontd earlicr thissummer tov mt a friend and while at the toronto
women's bookstore (womensbookstore.com) i picked up a copy of “yearning: race, gender
and ¢ ultllmlpnlmrs by bell hooks (i'm an absolute fanatic) as well as a diva cup! for
those that ave unfamiliar with a diva cup (or keeper, moon cup, instead, ete.), it i acup
that is inserted in the v 'ngina. m&l};ke a tampon that catches menstimal flow and i is
emptiod when full. it cost me $40 and should a year or more! i lhm:;.hk if was a pretty
big investment until i about hiow many tampons i would purchase in the same
time period and how v they are. 5 vears of use adds up, especially in terms of waste
(flip the next page Inrnnminto}

my immediate issne with theihump was the physical act ol' mrﬁng ;: yet
using tampons ﬂﬂum::pplm really preparsd me for using a menstrual using
menstrnal pads or tampaons with applicators acted as barriers w fully m:hn?%y own
hody and therefore getting to know it better. had i le in this way, i think 1
would have a much different relationship with my vagina. using a diva cup has given me
the joy back in getting my period. mme.nupmofthxtmyluﬁylsfnnmmingpmrh
(and thmmmimt -score). as explained in the previous section, it is a popularly
held belief that menstruation ravages the female body and mins its “natural” n. i
have even heanl that female avimals such as rats and primates are not m& on as
frequently or at all for fear that their cyeles will fuck up statistical g, i don't want
1l|l’w femal :f?be tested_on, bt i do want to ant ont the lmdeﬂ;ing de M male

nudﬂ.mgular monthly occurrence is seen as distuptive ;

Wi also like m add that i think birth control is disruy
are manipulated and onr bodies are tricked into thinking we are pregnan ﬂl&p’iﬂ was
originally tested on black women in the 1s and latina women in puerto rico, cansing
hundreds of thowsands of sterilizations among women of color in order to create a product
intended for western middle-class white women. think about jt. oh and that +-periods-a-

vear-pill buflshit? i don't think so. pick up “our bodies, ourselves” by the boston women's
health collective; read up on it talk to your friends, vour female family members, your
teachers, your co-workers and anvone eln who knows what its-like to have a period. take
back the kmw‘ledged’)mhﬂ\ from the companies designed to profif of { of vur blood'




jeremy and the juggalos

i don’t think i told you the story of when i came out here and delivered
a juggalo necklace...i don't think i told you that story. do you want to hear that
one? its pretty good.

i was with my program director’s son who is named LT and he's a
pretty cool guy; although, he liked insane clown posse and he liked tech n9ne.
he only had two cd’s in his car and one was an insane clown posse cd and... i'm
sorry, he had three. one was insane clown posse, one was rob zombie and the
third one was a mix of mostly tech n9ne and that was all we listened to for 10
% hours. only those three cd’s, so i went a little insane. he had this juggalo
necklace and he talked to me about the tenants of juggaloism, or whatever, i
don’t know what the exact wording would be. but he told me what it means to
be a juggalo, what it represents, for a very long time. so he has this juggalo
necklace and he's like, “yo, i need to drop this off to my friend” who just got out
of prison for stabbing his ex-girlfriend’s black boyfriend or something, and i
was like, “what? i thought you told me that [juggalos] aren’t racist?” and he
was like, “yeah, but a lot of juggalos are really dumb so they're racist anyway
just because of the proclivity to their environment.” and he was, you know, a
pretty well-learned person; he was by no means dumb.

and so we pull up to this trailer park in a town called minnesota, north
dakota. clearly a very intelligent place: naming a town after a state that
neighbors their state. so we pull up to this trailer park and he's telling me
about his friend and so his friend comes out... i was like, "well, how far away is
this from where we're supposed to be?” and he’s like, "oh, i only had to drive
two hours out of the way to get here.” and i was like, “what are we doing
here?” and he's like “oh we're dropping off this juggalo necklace” and he's like,
“a juggalo can’t be without his necklace if he has one, you know, he has to rep
his sign.” and i was like, "what?" and this guy comes out of this trailer park and
he’s this really skinny, like, hillbilly redneck and he’s covered in juggalo
tattoos. then they just start going "JUG-a-LOW", like, yelling at each other and
talking really fast and every other word is a swear or is the word juggalo and
are saying things that are incomprehensible to me. i look out on the porch and
there's a kid in a wheelchair drinking a 40 of cobra with a crazy straw,
listening to insane clown posse on their trailer park porch. then they start
talking more about juggalos and i'm hiding in the backseat. then he gives him
the necklace and they, i don't know, do this juggalo hand sign and we drive
away. then he's like, “yvou know, you gotta look out for your juggalo brothers.” i
was like, oh my god, thank you for that experience. that was on the way to
where i am now.

wy friend jeremy, who is




do coof shit with dis.

1 cup washing soda (Arm & Hammer) ]I]ake !all “h [‘P thEl’gP!It!

¥ eup borax (can be found in laundry aisle)

1 bar soap (Fels Nupl]lu or other I;Illndr_\ soap)

3+ gallons warm water

5 gallon bucket/container w ith lid (for storage & mixing)
large stirning utensil

large pot

cheese grater {or something to cut up the soap)

- Put about 4 cups of water into the pan and bring to a boil

- While waiting for the water to boil. begin grating bar of laundry soap
- Add small amounts of soap at a time w lnit’ stirring gradually: continue until all laundry
soap is dissolved
- Put 3 gallons of warm water into bucket. followed by washing soda, borax and dissolved
laundry soap Liguid: stir
- Let mixture stand for roughly 24 hours. preferably with lid on

- H consistency is varied, stir before nsing

= .' large natural sponge (found at hardware stores)
lna[\? ta]llpu‘ls. string (optional)
pot

water

- Boil sponge for a few minutes to clean it of any impurities

- Cul 1t onto separate shapes: one for heavy flow and one for lighter flow

- If using string. cut to desired length and tie securely around the pieces of sponge
- Wet sponge and squeeze out excess moisture before using

- When sponge becomes full, rinse under faucet or into a basin of water (the bloody water
can be given to plants. which pull nutrients from the mixture)

- Make sure to hoil the sponges after each period to ensure sterility

TIP: Every dayv 2.5 million tampons are flushed down the toilet. along with 1.4 million
sanitary towels and 700,000 panty liners. Almost 70% of all blockages in the sewerage
svstem are attributed to dl-;m‘-dh]r sanitary items. They contain dioxin: from the

pestic sides used to grow the cotton itself as well as bleach from ll\ ing them and are not bhio-
degradable: they will end up in a landfill or as pollution in the ocean! Dioxins have been
linked to endometriosis. which makes the lining of the uterus grow elsewhere in the body.

ALTERNATIVE: Jade and Pearl Sea Sponge Tampons are another great alternative that
can be purchased on gladrags.com and also includes helpful information and tips on how to
keep your sea sponges clean.
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suggested things

zines
licking stars off ceilings this is not a love story feels like friday
mistaken for straight iearmng good consent fight boredom!
culture slut said the pot to the kettle
retell your rumqg against prisons

forget shorter sgo“ers o

barefoot and in the kit

swarm of the lofigs

gorgoroth
bomb the nmusic industry!
defiance, oh
ghosthmb
crueial unit )

5. eliot : - #¥iu drakh
title fight 4 krs-on -~ anti-product
littlefoot = ball & destroy

wingnut dishwashers union cryptic sla the b-52s
quinn s. & the blackbirds thulsa dr. dog

books _
the alchemy of race and rights - patricia wil
& t's childhood - june jordan

hings - kyle brano

- fatima mernissi

the harry potter series - J. k.

tank girk: armadlllo‘ - ala:n C. ma

ble things
ry, cuddling,
, beardtober,
of kindness,
rees!, netflix,

. chocolate

bell hooks, tube socks, humans vs. zombies, transnational femi
the adventures of pete & pete, vegan smoothies, natty boh, pla
hair dye, blast beats, kickball, super mario kart, banfires, rand
late night phone calls, avocado sushi, puppies, d.i. y remeg.le
new orleans, wemakezines.ning.com, death cab for outie;'v
soymllk, snail mail, earth first!, jane addams, saqd castle a, outer space
noises, eating and not moving, rote zora, punk rock fléa markets, bandanas, circle
pits, bikini kill, cold pizza, sarah haslﬂns target women, jeremy, barbara I'I_;_;'uger

green grass,

hunting, bri abandqned
industrial park ttgo dusty r@dﬁ
padiddles, _ me g&stmnttﬁikmg,
firehalls, sho ind white ;

covered bridges

about the author

sari, also known as crg, is currently working on two other zines: hoaz. and ten songs,
both collaborative efforts with friends. her weaknesses include vegan brownies,
cute animals and gingers; her strengths include assertiveness, edward 40 hands and
hulk smash.
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