
. ,·, .• 

'F" 

j 

8I } 
,,c··, •. 

,,____enderiZine 
of Massachusetts 



al®] '=? (@ 

i I You Are Here. 
Table of Contents ... the endless loop 

r4_ , me < 
-- i gr 

• • l,'••:•••'-••.., .. •_,,>,•••""_.: .. •.,-::•:-n .. ..,.., 

ii I Dear Reader, 
Editors' Notes 
Acknowledgments 
Publication Information & Copyright 

< a 
I I Gettin' Down to Business 
Articles, Graphics, Musings, Poems, 
Pictures, Quotations, Short Stories, & 
More! 

a 
i 

33 I Interactive Zone 
Crossword Puzzle 
Ask Yourself: a questionnaire 
Music: lyrics hyperlinked to songs 

38 I Submission/ Order Forms 
Submit: material for next issue 
Order: current issues 

enderiZine 
of Massachusetts 

i I The GenderiZine of Massachusetts 



the 
GenderiZine 

staff 

editors 
Liana Austin, CEO 
Dewi Harjanto, CIO 
Ruth Hunter, CFO 

web master 
Ricky Harjanto 

hosting institution 

Olin College 

under the guidance of 
John Bourne 

Steve Schiffman 

© Copyright 2005 
The GenderiZine 
All rights reserved. 

Dear Reader, 

over Design: Meagan Crum 
o o Desi n: Gavin Bo s 

Wazzup? 
Hopefully, you're excited! ... cuz we certainly are. 
The mission of The GenderiZine of Massachusetts i 
to promote awareness and openness. Through th 
distribution of this publication, it strives to offer a fo 
rum for intelligent and thoughtful discussion on issue 
of gender and sexual orientation in the state of Mas 
sachusetts, as well as the national public at large. Th 
GenderiZine of Massachusetts does not necessarily en 
dorse the views or opinions expressed in this publica 
tion. We do realize that material included in this pub 
lication may be offensive to some readers, so please us 
your own judgment when reading this zine. If you hav 
any issues that you would like to discuss with the edi 
tors of this publication, please feel free to contact us a 
editors@genderizine.com or through the website 
genderizine.com. This is the first issue of the publica 
tion so we're sure there are a few kinks to be worke 
out. We are open to hearing how we can work to mak 
the GenderiZine even better next time. 
But legal disclaimers aside, what we really want to sa 
is Thank You to everyone. Thank you to those who hav 
written, drawn, sung, etc. for provoking our thoughts 
as well as our experiential pleasure. Without you, w 
would literally be nothing but a bunch of college stu 
dents with a dead-end idea. We would love to receiv 
more fantastic material - send your stuff in for th 
next issue. (See last page of zine for submission/ orde 
forms.) Thank you to those who have doled out th 
dough to read this zine, helping us to cover the publi 
cation's costs and hopefully put together a next issue 
And finally, a big Thank You to all the staff who worke 
on this project. Ricky, you put together a beautiful web 
site. Looking at the final product, we all agree that th 
long hours hunched over our keyboards were worth it. 
So without further ado, please enjoy the Issue Numbe 
One of The GenderiZine of Massachusetts, the first in 
line of many (hopefully ...:-D)! 

Liana Austin Dewi Harjanto Ruth Hunter 
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Chromosomal 2espair: a 60ilu 

Deck of fifty three 
useless' for AO!J purpose. 
"7wo cads are jokers. 

Changing Minds 
He asked what it was like to be a 22 year old girl-boy, and I asked what it was like to be a 63 year old 
history teacher. He said he liked it because after you turn 61 you get to go to state college for free. 
He's working on his second masters. I told him about being chased down highway 80 in central Penn 
sylvania for being dumb enough to get gas with my breasts and buzzed head, baseball cap and rainbow 
sticker. He didn't want to believe me, but he did. He told me about historiography, and the biases 
that he was learning were in the so-called truths we tell, and how it feels to know he's taught too many 
children the wrong reality. I told him about manifestos that exclude you from your blood, and emails 
that remind you that they haven't forgotten that you haven't responded yet. I give him a history book 
about trannies and he leans over and says to me, "You know beck..., um, evan, there ain't no shame in 
just hitting delete before you ever read things like that, son. There ain't no shame in that." 

-- Evan Hempel 

-- anonymous 

-- anonymous 
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uhat [ nouu and uuho ] am. Should an 
part of my music offend you, pleas 
do not close your ears to it. Just ta 
uhat you can use and go on." 

truths 
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not sung 

silence searches 
for a map 
to the promised land 

silence finds 
transcendence 
in love 

silence speaks 
of the real world 

The truths I wish I knew 
Anger is wrong. 
are the ones 
Silence is fairness. 
they could never tell. 
You're a girl. 

The truths about where you end and I begin 
You tell lies, make things up. 
about faith and how long you can 
You never change, do you? 
hold your breath under water. 

You know I love you, right? 
Sometimes the truth isn't 
You're a boy, not a man. 
so concrete as time in seconds 
You're the smartest one. 
and liquid in ounces and 
You are safe. 
the measured length of you or me. 

You wear people out. 
Sometime lengths overlap and 
You make me need to do this. 
pressure on the water makes 
You were born that way. 
time shorter. 

and room for improvement 

You will always be a freak. 
Truths are only truths 
How could you be so stupid? 
in the moment they are spoken, 
I would never do that. 
then are gone. 

-. Sarah Leavitt, 
Olin Colle e 

About the Author 
Evan Hempel 

Evan R Hempel is 
riter from Boston, MA. 

He is a transgender activ 
ist, who works in cancc 
ealthcare. A writer sine 
he he gained consciou 
·ontrol of a pencil, h 
TfCW up outside of Bos 
on and spent five year 
in Ohio before returnin 
home. 1-1 is work promise 
to make you smile, pac 

punch, and send yo 
10mc thinking. He ha 
ccn published in Pinne 

Down by Pronouns (Am 
to and Davies, ed. Con 
iction Books. Jamaic 

Plain, MA. 2003), an 
featured on 
ww.butchdykeboy.com, 

I made a mistake. 
Gone into another truth you can't 
We depend on you. 
recognize if you set up for the 
You are useless. 
last one to stay; 
Forgive me. -- Evan Hempel -------~· 
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REDEFINING 
ORIENTATION 

I've got a theory that I truly believe will revolution 
ize the gay rights movement. By simply redefining what 
"orientation" means, we will change the way gays are 
perceived in society as a whole. Perhaps a better way to 
put that would be to say that we'll correct a misconcep 
tion about being gay, just as we did when being gay was 
no longer considered an indication of a mental illness. 
But correcting the misconceptions of society is never 
an easy task. 

Society for the most part assumes that everyone is 
straight. For example, a couple months ago, I was con 
tacted by a company putting together a directory for the 
high school I attended. When I told the representative 
that I wanted my name listed differently, he congratu 
lated me and asked me how long my husband and I had 
been married. He was quite apologetic when I explained 
that I was gay and my partner was another woman. Just 
the other day, I filled out an online survey and it asked 
my "marital status" I checked the "living with partner" 
option and on the next page, I was asked the occupation 
of both the male and female heads of household. (And 
this survey was conducted on a site that specializes in 
getting the opinions of the GLBT community!) 

This assumption that everyone is straight means 
that for heterosexuals, the issue of orientation is rarely 
thought about until one encounters someone who is 
openly gay. If someone asked 100 people what their ori 
entation was, then asked those same 100 people what 
they thought his/her orientation was and why, the vast 
majority would probably say that the questioner was 
gay for the simple reason that s/he asked the question 
in the first place. The general unspoken consensus is 
that orientation is an issue only to gays, so anyone who 
asks about it must be gay. Because of this, most hetero 
sexuals probably don't think of the term "orientation" 
with respect to themselves or their relationships. I can't 
recall one time when I've ever heard someone say, "My 
son/sister/friend is in a straight relationship" yet I can't 
count how many times I've heard, "My daughter/broth 
er/friend is in a gay relationship." Most Americans 
gay and straight alike- unconsciously associate the 
word "orientation" with being gay. 'The two have almost 
become interchangeable, which makes the task of cor 
recting society's misconception all that more difficult. 
The first step in the process is to drop the use of the 

word "sexual" when referring to orientation because it 

is misleading. Orientation has nothing to do with who 
you have sex with. Yes, you read that right. Orientation 
has nothing to do with who you have sex with.l Orien 
tation is more appropriately defined by who you can fall 
in love with. 
• Heterosexuals are men and women who are only able to 
fall in love with someone of the opposite gender. 

• Gay men are only able to fall in love with other men. 
• Lesbians are only able to fall in love with other women. 
• Bisexuals are able to fall in love with either gender. 
(There's another misconception that bisexuals have to 
have a lover of each gender at the same time, but I'm not 
going into that any further in this article. Suffice it to say 
that many bisexuals are monogamous.) 

Saying that orientation has nothing to do with who 
you have sex with is where most protest, saying some 
thing like, "How can who you have sex with not affect 
orientation?" It's relatively easy since there are so many 
situations where the current definitions of heterosexual, 
bisexual and homosexual don't work. Let's look at a few 
examples. 

Jenny feels "different" growing up. While all her 
friends are talking about the latest male hunk on tele 
vision or the latest boy band, Jenny's checking out the 
female lifeguards at the pool or the latest supermodels 
in magazines. But her family is fiercely anti-gay; her 
faith considers being gay a sin; her gay uncle was os 
tracized from the family and no one ever talks to him 
or about him. So Jenny goes off to college, finds a boy 
friend and settles down. She has two kids, a house in 
the suburbs and she's a regular PTA mom- until Jenny 
meets the new school nurse and finds herself head over 
heels in love. Jenny suddenly remembers feeling "differ 
ent" as a child and eventually realizes she is a lesbian. 
She knows in her heart that she's always been a lesbian 
but she's just been too frightened to say anything about 
it. She's lived in denial up until now. Jenny realizes that 
she never loved her husband like she loves the school 
nurse. That she never felt for any man what she feels for 
this woman. She knows in her heart of hearts that she is 
not bisexual- that she is a lesbian. Does that mean that 
she was straight when she was married and she "turned 
into" a lesbian? 

John and Marilyn, both heterosexuals, decide to in 
dulge in a fantasy wherein he watches her have sex with 
another woman and then both women have sex with 
him. Does that mean that Marilyn is now a bisexual 
simply because she had sex with another woman one 
time? 
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Frank goes to a bar, gets into a fight with his boy 
friend, Gene. Gene leaves and Frank is there alone. He 
keeps drinking until he's really drunk. A lady comes 
into the bar. Gail's lonely, Frank's drunk, they end up 
going home together and having sex. Does that mean 
he's now bisexual since he had sex with Gail? 

Jack is in prison. While serving out his 20-year sen 
tence, he has sex with several different men, but when 
he gets out, he never has sex with another man again. 
Does this mean he was gay while in prison and straight 
before and after his incarceration? 

The most controversial examples of the inaccuracy 
and inadequacy of current definitions are pedophiles. 
There is already a widely held yet incorrect belief that 
gays are more likely to be pedophiles. There is no proof 
for this. In fact, statistics show the opposite. Yet groups 
like the Boy Scouts of America continue to deny mem 
bership to gays because of this outdated, prejudicial and 
incorrect view that gays are more of a danger to chil 
dren than straights. The latest major institution to con 
tinue to perpetuate this incorrect belief is the Catholic 
Church, which seems to think that this child sex abuse 
scandal is a "gay issue" because male priests were mo 
lesting young boys. The "logic" being used is that since 
it was a male having sex with a male, that automatically 
makes the priest gay. WRONG!!!! Most of these abusive 
priests are not gay- they're pedophiles. To a pedophile, 
the gender of the child doesn't matter- it's their age 
that is important. Most pedophiles are white, hetero 
sexual males- that's statistics, not an attempt to slam 
white, heterosexual males. 
None of the above situations change the orientation of 

the individual in question. Yet according to the current 
definitions of the various orientations, it should because 
the current definitions ( or at least as they're commonly 
interpreted by the general public) are defined by who 
you have sex with. Ask the average man/woman on the 
street what they'd consider a man who had voluntary 
sex with another man and they'd probably tell you he 
was either gay or bisexual. It would never cross his/her 
mind that a straight man could have sex with another 
man and remain straight. 
This brings us to another reason to stop using the term 

"sexual" when speaking of orientation. Barring rape/ 
molestation, we do always have a choice with respect 
to who we have sex with. Therefore the term "sexual 
orientation" carries with it the almost subliminal im 
plication that orientation itself is a choice. Since many 
subconsciously see "sexual orientation" and "being gay' 

as synonymous, the "logical" conclusion is that being 
gay is a choice. Society's refusal to grant equal rights 
to gays is therefore justified because they're seen not 
as equal rights but as special rights. To make laws that 
guarantee gays equal rights would be the equivalent of 
saying we should make laws that guarantee that artists 
don't starve- after all, both are choices in the minds of 
most heterosexuals. 

But perhaps the most important reason for changing 
the definitions of the various orientations is that current 
definitions debase the true nature of every committed 
relationship, especially gay ones. A committed relation 
ship- whether straight or gay- is not simply a sexual 
relationship. In the context of a committed relationship, 
sex is one of many forms of expression of the love be 
tween the two individuals. But with the current line of 
thinking which defines orientation based on who you 
have sex with, the subtle implication is that orienta 
tion is solely about sex, has nothing to do with love and 
therefore involves no commitment. Since most people 
associate the term "orientation" with being gay and use 
of the term "sexual orientation" implies choice, the sub 
conscious arrives at the "logical" conclusion that a gay 
relationship is merely a sexual preference that involves 
no commitment. Again, if it's merely a preference, why 
should society create laws that guarantee equal rights? 
Such laws would be special rights if it were truly just a 
preference. It would be like creating laws that guarantee 
equal rights for people who prefer dating blondes over 
redheads. A preference is something you can control. 
Something you can change. A conscious choice. 
The fact is it's not just a "preference" for gays or for 

straights. A preference involves having a choice: "Which 
would you prefer?" is meaningless if you only have one 
option. Orientation is not about who you have sex with. 
It's about who you are capable of falling in love with. A 
straight woman can no more choose to fall in love with 
another woman than a lesbian can choose to fall in love 
with a man. Even if that love doesn't come with the first 
person you have sex with. Or even the tenth. A lesbian 
is still a lesbian even if she doesn't find love until she's 
fifty because she is only capable of falling in love with 
another woman. A gay man is still gay even if he experi 
ments with having sex with women because he is only 
capable of falling love with other men. A straight man 
is still straight even if he experiments with having sex 
with another man because he can only fall in love with 
women. 
The sexual aspect of any committed relationship is 
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merely an expression of the love within the relationship 
and you can't choose who you fall in love with. When 
people finally understand that orientation is about who 
you fall in love with not who you have sex with, they'll 
realize it's not a choice. They'll finally understand that 
gays only want the same rights that straights already 
enjoy: to have that protection of the law that forbids 
anyone from discriminating against you based on who 
you love. 
The gay rights movement is slowly plodding ahead 

in fact, just recently in Pennsylvania, gays won the right 
to adopt the biological/adopted child of their partner, 
which leaves only 29 other states whose laws have to 
change. For the first time, gays in Massachusetts have 
the right to legally marry. But those fighting for gay 
rights are being hindered by subconscious associations 
that are reinforced every time we use the term "sexual 
orientation" and by the current definitions of homo 
sexual, heterosexual and bisexual which are based on 
who you have sex with. Simply by dropping the use of 
the word "sexual" from in front of "orientation" and by 
informing others that being gay is not about who you 
have sex with but who you can fall in love with, we can 
change many of those subconscious associations. This 
will make the task of acquiring equal rights for gays that 
much easier as those in power- those who write the 
laws (who are, for the most part, heterosexual) real 
ize that gays aren't really asking for special rights. They 
simply want justice and equality. 

1 An interesting side note I'd like to mention. When dis 
cussing this idea about orientation having nothing to do 
with who you have sex with, most women will say some 
thing like, "You're right!" Most men on the other hand 
will say, "No way! It has everything to do with who you 
have sex with." This, I believe, comes from the fact that, 
in general, men and woman hold almost polar opposite 
views of love and sex. 

Men need sex to feel loved. 
Women need to feel loved to want sex. 

In general, men view love and sex as basically the same 
thing while women see the two as separate with sex be 
ing but one expression of love. Therefore, in general, 
men are unable to understand how who you have sex 
with does not define one's orientation. 

-- Reverend Shelley Strauss Rollison 
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-- anonymous 

About the Author 
Rel'. Sheffy Strauss Rollison 

Rev. Shelly Strauss Rollison is the resident visionary at OncSpiritProjcct. 
om and author of a monthly syndicated column called "The View Fron 
Here". She's also authored more than 20 books (still seeking publishers 
nd a staunch gay rights and religious freedom advocate and speaker. In 
004, she started the Purple Hat Project in support of GLBTs coming out 
n National Coming Out Day (which occurs every October 11.) She live 

in Pennsylvania with her wife of seven years and two sons (from a previ 
us marriage) as well as six fur kids. 
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[Untitled] 
It took him three words to make me-I love you. And it took him three words to break 

me I am gay. 
We sit together at the number 79 bus stop on a muggy California evening. In the dis 
tance I can hear the honking and screeching of rush hour. We drown in silence. I stare 
at the passing cars, each upsetting a whirl of dust as it whizzes by. I draw in a quivering 
breath and let it out slowly into the clammy night air. Uneasiness lingers in the air in 
wisps of hot steam. 

"Do you hate me now?' he asks. I do not answer immediately. I am unemotional, unwill 
ing to give in and let my heart lead my head. But I look down at his trembling hand and 
my heart lurches; I grip his hand in mine. I open my mouth but close it again in hesita 
tion. I am confronting everything my upbringing has taught me all my life. I watch the 
silhouette of him against the shadowy night sky. I see a lost and confused boy. Hardly. 
I pause;'Of course not,' I answer. It takes me three words to challenge beliefs I thought 

I had held so steadfastly to. 
"I don't want you to think of me differently,' he tells me. I begin to ponder exactly how 

I do think of him. What unites us in this relationship? Why am I in this relationship 
why did l fall for someone gay? I'm straight. Society delineates that we do not mix. But 
we do.lam in this relationship for something else, then. But I don't know where to find 
the answer to that; I simply let the silence between us drown out my thoughts. 

I hear him sniffling. A teardrop tumbles its way onto the pavement. At this moment, 
the bustle of rush hour and frenzy of people doing last minute grocery shopping seem 
miles away. The 79 bus pulls up to the stop. Hot air rushes out from the exhaust pipes. 
This is my ride home-this is my time to let go. I release his hand and hug him good 
bye. 

I stare at the window and look past the reflection of the whizzing headlights and 
street signs. I watch him and I finally understand. I can see inside of him-and I find 
that he is the same boy I always saw him as. We go together not because I am straight 
and he is gay. We go together because we are friends. Simple as that. 
This is me-I am a conservative Christian; and my ex boyfriend and best friend is gay. 

And I love him 

[Chinese character for Love- Ai] 
-- anonymous 
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WITHOUT MY PERMISSION 
An anti-athletic senior in high school, talking online, we got to know each other I forced myself to look at her as just a 

I found myself unexpectedly at my first a little better. Before long, we even start- friend, and not think about being any 
basketball game one night. I was a little ed to pass notes back and forth through- thing more than that. This proved to be 
annoyed at my friend who had forced out the day in school. She is such a sweet much more difficult than I had expected. 
me to go, and I expected the game to be person, and would do anything to help Every time I saw her, I became lost in a 
incredibly dull. But as I sat in the bleach- someone out. She's smart, she's funny, state of utter happiness and the thought 
ers among the roaring crowd, I became and her optimism allowed me to see my of actually being with her surfaced itself 
very interested. As time passed though, life differently. We became good friends in my mind, clearly without my per 
! noticed myself paying attention not to really quickly, but I was always jealous of mission. It became a nuisance, always 
the progress of the game, but more to a her best and closest friends. I wanted to pushing the possibility of being bisexual 
certain player on the team. I sat there be her best friend. out of my mind. I found that I actually 
gazing dreamily at this amazing player, Dear Diary, didn't want to suppress the thought. I 
certain I had fallen in love at first sight. Me and "you know who" are actually re- liked the way she made me feel...and I 
I was terrified. The basketball player was ally good friends. It's crazy that we became didn't care that she was a girl. Denying 
a girl. so close so fast. I love being her friend. I my true feelings proved to be depressing 
"What's wrong with me!?" I screameq don't know why I still feel the need for more and quite impossible anyway, 

at myself inside my head. "She's a girl, j {hough. I guess it'sjust because sheis such an [his struggle with my personal iden 
don't like girls that way! I mean there, @Wesome friend...nothing more than that...} {jpy was eating me up inside, and I had 
nothing wrong with people like that," I think .. · to talk to someone about it. I had no 
reasoned with myself "but that kind of Months went by, and we began to spend idea who to talk to though. It would e t ft' t ti E thing just isn't for me." excessive amounts ot time togetner. Jave been way too hard to bring up such 
I didn't want to have feelings like that; I ery moment we both had free, we were a topic with my family, even though we 

wanted to be "normal." So continuing o,» '9ether. I only wanted to hang out with ,re very close. I didn't want to tell my 
with my "normal" life, I decided to for- my other friends if she couldn't hang out best friend because I feared her reac 
get about the crazy night that I contem- at that time. The guilt would often build tion. I didn't want her to think I was 
plated liking a girl. As much as I tried up in my mind· But why should I force weird or to be afraid of me. So I turned 
to suppress my feelings for her though, I myself to be with my other friends when I to a friend who I met online two years 

really wanted to be with her? She was so d h couldn't seem to forget her. ago. A very open an 1onest person, I 
much fun to be around. I was addicted "There must be something wrong with felt comfortable telling him almost any- 
to her. me," I told myself. "I just can't get her thing. He had helped me out with some 

off my mind! Oh my God, what if I am "She makes me so happy. Is that a bad problems before, and if he decided to 
bisexual, or even worse, a lesbian?" I thing? ls it bad that I want to spend so hate me because of this, it wouldn't be 

th ht th yth· much time with her, just because she's a like losing my best friend. Plus, it was never oug! ere was an mg wrong .j7 N f • 
with people being bisexual, or gay, or les- gir · ,?• 0 course not," I debated with so much easier to bring up this delicate 
bian, or anything, but for me to be one of myself. But is it bad because I might have topic over the internet, instead of face to 
these things was just different somehow, feelings for her? I'm so confused. I wish face. 
unthinkable. someone had answers for me. I wish I "Hey, can I ask you a question?" 

She was an amazing basketball player 9uld understand myself." "Anything." 
so I thought maybe I just looked up to Once I began to think of the idea of l entered "do you think it's bad to be 
her as a sports figure. And she was such liking her as more than a friend' the re- bisexual or gay?" into his AIM window, 
a nice person. Maybe I had mixed up my alizatio? hit me: even if I did like her, it and paused just a moment to rethink 
feelings for her with those of a romantic wouldn t have mattered because there was what I was about to do. Ultimately I 
nature, when, in fact, I was just fond of no chance she could possibly like me that decided it was for the best. Enter. 
her in a friendly way. Her friends were way too. 1 felt so stupid; I just wasted a "No, of course not," he replied. 
so lucky that they knew her. I wanted so lot of time on confused and pointless feel- "Well.. .would it be bad if I were bi- 
badly to be her friend too... ings. I figured that I had to eliminate all sexual?" 

Soon, a mutual friend introduced us, of my feelings for this girl since I had no "Not at all! Personally, I don't think 
and we got to hang out for the first time. chance anyway. Once again I was back to anybody is anything. We're all just 
We were instant friends. By constantly """"""8 myself that 1 could not pos searching for someone we want to spend 

sil ly ve visexual. 
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our lives with." 
With my friend's words in mind, 1 

began to think about myself and my 
sexual identity without blindly dismiss 
ing the idea of being something other 
than "straight.' I figured that I couldn't 
be a lesbian though, since I was still at 
tracted to some guys. But, I began to 
think about being bisexual, without au 
tomatically thinking it was impossible. 

Unfortunately, we do not live in a 
very open-minded society, and so I was 
pushed into denying who I was. Walk 
ing down the hall, or sitting in class, it 
was common to hear the word "gay," or 
a vulgar synonym used to insult some 
one. In our small school, if someone 
found out about my "secret'", everyone 
in every grade would know about it in 
a few periods. Everyone would look 
at me differently: like I was a monster, 
someone to be scared of, or like I was 
something disgusting, someone to look 
down on. 
Although I couldn't tell many people 

my "secret," I had to at least be true to 
myself. Thinking about the past months, 
and even into my distant past, I finally 
acknowledged many previous thoughts 
about being bisexual. I was no longer 
afraid of being myself. I didn't want the 
whole world to know, but it was liberat 
ing finally to just accept myself. 
Dear Diary, 
I am bisexual. I'm in love with a girl. I can 
say it and be okay with it! It is such a great 
feeling. Yay for self discovery! 
These thoughts no longer made me nervous 
and scared. It is a great feeling to know 
who you are and to be happy with yourself. 
Although I still didn't want to share my new 
self discovery with everyone, I wanted to 
tell my best friend. It was such a hard task 
to spit out such a small sentence. It literally 
took me hours before I got up the courage 
to tell her. Finally I just took a deep breath, 
let go of my anxiety, and told her the truth. 
"Mary, I think I'm bisexual" 
"Oh, that's it? That's not a big deal at 

all. I was so afraid you had something 
bad to tell me! Don't worry, you are still 
my best friend and this doesn't change 

anything." 
It was such a relief knowing that my 

best friend accepted me for who I am 
and supported me no matter what. Af 
ter I told her, I couldn't believe I hadn't 
gone to her for advice before. With this 
new sense of acceptance, I was gradually 
able to share my "secret" with other close 
friends. They all had similar reactions to 
Mary's. Everyone accepted me for who I 
am and they know that I am still the same 
person, no matter if I want to date a guy 
or a girl. 
My brother and my mom had noticed 

that there was something bothering me 
and previously I wouldn't tell them what 
it was, but after receiving such support 
from my friends, I was even able to share 
my thoughts with them. "You'll always 
be my daughter, and I'll always love you 
no matter what," my mother reassured 
me. Both my mother and my older 
brother accepted me and supported me 
one hundred percent. I am lucky be 
cause I grew up in a very close-knit and 
open-minded family. I love having the 
freedom to be myself completely and not 
hide anything from my family, or myself. 
The people that I am close to under 

stand me and respect me, no matter 
what my personal choices in life, but 
there are many people who would 
not have the same understanding and 
respect. It's not always a very friendly 
place to live if you are anything different 
from most other people. In my high 
school, where people who stand out in 
any way are negatively labeled and con 
stantly taunted, careful precautions must 
be taken to keep dissimilarities safely 
hidden. Sexual orientation is not some 
thing that you get to choose, and when 
people put you down for something you 
cannot control, it really hurts. It's hard 
to come to terms with yourself if you are 
different, because the world is always 
telling you to be like everyone else. 
Being gay or bisexual doesn't make 

someone bad or immoral. And keeping 
two people apart doesn't make them 
change their feelings. My girlfriend's 

parents found out about our relation 
ship and commanded her to break it 
off. They had no other reason for this 
order than my being female. I can't un 
derstand why they would rather their 
daughter be "normal" than be herself, 
and be happy. Is it right for me and my 
girlfriend to hide our relationship just 
because her parents don't want her to 
be gay? 
It's extremely disheartening when the 

President of your country is trying to 
ban gay marriage, when you may want 
to marry someone of the same sex. 
According to President Bush, "it's very 
important that we protect marriage 
as an institution between a man and a 
woman" (Cloud 40). Marriage is the 
union of two people who love each 
other; it shouldn't matter if they are 
both male or both female. 
There's something really wrong with 
our country when people cannot feel 
comfortable being themselves. What 
is the right of marriage, if people can't 
choose who they marry? In Goodridge 
v Department of Public Health, "the 
Massachusetts Supreme Judicial Court 
ruled that a prohibition on same-sex 
marriage violates the Massachusetts 
constitution" (Sunstein). The state of 
Massachusetts, and some other states 
could see that banning same-sex mar 
riage is unconstitutional, why couldn't 
the President see that too? I don't think 
I should be punished and not allowed 
to marry the person I love, just because 
she is a girl. You don't get to choose 
who you fall in love with, and you 
shouldn't be punished for something 
you cannot control. 
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Necessary Losses 
When She called 
i just stood there 
in my towel 

damp from my shower 
exhausted from working 
all along as me 

all day. 
I stood there 

and stared 
dumbstruck 

by the heat and weight 
of her words 

do not contact 
do not 
contact 
my five children 

but i helped raise them 

again. 
i love them 

Do Not Contact My children 

(my heart fell 

It came in waves, tumultuous 
and crashing against the shores 

beating against jagged rocks until 
they were made smooth. 

It came in waves 
salty and smelling of their journey 

from open sea to sandy beach 
carrying gifts of mercy 

offering of peace. 

Pale peach deposits of forgiveness 
soft white shards of understanding 

A • . tand at my ears I can hear its mournful cry. 

4a/ns! ««mwcewwave 
warm from penetrating sunshine 

and settled on brown and white grains. eaten It brought 5 pronged friends 
' that always grow back 
so as to never know loneliness. 

Sf_ It came in waves 
[\oreSos odisguise itself 

to hide what it really was. 

Cloaked in beauty it came 
hammering at the coast. 

with destruction it came 

out) 

an anchor dropped 
like lead 

the weight 
of her words 

froze me 

/, » J «sq 
rt lo4 y thy 

without warning it came 

In ferocious waves it came 
with scales of torment 
with sharpened teeth 

for tearing youthful flesh. 

It came in waves 
too strong to be reckoned with 

too fast to be outrun. 

eke It came in waves 
that flooded already open wounds 

and drowned an already weakened heart. 

naked 

fought back 
the shame 

of living in 
a body 

that five minutes earlier felt like my own., 
/ 

Repeating 
the words ~~ 

© 
"IP'm becoming beautiful, 

and it's so much harder than I thought." 

resisting 
falter 

Because it comes in waves 
when least suspected 

it comes in waves 
monstrous and intense 

and soaks me to the bone 
until I am too waterlogged to move 

too downtrodden to fight against the current 
too weak to stand alone. 

-- Evan Hempel 

It came in waves 
and swept me out to sea 

and even mennaids with perfect fins 
and ivory skin could not survive. 

And I did not stand a chance. 

So I sit upon a once jagged rock 
now beaten smooth 

amidst the waters and the waves 
surrounded on all sides 

bracing for the onslaught. 
-- Sarah O Ii ver and 

Anne Marie Rynning, 
Olin College 

-- anonvmous 
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I.ct me lay wwith you in fields of wildflowers 
I want to watch th.c sunlight as it glows in your hair 

I will pluck the rniclnight stars fror your eyes 
and wwarr your body with my toucl 

I wwant to feel your heart beat when I hold you close 
and keep you captivated with my love 

I wwill take you by the hand 
arid lead you to the waters of life 

and there as the wwind blows 
I will lay you clown 

and while the waters run free over our bodies 
Wouldn't it be easier 
If you were that way 
Since you spend so much time with guys? 
Wouldn't life be simpler 
If you became that way? 

I know you're smart, 
But I also know your background, 

How you came from a backwater place 
Devoid of diversity 

Bereft of benevolence 
And not forward thinking. 

These are not assumptions; 
Iknowyou. 

They have no Idea ..., 
What it's like, how bani It IS ., .... ., 
To know that you could be discriminated against A ] 
At anytime, any place- ~~ 
To be constantly on your guard. 0 
To always have to watch your back. l_ """\ \ 
vou're an actor,ighz {F «9 
An author and a dancer. (/'" l 
Aren't a lot of them that way? VJ ((') 
You seem so close-minded. 4)) -?'j 
Couldn't you be prejudiced? ~-; 
I think you're prejudiced. ~ You are only, you are simply • DO 
A product of society. g\\', 
Why don't you just think '/(/1..0, 
On your own? O)? J' 

6" s> 
I can't stand my "kind." 
It's such a clique, a facade 
Where nothing's real, It's all for show. 
How Impossible to find 
someone who thinks like me, 
Who acts like themselves, 
As opposed to the mold that society's created for them. 
The mold that singles them out as different. 
Peculiar, odd, unlike "them"- wrong. 
Can't you Just be you, 
like me? 

-- Brendan Doms and Matt Brouillard, Olin College 

like my babe, 
She's so unique, so special 

Tome. 
I love her, but not that way. 
I wish I could, but I cannot 

I want him, 
He wants her, 

She wants me. 
The Irony kills me. 

I can't help It. I relate to her so closely. 
I'd treat her so well 

I love her, but not that way. 
BUI I wish I could. 

You like him. 
Admit it. 

You touch him all the time. 
Why not act on your feelings? 
Why not let me convince you 

You want him? 

My soul Is on a search 
For him. 

Why Is It that way? Who knows. 
Who's to blame? Why is it blame? 

I mean, I know I llke n 
His tender touch, his warm embrace. 

Yes, I do know him, quite well, actually. 
Now all I have left 

Is to find him. 

The Spirit of America, Issue I I 10 



The Great Race 
The straggler arrived at the bus stop. He was 

flushed, sweating despite the pre-dawn cold. 
The morning had caught him as unprepared 
as had the last one. And the one before that. It 
had been another mad struggle against blind 
drowsiness-stumbling mindlessly, crunching 
furiously on little rings of sugar-coated fortified 
cardboard while, somewhere off to his left, the 
parent knowingly smiled and prepared a bag 
lunch to speed the process. Drowsiness was the 
routine of the week-if anyone felt the need to 
ask he'd mumble something vague about home 
work and deadlines, glossing over the truth. 
Nothing to see here-just a self-polluting eighth 
grader, par for the course. Move along. 
When the girl saw him, she looked at him with 

the same wholesome grin as ever. He wondered 
if she ever had unclean thoughts, or if develop 
ment in that direction was utterly checked by 
religion. So much the better: once you ate from 
the tree you couldn't go back. And for him, the 
apple had had a sour aftertaste. 

"You don't have to stare at the ground, do 
you?" 

In the midst of his philosophical musings he 
was struck by the uncomfortable thought of her 
eyes bearing down intently on him. Why was 
she breaking the routine-twisting their nor 
mal two minutes of silence before the bus ar 
rived into an unexpected form that would resist 
his carefully honed talent for compressing long, 
awkward moments into something tolerably 
short? 
Resisting a strange urge to bolt, he planted his 

feel and lifted his gaze to meet hers. Wild yellow 
eyes cut a swift vertical arc from the particularly 
interesting pattern of cracks in asphalt that had 
so often drawn them, upward, barely register 
ing tennis shoes, skinny legs, and the body of a 
pre-teen girl dressed for modified league soccer. 
Her scrawny neck and thin, smooth face were 
the lightest of brown. At last he settled on her 
mild and rather nonplussed stare-eyes that 
were chestnut-brown by day. Impossible to tell 
in this light. They were wide and earnest when 
ever she spoke: 

"What is it you think about, that takes such 
concentration?" 
Good question. What's the topic of the day, sex 

or set theory? Or Great Expectations? Or how 
about sex? Am I trying not to imagine what a 
heartbreaker you'll be when your sheltered mind 
begins to notice boys? Am I wondering if youd 
take interest in me, if only I were anything ap 
proaching normal? Could I, for one brief moment, 
have forgotten you and the rest of humankind to 

simply admire what nature has inscribed on the 
canvas of our "finished" works? 

He shrugged. The words croaked their way 
out of him: "It's no one thing. My mind wan 
ders when I don't get enough sleep." His sunken 
eyes with their drifting gaze sold the statement, 
calling her attention away from a rising anxious 
thrill that made hairs stand on end and his flesh 
crawl with tiny points of sweat. 
"Well, what keeps you awake?" 
He broke eye contact, turned his attention 

elsewhere, and hoped for the conversation to 
die., 
She persisted. "You answer me. You never got 

like this around me back when I was a nudist. 
What's your problem-that I went and changed 
on you?" 
"Yes," he said loudly. 
"Well, you changed on me too, Cody. I'm 

mightily disappointed." 
Deflect them all. Wait for silence. Exercise self 

control, always. Except the nights... At nights, 
the explosion of pent-up frustrated adolescence. 
Then weariness, sleep, the crazy morning, the 
medications.. 
"Cody 
Two long years of that persistent voice seemed 

merely the continuation of that fateful morn 
ing's conversation. He heard it on the bus, on 
the phone-it had even skipped a grade to join 
him at the high school this year. A slender hand 
reached over the back of the seat and came to 
rest on his left shoulder. His shoulder jerked, 
and the hand retreated. After a deep marshal 
ling breath, he spoke to her, in a voice that 
cracked and rumbled much as it had on the 
day she began untangling the web he'd spent so 
many years weaving about himself. 
"I'm okay, Mer, honest. It was just..." 
"Just what> How can you justify looking half 

dead all the time' You know as much as I do 
that those nights locked in your room don't do 
any good." Her attack was soft-spoken, just for 
his cars. She was leaning over the seat back. 
"Don't ask questions, Mercedes, I do not want 

to discuss it." 
"When have I ever failed to ask questions?" 
"Never. But, there are things you shouldn't 

have to get about me." 
"You're right," she said, and she reached out 

and grabbed his long, shaggy bangs and pulled 
hard. He found himself pressed against the 
seat with his head tilted back, looking up her 
nostrils, noticing how she'd retained that cute 
little knob of a nose as she turned into some- 

one boys coveted. And he thought of the new 
boyfriend-who seemed harmless enough, 
but his God help him if he ever so much as 
smiled too broadly to the guys after a date 
with Mercedes. 
Cody sat motionless, his spidery lashes oc 

casionally fluttering, and waited to be told 
what he'd done wrong this time. "After all, I'm 
just a girl-right?" 

"Look, I can't discuss my habits without 
bringing up details I know you don't want to 
hear about. Is that reason enough for you?" 

"No. Go on," she said tersely after a mo 
ment. 
As long as we kept our distance, you were 

invulnerable to my baser thoughts. Now I 
have to fight to keep you out of them-and you 
resist me every f'ing step of the way. 

But what he said was, "So ... I finish, and I 
don't feel satisfied. I feel... worse. Empty. And 
the only solution is more." It came out in a 
sorry whisper. 
"But have you tried reading a book? Do you 

call me on the phone? Or come chat with me, 
since you're so close to the damn keyboard 
anyway ... " mortified, she crossed herself. She 
began to apologize, but he cut her off 
"Suppose you're even still awake. Whal am I 

going to say' 'Hi Mer, I just washed away ten 
million progeny and yet I still feel incomplete 
as a person. 
"Cody," she cooed as she stroked the dan 

druff-ridden hair of which he was so self 
conscious-"you are just the biggest drama 
queen I ever met. You're not giving us any 
credit..." 
"Leave it alone!" he growled, when his anger 

at the intimacy of the gesture cut through its 
soothing effect. "Just let me sleep." 
The door of the bus snapped shut on the last 

stop of the morning route. Trees and houses 
began to crawl away behind him, and then 
slowly picked up speed until they were dash 
ing by in a great blur. As the baritone hum of 
the engine rose, Cody sank back into himself. 
Life was all climax and dull interlude. Sooner 
or later, Mercedes would recognize the un 
derlying pattern as he did. And in the ensu 
ing revelations, there he would be, unicellular 
and naked under the microscope, begging 
her to turn off the harsh lights. 

"Last one, boys. Go!" The entire junior 
squad leapt forward at the coach's command, 
synchronized not out of habit or eagerness to 
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comply but because they were excited that practice "Except that she took you down the creek 
was nearly over. The chill air of the season bit at to their favorite smoking spot and..." The fire 
Cody's arms and thighs, but just below the skin his in her eyes was inescapable. No downplaying 
muscles were hot with activity. He'd only gone a this. He sighed. 
short distance when his thoughts started to drift "And yeah, things happened," standing still, 
away from technique. The coach yelled out, "Fix waiting for the outburst. 
that posture, Sleepy! You can't stay in JV forever. "Things? Cody, I was shocked to learn what 
You plan on warming the varsity bench as a se- happened." 
nior?" But falling asleep at the wheel was inevi- "To be fair, it wasn't all my idea. Not my 
table. Cody's mind kept returning to the rumors of fing idea just because I'm the male. You know 
trouble between Mer and Eddie, and to the letter of the two of us she's the one with the experi 
he'd just received from what seemed more likely to ence." 
be a hoax than a real college. "She was high as a kite!" And she stormed 

"What is this," he said happily as he climbed off toward the river, with Cody running after. 
the bleachers to meet Mercedes halfway. She had "And you think I was sober?" he demanded. 
been perched there for at least a half-hour, wait- "Hit for hit, she had me on another damn 
ing, he assumed, for the chance to bug him about planet. I was just going with it. She led." 
a paper for world history or chemistry or biology "Can you be so dumb' What have I always 
or something. He thought it must be maddening said?" 
to watch the cross-country team run this routine "I know you think you have to protect her, 
in particular--endless repetitions of one lap at a but I am not the devil.' 
hard run, one at a steady jog, then walking in place "She's like a twin sister to me!" 
waiting for the pulse to come down before starting "Exactly," he barked, before heel quite 
over again. It would look as if they were winding grasped the ramifications. He stopped dead 
down for the day, and then-off again at a hard a second time. 
run. It certainly wore him out doing it. "What do you mean, exactly' Uh, Cody? 
"You and I are walking home," she said. This was His knees felt weak. Something hard and 

generally very bad news. Not that it wasn't pleas- heavy began to weigh on Cody's stomach. 
ant, once in a while, to take the long, leaf-strewn He stepped off the path and leaned his back 
trail that led down by the river instead of riding against a peeling birch. 
the bus down the interstate; but by the tone of her "I'm a freaking idiot," he said. "I can't be 
voice, he knew there was something big on her lieve it." 
mind, and that she needed the privacy of the na- "Cody? How many fingers?" 
ture walk in which to interrogate him. He steeled "For the love of God, can we please not rub 
himself for the verbal assault while he gathered his it in!" 
things. "I meant how many fingers am I holding 
Three long years I've been standing here, watching up. 

as you turn into a beauty. Trying not to mentally 'Tm not sick, Mer. I just feel fing lame. How 
undress you even as you struggle to undress me. You does she feel about all this?" 
always have been utterly comfortable in your skin- "Kathy' Yeah, she's fine. She says you looked 
though you showed it a bit differently as a toddler, kind of small for her tastes, had it come to 
the naked terror of the neighborhood. Did I trust that, but not to worry, most women appar 
you better then' Could be. After all, a naked person ently aren't as picky." 
has no place to hide anything. "You accosted me over nothing? 

It began about ten minutes into their trek, as "Cody, you know what this is about." 
light glinting off the crests of little wavelets began "Like you wouldn't believe," he said, finally 
to show through the trees. "There was another big seeing it for what it was. And that tactless 
party up on Matthias street this weekend," she said woman! Honesty to a friend is one thing, but 
evenly. Immediately he understood. to apply such gory detail to the night we let 
"I know; I was there. Practicing being sociable, ourselves be seen together-and Mercedes the 

like you wanted. It was no small effort covering my girlfriend of the vice president of the Christian 
ass on a Saturday night, either" club. Granted, Mercedes was above spreading 

"And you met Kathy there, my best friend from such stories; but her position in the social hi- 
middle school, right?" erarchy stood directly in front of the school's 

He nodded. "Wee! said a few words in passing moral loudspeaker, who would hold nothing 
at the high school, but it was the first time I really back. Thus, she was meant to see and hear no 
had the chance to talk with her. You were abso- evil. 
lutely right, I can see the resemblance, except... 

"You, I thought I told you to take care of de 
tails like these before I come over. Just look at 
this hair!" Mercedes pointed accusingly at his 
reflection in the mirror, using the hand that 
wasn't preoccupied with trying to untangle 
and flatten out a wild cusp of hair on the top 
of Cody's head. 

"I did. Honestly, I took a shower at four 
thirty and I fixed it." 

"So what happened between four-thirty, 
and the time that I showed up at your door to 
see you looking like this?" 
"I. .. guess I got nervous and I un-fixed it in 

my nervousness. 
"On tonight of all nights!" She pulled so 

hard he shouted, and the gnarl of hair un 
wound itself. 
"Don't get so upset, Mer. It wouldn't be your 

last Ice Prom that I was spoiling.' 
"It wouldn't be yours either, Cody... would 
t?" He watched in the mirror as understand 
ing began to grow and spread across her 
face. 

"You should see my high school record. 
It begins three years before I entered high 
school. Special bussing, distance learning 
courses, exemptions-and that summer class 
at the Worcester Pl. I have absolutely no rea 
son to be here next fall..." 

"Getting out while the getting's good, eh?" 
Her smile was transparent. 
"..Except, of course, that lei miss you and 

Kat and those few others who've made this 
place interesting. You, especially." 
"But where would you go' Where can you 

expect to find what you've been missing 
here?" 

He closed his eyes a.nd leaned toward the 
toilet, nearly tipping over the rickety stool 
onto the bathroom floor in the process. From 
a basket perched there he pulled several lami 
nated college pamphlets and extracted the 
second from the top. He gave it to Mercedes 
and said, "This will at least partially answer 
your question." 

He watched as, rapt with attention, she 
thumbed through page after page of what he 
remembered so well: mounds of statistics, 
sample student and faculty vignettes, an 
swers to student questionnaires and cleverly 
worded propaganda. "Yeah," she said as she 
slowly set down the pamphlet, "it's a pretty 
special place alright. But-it's in the middle 
of nowhere." 

"In the middle of the California desert, to 
be more exact." When he saw that this wasn't 
helping her unease, he added, 'Tm not ac 
cepted there yet. But I'm on their watch-list, 
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so to speak." rented-"is not the setting I had in mind, 
"You mentioned Kathy," she said. Changing but then knowing me I could find a reason to 

the subject. "So nice of her to step aside and let reject any choice of venue. But I realized that 
me be your date to your first and last Ice Prom:' if I do nothing, the feelings in my chest will 
"She turned me down, Mer" affect my every decision until they burst free 
"She told me otherwise!" like an alien chest-burster:· 
"She changed her mind, Mercedes." Under his "How poetic." She smiled warmly. "Is this 

breath he added, "We were both unhappy with how you usually work your charm on wom- 
the arrangement. You finished?" en?" 
She shook her head. "Let me get out my make- "I'll accept your criticism later. You need 

upkit" to understand some things; first of all, I have 
"Why do I need that?" He started lo get up, but been messing around with Kathy for some 

she put a firm hand on his shoulder. time. It's been a great comfort, and I saw 
"The same reason I do, stupid. To cover up nothing wrong with it until the day you cor 

blemishes and the bags under your eyes. just nered me. Then you made me see what I was 
count yourself lucky that you're so generously actually doing, and I felt ill" 
endowed with eyelashes, they show up fine with- "Cody." She leaned over and put a hand on 
out any mascara:' She snapped the case shut. his shoulder. "It's okay to think of me that 
"And if I wasn't?" way. You won't go blind from it, and to be 
"Hold still" With an artist's touch she began honest, I'm flattered. Even though you and I 

conservatively applying the lightest-colored can't just casually act on our feelings, I would 
foundation she had in her kit. 
"Listen," Cody said softly, careful not to move rather you tell me how you feel than keep it 

any more than was necessary, "I never intended bottled up inside." 
"Nothing that's going on here is casual. I 

to bring anyone other than you to this dance. love you." 
But I felt like I couldn't, as long as you were with Mercedes was clearly stunned. She was a 
Eddie. The guy's a head taller than me, and I 
didn't feel like issin him off" minute collecting herself; after that, she was a 
Me[[, L% ah. "Oka hr,, blur of motion,straightening his tie, brushing 
erce es restrained a aug · ~y, ust O off his suit jacket; she seemed, of all things, 

all, Eddie is not that kind of guy-he's a gentle fidgety. "Cody," she said unsteadily, "you 
giant-and secondly, what harm was there in d f If 1 • 
kin tth fri- id? re sounc way too sure of yoursehi. mean, in 

taking me to the Ice Prom as a friena: It's upper post relationships, telling a girl you love her 
classmen and their dates; it's not like he can g0% before asking her out is kind of sudden... 

I once said a few things to Eddie that werent "Not sudden!" She was taken aback by the 
very fair. It was about you and, in retrospect prength of his voice. He removed her jittery 
considering that he's vice president of the Chris= p\ands from around his waist and resumed 
tian club, it was pretty outrageous. But youd ,,j "We' be de this 1b 
seemed better off without him." taming. eve... 2een 1oing this runabout 
"I am better off without him. Don't be fool] 9r what, three years? All that time you were 

by that high-and-mighty title of his; Eddie, ©ling to expose me with your sly prodding 
. . . . . . . and groommg and mothering. Congratula 

mind is filled with politics. When Eddie looks al [;ns; now stop being naive." Mercedes bur 
me, he thinks the same exact thoughts that you {ad her face in her hands, 
do. He applies all the same labels. She took a "I did what I did out of love for a friend." step back, musing to herself while she examined 
her work. 
"I highly doubt that's true," Cody said. 
"And, he was prepared to act on those thoughts 

of his," she said, her voice suddenly loud, as she 
resumed filling in and blending in the founda 
tion. 
Cody took a deep breath. "As I would be," he 

said. 
She stopped her work. "What did you say?" 
"Just finish my face. We can talk in the cab." 

"This," he said--- and he gestured around the 
spacious U-shaped passenger compartment 
of the luxury "cab" his family had graciously 

He smiled. "And I don't resent you for it. 
We had a great race, but I'm tired of running 
away. I am facing my fear. I need to try this 
the other way... Please, before I'm gone." He 
extended his arm. She brushed it aside. 
"It's impossible. You're asking me to jump 

off the deep end with you.' 
"No! I'm not asking you to love me. You just 

have to show me where it begins. Deep end, 
shallow end, I don't care. It needs a chance 
lo start." 

She looked up slowly. A single tear had 
smeared the mascara down the left side of 
her face. "How do I look?" 
He beamed. "Fantastic. Nothing my mom's 

emergency kit won't fix. She'll be waiting out 
front to take pictures." 
Twenty minutes later, they were nearing the 

front of the line to be announced before the 
promenade. His palms, which had dried a bit 
while comforting Mercedes in the minutes 
prior to their arrival, were once again wet. His 
ears again were engorged with blood. None 
of his garments felt like it was on quite right. 
When he mentioned this to Mercedes, she 
laughed. 
"I keep wanting to fix my bra," she said. "In 

comparison, that suit doesn't look so bad. At 
least your mom helped me fix the mascara. 
She's a sweet old mujer, I hope you know. Do 
you know what she said to me, when I told her 
what you'd said in the limo?" 

"You told her!" he said, noticing they were 
on deck. 
"She said, 'I know it, girl. I can feel it in ev 

erything he says. If you have a heart, marry the 
boy. He'll never love anyone else that way." 

"You're an anomaly in my life, Mer. I still 
don't know how to act around you most of the 
time, there's too many sides to you. But what I 
said is absolutely true for all of them. There's 
no doubt left in my mind that.." 

But the announcer had cut him off. "Cody 
Alexander Hutton of the class of 2003, escort 
ed by Mercedes Alvarez." On cue, they walked 
arm in arm, Cody focusing as much effort as 
possible on the paradoxically effortless-look 
ing stride Mercedes had tried to teach him. 
His shoulders sagged when he noticed the way 
some kids gaped at him and his escort. An in 
credible heat surged over his temples and fore 
head-what could it be? Were his zits showing 
through horribly> Were they amazed by the 
caliber of the woman beside him? Or was it 
simply that heel asked to be announced as class 
of 'OJ without first telling his classmates> 

The awe of the crowd seemed to deepen 
when they reached center stage; he had just 
enough time to register this before he realized 
that his lips were suddenly locked to those of 
his escort. The prolonged kiss that followed 
drew cheers from the student body and flashes 
from cameras throughout the crowd. He was 
already doubling the accuracy of his memory 
in the split-second between the parting of their 
lips and the removal of her fingertips from his 
shoulders. All I know for sure is that I'm grin 
ning like an idiot in front of all these people. And 
she is smiling as if she knows what a fool she just 
made ofme. 
She whispered in his ear, " Tag. You're it." 

-- 0.). Gallagher, Olin College 
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m obsesse with categories-tlie making of 0xe 
and binaries [and their expansion into a million lit 
tie pieces] - the compulsion people have to catego 
rize and oversim lif thin s into one dimension. [Boxes . I 

my p ysica ody is too sma to contain ow i 'ee . 
my surroundings are too finite to contain me. 
all of my context is too small to fit the sorrow i_feel when i think about the state of the wort 
and the joy i feel at all of the little beautiful things i see around me. 

all of these constructed boxes i am defined by, 
by others 
and myself because it is what i know, 
they confine me and cannot hold me 
no matter how i make them as jewel-tone and interweaving, 
i make them in all different sizes and decorate them inside and out, 
they are not enough. 

c mg a me, or smppmg an on, agam an agam .... mt eory you can 
· If indefinitely until ake more and more little pieces of ribbor  

• I b the shar ·ness of our blade. 

oint 
istence 

escribed in some sort of cosmic coordinate system, 
we could conceive of enough dimensions, 
convert to a more familiar Cartesian system 
and z.... 
knew the conversion .... 

The Spirit of America, Issue I I 14 



J e n d e r certainly could have tried harder to be 
I'm sorry this isn't very recognized as female I guess. I never 

well written or interesting. wore make-up or skirts or wore my 
I've never done anything hair down. I didn't even really wear 
like this but I just needed to my "girl" clothes all that often come to 
do it for some reason. I just think of it. I guess I just tried to wear 
needed to put down some them at times when I thought I would 
of my thoughts on a piece be meeting new people who didn't 
of paper and share them. know I was a girl already (like the first 
I'm actually starting to cry day of school, field trips, etc.) so it was 
as I write this disclaimer just depressing when my efforts didn't 
so maybe I needed to do it work. 
more than I even realize. I'm not really sure when I started to 
So yes, I'm sorry. I couldn't feel like being mistaken for a guy was 
edit it very much or I would a bad thing. I have this really vivid 
have just chickened out and memory of what must have been the 
not submitted it. first day of 1st grade. I remember the 

My whole life I've been teacher asking us all to tell her whether 
mistaken for a guy. By we were boys or girls because she said 
salespeople, people in bath- she couldn't tell for some of us either by 
rooms, teachers on the first our names or our appearance. Looking 
day of school, waiters, small back, I know this must have been be 
children, big children, etc. cause of me (I was the only child that 
I remember in junior high didn't have the traditional long hair + 
when I was really conscious pink=girls thing going on) but at the 
of it. I actually had long hair time I had no idea she was singling me 
back then although I would out without singling me out. I don't 
usually wear it back in a know, maybe I had some vague notion 
ponytail. I remember very even then or else why would I remem 
specifically wearing this ber it but as far as my memory goes, I 
shirt that said: 'Tm a girl, was blissfully ignorant. 
expect more" (it was some As an aside: You know, it really sucks 
soccer shirt) and the word that this stuff has to start at such an 
"girl" was actually in bright early age. I mean little kids aren't 
red letters. I must have got- equipped to deal with that kind of 
ten mistaken for a guy 3 or bullshit you know' I mean I can barely 
4 times while wearing that handle it now sometimes (or maybe 
shirt, I can't really remember all the time .. .I'm starting to cry again) 
the specifics now, though but at least I'm better able to deal with 
I can feel myself start to it then when I was then. sigh What 
cringe at the memory of it. ever, back to my life story. 
The sad thing is, I know I So there was also some point in be 
wore that shirt specifically tween my being ignorant of my gender 
so people would know that difference and being embarrassed by it 
I was female just like I used where I would actively try to act like 
to wear these other flowery I was a boy. This must have been like 
shirts and things like that 3rd - 5th grades. I used to go by my 
sometimes. To be realistic, I father's name sometimes (my name 

was based on his as he died before I was born) 
and if people asked me whether I was a boy or 
a girl ( which they did very often because of my 
in between-ness) I would sometimes tell them 
I was boy. I honestly don't think that I did this 
because I wanted to be a boy; I just wanted to 
be something that people recognized and ac 
cepted as normal. Like, I couldn't just be a girl 
who did boyish things because that was weird 
but for the brief moments or hours before they 
found out I was really a girl (which they always 
did), I was accepted for who I was and that was 
nice. 
You know something that's funny? I was nev 

er ugly when I was a boy, only when I was girl. 
I actually remember being mistaken for a guy 
once or twice by girls when I was younger and 
told that I was cute. Heh, if they only knew. 
Yeah, ugly. I need to address this because that's 
where a lot of the pain comes from because 
looking like a boy when you are a girl=ugly. 
I can feel my shoulders and stomach start to 
tighten as I'm writing this. sigh Here goes I 
guess. 
I was generally understood to be ugly pretty 

much my whole life. I've literally had strangers 
(mostly teenagers) come up to me and tell me 
that I was ugly out of the blue with no prompt 
ing whatsoever. Like, I'm sitting on the fricken 
bus reading a book and some kid taps me on 
the shoulder and says: "You're really ugly, you 
know that right?" or "Hey, my friend over 
there wants to hook up with you" followed by 
fits oflaughter. This isn't even counting my ex 
periences at school, just me out in the world 
minding my own business. Come to think of 
it, honestly, at school I didn't get teased a whole 
lot. Like I certainly was made fun of, don't get 
me wrong, but for the most part I managed to 
stake out this sort of tenuous truce with ev 
eryone around me. Like, I had "friends" and 
all that crap and I would mostly just hang 
around them. Like, I was still the ugly one I 
suppose. Like if we were talking about boys or 
something like that, no one would ever try to 
match me up with anyone or anything like that 
because of course no boy would want to go 
out with me. I guess that's why I use the term 
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"generally understood to be ugly" because I was. 
I knew it, they knew it, everyone knew it. They 
didn't make fun of me constantly for it because 
it was generally understood. Only new people 
would make fun of me or confuse me for a guy. To 
this day I have this apprehension of meeting new 
people because it's like you have to go through the 
whole crap of like explaining yourself ( unspoken 
of course) and getting them to like you so they 
won't make fun of you. 
The sad thing is, when you are ugly, you've got 

to have some redeeming features. My features 
were definitely my sense of humor and my intel 
ligence. Like it's really sad to think of it this way 
but looking back I feel like the "cool people" just 
tolerated having me around and didn't make fun 
of me because I was funny. It makes me angry 
to think about it now. Like I wish I could have 
just been like: "F you, I'm not telling any fing 
jokes!" I wish I didn't care so much what they 
thought. I wish I didn't hold my tongue because 
I was afraid if I spoke out against someone they 
would make fun of me and we would no longer 
have our "truce". But f that truce. What kind of a 
truce is that?" I won't make fun of you as long as 
you continue to amuse me:' F* you. 
Never again. Or is that just a lie? Am I doing 

that now? Are my friends really my friends? If! 
was 100% of who I am all the time would anyone 
ever want to be around me? I'm too scared to 
find out I think. I don't think I'm strong enough 
to live alone in this world. I don't want to live 
alone though. I don't want to have to be strong 
all the time. I want at least some people to like 
being around me or find me attractive or want 
to be with me or think I'm cool. I could do it if I 
had that. Survive I mean. I think I do have that 
or at least some of that. I don't know though and 
it's too scary to find out, the stakes are too high. 
Sometimes I feel like I act like an ass just so I 
can prove to myself that people won't leave me. 
That they won't start to call me ugly or shun me 
if we get in an argument ( wow, I'm really bawling 
now). 
I don't think I can write anymore right now and 

I better submit this now or I never will. I hope 
somebody got something out of it. I know I did. 

-- anonymous 

Ladybugs 
It bugs me when you drink all of the water at the 
watcrfotmtainatrrcess. 
It bugs me when you take my swing at lunch 
We made IMlybugs 0111.of 
Red and hlack 
Colored paper in Second Grade, 
We took our little scissors 
In those innocent, white hands 
Meticulously cut out 
Tiry 
Blackrlrclcs to 11u1 on our!adybug·s hack 
Small black pipe dc,111crs forantcnn11c 
And tiny black eyes of washable marker 
Inside we wrote 
It bugs me when 

Here Is my ladybug 

It bugs me when you doti'l listen 
Tome 
To yourself 
And you follow 
/\book 
A parent 
Or the media 
Who doesn't know what it is like to he 
homosexual 

Or when I cut my hair short 
Or when I speak with a lisn 

Or when I have anonymous sex with prostitutes 
In public bathrooms 

Or simply when you say 
'That's so gay." 

Where tloyou think that came from? c& 
'% 

It hugs me when you foll IO see the diffculty in being 
who lam. 
lf!I wen•a choke, I would not have chosen 
To live in fear 

Orbc!ngdm&1_:rdbehirnlarnr ~ 
Until I ,1111 ripped apart 
By solid asphalt 'e ... ~ 

To hide in the cracks of society 
Or to have to watch what I say and do 

It hugs me when you jude me 
Tell me lo mil you when I get 
AIDS 

It bugs me when you rnll me r11ggot 
Lezzte 
Homo 

And dyke 
Youre not a Nigger, Chink, Jap, or Wop 

In fact 
Names 

C.11111otdefi11eyou 

It bugs me when you tlon·1 tell me you love me. 
When you tell me you hate me.Or when you don't say 

any thing at all, 
Because of something I did not choose 

And tfl did choose It why must you persecute me 
I do11'tagrcc with all ofyourcholces. 

ALE 

But I don't have 

It bugs me that you do not see that 

lie 

% 
Are simply humans, 

People who search for Love 
Jlappl11ess ,md (Omfon 

Things which we all 
Would !!kc 10 have 

I wbh I only wanted that swing at lunch, 
Popsctdc you had. 

(Or water you drank 
But it's not that easy anymore 

(aiftyousrc? 
Do something about it, 

anonymous 

r ) \ 

(· j, , 
~~~ ~ 

Yo 
OJ co ~ ~ 

1 
Ne 0 \'/ u 
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In Hues of Flesh 
My Picasso paints in the pas 

sions of red but often prefers the 
melancholy of blue. Picasso is 
not mad but brilliant in her in 
sanity. She does not paint with 
brushes of boars hair or in the 
finest oils but with tortured lips 
and unbridled tongue. She paints 
in the abundant hues of fear and 
lust and uses love sparingly. She 
paints the way I feel; in fleeting 
bursts. I am sometimes Picasso's 
canvas. My skin raised in an 
ticipation, a textured palette. My 
open chest easily accessed for 
flaming shades of obsession. my 
heart is Picasso's inspiration. Her 
haunting eyes now my reason for 
living. She paints us perfectly in 
our flaws. Each other the medi 
um for creative hands. She paints 
more freely than she loves my Pi 
casso does and I construct poetry 
and prose around the hardness of 
her gaze that softens only at the 
sound of my voice. I write of only 
I can see. I do not show Picasso 
my words, she is a painter and 
cannot see this world, this love, 
this life in metaphors and adjec 
tives. She is not subject to partici 
ples. Picasso hangs her hopes on 
carefully stretched out canvases 
and brings forth meaning with 
light strokes. My skin crawls and 
burns hot at her glance. Paint and 
ink fall away. I know fear as I sit 
here watching Picasso pace the 
room her empty suitcase flopped 
across the bed. Fear of loss. Fun 
ny how I never thought to care 
before. You hold tighter when 
you can hear the closing door. 

Picasso must go now and I un 
derstand. Without words without 
sound, truth makes itself known 
and hangs reminders of neglect in 
the air like ugly mobiles I want to 
tear down. It couldn't last Picasso 
says opening the door. We do not 
know freedom. I hear the door 
slam as I knew it would one day 
but sooner than I believed. And I 
am knelt here beside Picasso's easil 
holding a splintered brush. 
I saw Picasso yesterday paint and 

easel under arm. I saw her bril 
liant in the glow of the moon. I 
remembered that she likes to paint 
at night. She says to paint in the 
night is full of pleasure without re 
striction. I saw Picasso, no longer 
mine, yesterday but she did not see 
me. She did not see the longing in 
my eyes or hear the pounding of 
my heart within my ears. She could 
not see the splintered brush in my 
pocket, my constant reminder of 
our lack of freedom. Picasso does 
not know that I have lost my words 
with the slamming of the door. She 
does not know that my participles 
have fled leaving blank pages in 
her wake. Picasso does not know 
that there in the moonlight I let 
my cheeks fall wet. I am careful not 
to make a sound as Picasso takes 
a seat under the willow we once 
called our own. I am ashamed. 
It has been too long but not long 
enough to let her go. In these shad 
ows, Picasso does not know that it 
is her face I see as I walk along the 
river bank, her reflection in the 
still waters. She does not know her 
sweater sleeps beside me her scent 

the only comfort I have known. Pi 
casso, no longer my own, is igno 
rant of these facts. She pauses for a 
moment and my heart flutters half 
in fear half in hope. I wonder if Pi 
casso no longer my own can sense 
me here, can sense my still burning 
love? I wish for her to open me up 
with artistic hands to paint in the 
hues of my flesh once again. I wish 
for her to paint me in the silence 
that once screamed out our love. 
But I know that Picasso has moved 
on to canvasses other than mine, to 
colors brighter than mine, to flesh 
softer than mine. I know this but as 
I walk away slow in my steps, it oc 
curs to me that Picasso, no longer 
my own, has not brought a brush. 
Her canvas lays bare and though 
my feet still move slowly they are 
shod with hope. On my journey 
back to the flat we once called 
home, now just a place to house my 
skin, I think of Picasso. I wrap our 
memories around my shoulders to 
fight the sudden chill. Picasso no 
longer my own has brought a smile 
to my face, lip edges curling at the 
exit of her name and I sense a stir 
ring in my belly and realize that 
the words are finding their way. 
That night I dream of Picasso and 

I sleep soundly. I dream of love 
filled nights and haze filled days 
of splendor lost in the look of each 
other. I feel Picasso's familiar hands 
soft on my lips, a gesture I have 
known these many years. When I 
wake I find my cheeks flushed pink 
the color of passion faded and re 
newed. 

-- anonymous 
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Of A Father's Love 
We walked along the route of the 

Boston Pride Parade as a family - my 
father and mother, my partner and 
myself. This was our first trip back to 
Massachusetts since Jen and I got mar 
ried last summer. A lot has changed 
over the course of this year. 

As a Minister of the Reformed 
Church in America, my father legally 
officiated at our wedding. Yet, within 
a few months, an uproar developed 
over his loving act of fatherly kind 
ness. Our small, intimate wedding 
quickly became the source of outrage 
for many within our denomination. 
Almost immediately, people began to 
demand his resignation as President 
of New Brunswick Theological Semi 
nary, the oldest seminary in the na 
tion, and his removal as a professor of 
theology. Some even preached that he 
should be excommunicated for hav 
ing performed the wedding. 

In January, the Board of Trustees of 
the seminary decided not to renew his 
contract. Though at first they claimed 
the wedding had nothing to do with 
it, their spokesman Larry Williams 
later admitted that the board feared 
division among the school's various 
constituencies. "It could have hurt the 
school if it divided people in our stu 
dent body, if it divided our faculty, if 
it divided other people who support 
us." 

After almost forty years of faithful 
service to the church, my father's lead 
ership was no longer wanted. His un 
derstanding of the Bible, his theologi 
cal beliefs and his pastoral practices 
had crossed the line. 

But, this summer, as we marched 
through the streets of Boston, I came 
to realize how much his kind ofleader 
ship is needed. Just before the parade, 
my Dad had been presented with the 
Pride Interfaith Coalition Award for 
2005. In part, the plaque reads: "You 

have donned the mantle of a prophet, 
courageously risking your career to 
promote equal marriage." All along 
the parade route we heard the grate 
ful applause of thousands of people 
responding to the placards identifying 
what my Dad had done. 
One man came up to me and said, 

"your dad is filling in where so many 
of our fathers haven't. He did what we 
all wish all our dads could do for us. 
He put his life on the line for you and 
in doing so he put his life on the line 
for people like me, too." Like this man, 
countless numbers of gay and lesbian 
people have been abandoned by their 
families and by their churches. I'm 
honored that my father might stand 
in for the many fathers who withhold 
their love from their lesbian and gay 
children. 
In the gospel of Matthew, Jesus says, 

"If you try to save your life, you will 
lose it. But if you give it up for me, you 
will surely find it.' My dad didn't set 
out to be on a crusade. He was just 
doing what he thought was the right 
thing to do. He gave his life up, not 
just for his daughter, or for his fam 
ily. He did it so that all people might 
feel welcomed by God. He did it so 
that God might be real and the church 
have integrity- not just those who fit 
into narrowly defined, socially accept 
able patterns of living, but for every 
one. 

In June, a group of ministers and 
elders alleged my father's action of of 
ficiating at my marriage was contrary 
to RCA beliefs, contradicted his ordi 
nation vows and violated the promise 
he made when installed into the office 
of Professor of Theology. The Gen 
eral Synod of the Reformed Church in 
America (RCA) voted by a 2-1 mar 
gin to find my father guilty of these 
charges at an ecclesiastical trial. His 
punishment included being dismissed 
from the Office of Professor and being 
suspended as a Minister of Word and 

Sacrament. Suspension means that he 
is no longer a minister, but he can be 
come one again should he change his 
views to fall in line with the stated po 
sition of the denomination. 
For the first time in his life, my broth 

er is no longer the "son of a preacher 
man." I cannot imagine what life will 
be like without hearing my father's 
familiar cadence as he reads the com 
munion liturgy. Our family's entire 
life has been devoted to the church. It 
colors everything we talk about, think 
about, pray about. 
My parents have returned to moving 

boxes and early retirement. They also 
return to a new life. They have taken 
on the role of speaking out for all fam 
ilies. Their new adventure has already 
taken them to some unlikely places 
like pride parades, distant churches, 
and lonely restaurants to have coffee 
with parents who wish they could ac 
cept their gay kids. 
They're working hard now to fill the 

painful gaps left by and felt within the 
hearts of a lot of parents. I know that 
am blessed to have my parents as my 
own. But I am also blessed to be a 
part of a community which recognizes 
how special parents like mine are. 
They cheered along the parade route 
in Boston, not because they had to, 
but because they wanted to say "thank 
you." And, so I say "thank you" along 
side all the others in Boston and in 
countless other places. Thank you 
for raising me with a love of God and 
of neighbor. Thank you for instruct 
ing me in the importance of relation 
ships and commitments and marriage. 
Thank you for doing the right thing, 
for giving up your life on behalf of my 
partner, Jen, and myself and all oth 
ers who wish to be married to the one 
they love. Thank you for risking your 
job, your reputation and your welfare 
so that others may experience equal 
ity. 

-- Ann Kansfield 
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frozen le 
movement slowly across a hake 

bowing 1 will 11eter hold her 
ill never be gain allowed int her 
or she will 11eter wont '"e 1 
she ro11n•t w211t '"e, •s 1 so 
rd so 1 smile instead i11t• 

ral l continue toe watch 
s the gears pass and hair char 

when the light no loner brim 
as delirote as her mother bef 

II sti!I smile- 

Crawling through 
vast dark tunnel 
on our bellies. 
the lower income 

middle class. 

Will we ever 
sliver of daylight 
rom the other end? 

Or will we eternally 
eep at a snail's pace, 
over the marriage tax, 

Nike gym shoes 
and private school tuition? 

Unite 
we can make a difference 
but there are countless 

who wish to disappear 
in the shadows, 

never making a soun 
just following others 

through the endless 
darkness. 

-- anonymous 
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rrn sitting 
on a quiet rage 

an egg, 

ready to hatch 
at any moment 

no innocent 
chirping of 

infant birds 
but 

the explosion 
of a landmine, 

just waiting. 

not even 
sure 

where it all comes 
from, but 

(every miss, 
every diminutive, 
every she, 
every time 
they don't 
understand, 
every time 
they don't 
get it, 
it rattles; it cracks a little) 

i am broken 
and s.ilent 

.. Evan Hempel 

gestating 

7le crinkle in his toe was erogh to wett her 
Bwt vat enogl to soothe or 

Dow her 1a4ged br 
It was the qrossest criwce he cow@witted, that kiq of thiever 

That theft of 
Tiu /:riae af the sky, paid for by the qisterrg of ker ';Y 

Zhe pink of the rose, by her shattered 
Tiu er@less qreen, by this pain fores 

What a uurckery, t:lr/4 ~ 
7us verdant joy. 'Thus odiows thurq 

She despised it 
waked to darken it a with her sac&owl 

A liwc t 
A winter that overstayed its ·wetcow] 

Oy to btacker a qoriows but agitated, 
slightly, constantly 

and my Rage is hatching 

) 

-- anonymou, 
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Baker-124 
"Baker-124?° 
Officer Matt Westboard reached for the 

mike. "Go ahead." 
"Respond to 905 N. Monroe at the Den 

ton Apartments on a welfare check." The 
dispatcher's voice droned. "Complainant 
is calling from Tacoma and is concerned 
about her five year old niece living in 
Apartment 3C. Complainant claims there 
is an unsafe environment. 905 N. Mon 
roe, Apartment 3C." 

"Copy," Westboard said. "Is she plan 
ning on coming over here to pick up the 
child?" 

"Negative. She is requesting a CPS 
placement." 
Westboard copied the transmission and 

drove to the Denton Apartments. He 
wondered for a moment why they were 
taking this complaint, but he knew the 
answer. It was all about liability. The call 
was probably bogus. 
Then again, he thought, it could be valid. 

The Denton Apartments were a dive. 
He drove at a leisurely pace across Di 

vision Street, the east/west divider for 
River City, and headed toward Monroe. A 
short time later, he pulled up outside the 
apartments and exited his patrol car. He 
walked up three cracked, concrete steps to 
the front door of the apartment building. 
It was locked with a combination key, but 
Westboard knew the combination. He 
punched in 9-0-5 and turned the handle. 
It opened up and he went inside. So 
much for top flight security. 

Breathing through his mouth to avoid 
the smells of body odor, dog shit, spilled 
urine and liquor, Westboard headed for 
the stairs. For some reason, he found 3C 
on the second floor instead of the third. 
He stood outside the door and listened 
for a while, but could only hear the low 
murmur of a television. Down the hall, 
a stereo blared. He could smell someone 
cooking hamburger. That odor mixed un 
comfortably with the lingering stench in 
the hallway. 

Westboard knocked on the door. It 
jiggled under the weight of his fist and he 
recognized it as an interior door rather 
than a secure front door. 

After a few moments, there was a rustle 
inside and the knob turned. A little girl 
about five years old swung the door open 
and stared up at him with a guileless smile. 
Her face was streaked with dirt and her long 
hair was tweaked from at least one night's 
sleep. A dirty, white men's T-shirt hung off 
of her little body and past her knees. 
"Hi," she said softly. There was no fear in 

her eyes. 
Westboard squatted down to her level, 

making his leather gear creak. "Hello, 
there. My name is Officer Matt. What's 
your name?" 
"Zoey. Are you a policeman?" 
Westboard nodded. "I sure am. Is your 

mommy or daddy home?" 
"Uh-huh. They're sleeping." 
Westboard smiled at her. "Shouldn't you 

be sleeping, too?" 
Zoey shrugged. 'Tm not tired. I'm five." 
"I see." Westboard's eyes swept over the 

girl. He didn't see any bruises. She didn't 
look unhealthy or overly thin. "What did 
you have for dinner tonight, Zoey?" 
"Mac 'n cheese," the little girl said. "And I 

watched Wheels of the Fortune with Mom 
my." 
"Did you?" 
"Uh-huh. And they had the pretty woman 

turning all the letters and she had a shiny 
dress and Mommy said she was bee-yoo-ti 
ful" 
"A shiny dress, huh? What color was it?" 
"Shiny color," Zoey said. She pointed at his 

badge. "Like that color. Shiny." 
"I see. Zoey, can you wake up your 

Mommy or your Daddy so that I can talk 
to them?" 

"Sure. Can you come in? You can sit in 
Daddy's chair, if you want. He's in bed." 
"That's all right," Westboard said. "I'll wait 

here." 
"Okay," Zocy said and started to move 

away. Suddenly, she reversed her direction 
and flung herself at Westboard, wrapping 
her small arms around his neck and hug 
ging him tightly. Surprised, he almost fell 
over backward, but recovered and returned 
the little girl's embrace. After a few mo 
ments, she broke away and scampered back 
inside the apartment, leaving Westboard 

breathless. 
He remained squatted down for a long 

while. The girl's unabashed affection left 
him shaken. He was alone in River City, 
having left his family back in Minnesota. 
He was an only child and estranged from 
his father. The tenderness of Zoey's em 
brace, its purity, took a few long moments 
to sink in. 
When it finally did sink in, a terrible sad 

ness came with it. He knew, or believed he 
knew, what he would find inside. He just 
hoped it would give him sufficient cause 
to make an emergency placement of Zoey 
with CPS. Otherwise, he would have to 
leave her here to her fate. 

Her fate. Westboard stood slowly and 
sighed. He knew what that Would be, too. 
Screwed for life. 
There was some more rustling inside the 

apartment and a tiny woman with messy 
brown hair appeared in the doorway. "Yes, 
sir?" she said, her voice groggy, 

"Everything all right, tonight, ma'am?" 
Westboard asked. 

She gave him a confused nod. "Fine. I 
fell asleep watching TV, but other than 
that..." 
"What's your name, ma'am?" 
"Paula." 
"Do you have a sister in Tacoma?" 
"Yeah. Peggy. Why?" 
"She called," he told her. "She was con 

cerned." 
Paula snorted. "Yeah, she's real con 

cerned. 
"She called," Westboard repeated, 
Paula stifled a yawn. "About what?" 

"Can I come in and talk with you, 
ma'am?" 

She stepped aside and motioned for 
Westboard to enter. 

He walked in and found exactly what 
he expected. A small couch and mis 
matched easy chair, both torn in several 
places and leaking stuffing. The tiny tele 
VlSIOn sat on top of a folding table against 
the wall. Slight static obscured the picture. 
The thin carpet was in desperate need of a 
vacuuming, but there weren't any animals 
in the house, so at least it was clear of feces 
and urine. In fact, Westboard noticed, the 
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smell inside the apartment was consider 
ably better than in the hallway. 

Westboard asked for her last name and 
date of birth and ran her on the data chan 
nel. 

"What's this about, officer?" Paula asked. 
"Should I wake up my husband?" 

Zoey ran to him and wrapped her arms 
around his leg and squeezed before he 
could answer. 
Paula smiled. "She likes cops." 
Westboard patted her on the head gen 

tly. She continued to hug his leg. Her eyes 
were squeezed shut and a huge smile was 
on her face. 
When it was obvious that Zoey was into 

her hug for the long term, Westboard 
looked at Paula. He could see some of the 
same features in her face as Zoey's, but 
Paula's seemed to be just slightly off-center 
of beautiful. Her daughter's elfin features, 
he was already convinced, would grow and 
mature into stunning beauty. 

For all the good it'll do her, Westboard 
thought darkly. 
"I'm not sure of the details," he told Paula, 

"but your sister called with some concerns. 
Has anything out of the ordinary happened 
in the last few days in your family?" 

"No. Not here, anyway. I don't know 
about over there with the rest of them." 

The dispatcher came back with Paula's 
name. She was clear of any wants. 
Westboard copied the transmission. Then 

he asked Paula, "Do you suppose she might 
be concerned about just the day-to-day 
situation with Zoey here?" 

Paula scowled. "That could be. My sis 
ter gets high and mighty sometimes. Ever 
since she married a plumber, she thinks 
she's something special." 
"I see." 
Zoey pried herself away from Westboard's 

leg. "Your pants smell good." 
"Fresh today," he told her. 
"My daddy's not a plumber," she said. 
"No? What does he do?" 
"He's my daddy," Zoey told him with a 

grin. 
"We're on public assistance," Paula said. 
Westboard glanced around the small 

apartment. He could see into the kitchen, 
where a small pile of dishes sat in the sink. 
Beyond the kitchen, he saw another room, 
which was dark. 

Paula followed his eyes. "That's the bed- sponge under the faucet and turned on the 
room." water. It took three tries before the water 
"Yours or Zoey's?" pressure seemed to catch and then flow out 
"We have to share," she said. "She has her of the faucet. 

own cushion" "You don't have to do that on my ac 
Westboard looked at the wall near the count," he told her. 

door and felt a moment of disorient a "It has to be done." 
tion when it appeared to be moving. He He watched her silently until she'd wiped 
leaned closer and saw that it was thick off the stove and small counter space next 
with cockroaches climbing up and down to the sink. 
the wall. There were large ones as big as "Ma'am?" 
a cigarette butt walking over the top of She looked over at him. 
smaller ones the size of a small fly. He felt "I have to take a look in the cupboards 
his skin crawl. and the refrigerator." 

"S'posed to fumigate tomorrow," Paula The hurt on her face was apparent, but 
said, her voice tinged with irritation. "Has she stepped aside without a word. 
to get done every month or two" Westboard opened the cupboard. He 
The other walls had sporadic pockets of saw several boxes of macaroni and cheese, 

the insects, but the majority seemed to be two cans of chili and a box of Hamburger 
near the front door. Helper. 

""They don't bite," Zoey said. "They "I have to go shopping tomorrow," Paula 
tickle" said in a soft voice. 
Westboard forced himsel.f to smile at her. Westboard nodded quietly and closed the 

"Do they ever get on you?" cupboard. He caught Zoey's eye. 
"Only a little." "Do you like mac 'n cheese?" she asked. 
He looked at Paula. "I just need to check "It's my favorite," he said, the words stick- 

around a little, ma'am." ingin his throat. 
"Check for what?" "Me, too!" 
"Just to make sure things are safe for Paula opened the refrigerator for him. 

Zoey here" A single can of beer stood next to a half- 
"Because Peggy called?" empty jug of milk. A Styrofoam tray con- 
"Yeah," Westboard admitted. taining a dark brown wedge of hamburger 
"So she can just call anytime and have was directly beneath the milk. 

the cops come and-" ""Tomorrow's dinner," she explained. 
"No, ma'am," Westboard said. "IfI check "What's tomorrow's dinner, Mommy?" 

things out today and everything's fine, "Hamburger Helper." 
she's going to have to have a specific rea- "That's my favorite!" Zoey said. 
son for us to check in the future." Westboard pointed to the dark room be- 

Paula paused, considering. Then she yond. "Bedroom and bathroom?" 
sighed. "All right." Paula looked at him strangely. "It's the 

"Do you want to show me around, bedroom. You wanna see?" 
please?" Westboard asked, trying to pre- He shook his head. "If your husband's 
serve her dignity as much as he could. sleeping--" 
"You're looking at the whole place," she "It's okay. He'll sleep through anything. 

said. She reached through the open doorway 
He wandered around the small living and flicked on the light. 'Then she stepped 

room for a moment, then motioned for her aside for Westboard to enter. 
to lead the way. Paula turned and walked Inside, he saw a mattress wedged into the 
into the tiny kitchen and he followed. The corner on the floor. Westboard saw par 
compact stove had some grease and a few lions of a short, hairy, chubby body poked 
pieces of macaroni on it next to a burner. out from various places in the twisted set. 
'The yellow cheese-paste was congealed. of blankets. 

"I haven't really cleaned up yet," Paula "That's my daddy," Zoey whispered. "He 
said and reached for a sponge. snores." 

Westboard watched as she put the dry 
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Westboard spoiled a smaller cushion 
near the foot of the mattress. The light 
blue blanket was folded up as neatly as he 
figured a five year old could manage and 
sat on top of the cushion. 

Something nagged at him, but it took 
a few moments for him to realize what it 
was. Once he realized it, though, it be 
came painfully obvious. There were no 
toys in the entire apartment. Not in the 
living room and not in the bedroom. Not 
a single toy that he could see. 
He turned off the light and walked back 

into the living room. Paula and Zoey fol 
lowed. 
"Where's the bathroom?" he asked her. 
"Down the hall," Paula answered. 
Westboard understood. A community 

bathroom. He'd forgotten that was the 
case at the Denton Apartments. 

He knew he should leave now. There 
wasn't enough cause to place Zoey with 
CPS, so he should just clear the call and 
take the next one that the dispatcher was 
waiting to lay on him. 

But he couldn't bring himself to leave. 
He avoided Paula's shame-filled eyes and 
looked instead at Zoey's. They were full of 
innocence and love and hope. 
He wondered how long it would be be 

fore she realized how poor she was. He 
wondered how long it would be before the 
edge was taken off of her natural beauty by 
the dirt and grime. Who would be the first 
person to drive home her shame and make 
her choke on it> And when she grew into a 
teenager, who would be the first boy to use 
her body and break her heart> How long 
until she became her mother? 
Westboard cleared his throat and reached 

for his radio. "Baker-124?" 
"Baker-124, go ahead." 
"Can you send a sergeant to my loca 

tion?" 
"Copy. L-123, are you available?" 
Sergeant Shen's voice came on the radio 

immediately. "That's affirm. I'm from In 
diana and Monroe. 
Paula watched him curiously. 
"Standard procedure," he lied to her. "I 

have to clear it with my sergeant that ev 
erything's okay here. That way, we won't 
bother you again." 

She nodded slowly and he wasn't sure if 
she believed him or not. 

"I want to show you something!" Zoey 
said in an excited, hushed voice and ran 
into the dark bedroom. 

Paula watched her go. "She likes cops, 
she said. 
"Yeah? You said that before. 
Paula turned back to him. "They've al 

ways been nice to her. And I told her that 
if she was ever in any trouble, all she had 
to do was find an officer and he would help 
her." 

A stab of guilt struck Westboard in his 
gut. At the same time, a lump rose in his 
throat. He tried to convince himself that 
what he was planning to do was the best 
thing for little Zoey. 
The room was silent except for the creak 

of his leather when he shifted and the hiss 
of static from the TV. Occasionally, a 
burst of intelligible dialogue would come 
through the speakers. The effect was dis 
orienting, but Westboard heard enough to 
guess that it was one of the second-tier late 
shows that was playing. 

The swift patter of feet came from the 
bedroom and Zoey re-appeared with a 
small, purple teddy bear. She held it up 
proudly for Westboard to see. 
"His name's Roscoe!" she said. 
Westboard took the bear from her and 

forced himself to smile while he did so. 
The bear was cheaply made, stuffed with 
light material. He could see where the 
stitching was coming loose at the foot. 
"Very nice," he told her, handing it back. 

"Is that your favorite toy?" 
The look of genuine confusion on the 

little girl's face made his chest ache. 
Paula cleared her throat. "She...uh, 

she's got a lot of imagination. Sometimes, 
she'll pull out my soup pan and a spoon 
and she'll pretend she's in a band. Lots of 
imagination." 
"L-123, on scene," crackled Westboard's 

radio. 
''I've got to go let my sergeant in the 

building," he told Paula. 
"Doesn't know the code, huh?" 
"No" 
"Everyone else does," she muttered. 
'TU be right back," he told her and turned 

to go. The generations of cockroaches near 
the door frame made his skin crawl anew. 
The walk toward the building entrance 

was quick. He ran into Shen on the stairs 

coming up to the second floor. 
"Hey, Matt," the sergeant said, 
"Hey, Sarge." Westboard wasn't surprised 

he'd known the code to the building. Not 
much got passed the diminutive sergeant. 
"What do you have here?" 
Westboard sighed. "I.. .I'd like to place 

this girl with CPS" 
"You'd like to?" 
"Yeah. But it's a little tricky." 
"How so?" 
"Well, I just don't know if there's enou h. 

I mean, she's living in a dive. There's • 
ony of cockroaches sharing the place. Her 
face is dirty, she's wearing nothing but her 
dad's T-shirt 
"Is there food in the place?" 
Westboard nodded grudgingly. 
"Any signs of abuse?" 
"No. She's a happy kid." 
"Neglect?" 
He wanted to say yes. He Wanted to say 

that anyone who didn't tuck their child 
into bed before falling asleep on the couch 
was guilty of neglect. Anyone who didn't 
wash her face first, anyone who didn't have 
clothes for her, anyone who didn't have any 
goddamn toys but let her play with pots and 
pans was guilty of neglect. But he knew the 
law. 
"No," he said. 
Sergeant Shen eyed him carefully. "Is 

there any reason to place her?" 
"There's a thousand reasons, Sarge. The 

problem is just that the same reasons ap 
ply to every kid in this shithole apartment 
building." 
Shen nodded, still watching him. "Why'd 

you call for me, then?" 
Westboard shrugged. "I was hoping you'd 

see a way I was missing. I just...1 just want 
this little girl to have half a chance. She sure 
as hell isn't going to get it here:• 

"You're probably right," Shen said. He 
watched Westboard for a moment longer, 
then clapped him on the shoulder. "Let me 
take a look. I'll see what I can do." 
Westboard nodded his head, but without 

any hope. The two men walked back up to 
the second floor. Westboard knocked and 
Paula let them both in. She gave Shen the 
same tour she had given Westboard. Mean 
while, he knelt down to talk with Zoey. 
"Who's that?" she asked him in a whisper. 
"My boss," he whispered back. 
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"Do you like him?" 
"Yeah. He's nice" 
She accepted that, then added, "He's kinda 

short. 
Westboard smiled and he and Zoey 

watched Shen for a while. The sergeant's 
lips pressed together when he saw the cock 
roaches, but otherwise he remained stoic. 
When he returned to the living room with 
Paula, he gave Westboard a short shake 
of his head. Westboard's heart sank, even 
though he knew that would be the out 
come. Just like he believed he knew what 
Zoey's outcome would be. 
He cleared his throat. "Paula, thanks for 

cooperating tonight. I .. I don't think we'll 
be bothering you again." 
"If my sister has anything to do with it, I'm 

sure you'll be back." 
Zoey held up her bear to Sergeant Shen. 

"He's Roscoe," she explained. 
Shen gave the bear a pat. "Very nice bear. 

Did Santa Claus bring him to you?" 
"No," Zoey said, "one of you did." 
Shen's eyebrows raised and he looked over 

at Paula. 
"An officer gave her the bear last year," she 

explained. 
The ache in Westboard's chest almost be 

came a scream. 
They thanked her again and turned to 

leave. Zoey wrapped herself around West 
board's leg and squeezed tightly. Then she 
ran to Shen and did the same. "You're my 
two bestest friends!" 
They left. 
The two men remained silent as they 

walked slowly down the stairs and out the 
front entrance to the building. Westboard 
welcomed the fresh air, even if it was a little 
cool. 
"Sorry, Matt," Shen said. 
"Thanks for coming, anyway," Westboard 

said. "Thanks for trying." 
"Okay." Shen turned away and walked to 

his car. 
Westboard started his patrol car and pulled 

onto Monroe. He had driven less than two 
blocks before he pulled into a parking lot 
behind a used book store. The ache in his 
chest wouldn't subside and a strangled sob 
forced its way out of his throat. Hot tears 
spilled out and dripped onto his uniform. 
The same thought bounced around in his 
head, demanding an answer. 

What the hell good was it being a cop if 
you couldn't help a little girl like her' 
He didn't have an answer. He could only 

weep. 
A few minutes passed and his tears 

showed no sign of giving up, nor did the 
pain in his chest die down. A flash of 
headlights flared across his car and he saw 
a patrol vehicle approaching his. 

Embarrassed, he reached into the glove 
compartment for some tissue. All he could 
find was a napkin from a Zip's restaurant. 
He used it. 
Sergeant Shen rolled up next to him, his 

driver's side window coming to a halt right 
next to Westboard's. He rolled his win 
dow down and Westboard did the same. 
"Rough call," he said. 
Westboard nodded. "Yeah." 
"Been to a few like that." 
"Me, too," Westboard said. "I'm sorry I 

acted like a rookie, Sarge. I shouldn't have 
bothered to call when I knew-" 

"Don't worry about it. It was worth a 
try." 
Westboard was silent for a few seconds. 

Then tears welled up in his eyes again and 
he said, "I just wish I could have done 
something for her." 
"I know. But you can't save them all. And 

like you said, if we were to pull her out of 
there, then by that standard, every kid in 
that entire apartment complex would have 
to get placed. CPS would have a fit." 

"And just give the kids back the next day, 
anyway." 
"Probably." 
"It sucks. The system completely sucks." 
Shen agreed. "It does. All you can do is 

the best you can do, Matt. And then take 
great care of your own kids." 
"Don't have any." 
"You will." 
Westboard snorted. "Fat chance, Sarge." 
"You will, Matt. You'll meet the right 

woman and" 
"Sarge, that isn't going lo happen." 
"Have a little faith." 
Westboard shook his head. "You don't 

understand." 
"Understand what?" 
Westboard remembered telling his father 

and how afraid he'd been to say anything. 
How his fear had been realized and that 
had been the last time the two of them had 

spoken. He took a short breath and let it 
out. "I'm gay, Sarge." 
"What's that?" 
"I'm gay," he repeated. 
Shen didn't reply right away. When he 

did, his voice remained the same as it had 
been. "I didn't know. 
"I don't think hardly anyone does." West 

board wondered briefly if he should've said 
anything, but it was too late now. Besides, 
at this point, he didn't really care. 

"Well," Shen said, "I don't suppose that 
matters a whole lot. There's adoption, 
right?" 
Westboard laughed in spite of his tears, 

in spite of his aching chest. "Yeah, right, 
Sarge. The adoption agencies are just dying 
to give kids to gay guys." 
'Tm sure that'll change." 
"I doubt it." 
Shen shrugged. "They used to say the 

same thing about women on the police 
department. And short Asians, for that 
matter." 

Westboard didn't argue. He was right 
about that, but he still thought the sergeant 
was wrong about the adoption thing. Gay 
was different than Asian or short or female. 
And that wasn't likely to change for a few 
generations at least, if ever. 
"You're a good cop, Matt," Shen told him. 

"But you can only do what you can do. 
You can't save everyone. You can't even 
save most of them. You just have to make 
the ones you can save count." 
"I know," Westboard whispered. 
"I know you do," Shen said and dropped 

his car into gear. 
"Thanks, Sarge." 
"You need me, you call," Shen told him. 

"For anything." 
"Thanks." 
Shen nodded and drove away. 
Westboard closed his eyes and leaned his 

head back against the headrest. He tried 
to force the images of Zoey from his mind. 
He tried to forget her delicate features and 
her teddy bear. But he knew that would 
be impossible. She would be with him 
forever. 
He opened his eyes and reached for his 

mike. He made sure to clear his throat 
before he pressed the transmit button. 
"Baker-I 24, I'm clear." 

-- Frank Zafiro 
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What did you do last night? "Hicimos tortillas." Tengo hambre==necesito 
una tortilla." "Haces tortillas muy bien..." Or maybe it's just the allure of 

using a foreign language. But the word "lesbian" just isn't doing it for me. 
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The welts across my back ring loud 
they are ribbons of brown 
flesh puckered scarlet 
raised like eager hands 
with answers to unknown questions 
tender at the touch they are 
and so I shrink away 
as I have grown accustomed to do 
even without tattered layers 
My stripes are not badges of honor 
but of punishment 
they are haughty reminders 
looking in the reflective glass 
still they are hidden from sight 
but rest heavily upon me 
as I wince with each breath 
These welts across my back 
have swollen and manifest from the inside 
I feel them push against my lungs 
and creep slowly up my throat 
crimson liquid slithers from my lips 
and slides down my chin 
leaving stains of shame across my face 
and upon my hands as I race 
to wipe it away 
I know these welts will fade with time 
heal and slink away 
scarlet ribbons will return to brown 
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covering over your mark e ' • f 
Flogging whips made of sheep bone and metal ~·~· \;_,_·, ,1 . 
will return to properly placed hooks S ~ .~ ~ 
my spirit caked on the ends .A 
until the time for them returns h L),. . · ' ,,,,._ ~ ' 
Ive always /Jeen a /Jig fan of the r;o/or orange Bright, vibrant, nondescripl. You see a baby in an orange Jumper and you 
make no assumptions There is no pink for girls. there is no blue for boys. there is only orange for a happy little baby 
And then they grow up. And then I grew up. 

And suddenly, your friends won't play with you anymore because girls have cooties. 
And suddenly, there are tits and hips and blood and misery. 

And suddenly, you can't be friends with guys unless you're a slut. 
And suddenly, you can't play sports without being a dyke. 

And suddenly you hate your gender and you pray for acceptance and you're scared to be noticed. 
You try to act like a girl. You wear makeup and skirts and you talk about the things you should, think about the things 
you should, crush yourself into the mold you should. You're labeled a bitch, a prude, "the ice queen of homeroom 213." 
You continue until another girl attacks your reputation for talking to her boyfriend. 
You act like you are. You're the only girl on the team. You ignore the false friends you once tried to emulate. You finally 
feel happy. And the rumors start all over again. You're a lesbian; you slept with a cheerleader's boyfriend; you worship 
Satan; you fed your professor; you smoke pot in the bathroom; you're on heavy antipsychotics. The misery returns. 
You cry at night. You consider death. 
And then you find your orange. Your mentor. Your sign that it's all okay. The girls' rumors are their jealousy. The boys' 
teases are their admiration. You have done what they can't, or what they won't you've defined your own freedom, And 
none of them matter anymore. 
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-- anonymous 
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Newton South High School Learns a Valuable Lesson on 
Acceptance and Diversity 

Saturday night's performance of The Laramie 
Project was sold out a week in advance. Word had 
traveled quickly-Newton South High School 
was now home to a major controversy and every 
one wanted to catch a glimpse. 
It all centered around the play. Looking for a 

challenge, the NSHS Theater Department se 
lected a very emotionally-charged work: Moises 
Kaufman's The Laramie Project. It takes place in 
Laramie, Wyoming, hometown of gay college stu 
dent Matthew Shepard. Seven years ago, Shepard 
was brutally murdered in one of the nation's most 
highly publicized hate crimes. The gay communi 
ty took his death as a call to action and increased 
their fight for equal rights. The play focuses on the 
small town and its varied response to his murder. 
The week before the NSHS performance was a 

tense one for students. All throughout the halls 
one could hear snatches of conversation, sole 
ly revolving around one topic: Reverend Fred 
Phelps' extremist anti-gay group, the Westboro 
Baptist Church (WBC), was planning to picket 
that weekend's performance of The Laramie Proj 
ect. The first to learn the news was the Theater 
Department who then spread it through the on 
line NSHS community. Before long, it was on the 
entire school's minds and lips. 
Instantly, the news sparked heated debate. What 

should the NSHS community do in response to a 
protest? The WBC, if they even showed up, would 
be looking for a confrontation. They would be 
holding signs and yelling inflammatory state 
ments such as "Matt [Shepard] In Hell" and "God 
Hates Newton South." They would be looking for 
outraged high school students to yell back. Once 
started, a confrontation could easily escalate to 
threats and violence. And that is exactly what the 
WBC wants-any opportunity to sue legally un 
informed counter-protestors. As offensive as their 
signs and speeches are, they have the Constitu 

tional right to free speech, so long as they aren't 
directly threatening individuals. But once any 
sort of threat is leveled personally at them, they 
will not hesitate to take legal action. 
To many, the logical recourse was to pass ri ht 

by the WBC protestors and go inside to enjoy h, 
show. This would effectively send them the mes 
sage that all their hate doesn't affect people who 
want to see a phenomenal production. But others 
felt compelled to fight back, and certainly had the 
right to do so. However, nothing could be accom 
plished through playing into the WBC's hands by 
yelling back and being equally offensive, or-even 
worse-by getting arrested and sued. Drawing 
inspiration from similar counter-protests, many 
within the NSHS community decided to stage a 
silent counter-protest. 
The Gay/Straight Alliance (GSA) took the lead 

in organizing the counter-protest. The first (and 
most important) step was to get word out that 
the protest should be orderly, unified, and, above 
all, SILENT. Looking to a scene in The Laramie 
Project in which people wore yellow armbands 
to counter-protest Phelps' presence at Shepard's 
funeral, GSA members made yellow armbands 
by the hundreds to hand out each night the show 
ran. In addition, the GSA set out information 
about Matthew Shepard and buttons that read 
"Hate Is Not A Family Value." Outside the school 
hung enormous blue-and-yellow signs boldly 
displaying the equality symbol and phrase "Grace 
Happens." If all went well, the counter-protestors 
would stand in a line before the WBC group 
each with a bright yellow band upon their arm, 
linked hand-in-hand, and with their backs 
turned-creating a barrier between the hateful 
shouting and the unsuspecting show-goers. 
The day before the show, NSHS principal Bren 

da Keegan made an announcement to the entire 
school, urging all students to not engage with the 
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WBC protestors. Moreover, she asked everyone to arrive an hour early and wait in the school's cafeteria, 
where refreshments would be served. That way, there would be no chance of any confrontation and those 
who felt unsafe could have somewhere to go. 

Saturday dusk fell on rainy skies and silent school grounds. Arriving at 6:30, an hour before The Lara 
mie Project's closing performance, theater-goers stole curious glances across the street at two temporary 
fences erected by local police. One was to hold the WBC protestors and the other to hold any counter-pro 
testors. In the end, however, none of it was necessary. Reverend Phelps and the Westboro Baptist Church 
did not make their scheduled appearance, much to the satisfaction and relief of school officials and local 
authorities (though to the chagrin of the media, who eagerly anticipated a more news-worthy outcome). 
However, the turnout for the play was astounding. Though all seats were long sold, many people arrived 

just to show support. The lobby was crowded with people from the larger community-not just Newton 
North High School, but other schools as well, including Lexington, Brookline, and Concord-Carlisle. Ev 
eryone proudly wore a yellow armband and celebrated the coming-together of so many people, all in the 
name of acceptance and diversity. 
The performance ran without a hitch and triumphantly ended with a standing ovation. Laramie ac 

tors and show-goers alike left the theater with the knowledge that they had won. The WBC group had 
accomplished just the opposite of their intentions-they had made the play more popular than ever and 
had brought the community together to support it-and had not even shown up to witness their down 
fall. Newton South High School gained an unforgettable experience, while the anti-gay extremists gained 
nothing. --Michelle Kellaway 

0ECEMl5£e 27. 2001 

MOM eElffEO Norr1Nq HILL T0OAY. I HAO N0TH1Nq 15£TTEe TO 00 ,o I SAT IT'H HE? ANO 

OATCHEDO IT. IT'S ONE 0F THOSE HO??I&LY SAPPY HETEROSEXUAL ROMANCE MOVIES T'HAT MAES 

PEOPLE ,rm SAIIJLINq THE!£ EYES our. ANO AT THE ENO OF THE MOVIE HuqE C,eANT ANO 
TULA ?OBE?TS ARE TUST IN ABSOLUTE BLISS, EVE?YTHING'S IN PERFECT HARMONY. 

So AFTEe THIS roue OE FORCE OF ~NTIMENTALISM. I IIJAS STANOINq IN THE SHONE? 

FEELING THE OAT'E? COME DO0UN MY ACK ANDO TUST OONDOE?ING, OHY EVE?YT'HING, COULON'T 

E AS HAPPY AS THAT. EvE£YTHINq SO SIMPI.E. 
I MEAN. l'M FIFTEEN. EvEeYONE SAYS STUOY. qo TO C0LLEq[. q[T A qooo 108. q[T 

MAeelEO. 15£ HAPPY. Sur IS IT THAT SIMPLE°? I CE£TAINLY CAN'T 00 THAT. i'M qAY. WHIT IM 
I 40ING To 00? (UILL I FLOUNOE? AROUND AIMLESSLY NOT YNOOING OAAT' I UANT? (E'VE 

SEEN PROMISED EVE? SINCE IIJE IIJEeE LITTLE THIT MAeellq[ IIJ0ULO MM:'E oue LIVES MEAN 
S0METHINq. Nor HIVINq THIT LEAVES THIS VOIO THIT I ru,r OON'r ~N0IIJ H0IIJ TO FILL. 

I CAN'T SEE SEYONO COLLEGE. UHAT IS 0UT THERE FO? ME? I FEEL LIE THERE'S THIS 

IMPENETelSLE MISS OF Foq IN MY IIJIY ANO I HIVE TO SOMEHOU MA'E MY OIIJN PITH THeouqH 
ILL THIS OAN~ CLIMMY MESS. fHEeE'S NO PITH ... NO FLASHLlqHT... l\JST ME. ANO ONCE I q[T 
TH{OUGA THAT FOG, OHERE AM I G0ING TO SE? PROBABLY HIGH ON COCAINE ANO SADOLED ITH 

SOME NASTY ST'DS. OZ TUST SINGLE. HOMOSEXUAL. ANDO LONELY. 'THAT'S PROBABLY UO?SE. 

S1qH. SOMETIMES I WISH I IIJE£E SAC~ IN MIOOLE SCHOOL. SICi' THEN. THINGS OE?E MUCH 

LESS C0MPLICATEO. I IIJOULO LOO~ F0£11JAeO TO 8eEM:' IIJHEeE IIJE'o £IP 1ceoss THE LAIIJN WITH 
oue qAeqANTUAN 81Ci'PICi'S IN T0IIJ, OSI.MM TO THE IIJ0eflES OF THE IIJO£LO. EvE£YTHINq 
CAME So EISILY. i(IN0£ANCE IS !LISS I qLIESS. PUSEeTY £UINEO EvE£YTHINq. L0L. 

I quESS ILL I IIJANT e1qHT N0IIJ IS SOMEONE TO q!VE ME A HUG ANDO TELL ME THAT 

EVERYTHING IS G0ING TO SE O'. 

C,ooONlqHT. 
A FoeMEe HlqH SCHOOL FeESHMAN 

-- anonymous -- Liana Austin, Olin College 
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-- Tiana Veldwisch, Olin College C&& o» 
I 

On Being Gay in the Olin Bubble ... 
We all know we have it pretty good here at 

Olin. The Honor Code protects us, we can leave 
our laptops around and our doors propped. And 
we are generally pretty free to express a diverse 
range of opinions. 

I have no trouble being out at Olin, and no 
one seems to have any outward trouble with me 
about it. Though part of the downside of such 
a small community is that, if someone did have 
a problem with me about my sexuality, it'd be 
hard for us to avoid one another. But I feel com 
fortable keeping pictures of my girlfriend, Ka 
tie, around everywhere, including on my desk 
top. And when she visits campus, we can be 
together and hold hands and kiss, and not fear 
that someone will beat us up. And of this, I'm 
very appreciative. 

But I know this is not the case in the world 
outside the Bubble. We can't walk down the 
street holding hands in her neighborhood in 
Boston without fear. We can't kiss when we say 
goodbye in the subway station. 

It would be wonderful if the world was as 
open and accepting as the Olin Bubble, if every 
one's personal Honor Code had a Respect for 
Others clause. I hope, when Olin alumnae go 
out and rule the world, we all bring with us the 
strong sense of community and caring that ex 
ists here in the Bubble. 

-- Tiana Veldwisch Olin College 

• SPRING BREAK, MY MOM CON· 
FR.ONTED ME ABOUT THE CONTENTS OF MY 
BLOG. 'You WR.ITE ABOUT GAY RlGHTS A LOT," 
SHE SAID. 

SHE WAS SPEAKING TRUTHFULLY, BUT THIS 
COMMENT SEEMED ODD. MY MOM'S AN OPEN 
MINDED, LIBERAL PERSON, AND A SUPPORTER OF 
THE GAY-RIGHTS MOVEMENT 

"MOM I'M NOT GAY," I SAID, "YOU KNOW 
THAT" SHE DID. AND SHE TRUSTED ME. THAT 
WASN'T THE ISSUE. 

"IS THIS SOMETHING YOU TALK ABOUT ALL 
THE TIME?" SHE ASKED. I WASN'T SURE WHAT TO 
MAKE OF THAT QUESTION. 

"IT'S ONE POLITICAL ISSUE I CARE ABOUT," T 
SAID, "AND I DON'T SPEND ALL MY TIME TALKING 
ABOUT POLITICS." 

BUT SHE WAS STILL WORRIED. "I JUST DON'T 
WANT PEOPLE TO GET THE WRONG IMPRESSION," 
SHE SAID. AND THIS REALLY BOTHERED ME. 

THIS SOR.T OF "GUILT BY ASSOCIATION" NEVER 
BOTHER.ED THE TRUE SUPPORTERS OF THE CIVIL 
RIGHTS MOVEMENT OR THE WOMEN'S RIGHTS 
MOVEMENT. SURE, THERE'S ALWAYS BEEN THE 
RISK THAT BIGOTS WILL TARGET YOU AS A SUP 
PORTER. OF A GROUP THEY DESPISE. BUT MY 
MOM SUPPORTS THE GAY RIGHTS MOVEMENT, 
TOO, SO THIS WORRY WAS ABOUT SOMETHING 
DIFFERENT. 

YOU SEE, MY MOM THOUGHT PEOPLE MIGHT 
DR.AW THE WRONG CONCLUSION. IT WASN'T A 
MATTER. OF FEARING FOR. MY SAFETY, BUT SHE 
WORRIED THAT MY SOCIAL PROSPECTS MIGHT 
SUFFER IF PEOPLE ASSUMED THAT I WAS GAY. 

I WAS DISTURBED BY MY MOM'S IMPLICIT SUG 
GESTION. I SHOULD SUPPORT THE GAY RIGHTS 
MOVEMENT, BUT DO SO QUIETLY, SO MY STATUS 
AS ONE OF THE MAJORITY SHOULD NEVER. BE 
CALLED INTO QUESTION? THAT IS HYPOCRISY. 
IS IT REALLY SUPPORT IF ONE IS UNWILLING TO 
TAKE ANY RISK? 

I REMEMBER AN ARTICLE IN MAD MAGAZINE, A 
FEW YEARS AGO, LISTING "SIGNS OF THE CLOSET 
HOMOPHOBE". ONE WAS "THE GUY WHO WEARS 
THE HOOTERS CAP IN THE GAY PRIDE PARADE" 

-- Sam Freilich, Olin College 
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A year following Matthew Shepard's brutal murder at the University of Wyoming in Laramie, Pastor Phelps, who yelled 
"God hates fags!" at the funeral, pushed to put a six foot granite slab denouncing homosexuality on public display 
near Shepard's home town. The rock reads, "Matthew Shepard Entered Hell October 12, 1998, at Age 21 In Defi 
ance of God's Warning: 'Thou shalt not lie with mankind as with womankind; it is an abomination.' Leviticus 18.22.° 
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Sar1Dg 
Mg parents immigrated from a culture whose foUfldation is rooted in fear. a society of people who are seeped in antt-Semltism. 

homophobia. and strict binding rules. As I grew up. I was terrified of anything homosexual. Mg woman. a lopsided woman who 
pitied homosexuals, introduced our fitly to them by pointing a finger and casting a curious, mpooping glance. I could fee] myself 
squirming in mg seat Why were these men she was indicating holdmg hands and castmg such lovrng looks at each other? It was 
(wmatural. 

t mg high school, it's easy to immerse myself t» the kind comb]. 'The lovely surface of the iceberg ts characterized by {mtlial 
friends. caring teachers. and shining individuals. Beneath the surface are the faults and cracks that slowly debilitate its very 
foUfldation. These issues perhaps have been oppressed in ages past but mg high school seems to be penetrated with homophobia. 

I admit I myself was once homophobic. but had never encoUfltered homophobia's consequences. Recently, GSA did an Amnesty Project 
sending letters to an Egyptian man imprisoned for homosexuality. I approached mg peers with these concerns for the first time. their 
answers petrified me. These supposedly intelligent individuals had a deep-seated homophobia. Some would not sign the cards. ~tilers 
shrugged t.he matter off with a laugh, and some would even raise an eyebrow. low can I respect someone who's willing to deny other 

people their rights due to sexual orientation? Homophobia reaches to the very heart oHear and preJud1ce, our sex-obsessed. television 
overridden society fears anything that does not fit perfectly into a heterosexual, black and white, paint bg numbers existence. I 
America. we have overcome skin color and gender but are pinned on sexual orientation. ls it because we see only heterosexual films? 
Confining us to only heterosexual love? 

You don't have to see homosexuals daily. and grow up in a society to Uflderstand. You don't have to be homosexual, or know someone 
who is. Homosexuality has nothing to do with it Ifs about being a person. A human being should not be judged bg their skin color. 
status. gender. or who theg would have sex with. but bg their content Homosexuality should neither be tolerated. nor mocked. but 
realized as a fundmentnl part; of human existence. 

My high school's beautiful surface shteds a commatt] of fear, with hate on the horizon. sing the words "gay" and "#ag" are 
just the beginning, the troubles are deeper. You cannot appreciate or understand wha-E gou cannot even tolerate. Our delicate infra 
structure needs mending. for ignorance and intolerance bUild slowly and will dwell much too com for tnblg. 'The simple stardust that 
evolved into the sparks within us is ubiqliitous. but we are too consumed with fear to feel it These battles with homophobia are a 
start and we all have to start somewhere. 
Untitled -- anonymous 
The summer after our junior year in high school, my friend Jason came out to a few ofus. He was so deliriously happy and not at all like 

he'd been before. He started dating Travis and they adored each other. They hadn't gotten past hand-holding before Jason's parents read one 
of Travis's emails. Jason stopped answering phone calls and didn't go onlinc. We all had this image of Jason being imprisoned in a tower 
by his parents, and in the slow days of summer, we imagined that we might need to rescue him. We didn't consciously create drama, but 
we did create it. Christina and I drove over to Jason's house one night and I knocked on the door. A man answered the door and said that 
he was Jason's youth pastor. I asked if I could talk to Jason. I said he wasn't sure, and closed the door. After several minutes, Jason opened 
the door. His eyes were teary and I didn't know what to say. I asked ifhc was okay. He said he couldn't talk to us for a while. A long while. 
"Don't call me, I'll call you." 

In September, Jason wasn't at school. I don't know where he was. We didn't sec him again until January. He asked me ifwc could go for 
lunch and he would explain things. I was nervous and not sure who I was talking to, but I said yes. At Arby's, he explained to me that he 
wasn't gay and had never bce.n gay. He was just confused. He wouldn't make eye contact with me. I told him okay, if he says it's true, then 
I have to believe him. I asked him ifhc was happy. He said yes, but he never smiled. 
We never talked again after that, although I sent him a birthday card. I don't know how I feel about Jason. Is he happy? Will he be happy? 

I don't believe that people can change their sexuality at will, but how can I claim to know Jason better than he knows himself) Maybe he'll 
be a nice, happy, straight man for the rest of his life. Maybe I should have shaken him and told him that when he's older, he'll regret sup 
pressing this part of his identity. Maybe I should have kept sending him cards or letters, letting him know that I wouldn't forget about him. 
Anyway, I don't know what happened to Jason. --anonymous 
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GEIDDESI©GD\I 
Disclaimer: I realize and intend to generalize/categorize throughout this piece. This is the way we have packaged ourselves, in boxes. Recognizing these boxes is the only way out. Obviously individuals 
can not be categorized solely by male"/"female" behaviors. However, it is necessary to identify behavioral trends if we are ever to understand the power/privilege structure under which we live obliviously. 

Throughout high school, I ignored gender differences as they pertained to me, sorta weird considering senior year I was a vocal member in both GSA and my Race, 
Class, and Gender seminar. Why should I acknowledge I was any different than them? I was equal. But now I've been slapped across the face too many times to ignore. 
They think differently. They communicate differently. They work differently. They value different things. 

Traditional: This is the male-dominated world. Practical. Functional. Destination-Oriented. Ends justify means. 
Society has been male dominated for most of history in most places. It's worked alright most of the time, I guess. Things have gotten done, but have they been done 

right? And whose "right" should we value? When I'm on a male-dominated team, I see the emphasis put on getting things done- and done now, regardless of whether 
there are looming team issues or we are headed off a cliff, designing a nuclear detonator. The end product comes first. The process is merely a means to get there. 
Furthermore, when "male" personalities do pay attention to problems, it's usually only after things have broken, and then they sweep the pieces under the couch or do 

a botched up job gluing them back together and painting over the ugly parts, pretending nothing ever happened. They fail to realize that had they put some consistent 
[insert expletive here] time into the process all along, it never would have gotten to that point. I look at it like this: why spend the process uncomfortable, limiting your 
potential by ignoring pressing team and design issues. It does take time to work through the problems, but I believe it's the only way to really harness the true potential of 
a team, to make sure each individual is appreciated and valued. lfwe are only going to listen to the person who displays the [male] societal values, the "norm" - speaking 
the loudest, interrupting to insure their ideas are heard, and acting the most competent/confident, what's the point of everyone else on the team except manual labor? 

I used to be this [male] persona: loud, forceful, sure, always "right," the "leader." Only now am I beginning to grasp the stupidity of my buying into such a system: one 
modeled after those in power [men] yet perpetuated by all not actively struggling against it. How many people did I ignore, assuming they had nothing to say because 
they communicated in a style that did not fit the accepted [male] "norm"? How many people did I allow to feel incompetent, juxtaposed against my domineering [male] 
personality? It's difficult to change. I am on a moving sidewalk, trying my best to walk against it yet failing many times, only to end up back where I started. But I can no 
longer ignore what I have done because it's happening to me -sad how that's what it takes, and I am getting tired of "boys being boys." This happens in project teams 
and individual relationships. Once in a while, you see a brief spark of light, and things work well. I wish they'd just snap out of it permanently, but I can't control them· if 
and when it happens; most of the time none of this is even in their peripheral vision. It took me nearly twenty years to see the system, and I am being abused by it. How 
will they ever seen it if they don't want to? And why would they ever want to? Unless ... and then come the words: empathy, faith, patience. 

It seems like all they want to do is play with their toys - alone or with others, it doesn't really matter. They'll share -they learned that in Kindergarten, but it won't really 
be about the people they're sharing with, and thus being on a long term collaborative team with them is not very rewarding. When the yogurt hits the fan and things 
break, enjoyment of the activity you are doing only goes so far. I have been on amazing teams before where it was truly the team for which you worked. When the 
delieverable deadline rolls around and you feel like crap and all you can see are the obstacles towering above you, you want to give up, to whisper to yourself that it was 
impossible all along. It is without a doubt the team that keeps you going, not the thing you do. I can enjoy doing things, but enjoyment only goes so far; I can love the 
learn, and then possibilities are endless. 
Without this environment, we are stuck with a bunch of people working as individuals on a potentially awesome collaborative project, each thinking how they each can 

be awesome, instead of how we can be awesome. Then we lose sight of the design process, the momentum, the team spirit, the energy, and we become like all other 
teams: traditional, un-feeling, functional on a "get shit done" level, dysfunctional on a "get shit done on an innovative, fing awesome" level. We become the stereotyped 
"engineer," the one who sits in the cubical ignoring the outside world. We lose sight of the design process, which to me is what's beautiful. Here's an analogy: if you 
refuse to look outside yourself, you become the stereotypical "engineer"; if you use yourself as tool unto the rest of the world, you become the designers and engineer 
that can solve problems, well. It's easier to just be the "engineer," but I have little faith in its effectiveness. 

I want to give up, but the better part of me says that's not who I want to be. I want to curl up in a comer and do what millions of gins have probably done before when 
confronted with working with men: let them be, and shut up because they aren't interested in what you have to say. I notice myself doing this more and more recently. I 
become quiet, reserved, and slide off into my own world where the sun is shining and people actually matter. When they act as if I'm wrong or stupid because I do things 
differently or want different things, I get angry; I don't want to be angry. The following reaction is to hide in the comer again because they obviously don't want to hear 
me, I'm tired of being mad, and my head hurts from trying to knock down the wall. There are so many of them; so obviously, this is my problem to deal with. This in turn 
makes me angry again... and so I spiral on. It's not fair they always get things their way, being able to ignore how they affect the wand, being able to ignore how they 
affect me. seeing the world as their playground, and I'm in the way. Now there's friction because I'm no longer playing by their rules, and I'm calling their fouls. 

"Evil girl," they smirk. "Don't stand in the way of our world. We don't want slop playing to eat/make our beds/etc., so you should leave us alone and go away!" But 
if she does, they realize they miss the work she put into everything, making sure it was fun and on track and no one was fighting, and they realize her ideas weren't so 
stupid after all. And they ask her to come back. But when she does, they'll just ignore her again: they'll only show her she's appreciated when they feel like it or when 
she turns around to walk away ... which doesn't make her feel like staying. 

I want to generate discussion, but what I don't want to hear is "boys will be boys" because I have been hearing this all my life, and I am tired of willingly accepting it, of 
letting them "be boys." There is a humongous flaw with this reasoning; the statement basically says: They can do whatever the heck they want, and it's your problem, 
girl; you deal with it. This mentality is what allows them to continue to "be boys" and do as they choose while I take the back seat to their wishes. 

When I accept they can do whatever the f they want, I am accepting the box they paint me into. Society's acceptance of gender roles allows 
them to proceed. I am tired of it. I hate being painted into boxes with locks to which they hold the keys. I want out, and I don't want them to be 

the ones who have the power to let me out. It's funny how it takes the longest to see the boxes you have been trapped inside all your life. 
Gendered. I stop 

Drop my pen. 
Take a deep breath. 
Let my shoulder blades relax from the attack mode they've become accustomed to lately. 
I have let it out, most of it. And again the words creep into my head: empathy. faith. patience. They leave me confused, frustrated. How do I give 

what they lack? And then it hits me. These are my keys out, and I cannot wait for them to be given to me. 
I will not play by your rules anymore. I am walking away from your game, 

knowing that you will follow. • anonymous 
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I: Internal identity; often mistakenly interchanged with biological sex 

2: Self-identified label for attraction to the opposite, same or both sexes 
3: Fought with education 

7: Like sugar but not as sweet; not a substitute 
8: Derogatory term for a gay man 

11: Person who dresses as a member of the opposite gender 
12: Does the straight guy really need this? 
14; "God hates fags'" 

19: For everyone!; Goal of Human Rights Coalition 22: Equal opportunity 
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-- Sarah Oliver, Olin College 
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INTRO Girls are hotter lovers. 

I. II. l 1· d /1()()8/l··iust·111r1·hcCcnclcrlZi11cOfTvlassachusctts/lssucl/1\lu~ic%1()Fil,, ... ttp:/students.onun.du.. Iaustun/in/e, The CTose'f" l 
Go to the link above to download mp3 music files.,4,,- wanna give up eve,+,,,de 

M C R . i ng that I've created - just for the US I C OR N E small chance that I might find If Jenny I'd rather be touching her myse · 
than touching you, and I'd rather stay 
with you than to face my pas 
alone. It's really not fair how some 
one s always had their hands o, 
me, so long I swear this is the only 
way I know. 

CHORUS 
VERSE Jenny thinks girls are hotter lovers 
Ive got a friend, Jenny, drivin' me Does anything to give me a sign 
insane. Jenny thinks I won't blow her 
The way she makes me feel, I never cover. 
can explain Does anything to keep me on the 
But when she stares into my eyes ... line 
(ooh Jenny] 
It's only then I realize .. /ooh Jenny) VERSE: 
Love will make you much more I've got a friend, Jenny, and we're 
bold than wise. in my room. 

I've gotta make my move, 'cause 
CHORUS she'll be, leavin' soon, 
Jenny thinks girls are hotter lovers. Slidin' ny hand across her back. 
Does anything to give me a sign /ooh Jenny) 
Jenny thinks I won't blow her Waitin' to see how she'll react. 
cover /ooh Jenny) 
Does anything to keep me on the It isn't always opposites that at- 
line tract. 

VERSE 
Anywhere we go, Jenny, she's got Jenny thinks girls are hotter lovers. 
lots of guys Does anything to give me a sign 
Each time she chooses me, it takes Jenny thinks I won't blow her 
me by surprise cover. 
When we're lying on her bed . Does anything to keep me on the 
(ooh Jenny] line 
Though I know nothin' was said. 
(ooh Jenny] VERSE 
Just can't get this girl out of my Jenny says, her boyfriend has dis- 
head. covered and, 

I guess, this might be the end. 
Half dressed, we're sculpted by her 

CHORUS 

CHORUS 
Jenny thinks girls are hotter lovers. covers when, 
Does anything to give me a sign Jenny says, Can we still be friends? 
Jenny thinks I won't blow her 
cover. CHORUS 
Does anything to keep me on the Jenny tl1inks, Jenny says, 
line Girls are hotter lovers. 

Jenny thinks, Jenny says, 
I wish that girl. .. 

Is that her boyfriend on the phone? Jenny thinks, Jenny says, 
(ooh Jenny) I won't blow her cover. 
Does he think that she's alone? Jenny thinks. Jenny says. 
/ooh Jenny) 1 wish that girl was mine. 
Does he know I want her for my 
own? - Lynn Julian 

BRIDGE 

Chorus 
Could you just hold me tonight? d 
could you please sleep on the 
closet side? 
I've got so much that I need to hide to 
keep myself from ever finding mys@]f, 

She's the last thing that I should be 
thinking of. Hers are shores r 
should've left undiscovered. But, 
can't stop wanting that she's 
wanting for me and I can· t help but 
pray she's the one who'll set me 
free. No I Don· t come too close but 
please don't go away. I want you 
here beside me, then to push you back 
when I say... 

I just can't be held tonight. And could 
you please sleep on the closet side? 
I've got so much that I need to hide to 
keep myself from ever finding myself. 

I can't jump away from you every time I 
see him coming. I can't hide 
my fear every time I go home. we both 
know that this can go nowhere 
but I still know that I won't leave 
until you tell me so. Cause for 
the first time the other night, lying 
in your arms, I could finally 
get some sleep. 

Could you just hold me tonight? And 
could you please sleep on the 
closet side? 
I've got so much that I need to hide to 
keep myself from ever finding myself. 

Will I find myself tonight? And, would 
you please sleep on the closet 
side? 
-- Jessica Yoakum (www. jessyoakum. com) 
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Go to the link above to download mp3 music files. 

M U S I c Co R N E R Blood on My Hands 
Don t You Understand Pink or blue for the baby, 

do you know what it'll be? 
Buy some yellow if it's maybe, 
cause boys in pink just don't agree. 

Our gay eyes they are a'cryin' 
From the words used as weapons of hate 
Our gay minds they are a'reelin' 
From the tone of the public debate 
To have and to hold 'til death do us part 
Hey what part of justice for all don't you understand 
I said what part of justice for all don't you under 
stand 

We are a gentle angry people 
We're workin' on this issue every day 
To those of you who would deny us 
Simply because we're gay 
I Want to know what part of justice for all don't you 
understand 
Hey what part of justice for all don't you understand 

To have and to hold 'til death do us part 
It's about rights, our civil rights 
Civil marriage, civil rights 
It's not about hey it's not about religion, no 
And it's not about your political games 
It's about rights, civil rights 
Civil marriage, civil rights 
Don't you understand 
Why don't you understand 

Our gay eyes they are a'cryin' 
From the words used as weapons of hate 
Our gay minds they are a'reelin' 
From the tone of the public debate 
Hey what part of justice for all don't you understand 
I Want to know what part of justice for all don't you 
understand 

- Diane "Linq" Lincoln 2004 
WWW.linqmusic.com 
Hear it on JOURNEY, released on 7/23/2004 
or: http:/ /www.linqmusic.com/songlink/music/ 
Don'tYouUnderstand.mp3 

And we wonder why this came 
about, 
we are so unequal can we figure out 
why these gender roles exist? 

Buy the little girl a barbie, 
and the little boy a car. 
If he want's to play with barbies, 
then they think there's something 
wrong. 

And we wonder why this came 
about, 
we are so unequal can we figure out 
why these gender roles exist? 

I'm not one to point a finger, 
and I'm not one to place blame 
either. 
But if I don't take a stand, 
then I've got blood on my hands. 

But if I don't take a stand, 
then I've got blood on my hands. 
Oh if I don't take a stand, 
I've got blood on my hands, 
I've got blood on my hands. 

-- Adrienne Nightingale 
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Ask Yourself... 
THE 'TWELVE AND A HALF QUESTIONNAIRE" FOP HETEROSEXUALS 
1/2. 

1.5. 
2.5. 
3.5. 
4.5. 
S.S. 
6.5. 
7.5. 
8.5. 

9.5. 

10.5. 
11.5. 
12.5. 

Are you heterosexual? 
If the answer is yes, we have a questionnaire designed especially for you! 

When did you realize this about yourself? 
Was it a choice? 
Have you ever liked anyone of the same sex? 
Why not? Are you scared of them? 
If you tried really, really hard do you think you could like someone of the same sex? 
Are you sure your being attracted to the opposite sex isn't just a stage? 
When you first admitted to being heterosexual, how did others react? 
Why do heterosexual couples always have to express their affection for one another in public? J 
mean smiling at each other like that? Holding hands!?! Kissing!??!! 
Seeing as though overpopulation may eventually lead to extinction of the human species, do you 
think heterosexuality is best for wo/mankind? 
How do you ever expect to have a fulfilling relationship with someone so different from yourself? 
If heterosexual marriage is so sacred, why do about half wind up in divorices? 
Since 98% of rapes of boys are commited by heterosexual men, do you find it wise to allow your 
children near them? Note: 98% > 90%, the estimated percentage of heterosexual males. 
(Sexual Abuse of Boys, Journal of the American Medical Association, December 2, 1998) 

This questionnaire was adapted from one in Kevin Jennings' book 
Becoming Visible: A Reader in Gay & Lesbian History for High School & College Students (Alyson Publications, 1994). 
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Deadline: November 18, 2005 • 
Submit Electronically: Website www.genderizinecom or Email submissions@'genderizine.comy 

Submit Snail Mail: The GenderiZine of Massachusetts: The Spirit of America / 
Franklin W. Olin College of Engineering / zooo Olin Way, MB 367 / Needham, MA OZ49Z • 

ALL SUBMISSIONS MUST BE YOUR OWN WORK UNLESS NOTED BELOW• 
PLEASE ONLY PROVIDE THE INFORMATION YOU WISH TO BE INCLUDED IN THE PUBLICATION 

Terms & Agreements of the Publication: The GenderiZine of Massachusetts: The Spirit of America 
The publication staff is currently in the process of collecting submission materials for this zinc on the topics or gender and sexual orientation. The 

aim of the public11tion is accurate representation of the diverse views of people of Massachusetts, and especially the voices of junior high, high school, and 
college/university students, on these topics, as well as to promote awareness of a diverse range of genders, sexual orientations, and lifestyles. The 
submission deadline for this publication is November 18, 2005, with a promotional deadline of November 4, 2005 where submitters who submit their 
material prior to this date will receive" free cZinc (electronic copy), even if their work ls not selected to be used In the publication. All submitters whose 
work is selected to be used in the zinc will receive II free eZine as well. The goal for completion or this publication is November 21, 2005. 

By submitting material to The GenderiZine of Massachusetts, the creator(s) agrees to license a copy of their work to The GenderiZine of 
Massachusetts for use in their publications. By checking the box below, you certify that this is your own work and that you hold the rights to this piece. 
Plagiarism of others' work is illegal; submitters arc held responsible for maintaining these ethical standards when submitting nrnterlal. The GenderiZine 
of Massachusetts does not accept responsibility for false claims; it will leave suspected violations of copyright laws up to the United States legal system 
and the third parties involved, However, The GenderiZine of Massachusetts does accept work submitted by someone other than its creator as suggested 
material for inclusion in the zinc, but it will only include such work if complete citations can be found in the case of a published piece or if the original 
creator is able to be contacted and agrees to the terms set forth by the editors of this publication in the case or an unpublished piece. Please do not check 
the box below if you arc not submitting your own work. Submissions received for this publication will not be used by the publication staff for any 
purpose other than inclusion in The GemleriZiue of Massachusetts. Material submitted to this publication will not be forwarded to outside publications. 

Anonymous entries arc welcome; multiple entries arc welcome. The individual(s) editing this publication arc under no obligation to publish any 
material received, and they reserve the right to decide at their discretion which material will he included. Submitted work will not be returned; before 
submitting, please first make a copy or your work, and submit the copy if you wish to keep the original, For more information about this publlcntion or 
to send suggestions regarding this publication, please visit ywy.genderizine.com and/or email editors@ genderizine.com, 

Certification of Original Work_ 
(Checking the box below signifies that you are the creator of the submitted material and that you understand that submitting material to this publication implies 
transferred ownership of this material to the publication. If the material you are submitting is not your own work, please do not check the box below, as this is 
plagiarism. Instead, provide a citation of the work if the piece is published or the creator's contact information, if known. if the piece is not published.) □ J hereby certify that I am the creator of the work I am submitting, and I agree to the conditions stated above. 

The work I am submitting is not my own. The piece's citation /creator's contact information follows: (If this information is unknown, please write "unknown.") 

OPTIONAL PERSONAL INFORMATION 
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Name:---------------------------------------------~ 
Position -StU DENT: D Freshman - D Sophomore - D Junior - D Senior, D Masters - L) Doctorate; PROFESSIONAL: D Coach 

_ □ Professor - D School Administrator - D Other: _ 

Type of Institution - D Junior High - D High - D Undergraduate - D Graduate - D NGO - D Other: _ 

Name of Institution: City/State: _ 

Comments:--------------------------------------------- 
Where did you hear about us'!---------------------------------------- 

Do you wish for the information you provided above to be included in this publication? 
(Checking the box below implies permission for the information provided above to be included in the respective publication. This information will not 
necessarily be included in the publication, but it will be the information provided to the editors along with your submission to be used ut their discretion.) 

D I give the editors of The GenderiZine of Massachusetts: The Spirit of America permission to include the 
personal information that I provided above in this publication. 
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Email: _ 

Required Hardcopy Zine Order Information (Optional for eZine Orders) 
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SUDENT: D Junior High - □ High - D Undergraduate -Ll Graduate - (] Other: 
PROFESSIONAL: D Coach-LI Professor - D School Admin- L] LBGTQ NGO Employee - D Other: 
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Order Selection 
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