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This past year has been a whirlwind of challenges and excitement for The 
Colors Project. We are a new publication; we formed last fall thanks to a number 
of dedicated individuals who all needed to see this project happen. Earlier this 
year, we decided to drop the “LGBT” umbrella from our name because we wanted 
to be more inclusive of the queer people of color who do not identify with any of 
those labels.

During this submission cycle, The Colors Project received over sixty 
submissions. In this issue, I am pleased to welcome the addition of local 
Philadelphia poets J. Mase  III and Poet AF Black; local graphic design artist 
Sean Laughlin, who designed the beautiful cover; and Luis Medina, who 
provides most of the artwork for this issue. The pieces in this edition serve to 
articulate the experiences of queer people of color and work towards raising the 
social consciousness of the queer community. 

This past semester, The Colors Project raised dialogue in the LGBT 
community at the University of Pennsylvania.  We wanted Penn students to 
recognize the responsibility that they have to our communities. We were also 
troubled with the lack of activism and concern for issues such as race, gender, 
people with disabilities, and class oppression in the campus community. I can 
only hope that the leaders and administrators at Penn will continue to work 
towards supporting and building coalitions around these issues.

I wanted to take the time to personally thank a few of the individuals who 
have shown support for the mission of The Colors Project in some shape or form: 

Andrew Lamas for showing me that I am not alone and that there are 
people fighting for change on this campus, and also for bringing Angela 
Davis to Penn; Demie Kurz for being an ally and supporter, and for teaching 
contemporary feminist thought; Milton Meyer for showing me that I don’t have 
to be a woman to support their cause for social justice and helping me work 
towards understanding and rejecting my privilege as a man; Krista Thomason 
and the students in Swarthmore class “Philosophy of Race and Gender” for the 
opportunity to study in an environment like Swarthmore and giving me hope 
for the future; Tommy Atz, for being the reason that I’ve gained the confidence 
to always reach for more than what life is willing to offer me, and being my best 
friend and mentor; my mother for always working hard and always loving me 
unconditionally; Heather Love for teaching queer theory, listening to me, and 
supporting students in their efforts for change; Becca Schept for supporting 
the queer community and showing that you really care; Kevin Luo for bringing 
Mia Mingus to campus, being an amazing supporter of the cause and a great 
friend; Quincy Greene, for caring about the well-being and health of queer youth 
in Philadelphia, including myself; Christopher Griffin for always being there, 
congrats on NYU, you will be missed; and to everyone, thank you, your love 
and support in a world where we are not taught to care about one another is so 
necessary. Thank you.

Visit us online
www.lgbtcolors.com

Email submissions, questions, or comments to 
lgbtcolors@gmail.com

Like our page: 
www.facebook.com/lgbtcolors
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Pariah was released in selected theaters 
across the United States in December of 
2011. The film was written and directed 

by Dee Rees, a self identified black lesbian, and 
produced by Nekisa Cooper, Spike Lee, and a 
number of other persons.1 The film tells the story 
of a 17-year-old African-American teenager who 
learns to embrace her identity as a lesbian in present 
day Brooklyn, New York. The film’s main character 
Alike, played by actress, Adepero Oduye, wrestles 
with modes of expression for her queer identity 
while living under the roof of her overbearing, 
Christian, and homophobic mother. Ultimately, 
Alike’s toxic home life and complicated friendships 
drive her to decide to leave home and attend an 
early college program in California. This film has 
received a number of awards, including the John 
Cassavetes Spirit Award.2

One evening, while surfing the Internet in 
hopes of finding a movie for the night, I came 
across an article about Pariah and the recently 
released trailer. I was surprised and excited to find 
a movie about a black queer woman embracing her 
identity. Most of the queer films I had seen up to 
that point were romances or documentaries that did 

1 “Cast and Crew,” http://focusfeatures.com/pariah/
cast-crew.
2 “Overview,” http://focusfeatures.com/pariah.

not feature many black female characters. If there 
was a black, female character, then her struggles 
with both queer identity and homophobia were 
rarely explored. Pariah’s trailer and reviews from 
its Sundance Premiere made it clear that it would 
tackle the issues of homophobia and identity head-
on. Excited and intrigued by Pariah’s Internet buzz, 
I marked my calendar to begin looking out for 
tickets in December 2011.

As soon as tickets were available, I gathered 
some friends and made the trek with them to New 
York over winter break to see the movie. My initial 
reaction: it was a deep film that shed light on many 
of the struggles experienced by queer people of 
color. However, I was confused and upset by the 
abrupt ending, which left me wrestling with the 
movie’s message to queer youth coming of age; a 
message that was in stark contrast to other messages 
in the media, such as the It Gets Better Project. I was 
left with the question: Should one have to abandon 
his or her environment in order to fully express 
themselves?

It has taken me a long time to articulate my 
feelings about this film and there are many facets 
of it that I am still wrestling with. One of the 
aspects of the film that I struggled most with was 
understanding the meaning of Alike’s quote from 
her poem, “I am not running, I am choosing.” Even 

after seeing the movie again in January with QPOC, 
Penn’s Queer People of Color student group, I left 
with the sentiment that Alike was running. Running 
from her broken heart and broken friendship with 
Binda; her broken family as a result of her parents’ 
failing marriage and her mother’s inability to accept 
a queer child; and a strained friendship with Laura, 
her best friend. However, in rethinking questions 
of agency and self-exploration, I have come to 
better understand Alike’s choice. Alike’s choice is 
to embrace her identity and subsequently create a 
space for it; a space which she cannot make in her 
parents’ home or home community, thus explaining 
her reasoning for leaving.

Many queer people of color have expressed that 
they see parts of their own struggle with their queer 
identity internally and externally, with their families, 
friends, and society, in Pariah. Self-presentation 
and gender expression is something many queer 
people and others wrestle with as well as coming 
out or being “outed” in homophobic families or 
environments. Writer and director Dee Rees admits 
in many of her interviews that she incorporated 
elements of her own struggle with her queer identity 
in the film. Yet, regardless of 
the film’s focus on queerness, 
the underpinnings of the 
story are universal. The idea 
of embracing one’s own 
identity and the need to leave 
an oppressive environment 
in order to create a space for 
oneself is a common theme 
in coming of age stories. This 
theme makes Alike’s story 
accessible to any viewer who 
has ever felt like an outsider 
in their community.

The universality of themes in this film enabled 
it to gain mainstream media attention and according 
to Dr. Salamishah Tillet, a professor at Penn, this 
film has helped to create a space for more complex 
LGBT characters in Hollywood as well as black 
women’s stories.3 I applaud Pariah for showcasing 
the complexity of one black lesbian female character, 
while also showing the complexity of black women, 
the black community, and queer women of color 
communities as a whole. The supporting characters, 

3 Salamishah Tillet, “20 Years of Black Lesbian 
Cinema,” The Root, January 2, 2012, http://www.theroot.com/
views/pariah-20-years-black-lesbian-filmmaking (accessed 
February 20, 2012).

Binda and Laura, help complicate ideas of sexuality 
and gender expression to the same extent as 
Alike’s character. In addition, Laura’s involvement 
in the lesbian club scene and lesbian community 
introduces a variety of characters that have a variety 
of gender and sexual expressions and struggles of 
their own.

In many ways I see Pariah as a way to break 
the homophobic silence surrounding topics 
concerning queerness within communities of 
color.  Rees skillfully creates absences of dialogue 
that are reflective of the homophobic silences in 
communities of color. For example, the tacit reply 
from Laura’s mother when Laura goes to visit her 
after receiving her G.E.D. results; the silence Alike 
receives when she tells her mother that she loves her; 
and the lack of dialogue when Alike leaves home in 
the end of the film. Each of these silences left me 
uncomfortable and yearning for dialogue—dialogue 
about homosexuality in communities of color. One 
of my apprehensions concerning this film is that 
homophobia kept those that most needed to see 
this film from the box office: those silences about 
homosexuality in communities of color prompted 

people to change the 
channel when it was 
publicized on television 
or ignore advertisements 
in public. However, the 
one silence this film did 
break was the silence 
around queer women 
of color in mainstream 
cinema. While this may 
not be the film that 
breaks the silence for 
communities of color, it 

has definitely created a space for more films of its 
kind in mainstream media that have the potential 
to penetrate silence in homophobic communities of 
color.

Reflections on Pariah
by Elise Mitchell

Writer/Director Dee Rees

http://focusfeatures.com/pariah/cast-crew
http://focusfeatures.com/pariah/cast-crew
http://focusfeatures.com/pariah
http://www.theroot.com/views/pariah-20-years-black-lesbian-filmmaking
http://www.theroot.com/views/pariah-20-years-black-lesbian-filmmaking


V… O… I… C… E
Our own voice… and we use it well when we can hear it ourselves
Let it echo solutions that do more than calm seas
But I’ll be the first to say… I sometimes ignore myself and what I want
Thinking it’s me being a bit selfish and wanting to indulge in all that makes me grin
Like who the hell am I to have what I want
But then again who the hell am I not to have what I want
If I give all that I don’t need at times, to create smiles wide enough to park cars in
Why can’t I have valet service in life
Champagne life where days are sweeter than splendid
Where any side of the bed I wake up on is, the right side cause I’m on it

Some try to say we ego trippin when we call our own shots
On our own route to happiness we on it and should be
Music stops us in our tracks and reminds us of what we feeling
That our thoughts don’t have to confine or define us
So let em ring out and rock bells
That liberate us and free us to do what we please
So don’t be surprised if you catch yaself motivated
Take flight and don’t be scared of the air
Cuz they say “Ya attitude determines ya latitude, get high as mother fucker fly as a mother fucker”
The air waves that pump beats in our chest are nothing but public access created to invest in  

seeing just how useful and how much energy people will put into stuff that reflects  
the stuff inside you

So take advantage and get inside you
Sing ya heart’s stories loud like somebody signed you
Get free
Remind yaself of yaself often
Be OK with the unknown of you
And make ya own beautiful music
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Dig Deep
by Tifphane Riley

Lately I can’t really sleep… opened eyes til 4am
Me and the moonlight play games and I win
Cause I can’t seem to leave her for my own sake
Heartbeat out of chest and I lose it
Cause just when I think I’m strong enough… I fall
Right into her grasp and that’s my ass
And that’s my waist, my neck and dammit
She grabs all of me and has her way
I am trapped by all of her abilities
Tuning into my inner being, she takes me higher
Fucked me up one morning when she hit notes that made my 
Neck hairs salute her and my eyes roll like slots
I feel like a winner with her
Like old souls and I done found a heater and won’t let up
Can’t get up and do what life suppose to do
What grown folks suppose to do… be responsible?

But who’s gonna make her responsible… for what she‘s doing?
To me, because I was fine before I found her
I was on top of my game, meeting deadlines
Dotting I’s and crossing T’s
My language was down pat before I met her
Now I get fumbled in my thoughts and my words get real
Elementary like A, E, I, O, U… and most times Y
Is this happening to me
Lost of control like I’m not myself
I become who I use to be, who I dream to be, the other me
When she’s around

Killing any ideas or concepts of what I thought time management was
She puts hands upon my chest and leaves me speechless at times
And I just rock and pat my feet… in a feen-like motion
They say the first step is admitting you have an issue
Well here goes

I think Pandora knows me… Don’t judge me
Radio 1 has nothing on her. iTunes can’t buy her

Like I swear the government has placed supreme intelligence behind this operation
Set up to know the thoughts of a lesbian’s mind
They place a woman’s worth in position to tap into our psyche
Wanting to know what the excitement is… what all the fuss is about
Just why we love so hard and like so long for acceptance
Figured they’d mask the equation in make-up but it never did quite make up minds the way 

they saw fit… never mirrored their perception
Too obvious to cover girls with weak foundation of submissiveness that last but a few hours
We saw that coming and denied access and spelled out our own power

Chills on the Beach
by Hector Kilgoe

His chest, like a boat rocking at sea,
Carries me to my dreams;

A sheet of blue-black darkness shields us
From the naked white moonlight

As we cruise with no ship
And I sink into him.

The sensation of his fingertips
Gently circling my navel is titanic

As our bodies prepare to collide
Like the tumultuous crashing of waves

On sun-blazed sand,
Desirous fire heating our skin

As bitter chills of night push me into his arms.
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Silenced
by  Luis Medina

It is an interesting facet of language that, as 
much as it is used to bind groups of people together 
through history and “culture,” inherent in it is 
exclusion. To begin to deconstruct our identities, we 
must use language that forces us to create an outside 
world; we must first assess what we are not.  How 
can we, as scholars, as thinkers, begin to understand 
a world that forces us to exclude ourselves from so 
much of it? While we can argue that there is only 
so much one can experience, there is a difference 
between saying that we have not experienced 
something and constructing an identity that 
excludes the possibility of such experience. Thus, I 
stand in opposition, not only to our languages, but 
to these very notions of exclusive identity. I stand 
Brown; not in color or race, but Brown in thought, 
in action, in motivation, and in ideology.

Any journey to understand my Brownness 
must first begin with a discussion of my birth and 
education. Conceived by a couple grouped into a 
classification known only in America, Hispanic, 
I was born to a mother from Mexico and a father 
from El Salvador. Unable to understand the 
intricacies of this grouping outside of when I had 
to fill in questionnaires on ethnicity, I adopted a 
Mexican identity. I ignored the Salvadorian facets 
of my heritage, not purposefully, but because I 
identified with my skin color. As far as I knew at the 
time, Mexicans were brown, and I was brown, thus 
I became a Mexican.

The low socioeconomic class into which I 
was born, combined with the fact that I was the 
only individual in my family “born into” English, 

created an environment that not only discouraged 
abstract thought about identity, but also lacked 
the resources for me to understand it. It was the 
unique position that I held in my family, as the only 
member to become a participant in the education 
system, that allowed me to transcend this barrier 
and engage in my own dialectic. The nature of this 
dialectic consisted of a struggle to reconcile what I 
had previously found to be normal and the cultural 
influence of the world around me. Subsequently, it 
led many to suggest a sort of Americanization on 
my part. I found it peculiar that the more I engaged 
in the “American Culture,” the more of a foreigner 
I became. Due in part to my interesting position 
in a “Gifted-track” since a very young age, and my 
family’s inability to assimilate, I lacked exposure 
to many other Latinos and so I was excluded from 
the identity of my family. Instead of becoming 
American, I destroyed the Latino in me.

It was this sort of limbo between identities 
that allowed for the discovery of my Brownness, 
changing not only who I was, but transforming the 
way in which I acted. Through my own exclusion, I 
became aware of the concept itself and of the reality 
that many feel trapped in their own limbos. This sort 
of “statelessness” made me aware of the possibility 
of lacking a community and the psychological 
devastation that this could unleash.  Thus, no 
longer quite Mexican, never really Salvadorian, and 
not quite fully American, I instead became a self-
described activist. But what I did not understand at 
the time was that this label only relegated my own 
personal discovery to the background as I let others 
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A Brown World
by Jose Romero
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paint my world. 
The progression of time would lead me to 

discover the worlds of Veganism and Queer Identity 
which further developed my understanding of 
those communities while pushing me away from 
the community that I was born into. The discovery 
of these parts of my identity represents some of the 
first major steps in my Browning. It is an unfortunate 
reality that loss and discrimination are the easiest 
ways through which we can discover that which we 
have truly lost, which we have been excluded from, 
and which we can become. 

It is a common misconception that the 
earliest explorers shared characteristics of nobility, 
adventure and a passion for the unknown. While 
the last two are disputable, the first is much more 
difficult to prove. The reality of exploration is much 
less attractive than we lead ourselves to believe. 
Most people in these earlier times found comfort in 
the ordinary, especially since the harsh realities of 
life in these times tended to discourage exploration. 
They feared, by sailing too far west, they would fall 
off the face of the planet. These early vessels, sailing 
out into the unknown, were not carrying noblemen, 
aristocrats, artists, or merchants. They were crewed 
by people who had lost everything, living on the edge 
of life; the madmen, orphans, ex-convicts, outcasts, 
like myself. My own adventure is constituted of the 
following experiences: my battle with homelessness 
because of the fact that I identify as Queer; my dire 
situation that made me depend on Welfare and 
Food-Stamps to survive; my time in a psychiatric 
hospital, not as an observer, but as a patient, twice.  
While many would argue for the uniqueness of 
these experiences, I see myself as an explorer much 
like these early predecessors, representing a radical 
new lens through which we can and should see the 
world.  I see myself as a representing a new kind of 
family to which we all belong.

There was a time in my life when my 
experiences turned me into an imposer. There was 
a time when I wanted to help the world by telling 
it what to do. I discovered, however, with the help 
of a humble anthropologist, that I was practicing 
the very kind of imperialism and inequality that 
had been imposed on me and that I was working 
to fight against. The early existential crises that 
I had, even before I discovered my Veganism 
and Queer identities, had made me susceptible 
to being perverted by these new identities. In 
trying to discover myself, I initially let those who 
thought they know the world, those who thought 
they know what it means to be Vegan, those who 

thought that they know what it meant to be Queer, 
impose their ideologies on me.  I was corrupted; in 
adopting their characterizations of these identities, 
I destroyed the last traces of myself and let myself 
be corrupted. Thus, I descended into a madness that 
left me more alone than ever before and resulted in 
the aforementioned experiences of “statelessness.” 
I survived, but I am scarred. And today, with the 
occasional brush of my wrist, my devotion to this 
Brown world I see is made only the more resolute. 
It’s not that I now believe in some kind of relativity; 
it’s that I now believe in an anthropological 
ethnography in which we participate in the shared 
experience that is human existence in order to 
understand what in fact is necessary to bridge 
idealism with tangible action; a bridge constructed 
in a manner that does not leave those who cross it 
worried about their own wrists. 

I see the world Brown, not because of skin color 
or race, but because of unity. It is an interesting fact 
that when you combine the primary colors together 
you discover the color brown—and much like the 
seemingly disparate lenses of my experiences, when 
these are combined together (red for vegan, blue for 
queer, yellow for some sort of race or any sort of 
mixed combination therein) I argue that we arrive 
at Brownness. I see the world Brown because I do 
not exclude; I see the world Brown because I see 
it as a whole; I see the world Brown because I love 
and am a part of everybody; I see the world Brown 
because
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To my hero-kin

you might be wondering
what brings my pen to this paper,
or who I think I am,
to speak
of suffering.

the numbers would say,
I’m fortunate:
American-born,
(this means I’ll never see a war,
unless I go looking)
well-educated
(clinching my Ivy-league position
with a few hundred graphite bubbles,
the stencil games of privilege)

I’m healthy
(what’s more, insured)
heterosexual,
(I press against whom I please
never needing to explain)
and although my Daddy is “brown,”
(born barefoot, homeless, war-ravaged)
Maybelline defines my tone as
“Classic Ivory”
(“Classic”—like other colors are an innovation,
“Ivory”—like some precious or poached
treasure)
and so, coincidentally two hues
lighter than my cousins,
I was blessed with
a flesh disguise,
and the chance at a first-world legacy.

and you’re right,
I don’t look much different
than the opaque privilege
I claim to fight
I (mostly) go to class
and I’m still the ivory girl
with the thin voice,
chanting at the rallies
between browner elbows
and broader souls,
hiding a four-colored flag
(and a flame)
beneath my blanket of blonde hair. 

and I’m happy to be the
pale face, and to ask forgiveness,
for I long was complicit, blind,
afraid.

but on a road to my father’s home,
to the green hills of Palestine where
I should belong, where my bones glow
and the wind has always been music,

I shed every robe of privilege,
rather than let them strip me.
When they tried to shame me,
I pulled the flag from beneath my hair,
enwrapped my pale body
(they saw me not as ivory,
but as an undesirable demographic,
the uncomfortable reminder that
looking away did not destroy us)
because I was born under the wrong name,
a different faith,
I had no right to return, to know my home.
this is how power with a
guilty conscience speaks.
(it always has a guilty conscience)
and dear, I know you have heard words like this,
spoken from unfeeling lips of privilege,
or through unseeing eyes that try everything
to veto your identity,
to nullify your birth.

but guns and shame have not prevailed,
six decades and grandparents buried in exile
is the land I stand on,
and the colors of memory and struggle
describe my truest hue.

that is why I’ve come to you,
daughter of a brown man
born under this darkest sky of war,
and I see I’m not unlike you
now that I’m undressed.

they will not let me go home,
and here they say you are not at home.
so here in exile I join you,
fellow refugee, waiting to be free
from the sieges of unlove, shame, and silence
and these we will fight.
against this night that would
steal into our blood
and take the voices from our lungs—
that is why we can never
cease to sing, shouting louder:
there is beauty here.

(and I will carry your tears.)

by Sarah Shihadah
Colors of Resistance

“of every caste and hue am I”
—Walt Whitman
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Isn’t it funny how everyone raves about 
masculine bottoms but no one talks about the sissy 
top? I attended the Gay Men’s Health Leadership 
Retreat up in the Easton Mountains some time 
ago, and during one of the sessions the term “social 
bottom” came up. It was defined as someone who 
has all the mannerisms of a bottom, but when the 
lights go out is a total top. The term really struck a 
chord with me and I have been pondering on it ever 
since because, OMG, I am a social bottom.

For those that know me, you probably would 
agree that I am really gay. I out people just by 
walking next to them. I like to tell people I have 
enough gay to go around, so don’t be shy. I am so 
loud that most people can hear me before they see 
me and I say gurrrlfriend with a pitch that makes 
people think Mariah is in the neighborhood. I am 
unapologetically gay with every wrist flick, hair toss 
and booty shake. 

So with all my fabulousness, shooting rainbows 
and butterflies with every step, most people would 
automatically assume that I am a bottom. I don’t 
mind, because if being called a bottom means being 
fabulous, then yes, hand me my B-badge. Plus, 
I find it so much easier to be funny when you’re 
shamelessly loud. I mean, how many gay butch 
comedians do you know? It seems that we have 
come to equate camp with taking it up the ass. 

We are all familiar with the sister term of 
“social bottoms”: the butch bottom. Men who act 
and dress in a masculine way but like to assume the 
role of Lucy legs up in bed. While sipping fruity 
cocktails during Sunday brunch, my gaggle of gays 
were discussing this phenomenon of our culture, 
and while some of us agree that the prospective 
of bending over some of these men are highly 
desirable, we also agreed that during the pursuit of 
desirability these men have also trapped themselves 
within a label that confines them.

Of course, some of these men truly fall into 
these roles. I don’t expect everyone to go crazy 
when Britney is being played; there are some who 
are also trapped within a mindset of what I deem 
as calculated masculinity. A mindset that sets out to 
objectively hyper-masculinize oneself through dress 
sense and appearance, down to every last facial hair 
and checkered shirt. Urgh, I never thought that 
print was fashionable much less desirable to begin 
with. 

I observed a classic case of the confining 
nature of this label the other day at the club. As I 
was getting my dance on with the rest of the crowd, 
I noticed a tall, blonde, well built guy in a pink polo 
tee shuffling in the crowd. On further inspection, 
I noticed that his feet were moving to the beat and 
there were hints of rhythm in his hips but anything 
from the waist up was frozen, just like the expression 
he wore on his face. Whose funeral was he standing 
at? Now all of this, is assuming that he was a butch 
bottom and that if he was, he was a proven case of 
how confining the label is. I mean, the boy obviously 
wanted to dance but maybe felt that raising his 
hands in the air like you just don’t care was not part 
of the description. So the difference between our 
labels is that I find mine liberating, while his was 
confining. 

Now the flip side of this, is that when I do tell 
people that I am a top, they start to look at me like I 
am a unicorn. It goes to show that as a culture we are 
still defining ourselves by our sexual roles. The top/
bottom label is another closet that we have to break 
out of because of the type of judgment we place on 
people when we label them. Those definitions also 
don’t just extend to mannerisms but also define 
the way we look at our relationships as well. Often 
enough we expect the top to be in control, while 
the bottom is the more needy and submissive one. 
The typical macho man comes to save the delicate 
flower scenario, and it is disempowering to us. We 
need to re-look at the way we define gay sex and 

Social Bottoming
by Nicholas Deroose in particular anal sex. Whether the penetrative 

or insertive action has a deeper physiological 
impact on our culture and how do we redefine that 
definition to be empowering. 

Don’t knock it till you try it, is another challenge 
that is usually posed by my cynics. That maybe I am 
a closeted bottom that just has not found the right 
one to give me a prostate orgasm. I do not deny 
that all of us are inherently versatile to some degree 
but why is it that it is more difficult for people to 
accept total bottoms rather than total tops? So it is 
contradicting sometimes when we see that yes, I am 
gay therefore I am able to take it, but because I am a 
man I need to be masculine. The struggle between 

sex and sexuality is a constant one for us.   So either 
we find another way to look at the way we have sex 
or start to think of labels that are liberating instead 
of confining. We need to start having conversations 
around the “femmephobia” that is still pervasive 
within the community because it is a contradiction 
to our message of acceptance. You are welcome in 
this community, sissy or otherwise.

Thankfully through years of stage training, I 
have developed a thickness of skin to rival that of 
rhinos and have found a solution to the mockery 
usually directed at me by my haters. It is simple. 
You… can… go… fuck… yourself. Because literally 
that is what you will have to do.

We’re taught in school that pink means girl and 
blue means boy

We’re taught that our gender limits us to certain 
things we should enjoy

 
We’re taught that being female means becoming a 

nurse or secretary
Being male means fireman or cavalry
 
XX means flowers and butterflies
XY means trucks and no cries
 
But all this needs to change for we are all one
Sure, we’re born with different parts, but that 

shouldn’t define our fun
 
Every color should be celebrated
Every prejudice annihilated
 
We all come from different backgrounds
Used to different sounds
 
But when it comes to equality and freedom to 

think for oneself
These aren’t ideas we should put on the back shelf
 
Rainbows abound and rainbows around
As you can see, we’ll never back down

White, black, olive, red, yellow, and brown
It’s the same cause, fighting for the same love from 

Boston to Cape Town
 
Learning to love yourself before you can love 

others
It shouldn’t matter what sex you sleep with 

underneath the covers
 
Have fun with your loved ones every chance you 

get
Fight for your freedom to marry and have a fancy 

banquet
 
Let your sons play with dolls and your daughters 

pick up soccer
Never mind that he’s an avid shopper
 
Clap at his dance recital
Understand her when she doesn’t fall in love with 

Michael
 
Change the world and its vision of equality
Love and interests shouldn’t be based on our 

biology

Dolls & Soccer
by Devin Salazar

So with all my 
fabulousness, shooting 

rainbows and butterflies 
with every step, most people 

would automatically 
assume that I am a 

bottom.



Americano

Americano is a story about two friends who figure out that 
life is much harder then it was when they where kids. 
Especially when it comes to dealing with love, friendship, 
coming out, fear, hope and reaching your dreams.

Story and coloring by 
Sean Laughlin

Drawn and Inked by
Dar-rell Kenneth Henderson
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“Oh, the things I’d like to do”
is more likely to be “with you” rather than “to”

LUSH products, toys, chocolates
opulent bits of potential sometimes left unopened
in our lust for sharing our lives

outdoor markets, cooking,
restaurants, drives to the coast

and “we’re going to spend so many hours
sleeping next to each other”—
Come to value rather than regret it

I see this before I see you at the terminal.

Arrivals
by Alina Chin

Later, when we are properly apart
There will be comfort, and proper tears

Now airports mean heaviness
A colourless in-between space

Resenting our circumstances
Puppets played by raw nerves

We kiss. Don’t give a fuck
Leaving is part of our love song too.

Departures
by Alina Chin
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You made many points during your presenta-
tion at the symposium on the mis-education of Black 
youth when you spoke on the dangerous results of 
violence, but there is something I need to say. You 
stated to us how wrong prejudice is, how wrong it 
is for people to judge others because of what they 
think they are. Are you aware that, just minutes 
later while presenting to us in public, you did the 
exact same thing to gay people? I am not saying that 
the oppression of Black people is the same as the 
oppression of gay people, but hear me out.

With all that you were forced to experience 
in prison, I know that you must have issues with 
this subject—and that’s putting it lightly to the 
extreme—but what you witnessed in prison was 
not human sexuality. What you experienced was 
human degradation, human devastation and 
attempts to rob people of their humanity. That is 
completely different than consenting adults, who 
are not being unfaithful to someone and who are 
not being coerced, coming together because they 
want to be together.

Heterosexual behavior can be misused as a 
weapon of human destruction, too. Does that make 
every heterosexual evil? No. It depends on the 
person and the intent.

Also, there are some straight, Black men who 
bed every woman they can get their hands on 
but who also were not at that town hall meeting, 
for nearly seven hours, because they don’t give a 
damn about learning any information that will 
empower or elevate Black people. Yet, according 
to the comments you made to us, over and over 
again, they are real men, but I’m a devil. I take 
great offense at that! I am sick and tired of going 
to Black community meetings and having to endure 
homophobic, bigoted and prejudiced comments, as 
if I’m not a part of this community, too. I started to 
say all of this to you right then and there, and maybe 
I should have, since your comments were made in 

public. When this happens at meetings, I’m always 
torn between just sitting there, offended and doing 
a slow burn, or risking taking the discussion even 
further off topic.

I don’t follow the career of the rapper you 
mentioned. I don’t know if he cross dresses or 
if he was trying to be funny with that bra on, but 
don’t put him and I in the same category until you 
know all about me. I’m male-identified. I don’t wear 
bras. That’s me doing me. And I can tell you that 
who I sleep with has nothing to do with all that I 
bring to the table. In fact, I’m a hell of lot stronger 
than most people; I’ve had to endure prejudice 
from two directions all of my life: prejudice from 
White supremacists because I am a Black man, and 
prejudice from my own people because I am a gay 
man.

And regarding your comment about gays in 
the military: if there was a sudden terrorist attack 
on your city, and soldiers were dispatched to protect 
the citizens, I don’t think that you would care about 
who those soldiers have sex with when they are on 
duty! I’m certain you would only care that they were 
skilled soldiers who could prevent the terrorists 
from blowing you up!

You do not have to agree with homosexuality, 
you do not have to like it, approve of it or understand 
it. If you are opposed to gay sex, you do not have 
to have any! But I don’t think you want to be 
hypocritical about prejudice, about being judged 
before someone really knows you—which is what 
prejudice means, pre-judging—especially in public, 
when you know how hurtful it can be. I don’t think 
you want to announce at Black community meetings 
that all homosexuals deserve to be laughed at and 
ridiculed, and that all homosexuals are devils when 
you’ve obviously never known any gay, Black men 
like me who have strength of character and integrity.

I know that you want our people to thrive as a 
Black community. You devote so much of your time 
and energy to doing that. There are reasons beyond 
my personal viewpoint as to why I’m bringing all 

Letter to a Homophobic Justice Seeker
by Aaron Victor Vaughn

I attended a symposium on the mis-education of Black youth. One presenter told us that he speaks to 
youth, warning them of what results from the kind of violent life he led in the past. He recounted sexual 
abuses in prison—then he put all gay people in that same category as those imprisoned individuals who 
did horrific things which I would not even think of doing to another human being. He was standing there 
talking about me in those same terms and he doesn’t know me from Tom, Dick or Harry! After I calmed 
down, to an extent, this was my reply.

Hello Speaker,

Reflection
by Luis Medina 
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Forwards
by Charles Tyson

Picking through scattered remnants
 Pain’s residue
To find: an incomparable strength beaten down by Their buried truth
 seeping ever so politely through common façade.
“Don’t worry, our queerness is safe.”
 Hoping.

Reading through Shelton’s wisdom
 Love’s mirror
To find: an incomparable strength that stared AIDS in the face
 inspiring others to walk briskly in their truth.
“It’s the Dawn of a New Day.”
 Relating.
 
Funneling through gazes of denial
 Masculinity’s friend
To find: an incomparable strength lifted up by our movement’s truth
 boasting that faggots and drags paved the way for us.
 “Open your mind.”
 Healing.

Leading by example
 Love’s soldier
To find: a post-colonial society deprived of mutual respect and awareness.
“Don’t do to others what troubled men did to you.”
 Transforming.

this up to you. Did you know that homosexual youth 
are up to 4 times more likely to attempt suicide than 
heterosexual youth? Don’t Black youth have enough 
to face already? And, like it or not, there are young 
Black people who are gay.  Regardless of whether they 
are sexually active yet or not, regardless of whether 
they have been trained or forced into guilt-induced 
heterosexual behavior, they know who they are on 
the inside, or at least, they are aware of their sexual 
preferences. By incorrectly lumping all homosexual 
people into one “evil” category, and then publicly 
acting righteous for doing so, you are reducing 
the chances of survival for those gay, young Black 
people who hear you, and increasing the bigotry 
of the adults who believe you and who surround 
those youth—when you so desperately want all of 
our Black youth to survive! Is there anything more 

torturous to a human soul than falsely convincing 
them that God does not love him or her? Is that 
what a truly righteous Black man would do? And is 
there anything more spiritually unbearable than to 
be on the receiving end of that? 

Even if you don’t agree with anything I’ve said 
here, I leave you to reflect on this: With all of the 
threats coming at us constantly as Black people, can 
we really afford to alienate any member of our Black 
community who has a true interest in helping us?

Aaron Victor Vaughn is an author and fine artist. You can 
visit him online at www.AaronVictorVaughn.com and 
www.goodreads.com/AaronVictorVaughn

Lust: Call it what it was
by Poet AF Black

dark thoughts shine a light on pointlessness
a resting of the eyes solidifies this journey
rocking and shaking
a thrusting tongue is comforting on the most 

private areas 
inside out we grow to know each other
even if it’s only for an hour
even it’s only for one minute
we knew each other in ways only a few will ever get 

to know
of course the selection was random
nonetheless intentional and conscious
I don’t fall for the shadows easily
I don’t fall for the silhouette after one meeting
a sight to see in a room lit by the screen of our cell 

phones
a sight to see in a room warmed by the heat of our 

pulsating hearts
your dark thoughts and my dark thoughts are not 

the same
but they make the perfect picture
A picture that includes you
even though I was the only one who posed for it
and now that it’s been taken
it will forever be yours without any dispute
and I will never be sure if the picture I posed for 

will ever reach my doorstep
Isn’t it amazing how dark thoughts shine a light on 

pointlessness?
isn’t it amazing how communication isn’t every-

thing?
You call and I don’t answer
just that simple right?
another opportunity seized
and for the moment we were pleased
I will never be your one and only
because I wasn’t the first
and despite the uniqueness of your trust
there’s nothing wrong with calling it what was…

Christmas present.
In your eyes, I feel lost
In an endless maze,
For figuring out their meaning
Is as hopeless as
Counting the clouds

Up
Far above in the
Shapeless sky.
And when those eyes
Glance upon me, my
Quivers quicken
As I fall deeper

In
Your soulful eyes.
In the mind,
I fall from mountains,
And when all seems lost,

You
Reach out a hand,
Grasping me tight.
The pains of yesterday
and shackles that bound me,
hurt that embodies me
and people that haunt me,
all seem to
fade away when

I
see you. Even
Passing is enough.
With strength I have
Not known to be there
I walk with purpose, to

Feel
The wind wash across
My skin; but it washes
Away more.
For but the thought of
Thinking of you,
Is enough for me
To be all things, including

Free

Wrapped
by Johnathan Wilson
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Into You
by Luis Medina 

It happened when he wasn’t looking
And I wasn’t looking
Broken
A sign
That our scars aligned
And melded
One hug, one kiss at a time
I wasn’t looking
And he wasn’t looking
But when we both weren’t looking, something grew
Blossomed
Soothed
A comfort cherished
Under warm sheets, wrapped bodies

Curled toes and pressed fingertips
He wasn’t looking  
I wasn’t looking
But something found us
A feeling that dares not speak its name
But still holds all the joys, fears and hurts it brings
And when I wasn’t looking but could no longer 

look away
I looked at him and hoped that he looked at me the 

same way
When we both weren’t looking
Something looked this way

Untitled
by Nicholas Deroose 

Evaluating Political Views of Sexuality
by Lexi White

In her essay “Thinking Sex: Notes for a Radical 
Theory of the Politics of Sexuality,” Gayle Rubin 
calls for a radical theory of sex that combats erotic 
injustice and sexual oppression.  She challenges 
rhetorical and theoretical axioms that fail to “build 
rich descriptions of sexuality as it exists in society 
and history” (Rubin 275).  In doing so, Rubin 
characterizes the essentialist view of sexuality 
as “the idea that sex is a natural force that exists 
prior to social life,” and as hindering to progressive 
sexual politics, particularly those affecting sexual 
minorities and their communities (Rubin 275).  
She, instead, favors a constructionist alternative to 
sexual essentialism, “an assumption that sexuality is 
constituted in society and history, not biologically 
ordained” (Rubin 276). While the essentialist view 
of sexuality provides some justification for sexually 
“deviant” behaviors, which may achieve tolerance 
for “non-normative” sexualities in heterodominant 
societies, the constructionist view provides a more 
accurate account of sexuality as an unfixed entity 
that is, indeed, affected by ever-changing societies 
and cultures. Arguably, the constructionist view of 
sexuality offers sexual minorities greater potential 
to achieve political and social equality rooted in 
cultural consciousness and human agency rather 
than in sympathy and conformity. 

The essentialist view of sexuality is a model 
that portrays sexuality as a fixed characteristic, a 
polar entity tied to biology, nature, and concrete 
desire.  This view of sexuality suggests that an 
individual’s sexual desire is a part of his or her make-
up at birth.  Perhaps the biggest critique of this 
perspective is that it does not consider the concept 
of sexual fluidity. Furthermore, the essentialist 
view of sexuality does not readily associate sexual 

desire and sexual expression with choice. This 
“born this way” model places strong emphasis on 
reproduction as the primary function of sexual 
organs, and thus, has historically categorized innate 
same-sex desire as a biological deviation from the 
reproductive sexual norm.  Essentialist homosexual 
identity was often deemed a biological condition 
needing medical and psychiatric treatment. Rubin’s 
summary of essentialized sexuality illustrates all of 
these components when she writes:

“Dominated for over a century by 
medicine, psychiatry, and psychology, 
the academic study of sex has reproduced 
essentialism.  These fields classify sex as 
a property of individuals. It may reside 
in their hormones or their psyches…But 
within these ethnoscientific categories, 
sexuality has no significant social 
determinants” (Rubin 145).

This passage both exemplifies the scientific 
sphere that has historically surrounded the 
essentialist view of sexuality as well as the way in 
which essentialized sexuality lacks acknowledgment 
of the way in which sexuality is affected and shaped 
by society and culture.

The constructionist view of sexuality, on the 
other hand, is a view that sees sexual desires as 
expressive forms, heavily influenced by social and 
cultural institutions and changeable over time.  It is 
a model that releases sexuality from the imperative 
to reproduce, allowing for sexuality to exist 
beyond categories associated with the biological, 
reproductive functions of sexual organs. This 
model of sexuality, thus, favors pleasure, intimacy 
and happiness more so than the essentialist model 
which was derived with an emphasis on sexuality’s 
economic and political relationship to reproduction.  
Rubin illustrates the difference between sexual 
essentialism and constructionism when she 
synthesizes Michel Foucault’s claim that  “…desires 
are not preexisting biological entities, but rather 
they are constituted in the course of historically 
specific social practices…new sexualities are 
constantly being produced”  (Rubin 276).

In considering the politics of sexuality in 
“Capitalism and Gay Identity,” John D’Emilio 
provides both historical evidence of sexual 

“When sexual minorities 
claim they deserve political 

rights and equalities because their 
sexuality is rooted in biology and 
is something they couldn’t avoid 
or change, they are demanding 
fundamental rights in a manner that 
is seemingly apologetic.”  

Essentialism vs. Constructionism
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constructionism in action, as well as a critique 
on the sexual essentialist model. He considers 
the expansion of capitalism and urbanization in 
the West in the twentieth century to have played 
a major role in allowing for “men and women to 
organize a personal life around their relationship 
to their own sex” (D’Emilio 470). According 
to D’Emilio, the spread of wage labor and the 
socialization of production made it less necessary 
for sexual behavior to be a means for procreation, 
thus expanding the social and cultural groundwork 
that might allow or encourage more opportunities 
for same-sex desires and sexual expressions to occur 
(D’Emilio 470). D’Emilio’s account of capitalism as 
a catalyst for the breakdown of the nuclear family 
and the consequent emergence of homosexual 
identities, communities and politics demonstrates 
the way in which culture, society, and personal 
experience can shape one’s relationship to sexuality 
as well as one’s capacity and willingness to explore 
and act on sexual desires that don’t fall within the 
heterosexual, procreative framework.

In addition to providing evidence that 
confirms the sexual constructionist view, D’Emilio 
also offers several critiques of the essentialist model, 
particularly the idea that political challenges, such 
as persecution against sexual minorities, deserve a 
“more accurate” account of history, that which an 
essentialist model of sexuality could not possibly 
provide.  He argues that gay men and lesbian women 
are “products of history” and that without paying 
attention to historical legacies and cultural trends, 
and by reducing sexuality to biological history, we 
will never be able to understand the social forms 
that produce our very desires. Such claims suggest 
that the essentialist view of sexuality is problematic 
because it treats sex and sexual acts and expressions 
as merely acts of the body. This is exemplified when 
Emilio contends:

we have to create for our survival 
networks of support that do not depend 
on the bonds of  blood and the license of 
the state, but that are freely chosen and 
nurtured.  The building of an “affectional 
community” must be as much a part of 
our political movement as are campaigns 
for civil rights. (D’Emilio 475)

Surely, D’Emilio does not believe that this feat 
can be reached in any society that is unwilling to 
examine cultural context and move past a strictly 
essentialist view of sexuality.

In addition to providing a more realistic, 
culturally aware narrative of sexuality that accounts 
for social influence and cultural changes and trends, 
the constructionist view of sexuality offers more 
productive political coalition-building potential 
for disenfranchised, under-privileged sexual 
minorities. Under the “born this way” essentialist 
model of sexuality, coalition building and activism 
lacks agency in and amongst queer communities and 
allies. When sexual minorities claim they deserve 
political rights and equalities because their sexuality 
is rooted in biology and is something they couldn’t 
avoid or change, they are demanding fundamental 
rights in a manner that is seemingly apologetic.  
Whether or not queer individuals feel their 
sexuality is rooted in biology, cultural influence, or 
conscious choice, equal rights should undoubtedly 
be awarded to individuals simply because they are 
human and deserving of the fundamental liberties 
that sexual-majority populations enjoy.

By using essentialist language in political 
campaigns and protests, sexual minorities might 
achieve tolerance from some heterosexual 
majorities, but only under heterosexual conformity 
and sympathy of “essence.” Ultimately, a change in 
sexual consciousness will not occur until society 
adopts a more constructionist view that embraces 
sexuality as an entity open to fluid possibilities 
and largely shaped, in addition to biology, by 
history, contemporary mass culture, and individual 
experience. A constructionist approach is less 
apologetic, more realistic and more likely to steer 
away from the mentality that queer sexualities are 
organic biological flaws in need of repair or cure. 

D’Emilio, John. “Capitalism and Gay Identity.” Powers of Desire: 
The Politics of Sexuality. Ed. Ann Snitow, Christine 
Stansell, and Sharon Thompson. Aakar, 2009. Print.

Rubin, Gayle. “Thinking Sex: Notes for a Radical Theory of the 
Politics of Sexuality.” Deviations: A Gayle Rubin Reader. 
Durham, NC: Duke UP, 2012. Print.
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When I applied to Penn, it was ranked 4th in 
U.S. News & World, the #1 “Gay-Friendly School” 
according to Newsweek, and had a 17% acceptance 
rate. Penn seemed like the ideal school and that’s 
why I chose to attend. But now that I have been here 
for two years, I realize that rankings and numbers 
do not tell the full story of Penn. This institution is a 
place of privilege where the pre-professional culture 
of consumption deteriorates our communities 
and responsibilities to one another. This culture 
of consumption thrives on pleasure. Philosopher 
Cornel West describes this pleasure as involving 
“comfort, convenience, and sexual stimulation” 
(West 17). The breakdown of community at Penn 
is symptomatic of the market-driven erosion of 
individual responsibility. Penn is not concerned 
with the raising of social consciousness or well-
being, but serves to act as a stepping stone in an 
individualized career path.

The consumerist reduces people to objects of 
pleasure. For him, it is not about what he can do 
to help you, but rather what he can do for his own 
personal benefit. In other words, the consumerist 
is primarily interested in what you can do for him.  
This consumerist mentality at Penn, which puts 
comfort and convenience first, naturally creates little 
incentive for the student body to feel an obligation 
to others. Under this mentality, friendships are 
made out of convenience, and if a friendship is not 
convenient, then it is not desirable. For example, 
if I am white, it is easy or convenient for me to 
make friends with other white students. Similarly, 
if I am of higher socio-economic class, I probably 
would not want to worry about the problems of 
poor people and would make friends with people of 
similar financial statuses. After all, we share similar 
experiences and backgrounds, and this familiarity is 
comforting. Under this mentality it is beneficial to 
make friends who look like you rather than branch 
out because the least amount of effort is required.

This mentality particularly affects the oppressed 
cultural and queer student groups on Penn’s 
campus. As a result, these groups typically do not 
reach outside of their self-identified communities. 
Indeed, as Audre Lorde writes, “Oppressors 
always expect the oppressed to extend to them the 
understanding so lacking in themselves” (Lorde 
63). When a cultural group plans an event that 

speaks to broader issues, the organization expects 
other groups who don’t identify with them, such as 
an LGBT group, to reach out to them. Similarly, a 
queer organization expects cultural groups to reach 
out to them.  Consequently, the organizations both 
fail to benefit from the unique perspective that the 
other could provide.

By not meeting, these organizations fail to 
foster the community and build the friendships that 
would help individuals better understand others’ 
lives and experiences. However, simply meeting and 
collaborating cannot solve this problem because 
it does not involve actively working towards 
understanding the perspectives of marginalized 
groups.  A friendship or relationship that is about 
mutual understanding and growth cannot be 
sustained after a single collaboration.

The failure to work towards “putting your 
feet into the other’s shoes” is an implicit denial of 
responsibility to others, and contributes to the Penn 
Bubble. Consequently, students and organizations 
sit above in the ivory tower and remain out of touch 
with the real world. Meanwhile, mechanisms of 
oppression which affect marginalized groups inside 
and outside of academia are rendered invisible at 
one of the so-called top universities in the nation. 
There can be no sense of community without 
meaning.  Unfortunately, market-driven principles 
of individualism and convenience have narrowed 
the horizons of community.  It’s been two years 
since I accepted my admission offer to Penn and 
despite my involvement in several organizations 
on campus, I have yet to find a strong sense of 
community.  It is my hope that future generations of 
Penn students will be embraced into environments 
of love, personal growth and self-awareness. Until 
then, I believe that it is our responsibility as students 
at this university to do whatever we can to take the 
meaning of community back.

“The consumerist reduces 
people to objects of  

  pleasure.”

Consumerism & the Breakdown of Community
by Antuan Johnson
Consumerism

Lorde, Audre. “Sexism: An American Disease in Blackface.” 
Sister/Outsider. 1st ed. Crossing, 1984. 61. Print.

West, Cornel. Race Matters. Boston: Beacon, 1993. 17. Print.

Author’s note: I want to personally thank English guru Megan Reilly for helping me edit this article and the numerous conversations 
that I’ve had with Penn students this semester that helped me develop my thoughts on these issues. I would enjoy hearing more 
thoughts about these issues or any others, if you want, drop me a line, antuanj@sas.upenn.edu
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Just let it out
I’m here for you
Men and women together is just unnatural
I mean
A better question
is not why are you gay 
But rather
Why do y’all fuck so much and so good when I’m trying 

to sleep
or in the four corners of my mind?
See I added that last part because every time you say 

the word gay
Behind those eyes I can see your perverted ass is only 

thinking about sex
(To the point I often wonder if my butt looks good in 

your preoccupied heterosexual fantasies)
So let me answer both of those questions for the two of 

us
Of course it does and
I don’t fuck more
I fuck harder 
I fuck harder
For when my mother slapped me across the face at 

Christmas for looking
Like a boy
I fuck harder
For the boy that thought he could fuck the gay out of me
I fuck harder
For the 13 year old trans girl turned prostitute because 

her parents forced her to sleep on the streets
I fuck harder
Because Ugandan activists like David Kato don’t 

deserve to die at the hands of American 
Evangelism

I fuck harder
Because it was more important to my government 

that I be able to die for my country than to live in 
holy matrimony or with equal job and housing 
protections

I fuck harder
Because the trans life expectancy in this country is 37
I fuck harder 
To prevent forgetting
that the ability to come into the warmth of your 

partner
from the cold of outside
is a luxury not everyone is allotted

I fuck harder 
To let her know
that this very moment is sacred
I fuck harder
Because every time a post-dyke transfag thrusts
A mothafuckin’ faerie gets its wings~
So that being said
If you have any more questions
You can feel free to give a knock on the door
Of apartment 305B
And I’d be more than happy to answer them for 

you
I hope you have a good night
I’d say good night’s sleep
but between you and me
I just got back from a looong trip
and the way my girl looked today
I don’t think anyone in this building is going to 

get any rest
for the next week
And don’t worry—the stereotypes aren’t all true
I mean gay people don’t just fuck
For instance
yesterday 
I had time to get a fair trade coffee at the co-op 
Which means I may just have enough time later
To take some notes for your boyfriend there
So leave your light on 
So we can chat again
Neighbor

To the woman that frequents my girlfriend’s 
apartment complex

With the stank face that always reads
Here come that gay bitch again
I want you to know that I get it
You are not used to gay people
They’ve been the stuffing that jokes whispered on 

sidewalks
And behind the backs of strangers are made of
Not real
Not very tangible
Not even very human
As a teenager my father (or the way I imagined 

him)
Would tell me that we’re all the same
And anyone that didn’t like me ‘cause I was gay 
Was simply just ignorant of that fact
Black
White
Gay 
Straight
We’re all the same
Like a handholding
Multiracial
We are the world
Sexually indifferent 
Block party
My father was pretty corny like that 
And you my friend
Are more right than my father ever was (even his 

imaginary parts)
There is a very distinct difference between gay 

people and straight people
That is sooo slight 
I’m glad and a bit surprised that you’ve noticed it

Neighbor
by J Mase III

Gay people just fuck better
And I know you know that
Because you live next door
And the particular intensity of anger you are 

expressing comes from a very focused type of 
sexual frustration

That can lead to ailments such as delusions of 
heterosexual grandeur 

Snarled lips 
And rampant unchecked homophobia
that leaks out into cultural norms as emotional 

and physical transgressions
from a lack of clitoral release
If I were you I’d hate gay people too
Because we have been interrupting
quiet nights at home with your cat
and repeat episodes of Meet the Browns
America’s Next Top Model
and The Housewives of Orange County
That is some seriously important shit!
I only can offer you an explanation
and hope that with my sincerest of apologies we 

can still be friends
or in the least the civilest of neighbors
I understand the other day you asked my girlfriend
Why you gay anyway?
You too pretty for that
And you’re right she’s very pretty
*Gorgeous* in fact 
And I find her attractive in a way that
makes me frankly a little sad that you’re not getting 

the same attention at home
I mean
We’re insensitively cranking up the noise day by 

day
And I haven’t heard so much as a mouse squeaking 

through the 
Walls of your place since I got here
Is everything okay?
Most of us gays double as therapists and are experts 

on talking about our feelings
So you shouldn’t feel ashamed 
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I just want you to hold me
Hold me like a precious stone
Hold me like a newborn baby
Hold me and love me and…
I just want you to hold me
Because my mother couldn’t stand to look at me
Because my father was an abusive drunk
Because my best friend killed himself while we 

talked on the phone
I just want to hold you and be held
Like cold hands wrapped around a warm cup of tea
Like the pillow under your arm while you sleep
Like the gravitational pull from the sun
I… I just…

Tu y Yo (You and Me)
by Luis Medina

27Love, Without Definition
by Samantha Merritt

The love of my life is a girl.

I’m in no manner sexually attracted to her. We’ve shared endless beds, sleeping bags, and backseats of 
cars, without once having a moment of sexual tension. She joked once that if she ever kissed a girl, it 
probably wouldn’t be me. I’m just ‘not her type.’

She’s one of the most beautiful people I know. She beats people up with lacrosse sticks, tells people who get 
mad at me to ‘fuck off,’ and has a mysterious, endless stock of cookie dough. She’s probably the only 
friend I’ll have for the rest of my life.

We both date, and send each other late-night texts about the night’s adventures. She once threw me off a 
cliff into the ocean, and we snuck into a park after hours to watch a meteor shower. In high school, 
some people thought we were gay because we spent so much time together.

Last year we got in the car and drove. Rented a hotel room and swam in the pool for hours, laughing and 
splashing. People thought we were drunk, not understanding we were high on life. We talked about 
masturbation, sex, and birth control, topics that are uncomfortable and avoided in my Christian home.

I love her more than I’ve ever loved a guy, and maybe it’s because she’s always loved me back. When I’m 
drunk, she’s the first person I text, usually to remind her how much I love her. We hold hands in 
public, and we have no personal space issues.

We both like guys. We try never to fight over them, and when we do we just laugh it off. Love knows 
nothing about sexual orientation.

I think about the future sometimes, and what will happen if I never find ‘the one.’ She’s told me she thinks 
she’ll never get married, and I laugh, because why a guy would ever let her escape is a mystery. The 
beauty of our friendship is that no matter what happens, we’re never alone.

People don’t understand us, and sometimes people think we’re gay. When they find out we’re not, they’re 
always confused and a bit shocked. It’s as though, if they can’t label us, there is something wrong and 
perverse about our friendship.

It’s called love. Get over it.
Hold Me
by Ibrahim Vicks

To never be held by the woman that birthed you
To be treated like a stranger in your own house
I just want to be held, but not just by anyone
I want to be held by you
You, who makes me laugh on days I want to cry my eyes out
You, who gave me a reason to feel happy and hopeful
You, who inspired me to be everything I wanted and more
I just want you to hold me.
Like your most cherished memory
Like forces too great to understand
Hold me, when I lose my way
Hold me, when I can’t turn to my friends
Hold me, when it doesn’t seem worth it anymore
I just want you to hold me… and never let go.
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