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1'm not gonna lie to you, this zine was a
little difficult to put together. I had a
lot’ of thoughts and memories that simply
needed to be put down on paper. The first
few pages deal with assault, so please
read this zine in a safe space. I guess
Lhis 1s sort of a "coming out" issue, as
weird as it feels to say that. 1 must say
though, [ feel a lot happier now than I
did when 1 first started writing it. I've
said it before and 1 will Bay it again:
sverything will work out fine. Thanks be
pact®="" Bto Mandy, Tukru, Chantal
R Kate and everybody else
who has helped me arti-
culate myself through
8 long letters, David for
b being an awesome boy-
Rfriend and you for read-
ping this zine. Yow go
b pour yourself a cup of
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XN Iwasthirteer
>\ Y2ars old th
N\ first time I

got frunk. My friends=
livad in an apartnent
above 2 shop dcuntown.

/I was the youngost one in
/the room. sat cross-lezgec
fon the flocr with a fewothe

\/ oesozle. Ve surrcunced the
coffee table, which vas
littered with macazirss. weed.
empty ottles, scrags
of saper and such.
7 A oy, no, a man. sat
Xnzyt to me ané of ferad up
“xis Colt45.

I took a sip and passed

it back. He had some
more, passed it back

tome. I started
chugging it, wondering
what it felt like to

be drunk.
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Wz listened tc cascsettz tapes, scmz Zuni
hances th2t escape m2 now. Fcople came and
want threocuchout the night.When they came,
they alvays brought gifts of alcohol;
cheag h»eer, cherry wine. cin... I tasted
everytihing. learne? what it felt li%e

to be crunX. It got late. People m2c2
their way home, or crashad on the floor.
Cclt43 dude and T were lying on the
couch, "is arms were wrappecd around me.

I wvas comfortable, but I édid not want
anythine more than that. I was ready to
slez> like everyone else. He had wander-
ing hands. They tic%led my hips. they
wancfered usmy shirt. I didn't Xnow how
to say no. I'd been drinking his beer

all night and I felt like 1 owed him.
[I'mwell avare of how fucked up that is. ]
Every time he tried to reach down my
pants, I rollecd over, ac¢justecd myself so
he couldn't get in there. The room was
sil=nt, it was dark. I couldn't bring
myself to sp2ak. He Xissed my neck and

my &=r03 g

©The best profit of future is the past.©
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I pretended 1'd fallen asleep so that

I wouldn't have to touch him. It felt
lixe it lasted for hours. hut I have no
idea. He gave up eventually, fell asleep
and sodid I.

He was twenty-three, an entire decade
older thanme. I was still a fewmonths
away fromentering high school.

Whern everyone else woke up, they congr-
atulated me on survivingmy first
drunken night - without a hint of a hang-
over. "We thought for sure you'd puke!
You're tough!" Later, one of the girls
pulled me aside and said, “I saw the way
he was touching you last night. You
should be careful."

I saw himarounc town a couple of times
after that. He towered over his teenage
skater friends. They probably thought
they were hot shit when they were hanging
out with him. The'girls, too. He had
money and beer and he didn't have to go
to school everyday. Everyone thought
he was their cool older friend, but I
see him now for vhat he really was:

A predator.



" sbas I was spencing an after-

: noon with a friend. He was 15,
we met when I became friends with his
sister; who was in my grade 2ight class.

We stopped by an acquaintance's place
for a bit. He was 23, same as Colt45
dude. They shot the shit for a while, .

I vas guiet like usual. I was wearing

a t-shirt that I1'd borrowed that
merning. When it came time to go, one

of them said, "Flashus." I said no,

I thought they were joking. "We're not -
letting you leave this apartment until
ve see your tits." I refused.
"Fine then," said
old. "But yo1're wearsy
I want it hack." I tolgq
was being crazy, but he¥
threatened to ' W g
take the shirt ' ;
wac- right

then ané:
thera.



He was strong, much stronger thanI'11l
ever be. I imagined myself walking home
tooless and defeat2d, holding onto my
breasts and praying nct to be seen, even
though it was a beautiful sunnyafternoon.
There was no way oat. "It's my t-shirt,"
he expiained. "So you have to take it off
if T tel! youto." "They're really smal?’,"
Ia2raved. "I don't Xnow why you want o
csee them." But thev vere sttbborn. I 1iftad
my shirt and showed them mv hreasts. wvhich
had barely begun to dalelop. They stired
and after a minute or so, they were
satisfied. T pulled the shirt back down.
"Okxay, voucan go now." We left and the
incident was never spoken of. I nevar

told a soul, I was completely ashamad of
mysekf.




My c1¢ boyfriend use? to likenme tc 2 cat or
a Z0g who woulcd sit =t the fdcor waitiny tec b2
let out. Put when the éoor finally cz2as
the animal just sits thera, sudfanly unsurs
Gf where it wants tc go. He asked mz. "Do ycu
want in or out?" What he meant was, "Ar:- you
straight or are you gay?"

2 hac this convarsation a lot. It was zxha-
usting. Ovar and over again hea would tall
ne tohurry up and make up my mind.

We met wvhan w2 wers seventzan
Lo
¥ |

at 7-8leven. ha wcs 2 “ag hoy at the Valu-
Mart down thes strezt. I watchad himricde hi
bike sast the stcre cveryfzy COnoneof the
first days we wars toretar 1z ver2 an olé

fadad Bush t-ghirt and T wecre 2 white shirt
with Hola's logo p2intsd o We nvalkacd down
Russell Street and I oksarvad, "We might as
well have CUN"‘ written acroczs cur chasts. "
I thought I was totally nilarious but he
didn't get it. He was so innceant.

We lost our virginity to zach other that
summzr. I drank a bottle cf red win= and
vroclaimed, "I want to fuck you and I'mnot

just saying that becaus: I'mdrunk!" We
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turned up Nirvana really loud but that
didn't stop his brother from hearing our

awkward fumblings in.the next room.

For a while it seemed 1ike he'd saved my
life. Suddenly I had a reason to leava the
house besides going to work and making my
lonaly trips to the public library (where
I used to read many biographies on the
likes of Mary Fickford, 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 with. But after
a while, we were just forcing it, I guess.
Five years later we were still together,
living in the basement of a house we sharec
with his band (plus a girl friend that I
draggad along to keep me san2). It was
autumn and already so cold in there. An
o018 friend asked me to join her at the Pride
Parade in a nearby city. T was so excited -
my first Pride! The boyfriend was meant to
drive me halfway there where I was meeting
up with another friend before the whola

wIGHT



shzznz. In the days leading tp to the
avont ho made kittzr comm2nts. aocvused me
of trving teo chaat on him. T was hensast
uitm™ mim. I told himwhy I wanted tou go:
I want=7 toc nang out with those friends
that Z Jea't get to see vary often. I was
tir o o 'ceening secrets, I wanted to be
an nvz renment whare quecr was the ce-
1t, v"2re I wasn't assumed to be strai-
s ':ant,z:‘. to spend the day surrounc¢=¢
er ©ids, I wanted to party wvith lie-
> psopla. T thought maybe I coulJ
naw friends and Lincdsay would faz
le less claustrophobic.
On themorning he wvas todrive me, he slz3t
. Drank toc much the night before,
play:7 video games 'til sunrise.Sledt
il ncon. I mep=d around the house all *
v 2n< vhen he asked what was wrong I sz2ic,
zan't haln but feel that you purpcsaly
e';:.t in. Youidn't wart me togo." It
¢ caly a fewnights hefore that he'c
_J_:J.:'ﬁ with r=2 in bed and vhined . "Why
‘t-you he straight??"
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One of our friends had Just gotten his own
apartment out of town anc wasn't spending
his weekends withus in Lindsay anymore.

I felt like he was 1living a secret douhle
life. He had his Lindsay Frien¢s anc his
Out-0f-Town Friends. In Lindsay. we got
drun¥% and ate pizza and watched The Simpsons
every Sunday night. He told us odd facts
he'c read online and stories of his travels
in Europe. Outside of Lindsay, he was out.
He never told us stories about his Out-0f-
Town Friencds, wouldn't let the two groups
mingle. Maybe he was ashamed of us, his
Small Town Friends 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
going to meet your new friends?" but it wvas
a jor2 because we knewv we never would.




We found ourselves driving to his new place
on & sunny afternoon armed with fliers for
an upcoming show and a bottle of rum. He kne
we were on our way, told us tocall him from
the parking lot.The boy and I talked about
his secret friends. He said, "I don't care
if he has a toyfriend, I just don't wanna
see them kissing and stuff." "Well you kiss
me in front of our friends, what's the
difference?" "I don't know, it's just weirc
No wonder we weren't a¥lowed to mingle with
his new friends. "Do you even hear yourself?
I asked. "Do you really like knowing that a
supposedly goo¢ friend of yours is afraid
of sharing his 1ife with you?" I was really
upsat, not only by my boyfriend's homophobi
but by the fact that I was also beingalien-
ated, simply by kteing wvith him. "I'mgueer
too, you know. Are you forgetting that?"

It was 2 tens2 drive.

"What are you, a queer or something?" he i
jokad whan his brother showed up in a clean '
new pair of pants, a change from his usual
grunge style. And I wanted to stand up and

shout, "NO HE'S NOT BUT I AM." :
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their friends just to impress the boys.

I always rolled my eyes and left the roon.
Gosh, I thought those girls were dumb.
Those nights really fucked withme. I
thought that they wera really screwing
things up for me, and for other girls who
were confusecd about their sexuality >y
turning it into one big spectacle for
the boys. I was 2mpbarrassed for them,
but a little jealous, too. I wanted
tokissgirls, but I didn't want the
boys to watchme o it.
» What'sagir? :
y todo? 1
' learned :
to becom= gk
alittle @8
less jud-"%
gmental.
I've

realizec that those girls might've
been in thes same situation aswe.
Mayte they coulén't find anothzr
way either.




I don't remember when I started discussing
my sexuvality with the boy. Perhaps it was |
in the very beginning, but I don't like !
"coming out"” so I usually just drop hints
until peopla figure it out on thair own
or straight up ask me how I identify. He
2idn't take it seriously and it was too
hard toexplain. I just don't like the
assumption that I'mstraignt. I don't
like the way the wvhole world seems to
assume that everyone they know is 3':,1'511;;}1!;l
unless they are told otherwise. My mom
once told me that she believes that
coming out should either be expected of
averyone, or nc one at all. As in, "Mom,
Dacd. I'mstraight, just so you know."
She was only half-joking. My mom is a
pratty awesome woman. She's funny and
open-minded and she loves Pearl Jam ~nd
. she raised twins on her own so I have
massive amounts of respect for her. She )
always used to say., "If you have something!'
to tell me, just tell me." She even asked |,
me once, "Is your sister a lesbian? You N
can be honest withme." But I justcan't |

bringlmyself to tell her that I'm gueer.
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Right then I thought akout saying to her.
"You know, just because I have a boyfrienc
doesn't mean I'mstraight." But how weirc
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 agirl
named Chloe. She lived in England. We

vere both fifteen, sixteen and we
used to exchange long letters across the
ocean. We wrote about rocknroll and
crushes and our love of Velvet Goldmine.
She used to send me jewelry and foreign
candy, magazmne clippings of our favo-
urite bands and pictures of herself
wearing fairy wings and glitter makeup.
We made elaborate packaces decorated
with neon ink and shiny stickers. We
called oursslves bisexual then. I don't
like that word anymore. It reminds me
of Girls Gone Wild and that kinda bull-
shit. Boys perk up when they hear about
a bisexual girl. I don't wanna be that

girl. I'mstrange. I'mqueer.

] GHT winl



The bo oY h= waen't such a bac person, maybe
he was just a bit too traditional for me.

We never guite got along., but ve always
tried.

I used to leave 1little recipe cards in
random places with the text, YOU ARE
BEAUTIFUL on them. Eventually I graw tired
of the cards, tossad them in the racycling
bin and mafde stickers instead. Ee founé
them outside anc scooped themusz, savec‘
them in a drawer, unbeknownst to m=.

two separate Ofcasumb

- c" %\
hcoemmee .f ;f' J)L %\
560, -

N " i,.o‘?

found these cards
all ovar the house, on

the kitchen counter,

N1 NwTanN



in the bathroom, on my crzft table, the
nightstanc . the computer screen, cn top
of my typevriter. on thz coffoa table. ..
Everywhare. I n2arly cried. It was just
toc swaet.

Living with an angry confuszd gusar gir
was protahly sretty fuchting fifficult
scmatimero.
We vsed tc tolk ahout csetis
At first it v> *- .
ve're oldar.” Then Lt wac; "Wa'll get
married wha+ we =avz =0r: naney " Then
it was um"Wao'1l get married when you stop
actiag like zuch 2
bitch." We even
lock2€ at
nousag togeﬂ\er
If=21 1ike T iust
_rnly cscapead.

rri:f
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T My twin sister is 21sc gu=sr
' W2 never, aver tal™ about
this. Tt's 1lize ve hoth
%now. but neithar of vs
will say it out 1ous. Vo
¢ance arounc thz -u-jzsct.
w2 never ciscussz< it =2t
w

f‘l

all. until I tcld har 1
::cr'if-.g on this zins=.
a2uess really, ¥he vaats
‘ tc hesrabont trade
ieirling's scr 1ifa? It's

S— i ..=“1r€ Eut I'm hoping that

t2is is just 2 shase. Right ncw, we're '

young anc shy. Perhaps as ve h2come older |

ané more comfortakle (with our bodies.

cur heliefs and our lives). we will bhe .

able to share our stories with each other.

Aftar all. sha ismy hest friend and an

obvicus ally.

I think it would be really interesting

to ¢o a stuéy on the sexuality of twins. l‘
t
1

g oy

as

This whole thing {s a process forme. I'm
still learning. I'm figuring out who to

tell and ho_w tc say it. Sometimes tha only:

R TR —— T
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| way I know to go about things is to write
about it ina zine. I don't particularly
like the idea of "coming out" but I nead
to talk about thig shit and this is the
only way I know how.

L feal like I m hob recognizable as
;a queﬁr nersan Bu!: I want people E
tokncw : S o S e

i Bacod, & 00 0 OE
L'

My ©1¢ boyfriend knew, but refusecd to
acknowladce it, except to sometimes jlare
fat me if he thought I was flirting with

| another girl. Some of my friends know.
some ¢on't. It canbe difficult to talk
about. I worry that it's something my

| friends can't relate to. something that
they just don't want to hear about. On

the other hand. I worry that my guser
rfrie:::’s pight think I'm somz sort of 2
frauc. I fael 1i%e I may act bz taken
rseriously becausa I'nisa r2laticashin

ir ith a guy. What could I possitly Ynow
yazout b2ing qQueer?

l TWENTY ~TW0




W i I want to
queer people.

especially girls vho have been inmy sit-
uvation before. I want to continue my
relationship with my awasome boyfriend,
but still be surrounded by rad queer kids
who wanna fuck shit up. I wanna say, "Hay.,
that girl's cute," without pecple loo%ing
at me funny. I wanna go to pricde proms and
carades. I want to speak my minc without
being written off.

After all of the confusion and frustration |
with my ol¢ boyfriend, I was sure I wouldn' 1:
cate another dude again. Not so scon,
anyway. I very clearly remember 1lying in
bed with himone night and saying, "You

are the last guy I'mgoing tobe vith for

a very long time." We had these nights
where w2 would stay up and talk about
how our lives could be so much better with
out each other. But in the morning, it was |
like it never happened. He wvas afraid of
change, I was afraid of being lonely ané
peccr. We weren't meant to be, we forced it
for too long. We made plans that ware never
going to hajpen.

TWeNTY-THRxE




I had every intention of running away to
anewcity, creating a beautiful 1ife for
myself and datinggirls. 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 Montréal to be with
him. But not before warning him that I'm
a crazy angry strange shy queer feminist
girl. He said he's cool with that, so
here I am. I'dstill 1ike to be able to
talk about my gueerness more. I'd like

to bz able to talk about my desire to ba
with cther girls witheut him worrying
that h=2 doesn't make me happy or that I'm
going to leave. Because I am happy and

I amnot going to leave, but I'malso

not going to close the door on future
possibilities. I'mnot willing to let
that part of my life go unexpleored,
unfulfilled.

I need to be able to articulate myself
because I don't want this relationship

to turn out like the last-one.

TwisNTY=FOUR



AMONTREAL LOVEN

| LOVE THE ANONYMITY oF LIVING [N SUCH A 215 CITY. WHEN | \WALK piwiN
THE STREET, I'M\ NUT S0 -Ard-0+$ CIRLFRIEND, '™ NOT TE SALES CLERK
FROM THAT WERD SHOP IN THE MALL, I'M NOT TRE QRL Wit THE COLOVRFL
HAIR, 0% NENA'S DAVGHTER, 0% ONE 0F -THE TWINS. 1"\ JUST SOME GIRL
TRAT 100 PAIGKT NEVER SEE ACAIN. 1M STILL SHY (SomETWMES PRAINFULLY $0),
BUT ' LESS SELF-CONSCIovs. | CAN DO THINGS LIKE PILK 39 PENNIES

VFF THE GROUND WITHOUT WONDERING wio'S WKTLHING ME.

a

DAvID AND | WERE MAXING OUT ON TRE COUCY| ONE ENENING AND VR NOSE
RINGS 60T HOOKED THCETHER . INBEYNIWNST Tp \S, ATY HORSESIE WD
HOOKED [TSELF pofo HLS HOOP- WHEN WE PYLLED OVR |1PS AWAY FROM BACH
OTHER'S, WE WERE STOUX ToseMER! MY Nose BLED! Howl SEXT 1S THAT P
SouNDS LIKE AN EMBARRASSING STORN YO SEND tNTD SOME PINK RocK
VERSION OF SEVENTEZEN MACAZINE IR SOMETHING.

3

| WISH THIS ISSVE CAME TD SOME SORT OF CONCLUSION, BT IT DOES
NOT. YN STILL CONFVSED, 1't\ STILL FRVSTRATED, AND 1M STILA PROLESSING
o4 THOVARTS. SemeTimES | THINK 11 LIKE TO LNE A DIUBLE LFE, MANE A
BMEREND o0 MONDAYS, WEDNESDAYS AND FRIDAYS, AND A GIRLFRIEND oN
THE REMAINING DAYS. PERMAPS | AN\ DIWINED To ALWANS WANT NWAT |
CANNOT HAVE . | DON'T KNOW. ALL | KNOW 1S TMAT hyE FNALLY SAID WHAT

NEEDED To BE SAID... FOR NoW.

TweNTY=-F1Vs,



Conestoga #1 sickbd ATmizzou.edu . ? ]
mmmwﬂmhhﬁmlrﬁi.nﬂhmamuﬂm_l
love the kind of honest, personal zine you can read over and over again. Sarah writes
about atiending university and majoring in Women's & Gender Studies. Although
MWHMhh-ﬂy.*hihﬂm’-ﬂbmmw:h
deal with her sexuality, come out to her friends, and become more visible as a queer girl.

cach other), and the importance of her summer camp experiences. | really enjoyed this
mlmmlmam;mmmmum-rdmg‘ it.
T e s ot A AT R A £
City Kitty #11 and #12 motorcity_kiltyA | yahoo.com -
Motor City Kitty has been one of my favourite perzines for a long time and I consider Bri
10 be a good friend of mine. In issues 1] and 12, she writes about shedding her past
identity as bisexual, coming to terms with her queer identity, and trying to help her
friends understand it. We're both in the same bost, in that we both had some major sexual
confusion whilst in long-term relationships with girys, and ficht the nced to get out and
her!

Larceny #23 stull 1lIAT .com

This zine made it to nearly thirty issues before | ever heard of it and | feel like a total
loser because it is so, so awesome. This is your classic quarter-size cut and paste perzine,
complete with typewritten text, rub-on letters and vintage maps and clippings. [t inclodes
the amazing line, " A fear of women's anstomy runs parallel with a fear of women in
general, dipshit,” written afier a conversation with a co-worker who was talking about his

_Open Your Eyes And Make A Wish / Ouvre Les Yeux Et Fait Un Vouex / Abre Los
Ojos Pide Un Deses notcocoA Tgmail com

Possibly one of the most interesting zines I've picked up in a long time. Coco writes
Ibmlhemglmmw-meﬁm'-ﬁ-phwm
_a-iSp-msh Orawngs aad quotes arc peppered throaghout. Not only is it a very
micresting read, but s beipmg me practce mvy Freach!




THE PRIVILEGE
TO IMAGINE MORE

Amber Forrester
10124 Ave. Hébert #b
Fontreal, Quebec
H1H 3wb Canada




	0001
	0002
	0003
	0004
	0005
	0006
	0007
	0008
	0009
	0010
	0011
	0012
	0013
	0014
	0015
	0016
	0017
	0018
	0019
	0020
	0021
	0022
	0023
	0024
	0025
	0026

