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l'm not gonna lie to you , this zine was a 
little difficuit to put t ogAtber. I had a 
lo~ of thoughts aud memories that simply 
needed t o be put dmm on pa.per. The first 
few pages deal with assault , so please 
read this zine in a saf e spa.oe. I guess 
t.u.s is sort o.f a 11 coau.11g out " issue , as 
wei r d as it f eels to say that . I must say · 
though, I feel a l ot happier now than I 
did when 1 first started writing it. I ' ve 
said it before a.od I will say it again: 
~verythiog will ork out fine . Thanks be 

to .Mandy , •rukru , Chantal, 
Kate and everybody else 
who has helped me arti
culat e myself through 
long letters , David f or 
being an awesome boy
friend and you for read-
· ng this zine. ~tow go 
pour yourself a cup of 
tea or a glass of wine , 
s i t down and enj oy . 

ON.h; 



I ~·'is thirte a 
y~ars old tl't 
first time ..1.. 

-;;ot e r u!l'c.-My fri£-nc~ 
liv2d i.'1 an apa rtment 

:;;>:· above 3 s~op cc\;ntown. 
""-"..-.. - / , ... I was t'!'lc young \:?!3t one in 

the roorn . sa t cross-le~sec 
. " on t'1e f l eer wi t ~1 a fe..,1 o th~r 
" 9e-o:;l e . We sur rcuneec t'!ie 
coffee ta~l ~ . w~ich ~ras 

littaree ~it~ ma£aZiPes . ueec. 
ampty ".:ottles, scra.-ps 
o f ;ai?er ane suc:-i. 

~~Q~~~~~~~ 'P. boy, no, a can, s;t 
' n G~:t tc me a ne off c:ra= U:? 

hisColt45. 

· I took a sip and passed 
it back. He had some 
more, ?assed it back 
to· me . l started ,;. 
chugging it , wondering ,:~ 
what it felt lil<e to 
be drunk. 



W~ listenec tc .:-:ssett? t3~es, SC'r.19 ;;un:: 
bcinrs t,,:.; t e2ca-::>e r:1-e no•J. F2o:>le came and < • 

,.~ent t'.'lrou:;hout tn2 :i i g~1t. W'.len th0y cam2, 
t"hey a l uays ?rought ·; ifts of alco11.o l; 
chea-; 1::-2E:'r, cherry 1;ine, g in •. . I t 3stec 
everyt:1 ing,. learn~C: what it f e lt li'<e 
to :,e C:run:< . It got lat' e . People nnc ~ 
thei r way home, o r crashed on t'le floor. 
CcltLS .:' uoe and I were iying on the 
couc~1, '1is arms were wrappec around me. 
I was comfortable, but I did not wan t 
ar.ythin~t more t'!'lan that . I was r eady to 
s l e2~:- 1i1<e e veryone e l se. He hac wander
in~ hcnds . They tic~<:lec my '.l i ps. they 
wancered U? my shirt. I di on It '-<now how 
to say no . I'd been drinking his beer 
al l night ano I felt like I owec him . 
[I' m we ll aware of how fucke c up that i s . ] 
Ev2 ry time he tried to reach down my 
par.ts, I rolled over, ac.justec myself' so 
he ::.ct: ldn • t get i n there . The room ·was 
s i 12nt , it ~; as oa r '< . I c ouldn 't bring 
myself to spza~ . He kis·sed my nee}~ and 

an':- I 
play .:::: 



I pretended I• d falJen asleep so that 
I wouldn • t have to touch him. It felt 
1 il<:e it lasted for hours. but I have no 
idea. He gave up eventually, fell asleep 
and so did I . 
He was twenty-three, an entire decade 
older than me. I was sti 11 a few months 
away from e·ntering high school. 
Wheft everyone else wo'l<:e up, they congr
atulated me on surviving my first 
drunl<en night-without a hint of a hang
over . "We thought for sure you• d puke! 
You 1 re tough!" Later,_ one of the girls 
?Ulled me aside and s aid, •r saw the way 
he was touching you last night. You 
should be careful." 
I saw him arounc town a couple of times 
after that. He towered over his teenage 
skater fr iends. They probably thought 
they were hot shit when they were hanging 
out with him. The ·girls, too. He had 
money and beer and be didn • t have to go 
to school everyday. Everyone thought 
he was their cool older fri end, but I 
see him now for what he rea l ly was: 
A predator. 

F0Uh 



:ibclKx I was spencing an after
noon with a friend. He was is. 

· we me t when I became friencs with nis 
sister; who was in my grade e ig'!'lt c 1.ziss. ' 
We stopped by an acquaintance 1 s place 
for a bit. He was 23, same as Colt45 
duoe . They shot the shit for a while, 
I was qui et l i ke usual. I was weari~-;: 
a t-shirt that I ' d borrowed that 
morning. When it came til!le to go, one 
of them sa i d, " Flash us .• I said no, 
~ thought they were joking. "We' re not 
letting you l eave this apa rtment until 
ve see your ti ts." I r efused . 
"Fine then, " saic the 15 
old . " Eut yo·l ' re wea . ing my 
T ;;ant it back . " I tol \ 
was beinq crazy , butJ:i~. /i ·:;,1, 
threa teneo to 1 -~ 
':..~ke the shirt I 
-::: a c'· ri tJ'1t 
tli P.n ::inc· 
t.her~ . 



He was strong, much s tronger than I• 11 
ever be. I imagined myself wall<:ing home 
topless and defeat e d, holding onto my 
breasts and praying no t to be sE:-en, even 
though it was a beautiful sunnyafternoon . 
Ther e " as no way o ·J t . "It's my t-shirt," 
he exp :.a f 1ed . "So you have to take i t off 
if I tell you to." "The y' re real l y smal :!. , 11 

J a r g 1.ied . 11 I don't l<:now why yo11 1o:ant t.o 
see them. 11 Bn t the~ were s t.l.:bborn . I l i fted 
my shirt and showed t:hem mv hreasts , vh1ch 
had barely begun to d ~i1eloo. They st ·ned 
and after a minut e.or s o , t hey were 
sat i s fied. T pulled the shirt back down . 
11 01< .~ y , you can qo n ew . " We left and t he 
i ncident was never spoken of . I nP.v~ r 
told a so~l. I was compl etely ashamed of 
m_ysel"f . 

: :. . . :: ,-=: '/ ~ ·~ . ' : ·~ ~ ,.:... s .: 

. r 



My •J lc boyf r i er.c us e~ to l i?<en n e tc- ~cat or 
a c og who woulc sit~ t t~·!<~ =cor uai tin; to b:? 
l et out . But when the aoor finally c-_:;~i1S 
the animal just sits t hera, 3 t:c' C'2rr1y uns ur:: 
c;f where i t wan t s to ~o. He a~keo rn '.!,. " D\] ycu 
;.;ant in or out?" Wh at he meant was, " Ar .'..' yc. u 
s traight or are you gay? " 

Wa haC: t~i s conv2 rsa t ion a lot . It ua9 :::-:'1:?-
1.:.s ting . Ov2r and over again ha woul d t :? ll 
n~ to ~urry up ano ma~<2 up my mine. 

We me t when we i·1er::: ::2v::nt22n. ) was c ::ol ::::r 't: 
a t 7-~leven. h a ~·Ji::'.'~ 'la s_: 1:>;:;y at the Valu
Mart d own the s t r 2:. t. I '..? tc'1 ~t" him ric~ 'hi ~ 
b ika _)as t the s tcrc •:v(?ry~·~y On one of t'1 ~ 
firs t e ays we lf; e n: t c;·-ct·1zr ·..,·.: ·.:c r2 an olc:' 
fa c ~ c Eu s li t - sh i rt a~ ( : 1-.: o r :· ~ •; ·, i t e shirt 
with Hol.:: ' s log o .;i aint '.'.:' r.:::· We \;a l'.\'.2C do1vn 
Russell St reet anc I o~s2rv:: -:" , "!:-.::: riight a s 
well have CUNT written across cu r c~2sts." 
I thought I was totally hila rious IJt:.t he 
d i d n ' t get i t. R£ was so i ~1nceent . 

We lost our virg inity to 2a ch otil'e r that 
3umme r . I d r a nk a bottl E. of red wine and 
proclaimed, "I want to fuck you 3nc I• m not 
ju~t .:;ay in.; toat t:ccauc--: I 'rn c" run!<.: ! '' We 

S.!!.vu~ 



turned up Nirvana really loud but that 
didn 't stop his brother from hearing our 
·awkward fumblings ip.the next room. 

For a while it seemed like he'd saved my 
life. Suddenly I had a reason to leave the 
house besides going to work and making my 
lonely trips to th~ public libra ry (where 
I used to read many biographies .on the 
likes of Mary Fickfo.rd, Marilyn Monroe, · 
Greta Garbo and Jean Harlow) . Suddenly I 
went to parties, suddenly I hac friends, 
suddenly I had someone to cuddle up and 
listen to cassette tapes wit!l. But after 
a while, we were just fo·rcing it, I guess . 

Five years late r we were still together , 
living in the basement of a house we shared 
with his band (plus a gi rl friend that I 
draggzd along to keep me sane). It was 
autumn and already so cold in there. An 
o ld friend asked me to join her at the Pride 
Parade in a nearby city. I was so exei ted -
my first Pride I The boyfriend was meant to 
drive me halfway there wher e I was meeti ng 
up with another friend before the whole · 

.l!.IGR'r ·· 



s"1s~: :::n-;; . I !'l the c3ys leading u? to the 
,a-., :-n t ~ ::: r:iace bitt ::r -.:omm~nts. s.:::~usec me 
o f t.:-yini;; t o c~1aat O::'l 'him. I was hon~s t 
t; it:, .. 1im. I to1d :1im why I wanted to go : 
I va :~t 2~ to hang out with those friends 
t~a t :: :: c -:. 1 t get to see vary often: I •as 
t i r cc c= '<eeping sec r ets, I wanted to be 
Li ;i :i ::;!lvi rcnment wh~re queer was th~ ce
l"::. l~ l t, 1·.'-: r e I wasn ' t assumed to be strai
;.)::t . I ~; a :i t2~ to spend the cay surrounc'?c 
~:;y .1.Zeer 'dC:; , I wanted t o party lrith l i '<" 2 -
r.'! i rrt.'~c i?~Ot:>l~ . I thouglit maybe I cou1 c· 
r.a'<: e n 2w f riends ane Lincsay wou le f as l ~ 
1 it tl e l ess claust ro:;>hobic. 

On th.: morning he uas t o drive me , h~ i:: l 2 .;it 
i n . "L r ~~• k toe much the night before, 
~l 3f -:. v ice o g ames 'til sunrise. Sle?t 
'. t i 1 ::con. I mop~c arounc the house al l ' 

<" ~"f 2.~C' ~ihen he as'cea w!'lat was ';ro!lg I ~::: i c' , 
'' ! ::::i;; ' '; hel ~ but feel tliat you purpcsaly 
::: 1 2·~ t in . You c idn'tuar: tmetogo ." : t 
'.~ri s :::: :i l y a f ew ni g 'h. t s before that 'h£ 'c 
Si t; ·:::... 1 -~ ~ w i tt rre ir: bee a n c~ '1-Thine0 .. " Why 
c a :1 1 t ·you :-:i2 s tra i ght??" 



One of our friends had jus t gotten his own 
a;;:>a rtmcn t out of town ano wasn't spending 
hi.:> weekend s 111 th us in Lindsay anymore. 
I felt like he was living a secret ciou'l:1le 
life. He had his Lindsay frienes and h i s 
Out-Of-Town Friends . In Linasay. we got 
c runk and ate pizza and watched 'I'he Simpsons 
every Sunday n i ght. He told us odd fact s 
he ' c" read onl ine and stories of his travels 
in Eur~pe . Outside of Lindsay, he was out . 
He ne ver t o le us s tories a bout his Out-Of
Town Friencs, wouldn ' t let the two group s 
mingle. Maybe he was ashamed of us, his 
Small Town Fri e nds or maybe he thought we'd 
think his City 'Friends were weird, who 
knows? It was almost this unspoken thing. 
Sometimes the boy would ask, "When are we 
goi ng to meet your new friends ? 11 but it was 
a j o'-::2 because we knew we never would . 



We found ourselves driving to his riew ~l 3CC? 
on a sunny afternoon arme d wi t il fliers for 
an upcoming show and a oottle of rum. He J<:ne 
we were on our way, tole us to cal l him from 
t".'le pa rldng lot. The boy and I ta lked about 
his secret fri e nds . He said, "I don 1 t ·care 
if he has a boyfriend, I just don 1 t wanna 
see them kissing and stuff . " "Well you kiss 
me in front of our friends, what ' s the 
differ:ence? 11 "r don 1 t know, it's just weird 
No wonder we wercn' t ail owed to mingle with 
his n ew friends. "Do you even hear yourself ? 
I asked. "Do you r e ally like knowing that a 
supposedly gooc friend of yours is afrai d 
of sharing his life with you?" I was really 
ups a t, not only by my boyfriend's hornophobi 
but by the fact that I was also being alien
ated, sirnplybybeingwithhim. "I ' mc;ueer 
too, you know. Are you forgetting that?" 
It was a tense drive. 

"What are you, a queer or something?" he 
jok.:d wh2n his brother showed up in a clean 
nzw pai r of pants, a change from his usual 

. grunge style. And I wanted to stand up and 

shout, "NO HE'S NOT BUT I AM." 



the ir fri e nds jus t to impre ss the boys . 
I a l wa ys rolled my e yes and left the roor.i. 
Gos h, I thoug ht those girls were dumb. 
'Tho s e nights really fucked with me . I 
thought that they were really screwing 
thing s up for me, and for othe r g irls "t1ho 
we re con fusee abou·t their s e xua l ity °='Y 
t urning it into one big spectacle for 
ti1 e boys . I was e mbarrassed for them, J 
but a little je~lous, too. I wanted 
t o ld s s g irls, but I di on ' t want the _.! 
boys to watch me do i t . ~ 
What' s a g irl 
to co·? I 
lea rned 
to becom~ 

·al i t tle 
l ess j ud -
g men tal . 
I 've 



-------

I don't remember when I started discu;ssing 
my sexuality with the boy. Perhaps it was 
in the very beginning, but I don ' t lilce 
"coming out" so I usual l y just drop hints 
until people figure it out on thair own 
or straight up ask me how I identify . He 
d idn ' t tal(e it seriously and it was too 
hard to explain. I just don't l i!{e the 
assumption that I'm straight. I don't 
like t !'le way the whole world seems to 
assume tha t e veryone t h ey know i s s trai gh t 1 

unless they are tole otherwise . My mom 
once told me that she believes that 
coming out should either be expected of 
everyone, or no one at a 11 . As in, "Mom, 
Da d . I'm straight, justsoyouknow." 
She was only half-joking. My mom 'is a 
p r e tty awesome woman . She's fun~y and 
O?en-minded and she loves Pearl Jam '.:' '1d 
she raised twins on her own so I have 
massive amounts of respect for her. She , 
always used to say , "If you have something• 
t o t e ll me, just tell me." She even asked ~ 
me once, 11 Is your sister a lesbian.? You 
can be honest with me." But I just can't 

bring myself to t e ll h e r that I'm queer. 

S.t.V!!.~T.li.lli.~ 

• I 



Right then I thought about saying to her, 
"You know, just because I have a boyfri~nc 
doesn • t mean I• ms tra ight . " But now wei r C. 
is it to say that to your mom? Besides, 
sometimes I think she knows and she just 
doesn't wanna ask questions . 

The first person I ever told was a girl 
named Chloe. She lived in England. We 

were both fifteen, sixteen and we 
used to exchange long letters across the 
ocean . We wrote about rocknroll and 
c rus!les and our love of Velvet Goldmine. 
s :i.e used to send me jewelry and foreign 
candy, magazline clippings of our favo
ur ite ba hds and pictures of herself 
wearing fairy winss and glitter makeup. 
We ma.de elaborate packas;es decorated 
wi t.h neon ink and s hiny stickers. We 
ca lled ours a l ves bisexual t~1.en. I don 1 t 

: like that word anymore . It reminds me 
of Girls Gone Wild and t!lat kinda bull

: shit. Boys perk µp when they hear about 
r a bisexual g irl. I d on ' t wanna be that 

J 
I 

1 

girl. I'm strange. I 'mqueer. 



'l'he b o y , he \\'a~ n 't such a b ac person, maybe 
he was jus t a l:> it too traditional fo r me. 
We never <::iu it e got along, but v e a l ways 
tried. 

I used to leave 1 i ttle reci ;;;~ca rds i n 
randcm places wi tb the text, YOU ARE 
BEAUTIFUL on them. Eventuall y I grew ti r ed! 
of the cards, tossed them in t~e r ~cycling 
bin and maxde stickers instead. He: found 
them outside anc° s cooped them U? , s avec 

wor!c and 
found these cards 
al l ov2r the house , 

the 1d tcl1en coun ter, 



in the bathroom , on my cr~ft table, tha 
nigh ts t a n6, the cornpu ter scr een, o n t op 
of my typewriter .. on t'h ~ coff0e t abl e .. . 
Everywhar a .. I naarl y cried . I t w~s j ust 
toe swee t. 

Li v i ng wit'!"l an angry confu~ 2d ~u~: r girl 
was pro:~3~ly :;retty fl:c' : i '1;- !'.:'ifficult 
scm~tim::c- . 

WG usec' tc t ;- 11c ::l'-iou t ;- :: tt '!. -:-; narri =-~-
" t Fi' ""c: t .; .. : .., e: ",. _ I 1 l -· ::- ~ ., ., - ,.. 1· -. .: T . , ,., " 
t\ 1- 1.- - "" - - .;!·- - ~ - -'-- . ·-' 

\le ' re o 1d2 r . " '1 71 c ., ~ ~ ·. :-. .: , " T·:: ' 1• l get 
married vl-ic ·; we ·-. ~ v:: -H:ir -:-, lftoney. " Then 
it w3s Jm"K~ ' 11 get married when you stop 
acti:1g l i1ce .:::.1s:1 ::! 
b • ._~· II r,• '"> -j -: {.-
1~-:1• w.e ev~r. 1 , L' 

l oct:::?c at 
~10US ~S to9~r: t i 
I f2 ,:) ;t l~k~ r]us t 
ba r e l y csca~~. 

J 



~=y twin !': i st er i s a l sc :,:-t:aer 
!·:.e never, ever t; .1. ·,. about 
tbis. It's li!'.:~ ,.e ~otti 
~:?OW . but nei t:-:zr of v~ 
;·til l say it out lou(. P::
Ca-:ice arot:nc th~ ,::t;":je:.:.: t . 
t·:e nev.::r ~ isctfss~~ it ~t 

'.':Jl .. -'!~ 
all, u~ti l I tclt i:~r r \:a:: · 
'-·cr·d!'.;' :>n this zi".1::. 2;; 
cac~c n:~ lly, ".,_,.: e:z~ ts 
tc '· ::::r -lbc1•~ t·· - :.r 
£"" i ~ l i t1 <; • s ~ s I~- 1 i -~a? r t • S thoughtful 

· ::~ire . Eut r ' m hopin~· t"'1at 
t. ·-: is i ~ just.~ :>~as e . !H ~ .. it -:1c-;: , we're 
rou~; cine shy. Perhaps a s ~;e '.)9come o l de r 
:l r'le nore comfortable (wi t'1 our ~ocHes. 
cur '">g li.efs ane our lives), we will .be 
able to share ours tori es wi tn each other . 
Aftar all· sha is my best friend and an 
ObVi:)US ally. 

r I think it would ba rea11y ·interestin;: 
to do a study on the sexuality of twins. 

'!his wbole thing fsa-process for me. I'm \ 
still learning. I'm figuring out who to l 

tell_ and hott tc say it. Sometimes t;~ on1y f 

I 

I 



f 
! 
t 
I . . 
J way I lcnow to go about things is to write 

l about it in a zine. I don't particularly 
like the idea of ~·coming out" but I neec 
to talk about this shit and this is the · 
only way I know how . 

.6. J_ -- _.!. _ __j_ 

i :f eJ.: 1-i i ~<:~.·. rl• m noJ r~cl ~~· ~1~ •;i_J~1 
i a ;qu<fe r . pe~sc)n. ;Bu~ I 1wa t pe9pl~ " j 
ri-~()~-. -1~ ~ r 1. ·r- -i- - 1~··: 
1 _ 1 1 I 1 1- -I , i - ---1~ ! - , - ·1 

My ol6 boyfriend knew, hut refusec t .o 
ac~<:nowlacg;e it, _except to ·some times ;;lare 
at me if he thought I was flirting with 
another g irl . Som~ of my friends know , 
som~ C:on't . lt can be d ifficult to talk 
al:>out. I worry that it's something my 

• fri~OCS can It relate to , Something that I t;!'\ey just don't ~B~t t o ~.~ar a-::,out. on . 
1 t~1~ ot~1er bane . I ~orry t3.at- my queer 
1 frier.e~ mio~t thin~ I' ra som~ sort of ;:ci 

1 fraue. :t f a~el J:i".:~ I ma 1 .n~t- ba ta:cen .... 
rszriously bacausa ! ' n L1 a r~laticnshi "'.> 

r tri t~1 a ~U}' • i'~a t CCU.le I 1,?0SSi tl }' ~rlOV 
1 a~but ':>~in:; queer? · 
l 

TW 1'.:NTY -Tw 0 . . 



\\ 11 I want to 
meet other 

queer people, 
especially g i-rls uho have been in my s it
uation before . I want to continue my 
relationship with my awasome boyfriend, 
but stil l '.Je surrounded by rad _c;ueer kids 
who wanna fuc'{ shit up. I wanna say, "H;:y, 
that girl's cute, 11 without people loo'dng 
at me funny. I wanna go to price proms anc 
J.Jarades. I wan t to spea1< my mine without 
~eing written off. 

After all of the confusion and frustration 
with my ole ooyfriend, I was sure I voulcn • t 
ca te another dude again . Not so soon, 
anyway. I very clearly remember lying in 
be d with him one night and saying, "You 
are the last guy I'm going to be with for 
a very long time. 11 We had these nights 
where we would stay up and talk a~out 
how our 1 i ves could be so much better with 
out each other. But in the morning, it was 
l ik:2 it never happened. He was afraid ot: 
cl"tange, I was afraid of being lonely ano 
peer . We weren't meant to be, we f o rced it 
f o r too long . We made plans that we r e never 
going to ha:)pen. 

'N .!!i."'lTY - THfu;i:. 



I had every intention of running away to 
a !lew city, creating a beautiful life for 
myself and dating girls. I was just wait
ing for the right time. 
And then I fell in love with someone else. 
Another guy, imagine that. We wrote many 
secret letters to each other, and 
eventually I moved to Montreal to be with 
him~ But not before warning him that I• m 
a c razy angry strange shy queer feminist 
gi rl. Hesaidhe'scoolwiththat, so 
here I am. I'd still like to be able to 
talk about my queerness more. I• a 1 i ke 
to ba able to talk about my desire to be 
wi th o t i.1e r girls without him worry ing 
t "'."lat ~e doesn't make me ~appy o r that I'm 
going to leave . Because I am happy and 
I a m not going to l eave, but I'm also 
!'lot going to close the door on future 
possibili t ·ies. I'm not willing to l e t 
that part o f my life g o unexplo red, 
unfulfilled . 
I need t o be a bl e t o articulate myself 
becaus e I don ' t want this relationship 
t o ttc r n ou t like t h e last-one . 

TW .i:ifi'Y - FOUR 
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