


This zine started out about my 
four months in Amsterdam and became 
a bo ut my body . I'm not sure how t hat 
happened . I get stuck in so many 
place s . So much of this feels new 
and it's the things that I don't have 
f i gured out yet that I want to share 
but they also take the longest . I 
star ted writting this zine over a 
year ago. At some poi nt I needed to 
put this out in the world . There are 
pieces that feel undone but if I 

waited unti l I figured this all out 
it' d never happen . These pieces are 
connected through experiences of my 
body. I'm not sure how to underline 
the thread that unites them. I 
didn't expec t to write so much about 
v iolence and trauma. I started writ­
ing and that's where I was left . 
That's one of the layers I keep 
coming up against . 

I left out so many of the 
I was going to put i n here and conse­
quently added a new one. One day I' d 
like to finish a z ine about my time 
in Amsterdam . I 'm not sure that will 
ever happen . I want to share so many 
of the things I learned there . It 
feels a little selfish to replace a 
zine about shared knowledge with a 
zine processing my own shit . I'm 
hoping this will still make sense to 
someone. 

And I want to hear what you have to 
say but I ' m sensitive so don't be 
cruel. 

Augus t 2005 
anticapitalistqueer@hotmail.com. 
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I was in.~ve,'en'~~fred, ;n~,enamored. We'd been friend for years 
and one day aftei°'o,ne of·f?Ur long conversations driving to nowhere; I 
came home and all l'c-q~ld f~el~ere butterflies. I started forming the 
words, telling my closesf ·frfends about these feelings I never saw coming. 

We stayed in our holding pattern for months. One night before we ever 
spoke of crushes we found ourselves drunk and alone in my basement. 
Our friends were upstairs and there we sat holding each other. All this 
happened in near silence and I w as held by the intimacy and mystery of 
it all. I've learned that mystery is not love. Mystery is my silence and 
silence is not what I need. My whole life I've been told I talk too much; a 
loud girl, too smart for her own good. If they only knew, could only 
understand my si lence and shame, the words never spoken. I would 
rather do anything than talk about my body. I'm a sex health educator 
and I can talk for hours in detail about various types of sex acts but to talk 
about my body, my boundaries, my sex life is to tap.to9 deeply into 
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..,. '" ' ..... We lay there curled up together and the next tll' ~ember 

he's on top of me. He's not trying to touch me; he's just sus ) nded there 
with his weight on his hands and arms. I feel him moving in, the begin­
ning of a kiss. I'm caught up in the closeness I feel. It's like I can feel him 
spilling into me. I open myself up, let down the walls and allow the 
stillness of connection. I give back all that I know how and there we are 
suspended; my fear of action, his insecurities and the alcohol. He leans in 
a bit more and I smi le. Then like being awoken from a trance, he shakes 
his head shifts his weight and tells me he's sorry. I feel disappointed, 
betrayed and relieved. He retreats, the beginning of all his steps back­
wards. One step forward two steps back, this is our relationship. He runs 
away and I get to hide. I don't have to deal with the mind numbing fear 
of my body, self and of sex. The silence is encouraged. My shame is 
nurtured and it grows. You don't want to know about the self­
destruction. You run away and I'm relieved in my tears. 



I finally work up the courage to write it all down. I start the 
conversation the best I can, write my truth and send him a letter. A 
month goes by and it's more of the same, silence. We hang out and he 
looks at his feet and never at me. I'm devastated at first but then I'm 
angry. And that's what I felt the night that he stayed. Our friends get up 
to leave and he sits waiting for them to walk out. It's thanksgiving break 
and my roo ates are all out of town. We are on opposite sides of the 
large roo it perfectly still. I decide I'm going to make it hard, make 
him do s . I know what's happening the second we make eye 

...._. ,, ,..,, t but soften a bit. We sit in silence until he finally 
speak. I don't remember all the words, those 

s replaced by t · gnificance of it all. We move closer and closer, 
c verin etw en us. Finally, we are sitting together on the 

ch. We kiss and it's Ii e the movies, only now I can feel everything 
nly a distant i _ e on the screen. 

I feel us flowing back and forth and it's amazing and new. The 
only other person who has touched my body like that was in love with 
my best friend. I was self-conscious about my long hair in his face and he 
said I was beautiful. He told me if I could only know how turned on he 
was right now. I was both flattered and horrified. His excitement scared 
me. I was afraid of his sexuality, that his desire meant he needed some­
thing from me, that he might take it. I t rusted this person so much, yet 
couldn't help being so afraid of his perceived power, strength and mascu­
linity. I just knew I wasn't enough, that I had nothing I could give. I 
cou idn't talk about what I was really afraid of. I was afraid of sex, afraid 
that I couldn't please him. I wanted so badly for him to tell me what felt 
good, how to blow him. I wanted, I needed to ta lk about it. But I couldn't 
form the words, afraid to stop; afraid he'd get mad or worse. Afraid of the 
silence I keep going. J figured that it was better to take action then risk 
what I was sure would be rejection. 



The time came when I felt I was exp~~"'t-0 do mer:e#fn.-noMt:Jrel 
wanted to. But my fear of rejection overroqe my voic~ . . ~ich to~~ ~ 
no. I rolled him over and started to take offi!1i~nts. ~ th g_iggle~ j 
when I got stuck on his belt. I'd done this oRc~i>efore . · . i · ~ ~ 
of a lover who knew how to talk about his bbdy. He h · ... · ·~ to 1 
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lick that way and suck this way. All that t~l,r~at.dire .. :~- . · e me . ~ 
confidence, took away the fear. I wanted th»t no~ b · t } · 't ~sk for 1b~ 
With the other guy it was sex; I didn't love ~im. , · tim~ _ ,,, ed,.. - ·~ 
desperately needed his love and thought t~ai\t~ny mJnu 1 _ ~~ ~ 

l ...... " 

This fear kept me quiet. I started sudkir:tg~gut my\C)p ~ e~~O~J :i 
colored everything. I tried to stop but he lobk~at me diSj! · oi~.-and~ 
sighed. I told him I wouldn't stop and kept ~uc!<iif~ out off fta . Aft~ l\ 
while he stopped me without a word and lfelt u~erly d~~f~fi H~ rolleg>-:1 

me over and kissed my neck. Then he reac~ed for the b~l!_9t;\ ,28SY.. I'' tl 
pants and started to take them off. I panic~~· Wha~~).liffi.!?V'Whatj 
about my hair? I wouldn't shave and I thought ne'a expeefi~adn't 
talked about it and again I so desperately wanted to. I wanted to talk 
about my body before he saw it, explain, justify. Instead I stopped 
moving, frozen, starting to leave my body. He noticed and asked me what 
was up. I held back the tears as I told him about the bulimia and shame. I 
told him how I spent years hating and destroying my body and how that 
made it hard to be in it when I wanted to be. This was all true and I 
needed for us to be talking about this but what I really wanted to be 
talking about was sex; how we were having it, how we wanted to have it. I 
wanted to tell him that I needed him to talk me through his desire that I 
need to talk ab~ut my body before he saw me naked. I needed to tell him 
a out d to hear that it was ok. I'm not sure how I feel about 

hat I don't need affirmation but at that moment I 

I that. I could only talk about the throwing up and the 
elf-Fia. was half-truth, important but incomplete. And again he 

was silen ; his sile ce leading to my fear giving in to my silence. A trap we 
set for ourselves, I set for myself. He held me and said he was sorry and I 
kept waiting for the words that came next but they never did. He left that 
night and everything was different, except for the distance which had 
always been the same. I wonder what would have happened if he had 
just kept running that night. He was gone before he left my house. That 
moment just before he reached for my pants was the last moment I saw 
him. He was a stranger after that. He receded farther into himself than I 
ever did. 





I've written songs, I've cried, I've talked and talked although rarely 
to him. I've written poems and unsent letters. I've cried. The answers stay 
jumbled up in so many pieces and I hope as I try to get them out of 
myself that they will start to reconnect. I search for explanations, I try to 
unpack the layers and I get lost. I have to take this one piece at a time. I 
can only come from where I am. That means learning to tell my truth in 
the moment and not pretending I know everything. I know I'll read this 
later and feel embarrassed, how simple it seems. For now they feel like 
revelations, and they've taken me years. I don't want to discount the 
importance of that. I'm learning to love myself more and I want to share 
with you how. Tell me how you're learning to love yourself. 

I'm coming out all the time and while I hate the credibility that gets 
tied with coming out I love the freedom. I've always seen coming out as 
almost childish and maybe that's ok because when it comes to sex and 
my body I feel like a child. In disrupting a queer narrative that sets 
coming out stories as a marker you must pass into queerness, I've tried to 
challenge the ways that "coming out" can sometimes reinforce narritives 
of sameness. When you ask about my coming out story I know you're 
asking about my queerness and I' ll tell you I wasn't born this way and that 
I t hink we sometimes tell coming out stories as a way to police our 
boundaries. I'm supposed to te ll you a narrative of how I've ualways been 
queer" and how hard it was but that I've come to accept it now. Then you 
see that I am like you, that we are the same and I'm allowed access to 
some secret society that may not have even wanted me. I respect and 
h~~t this is true for ma""' a~d that fo~~r'J9>ming out"~· as • ant 
livm9"Qn t~~eets a or rfffect 1on4r~fuey so dpp ~ . I'm 
learnin9i'~ ~~b ~ .. •x . person, ho~)o.be. i qu,eer and f~,i:il m adle 
class ~'\O un _ · • my ras;:~r fam~y h_i5t~So what i~yxt time 
you aEJk ~e abo~~ , ..,.~m in~ut, .. ~i.HI yo.u a_b60t--alcQhohsm and my 
family or about~'nlat body ®r~out".'aJ!fVi myself orabo~ill we 
still make sense · ~~ if"u~.is~~~ · s.to ~~J)l~~~t 
rpaynotmakese~t0you? .. ~· · J~/ /-:::," \ 
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Racist Queers Are Everywhere 

I've been writing a lot about 
being a fat queer and that has been 
really Important to me. I'm trying to 
figure out how to be a whole person. 
Because I'm queer but I'm also fat and 
middle class and Latina and white. I 
need my communities to be multi­
issue. I need a queer community that 
is addressing sexism,ableism, racism, 
fat phobia, classism, ageism, trans 
phobia and all oppression at the same 
time. 

At Camptrans 2004 1 left feeling the best about my body I ever have. I spent the 
week listing to fat queers talk about fat phobia and listening to really smart folks 
talk about femme phobia. It felt scary and intimidating but also really exciting. 
With all the talk I do about multi- issue communities this was one of the only 
places I've actually felt this in place. I felt like a whole person, I could be so many 
things at once. 

I spent a lot of time at Camptrans crying. All of my buttons were pushed. I could 
hear all of these things coming out of my mouth that felt so young. And maybe 
that's ok, I'm trying to remove va lue judgments from that. One of my fondest 
memories is of walking through the woods with Sarah. We went on this long 
walk and I just cried. I talked about how triggered I felt around eating disorder 
and body stuff. I talked about how hard it is for me to have crushes, and about 
sex. It was healing and amazing. As we drove away from Camptrans, I felt whole, 
I loved myself. This was new for me- empowering. 

Except that I wasn't a whole person. How can I be a whole person and be In this 
white, racist space? This is the contradiction that leaves me torn inside. There 
were all of these panels, mostly around identities. There was a multiracial panel. I 
went and it was amazing and scary. Mostly I just wanted to cry. I felt uncomfort­
able and acknowledged both at the same time. I talked a little about my 
grandpa, except that's all I seem to do when it comes to race. I talk about others, 
my family because I can't seem to ta lk about myself. I don't know how people 
'read my racial identity. I know that a lot of people read me as white. Some 
people read me a person of color. It depends on context. Sometimes in white 
spaces I get scooped up as a person of color; white folks, eager to have another 
number to add to their tally. Except that in t hese same spaces some folks of 
color, usually other Latino folks are also naming me as one of the fold. 



My whiteness doesn't get named like the whiteness that is all 
around us. There are things I am clear about. There are SO many things 
that I don't have to deal w ith in the world. My white skin privilege means 
that the police aren't regularly pulling me over (even thought I'm such a 
speed demon), that people don't yell racial slurs at me as I walk down these 
Boulder streets, people don't ask me to speak for my race, and thousands of , 
other things. It means I can feel mostly safe in white spaces. It means I 
don't have to prepare myself to go to camptrans in that same way because I 
hang around white queer folks most of the t ime. I struggle with talking 
about my race, not knowing how to name it, fearing, knowing that not 
naming my whiteness gives way to the racism, eating away at everything. I 
don't want to be that person that is claiming some long discarded relative 
as a way not to name my privilege. 

I am struggling with the shame of my family, the internalized 
racism. Although my mom sometimes passes she is generally read as 
Latina. You're supposed to look like your family and I do. It's the com­
plications of race that means I'm recognizable as my mother's daughter, 
in fact we're told how much we look a like all the time, while she is read 
as a person of color and I generally am not. Where is that line and how 
did we cross it? If race is a biological fallacy then the explanation of 
genetics, of halving the halves doesn't feel like an answer. 



There are the stories of my 
family and their empowerment and 
shame. I don't speak Spanish because 
my Grandpa Perez hated himself, his 
brown skin, and his race so much that 
he rejected it at every turn. He hated 
his family and that was just as much 
about alcoholism as about race. When 
he went into the military he changed 
his name from Manuel to Ray and 
stopped speaking Spanish. My 
grandpa was an active alcoholic most 
of his life, he was an abusive father 
and my mother is pretty open about 
that. 

My mom grew up in a house with continual yelling and dysfunc­
tion. She recently told me a story about my grandpa Perez yelling at my 
Uncle Kevin, his oldest child and only son. My Uncle Kevin used to take a 
lot of baths and my grandpa would yell at him and ask if he was 
ashamed, if he was trying to wash the color off. This feels so much about 
the complications of shame; internalized racism and pride weaved 
throughout my history. While my grandpa was trying to cast off his 
brownness, he was also enraged by what he thought were my Uncle's 
attempts to "wash off his color': I'm sure this was in part about gender, 
his only son is supposed to carry on some legacy, the Perez name, proud 
and strong. 

And now I want to tell you every­
thing. I want to figure this out. Negotiating 
race in my life could be a zine in itself and I 
need to be naming this more and more. 
Because I know that not naming my race 
means playing into racism that's eating 
everything. 

I try to love the Latina in my life, try 
to address the internalized racism of my 
family, the shame and I 



want acknowledgement, I want to be able to talk about my race, to name it. I 
get lost in all these things, in my miss-education. This hovering cloud, other 
people seeing my shame, a shame that I want to acknowledge but also I want 
to hide away from. That if I don't name my history and race I'm assumed to 
be white and then I'm playing into the "it's so great to be white" club and 
perpetuating all of that shit. Because so many people in my family have done 
this, tried to pass denied their race, our history. I don't want to continue this 
but I don't know how to flush out the history of my family, the lessons I've 
learned from them about race. 

My family can't talk about this, the more I push the better it gets. My 
mom has been able to talk about racism in her life, about the slurs and tons 
of other things she doesn't really have the language to name. I don't feel 
support from my family, not all the time. And it always seems to come back 
to my family. How am I using my family to make sense of my race and how 
can I make sense of my race without my family? 

I want answers but more than that I want to talk about it. I keep trying 
to find those answers and acknowledgement outside of myself and I know 
better than to expect that answers are going to come from someone else. 
But I keep hoping that someone else has figured this out and that they can 
give me some formula to follow. They can tell me that it's all ok and that I can 
be multiracial, that I can use that language to name myself while working to 
dismantle larger systems of racism, addressing racism that lives between my 
friends and I, the racism that I perpetuate. 

I'm screwing up all the time and I'm t rying to be ok with that. I'm 
trying to be patient and gentle with myself while I remember to be patient 
and gentle with others. This is my shit and it feels hard but I want to name it 
while also allowing it to exist in ambiguity. 

So I'm preparing to go to camp trans 2005. I am struggling more and 
more with my willingness to be in that space. It feels so important, I want 
pieces of It so much. How can I make sense of the racism and denial? I was 
reading on strap-on about the whiteness of camp trans and I read a lot about 
accepting the whiteness of that space. That is not enough for me. I expect to 1 
be in a mutli-issue space that is challenging transphobia while addressing i 
racism, evaluating how detrimental it is to separate them. I think about not , 
going back until people are dealing with the whiteness of that space. I don't 
feel like my voice is enough. 

And all I hear is my silenced voice aching for acceptance and acknowl­
edgment. So again I' ll make these choices and I'm trying to push past these 
boxes of either/or while not justifying or offering excuses for racist bullshit. 



Fat iS beautiful and I Wish I fully believed that. I don't think my 
fat iS beautlful Self hate layers on lessons of imperfection. rm 

> so hungry for other fat queers in my life. When I find them all I 
> can do is cry. I want to be folded up. I want to cry in Lheir arms 
• and hear them tell me I'm beautiful. I want to recover in that 

1 acceptance. I don't feel the same shame in those arms. I feel 
strong and I feel cared for. I feel beautiful. 

After camp trans I WM tal.k:ing with E (a fat femme) and we 
talked about how much we love fat folks on bikes. We talked 
about forrn.ing a fat queer bike bargade. I felt solidarity and I felt 
Visible. I felt acknowledged So often I feel invisible. That 
moment of recognition filled thiS 12 year old part of me that 
cries about the stretch marks on my stomach Thank you. 
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.• l ·1 aidn't used to be ~1~e.t11is. , f\never ,h~d p-~i,na:b. -fr~:~~ ~.:, 
hvJ in your body and I'm leamin that more and/more. I need to address \ 
stutlin the moment. now, as soon as possible .~cause it doesn' t disappear. : I 

J It tomes back and multi pries lJDtil I no longer understand myself. l feel . .. 
- like.I'm teetering on the edge of '::! eliff back and•forth. l feel it in my chest,if 

l - ;..,_ -- - \ • at my center, sha.Kmg everything. rve been able ro~ck all of this back:/ :ir 
wards, hours of therap.y~iust to 1~nderstand that pain ti~\· "lily lx>Qy'and ~1 
manifests itself in everything, f Jl 

. • ! _, 
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It seems too simple to track all of this back to one ex~rience but 
'm starting there and trying to get that this is p~~9f ajoumey that !'rn 
iguring out. Pll start by trying to understand it, although 1 know that 

· · understanding. it doesn 't actually stop it. There are some'things in my 
life that just by understanding how tbey work I can address whatever 

. .Jbutton that pushes for~. More and more.I unqerstand why 1 feel like· 
~his but the understanding hasn' t stopped the insomiiia or the endJess reel 
,_ f obsessive thoughts. Part.:of me truly believes that:l Cali think myself 

ut of anything, even my body. .. . 
•• 

~,. ~~~ 
I loved those late night Amsterdam bike rides\ Tlfose memories 

live in my arms, in my Jegs, fingers and toes and I'm \~reful for that 
It wasl 0 :00 pm. As l try to fit the pieces back togetfier the details never 
come. Between the fear and exhilaration there afe gaps. When I replay 
this in my mi nd there are times when J skip ahead not knowing what 

' exists between the memQTies. · 
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I was almost home when I felt the hairs stand lil? on the bacJ<: of 
my neck. I' ve spent years learning to trust my intuition. Everything 
inSide,of me said that I was not safe. I'm so grateful for he pieces of me 
that knew what to do in this moment. for the part of me that clicked into 
action that was cairn, collected and cool. J don't really remember feeling _ 
fear, at least not at first. 1 remember feeling sharp ana:calculating every··· fr 

.. move! I biked past this man ~d'as we passed each other.~ .k.riew he was a : 
threat. I don't know what triggered him, why I knew that he wanted to . 

.. ~me. Th~ previous evening I had int~rrupted a ·man stealing a bike · 
~ w-0nd~r if -~s is ~e.same·.~rson 6?m.ing ~ack~or-~~s~evenge. 
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· ' tA.F_· .... "' , ·~ its,~, vmg as queer m e wor at eaves me contmually 
esfi0ning.i{tlii& mlml~ was triggeredl>y my ~ eemess. Tbere were no 

1
, n~g'~o -:~·~only silence. And may0e it was about gender;a-

om~'Onher own. don't know where. to draw those lines, if I can draw those 
. ~es. J wonder abou pportunity and in4m andrin the end it doesn' t really 

tteI'b~use I k:nq; what it felt like. 11 ~ow/tha when everything inside of 
e lcreams I dang~~ hould trust that. Sol don't need proof even though part 

of me wants toJus and p_rove10 :you1h~tflj(s trauma that still lives within me 
y is jus~eer just need for you tp trust that this moment bas changed so 
~ for me, that I rxPCrierfce it.as trauma, a trigger tbathas meant sleepless 

- ts and feafof ~ers .... It has meant that sometimes wh.,en I'm in a group 
le the soundEf.111)'"0.wn heartbeat'takes over everything and J fee11itre an 
animal that if startled could attack at any moment 

.. ··_wd' '} . ~ I I . '1 ·/ · 
J see my~ent building ahead, wondering if I am safe. 

tead of p~ bike in the racks in front of my building, I bike past 
and to the other side of the street. I double back and see that this man has 
tUmed around aoe)s coming in my direction. He' s not running but 
inrently _~aJ¥;9 ~way. I pretend not to watch him, trying to deescalate. 
lfl ~d . .my o @iiisinessm aybe h~'.11 leave me alone\ He looks at me 
8rid pushes p t.lib:broken lock on tbe door to. m} bUilding. Glass walls 

jn.'crula tbeJQQ ~~~gle light illuminati.Qg the s~all .space. He stands at 
bottom of Stairs and looks at me. lfbes.e la:frs are my safety; one 

· ~ two-ClooIS' and I am home. 

.,....... 
, .. " .r, . 

. . ·· 11.:.:.· ~· ··:·········.. ..~ 

I don' t reco~ze him. How does he know where I live? Does he 
w where !Jive? Has he been watching me? Re is waiting for me and I feel 
pj-ey( n e is ~Jrile. H is cold calculated-~ctions scare me the most. It 

· · e he · s tryin~o :fme me off of my bi~e, iy.y eskpe. I wonder i f I can out 
ate him. D~knowwho be is messing with'? I get angry. How dare 

tand in my way, no one stands in my way. I briefly contemplate pushing 
him. "It's only one tli~t of stairs and r know'IDy1lost mom is home because I 

see that the tight isPti. 1 wonder how long t t would cike someone to come if! 
ed screamin~ tli\!1Y~nas, a minute? Is this long enough for b.im to do any 
"harm ~e anP' las alreadJdone)? What kind ofharm does he want to do? 

~~l,. does liej sf"want to bun roe? ls this abotl gender'sfuff, my short hair, my 
mess? I tb.i:µl{ tb.\Pugh all of the options. Does he have a weapon? TfI try to push 
im would he pulf out a-weapon? There may not be enough time to scream if he' s 
ough. 

- .: I 

• 



~ ·:'~ I thiAk about~hepolice. The police are-n·ot strudtur;~· clP5,0tect me.\ r~ 
: In .the-US I don't trust the polrce. I'm not feeling any 9re comforted in 
~ the ~etherlands. The police are supposed to be b$ er ere~\ 

holding in my headthe picture of the police throwing my only Dutch ' 
friends out of their squat. I don't even know where the closest police 
station is. I just keep pedaling. ,.. , · .., 

..c_ · '\~ J L . --~-'11\ ,V - \1..\ ...: •· 
F]!'ally, I run i;'to f~veral o ice offit>ers dealingf~th a car accide_nt. 1 .. ~- A, 

·,wait Until one of ~m.Js free· r.~tell them aboat w has just~ ~ 

' 

pened. And as the::word~comeout I st~rtto cry. And agairrt'm mad, at 
them, at.myself (0r crying. I don't want to be relying on l h:se white men ) 
to protect me. I want to be-self-sufficient and then I feel like a cli~he, a '" 

\ little girl crying to these rT\en, asking for protection. The tears come 
from relief, from my body releaslng the fear of tb_at moment Two male ... ~ 

• police officers-follow me back, me on my bike, them in-a car behind me. 
· I'm sc~nning, w~tching. We pull up in front of my building ana of course ·" 
. \ .. .: ... ·· .. . • we see nothing. . . ,~ 
~ :==M . 71.:.Y'.' \ ~';.l ~' .'. •,'<-;. -·~-~ ... f<~~ • ,,..;_...,.,,, I ~'');" ••. "• : !'" •""" -~ 
~ I~ ~ "'~·'.:l:B.d?~·C:• Ji!:,i/& ;...· • ·.;-,,,_::..4,~.-'i~ "' .. ~ ~ - \ ..... '. .·• "'l:~ 
· - Part.ol'me wisflgs he was St1fJ there so that at le~s:t th~ewas someone - ~ . 

outside of myself to bare witness to this experienc·e. I Walk into my .. ~ 
apartment and there is my host mom and sister. I tell them what hap,; ;,, 
pened and t hey understand,affirm my fear,say,•That m11sthave been 
so scary~ And I appreciate these women who get it a d ,hanhey're not> 
questioning me. I call my mom and all I can do is cry. fakes me a litt 
while t~ even explain what has happened. sh'e qJls me baby and tells 
me hat she loves me and is happy that I'm safe/i spend the rest of the 
ev,ening in my room. I write in the momen( prbcess my fear and in a 
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couple of,hours I'm ready.::to sleeg. And I thought I was doing ok. I was 
honoring the fearrJistening o it But then I wan ed to be done. I 
wanted that to be-it. 

~---r-'f c::=;... '"""'):: - I u:::;--::=1s;::=Sl::~--'i!ii'.i~=~~ 
Everything grew from there. I'm not sure exactly how I gbt here. This 
experience doesn't live in isolation. Amsterdam was hard for me. It really 
kicked my ass. And now a year and a half later I'm just starting to make 

· sense ofeverything, I'm just starting to feel ok again. I spent the four ,... 
· months an~r I c '111e backfro~/'~rpsterdar)1 e-ying:"'~ed1ni4b!iCI cri~· 

in my room, I crred.i . 'class, cried'to my therapist and I cried"alone. I was 
bar.ely functionlh-g and I did'n't eveti:·realizi' it ~t:ltii·~a_y to·~ lat . I didn't . 
get hat he wa.Y (was feeling was proqably co'fin~ted. It was like I didn't ·· . 
~ven know myself. l had all these ways of,being tra~t I d.i_~n'.trec-0gnjze. I 
had ttliS-1mage ofwhoJ was bt.it somewhere along: the WrJ.Y. that shifted~-.. • 
· and I _was different~ still.functiOn~g like (was tfia · · ·~so~.·· ·. =.· -., : : 





+ 
I feel bis presence-before re'ver see him. When I turn around I see 

a man watching me in that way that makes everything inside me shutte 
I had come with friends but I look around only to see strangers. I watch 
as he· approaches me, reaches out and tries to touch my chest. I stand 

~ still, heart beating fast. I let the words,"No~ escapes my lips. I look him in 
the eyes as he responds to me in German. Before anoth~r moment 
passes I feel my legs move and I realize that I am walking away. He is 
following in my wake. I see a group of people I know and I duck into the 
Sauna with them. I start to breath into release as I tell Sarah about what 
has just happened. We all fall quiet and together we sit melting away. 

Fifteen minutes later the heat becomes too much. As I stand up I 
feel the panic building up inside me. I feel the vulnerability of my 
exposed flesh and t he newness of the lost safety, my shield left in a pile 
at the bottom of the looker room floor. I feel exhilaration and fear. 



I took a deep breath and together Sarah and I walked 
past him. I was visibly shaken but proud. Sarah asks me w 

. need and t~ether we sit and· 1 decide to go put on my c 
andme~~.with friends in another part of the building. 

It is the hate of my own body and the fear of this exact 
moment that has in part left me piling clothes on layer by 
layer. I know it's more complicated than that. Clothes ... do not 
protect me and I know that. Hiding is not the answer, hiding is 
not my answer. l'm encompassed by the belief that my fat 
desexualizes me. I use it as a shield. I feel safety when men 
hate my body. I hate this. I can't make sense of non-trans men 
in my life. I don't know how to reckon that with queer and 
trans politics. I don't know how to reconceptualize masculinity 
when pieces of me are so afraid of men. 

My breasts and my fat; I have large breasts and this is all 
wrapped within my fat. My fat feels safe and even as I'm 
relearning how to read my body I'm trying to understand how 
others view me. While my fat is desexualized my breast are 
marked as inherently sexual, the focus of a lot of attention 
from straight (and some queer) men. Growing up, men 
focused a lot of attention on my breasts. When my body was 
recognized, acknowledged the focus was almost always my 
chest. I didn't know how to make sense of that when I was 
young. I hated my breast, I though they made me look big, top 

...... heavy. I always wanted them to be smaller. If they were smaller 
maybe I'd look thinner. In high school I learned to love my 
chest, discovering that regardless of what anyone else thought 
my breasts were beaut iful. 



After my hair was gone the way people were reading my 
ges:ider p resentation changed. More and more attention.was ... ,..,,.,. . ......., 

"Pn my ch~ When I was in Amsterdam J was wooong o 
out the a~c-essibllity of services to transgenaer and tran 

lks in the Netherlands. As· I was talking about this project, 
yjew1ng folks J could tell that people were trying,to read me, put 

er the pieces of my gender p resentation to ftgure."Out pronouns 
analdentities. They'd start with my hair, check out my·clotlies and 
eventually they'd look at my chest .. Was I flat or round? Was I binding? 
They wanted this to tell them so~ething about who I was. I was ok 
about the gender stuff, it brought out a lot of other things but mostly it 
brought everything back to my body. 

When I started to bind all my old stuff came back. I started to 
believe that my fat meant I couldn't ever be genderqueer enough. I 
thought that to fuck with gender I needed to be thin and flat and have 
short hair. That's almost funny now, but not quite. 

The more I started messing with gender the less attention I got 
from non-queer men. This is a blessing and a curse. So many of my 
relationships with men (trans and non-trans) have been so fundamen­
ta lly important to me and I am not willing to give those up. At the 
same time so many of my interactions with men have been so hard and 
scaring and this goe·s from overbearing men in class to coercive sex. It 
feels gendered and that gets in my way so much. 

I'm taking my fat queer body into public. I'm starting to 
perform. Actually, I'm talking about performing more than I'm actually 
doing it My friend Andie and I are talking about doing fat girl 
burlesque together and that feels like lifetimes away from where I 
started. Two years ago I'd never been naked in front of anyone (at lea~ 
not sine I was a kid) and now I'm preparing to do Burles;t1::1e. 



..... 

My definition of violence is really broad and it's taken me a wpile to 
realize that these experiences are violent. I've just recently started checking ~ 

myself on the' ways-I minimize experiences of violence in my life. Part of 
that minimization is about normalizing violence. If I understood every slur 
yelled from a car or unwanted sexual advance as violence, that means a 
scarier world than I'm fully prepared to deal with. Except that minimizing 
that violence is also ignoring it, leaving it unnamed. I demand a safer world 
where no one should be expected to tolerate harassment and violence; 
where everyone is safe and any act of violence is taken seriously and 
addressed. I do this as I'm also trying to figure out how to cope with 
vioier:ice. I don't know how to both denormalize violence and still function 
in a world where violence is being perpetuated all around me, on strangers 
and loved ones. 

i debated whether to include these two stories in here. I don't want 
to perpetuate fear. I don't want women to be afraid. I don't want queers to 
be afriad. I don't want to be afraid. Sometimes I think stories like this can 
perpetuate the myth of sexual assault as a strange man hiding in a dark 
corner and attacking. At the same time we live in a violent sexist world 
where women, qu~ers and trans folks are disproportionately targeted for 
sexual violence. That is my reality; this is a scary world for marginalized 
folks. I think about all the things that insulate me, my class privilege my 
white skin privilege, my suburban up bringing. 



tired of BfetendingJ'm less. Ueel numb,~~1'1-~~ 
d. lbe~r,day mYfriendJumped into my arms a~d tr__,.,,,,.,,_ 

old him. This-seems dependent on my size,]ts E!qUated.wlth' 
th yet understood as unhealt~y. Like brute force assodated Wit~ 
stupid. like I can't be large and smart or well spoken: I have to be o 

ntrol. Which also gets linked to my activism. Within my university (and 
Ide of it) I get shut down as too radical. I'm often talked down to and 

~een as illogical: Tuis is not a one-dimensional issue. But what the shame 
around my body has not allowed me to do is understand how my fat is 
viewed as access and it's connection to me being painted as out of control. 

My fat does insulate me, from my own sexuality and this is~ why I 
_ wonder about how it insulates me from the fear of sexual assault. I know 

this is all a construction because the fear of saying no.to someone I love still 
grips me and I can be twice their size and lay their felling helpless. But it's 
that stranger assault, that fear that sits in the back of my brain, that won't go 
away. Those lessons pounded into me are so powerful so even when I know 
how they work and why they're faulty I can't fully escape them. 
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