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Editor's Note!

Woo hoo! A second issue! I call that suc-
cess. I'm glad BirlZine! is sparking such an
interest in the birls community, and I'm
hoping to make this zine work for you. I'd
like to see this become a resource and cut-
let for as many birl-identified people as
possible. Thank all you contributors and
subscribers who are inspiring me and allow-
ing me this opportunity to compile your
beautiful art, writing, and important infor-
mation!

Thanks to all the beautiful, gorgeous, hand-
some, talented, intelligent, brave, inter-
esting, unique, label-busting, amazing birls
out there. Y'all are incredibly inspiring. And
I mean all of you. Much appreciation to all
birl-lovers, too! You'’re welcome in this birl’s
house any time.

Thanks to Nik, Steffi, and H. for your sup=-
port, inspiration, encouragement, and help
in this project. It’s awesome when I have
people like you who've got my back in things
that are important to me.

~Julie

For questions, comments, or concerns, please e-mail

Julie at tanrazz@yahoo.com. All contents are the
properties of their respective contributors.
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NOT ANOTHER STATISTIC
by Jaime

“Sowe' ve comealong way, from being beateninthe 1950sif wewe renot wearing three
articlesof women'sclothing, to being ableto get married in many placesin 2003. Sowhy are
theretill al the hate crimesand homophobia? \Why do you hug your littlegirlsalittlecloser
when | walk past?You think I’ m contagious?You think it'saphase?You think I'm sick, per-
verted, or asinner?Well no, I’m happy. I’'maperson. | dowhat | know. Asyou do what you
know. You eat the samefood | enjoy. We shop at the same malls. Wetakethe sametestin
school. Weridethe sametaxi and bus; we probably sat right next to each other. Maybeyou
saw my girlfriend the other day, and you were the nicest most polite son of abitch to her, but
littledo you know, my girlfriend isthewoman who gave your daughter apiece of candy, and my
girlfriend isthewoman your daughter gavethe biggest hugto. You remember that day back in
July?OnAmerica shirthday?1 remember walking away fromyou, knowing your daughter will
grow upjust likeyou, closed minded. You want to know the thing that hurtstheworst?1gno-
rance. Homophobia, stupidity. Educateyourself. You don't havetolikeit, just accept it, it’ sout
there, if youlikeit or not. I'mstill gay. No, I' m not after your 13-year-old daughter onthetown
softball team. You might wannawatch those boys over there. Do you remember that day,
walking down the streetsof Boston? Likeeveryday. Two girlsholding hands. Remember what
you heard on the newsthat night? 1 will refresh your memory. Two openly gay lesbians, jumped
andkilled. Theinvestigation continues, police believeit wasan act of hate. You think, “ Sad,” but
your just asbad by holding your daughter that much closer, by giving that nasty, hurtful look.

No, youdidn'tkill thosegirls, but deep downin my heart and thefragile heartsof other dykes,
you brokeapiece of them. And yes, you areguilty of this. Remember walking down the streets
of Bostonthat day and seeing my face. That wasmeand my girlfriend onthenews. My heart a
little more broken when you pulled your daughter closer to you and alittlefather away from me.
Remember seeing my facetoday, and you couldn’t smileat me. You will forever remember my
face cause of that day, walking the streets of Boston, with aclosed mind. Walking downthe
streetsof Boston, seeing my facein person, five hoursbeforethe news. You could not becivil to
me, treat me likeahuman being. And now you will forever seemy picturefrom the news. And
withthispicturearethelatest statsfrom hate crimes committed. And to think, you could not
smileor evenlook meintheeye. So my facewill forever beinyour mind. Didit changeyou?



12-13-04
by Jaime

“My mind wondersat 12:25 am. Somuch, | can’'t deep. | havetobeupinfive
hours. Fuck. Why can’'t | deep?| need to deep. | need my mindto stop racing. |
don’t even know how to put thesethingsin my head on paper. My magic tool seems
to haverun out of magic. You make me happy. Why fed likethis?Why?I1 don’t
understand. I’'m dowly coming out. Evenwith al thesupport | havereceived, I' m4till
not good. I'm till not happy. Am | redly trans?Am | really aboy? It seemsright. |
though being gay wasbad enough for my family. I’ mtheir only “daughter.” What are
they goingto say when| tell them? They thought that they have had adaughter for
thepast 21 years. Will they love me? L ove methe same?Will they kick me out? My
mom saysthat she hasunconditional love. Am| just fooling myself?1’ m happier with
themalepronouns. I’ m happier asRyan rather than Jamie. Why am | questioning
mysalf?1f I’ m happier, thenwhy am | not happy with Ryan or Jamieright now?1 just
don’t know anymore. | would loveto carvereally deep into my leg right now. But |
won't. Instead | will keep freewriting until my mind calmsdown enoughto closemy
eyesand go to our paradise. But you haveto comewith me. Embrace meplease. |
am soweak right now. | need tofeel you. | need to feel something so real right now.
Themental tug-of-war in my head isreally getting to me. | can’t takethisshit any-
more. Pleasehug me. Pleasekissme. Tell meeverythingisok. Tell methetruth. |
need to hear your voice. Please, baby, please. Thisismy red card. | need someone
so bad right now. What do | do? 1 need help. Really bad right now. | fedl likel’'m
screaming and no one can hear me. Baby, I’ m calling you, can you hear me?| can
deal withthe physical pain, but I’m so weak with themental pain. Why can’t | just
carveso deep and get all themental shit out of my head? Thenit will bephysical, and
| will beabletodeal. Oh god. Oh someone. Oh baby. | need you so badly right now.
Help. Thisistheend of my cryingfor help. | will Sit until someone hearsmy screams
and cometo my rescue. Baby | hopeyou come. Causeyou’ retheonly onel need
right now. But you don’t need my shit weighing you down.”



Poetry
by Kristie Badrigian

underneath each scar

liesathousand memories holdmeclose

and reasonswhy wipeaway my tears
i look at these perfect lines watchme

and remember asi drown

what it fedslike Inyour
towanttodie. heart.

B-I-R-L Art by
Kristin Superhero
f~yourapple)
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| 1. What makesyou abir|?When did you realizeyou wer eabir|? What’ syour

- favoritepersonal birl story?

Whilel don’t label myself asa*“birl”, but, rather, one of those other gender variant
labels.....agenderqueer butch boi [i know, it'samouthful], I’ ve been abirl since birth.
| remember seeing pictures of myself, at the age of three or so, wherei’ minawhitet-
shirt and jeans with my dad’stools pretending to work on histruck. Asfar as| can
remember, I’venever quitefelt likeagirl, but i never quitefelt likeaboy, either. | grew
up around my uncles alot, and always preferred wrestling, playing baseball, or just
pretending to shave with them in the morning, than to play with barbies, monkey
around with makeup, or anything else that goes along with being a stereotypical girl. |
| havealot of storiesthat revolve around my gender, and peopl€e's perceptions of it,
but let’sjust say that | get mistaken for aguy alot. and wheni mean alot, i mean -
nowadays, i’ m surprised when strangersrefer to be as‘she'. | think my favorite
instance wherei was mistaken for aguy waswhen my girlfaceand | were at adiner,
and, beforeleaving, | had to pee[yup! it'sa

bathroom story!]. Asi waswalking to the women’s bathroom, a guy that worked at
thediner RAN AFTER ME shouting “SIR! SIR!”. | didn’t respond, but just continued
into the bathroom thinking that he would *get it’. but no... oh no... hejust ran after me,
practically into the stall, and told me that | wasin the wrong bathroom. When i nicely
stated to him *don’t worry, i’ min theright bathroom’ with asmirk, hisjaw just kinda
dropped a bit and didn’'t say aword.

5.‘ An Interview with Nik
L3

2. Beinga community moder ator doesn’t havetobeabigjob, but you seemtotakea
lot of prideinit and arevery activein thecommunity. But why doyou think it’s
important for birlstohaveacommunity?

If anyone iswondering why it’simportant for birlsto have acommunity, | encourage
them to just take alook at one day’s worth of posts. Here, birls and gender variant
people can come together and remember that they’ re not alone in a society that tries
to force people to fit into the gender binary. It shows that there are other peoplein the
world, in the same country, in the same state, and even in the same city or town, who
understand that sex and gender are completely separate entities, and it shows that
there are more optionsthan just ‘boy’ and ‘girl’ for peopleto try and fit into. In‘the
real world', if someone doesn't fit into the gender binary, they run therisk of being
harassed for just being themselves, but, in the community, being abirl or gender
variant person really is celebrated. We encourage people to just be proud of who they
are no matter what they are. Hey, you can’'t go wrong with having a positive space to
turn to when you need alittle support oncein awhile, eh? And aslong as LiveJournal
isaround, the Birls community will be around to turn to.

| 3.What doesart/writingdofor you?What piece(s) of yoursisyour favorite? Who
and what inspiresyou?

Illustration and drawing isjust something i’ ve always loved doing. My favorite piece
isalways changing, becausei think themorel illustrate, the more my skillsimprove.
So, more often than not, my favorite pieceis one of my more recent pieces. Right
now, my favoriteisonei did around three weeks ago, that i just call




Rockabilly Firefor right now becauseit'saGreaser lightingup a
cigarette. My inspirations are opening up a magazine to see good
editorial illustrators who are successful almost right out of college
[such as Tomer Hanuka - www.thanuka.com]. and without saying,
another inspiration is good music. Rockabilly, Psychobilly, and
Oldies, primarily. They’rejust fun genres, and they get me excited
towork.

4. Tell meabout Elvist Weknow you lovehim, but why?What’sin
it for you?

As John Lennon once stated: “Before Elvis there was nothing”.
man. but really&e]. how can someone honestly say that they DON’' T
love Elvis? You gotta love and respect the man responsible for
making Rock ‘n’ Roll what it is. He came from humble beginnings,
fought adversity and censorship, etc., and still made it out on top
for just being who he was, doing what he loved to do. Even when
he madeit... making al the money that he could ever want... he gave
back to the people all thetime. He gave away cadillacsand jewelry
daily to anyone - regardless of race, sex, age, etc. I'm not going to
give awhole history here of Elvis, ‘ cause | could give you a100
page paper on the man [!], but basically, without him, who knows
where music would be today. So many musicians credit Elvisfor
influencing them [including: The Beatles, Bob Dylan, The Rolling
Stones, Rod Stewart, etc. etc.]... so to say that Elviswasn’t (and
isn't) the cornerstone of Rock and Roll isanignorant lie. | just like
‘em. He changed music, he changed the way people dressed, he
changed the way people danced, he changed American Culture.

5.You’'vegot style! Describeyour favoriteoutfit.

| gotta say my favorite outfit just includes a pair of jeans, a button-
up shirt partnered with athin tie, and abig belt buckle. while
sportin’ even bigger hair.

6. Put together aset list for abirly mixed CD for me!

Here’'samix of afew birly songs... along with just some good shit

that i think everyone should listen to:

The Cramps*“Mama OO Pow Pow”

The Legendary Shack Shakers”CB Song”

Elvis“Adam and Evil”

Nekromantix “Who Killed the Cheerleader?’

Reverend Horton Heat “ Texas Rockabilly Rebel”

Tiger Army “ Twenty Flight Rock”

Johnny Cash “A Boy Named Sue”

Four Seasons - “Walk LikeA Man”

The Lunachicks- “Mr. Lady” or “Wing Chun”

McClusky “The World Loves Us and Is Our Bitch”
uuuuu E VSRR




Nik'’s Space



Viva La Genderqueer
by Nik

What the hell iswrong with being genderqueer?
Themorel read my friends pagesand certain LiveJournal communities, themore
frustrated | get.

Thereare peopleout therewho don’t fedl likea*boy” or a“girl,” but aretransitioning
into the opposite sex because, for somereason or another, they see being genderqueer
asbeing too hard or wrong. More and more people, since Testosteroneiseasily acces-
sblenow, aretakingit thinking that it sgoing to solveal of their problems. Well, I [l tell
youwhat.... if youthink taking T isgoing to solvedl of your insecuritiesabout your
body, you' redead wrong. That’swhat therapy isfor. Taking T and trangitioning into the
opposite sex, whenyou don't fed likeyou areeither gender, isjust going to cause more
problemsfor ya- not only mentally, but physically. Peopleneed towakeup andrealize
that thereisnothing wrong with being agenderqueer, being someonewho embraces
both the stereotypical maleand female qualitieswithin them (What cani say?We' rethe
best of bothworlds!). If people are so much about thisgender revol ution that they’ re
talking about, don’t fucking conform to what society wantsyouto be! Society WANTS
peopletofall intothe“boy”and “girl” categoriesbecauseit’' seasier for themto box us
in. That’snot arevolution, that’sbeing asheep.

VIVA LA GENDERQUEER!

Sidenote: Thisiscoming from agenderqueer butch boi who, once upon atime, wanted
totrangition during highschool because! didn’'t likemy body either. but then | grew up,
grew more comfortablewith mysalf, and realized I’mnot aguy. I’'mnot agirl. I’ mnik.



My Love
by Julie S.

Sow and painful
Surdly waiting
My firg glimpse
Of youwasto
Covet what

| could never have
l...

adoreyou

My love

Our firstkiss
Was soft and

Hopeless

Theair | couldn’t
Bresthewasswirling
Aroundme

l...

Loveyou
Holdingyou

Agang me
Pressngyour
breaststo mine,

| feel your secrets
Hutter intomy mind,
We're...complete.

Photo by
Nicole Luna



Tailored Shirt
by Annie Aarons

Collar, buttons, starched cuffs
~ l'wearit better thanyou, my friend ¥
Whose divine right to own it is scorned
Wlfse divineright to love the fairer sex, and lovethem well
,r ) Is scorned
i

]
I don't suppose you lay awake in bed wondering:
Will anyonetake me?
Because you know it already
The masses back you
Tradition backs you
All the world accepts you

And |
Hidden in shadows and sleight of hand
Watch you take for granted those gifts
Blind Acceptance
Oh how | longed for it, perhaps long for it still
But if granted, what then?
Should | become you?
Lazy inmy freely offered gifts
And scorn as well?

Nosir, I'll takethefight, and steal the prize
Right out from under your well protected castle
With its one weakness
A hidden passageway
Straight through the closet
Into your domain
To steal your lady fair

And |
| am not like you, good sir
| do not receive the respect you do
Automatically, unthinkingly
But fight for it | will
Until the day
Thefar off day
When ‘hir’ may be spoken with the same weight
And deference
As'sr’
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Language
by Jessica LaFrank

A short trip down any high school hallway would disgust an averageliterate student. Blurbslike,
“Dude, | wenttoasick party last night,” or “1 have so much gay homework thisweekend,”
flutter past my earsas| stroll long to my next class, and | ask myself, should sick peoplereally
be partying? Or, how exactly doesone' shomework acquire sexuality?1shomework even
capableof reproducing?Isthat natural?1 mean, | am no homophobe, but whenthereistalk of
promiscuous papersleading “ dternativelifestyles’ on my very own campus, | haveto question
what isgoing oninmy school, and why | received no such assignment.

For four daysof theweek, | haveto endurethe nuisancethat ismy math classwithitsone
corner of theroom that seemingly never silences. Thereisaconstant production of some sort of
mindless, crudeand frustrating ruckus. Theboastful chatter from the peoplewho sit there
distractsme, and it triggersacertainlevel of annoyancetowardsthefoolsthat interferewith my
concentration; something that | need whilel am trying to reach atranscendental state of peace
withmy Algebrall/Trigonometry work. Itissafeto say that | could survivewithout ever hearing
about whichA-list celebrity is“bangin’,” or which videogameout isthe“tightest,” let lone
whilel am attempting to make sensefrom ajumble of numbersthat supposedly have method to
them.

Thenext timetheseilliterate classmates of mine decideto go on about which* pimped-out” car
they aregoing to buy with daddy’smoney, or which * hellakoo” shoesthey plan on having their
mommies purchase, | may just turn around and ask them politely toinvest inadictionary and
subsequently useit every now and again. It would cause everyoneasignificantly lower level of
stressand confusion, and maybe save these uneducated peopl e from appearing compl etely
trendy and brainless, unless of coursethey genuindy are. Mind you, | would not besurprised if
thiswasthe case, but | dearly hopethat itisnot.

Thesmpleflip of afew pagesof adictionary would enhancetheir socia livesand gracethem
academicaly.

Actudly, scratchthat. It would merely relieveme.

*&$% @1
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New York court rules in favor of same-sex marriage
AP coverage

Same-sex couplesmust be allowed to marry in New York State. Lambda L egal filed thelawsuit |ast year,
representing five same-sex couples seeking marriage licensesin New York.

In a62-page decisionissued Friday morning in New York City, state supreme court justice Doris Ling-Cohan
said that the New York state constitution guarantees basic freedoms to leshian and gay people and that
those rights are violated when same-sex couples are not allowed to marry. The ruling said the state constitu-
tion requires same-sex couples to have egqual access to marriage and that the coupl es represented by
Lambdal egal must be given marriagelicenses.

"1 was even more moved than | thought I’ d be when | heard about this ruling. All of us cried—me, Mary Jo,
and our 15-year-old daughter,” said Jo-Ann Shain, a51-year-old New York City resident who isaplaintiff in
the case with her partner, Mary Jo Kennedy, 49. Last week Mary Jo and | celebrated our 23rd anniversary
together, but we' ve never had all the protections and rights that come with marriage. We need these
protections to take responsibility for each other and for our daughter, and we are enormously grateful that
the court saw that and said our family should be treated equally.”

"Thisisahistoric ruling that delivers the state constitution’s promise of equality to all New Yorkers,” said
Susan Sommer, supervising attorney at Lambda Legal and the lead attorney on the case. “ The court
recognized that unless gay people can marry, they are not being treated equally under the law. Same-sex
couples need the protections and security marriage provides, and this ruling says they’re entitled to get
them the same way straight couples do.”

In Friday’sruling, Justice Ling-Cohan said, “ Simply put, marriageis viewed by society asthe utmost
expression of acouple'scommitment and love. Plaintiffs may now seek this ultimate expression through a
civil marriage.” Theruling saysthe New York City clerk may no longer deny marriage licensesto same-sex
couples. If the city chooses to appeal the case, it has about a month to file a notice in state appeals court.
Ling-Cohan’sruling also said that, as with opposite-sex couples, same-sex couples are entitled to the same
fundamental right to follow their hearts and publicly commit to alifetime partnership with the person of their
choosing. The recognition that this fundamental right applies equally to same-sex couples cannot legiti-
mately be said to harm anyone.

Lambdal egal filed the lawsuit in March 2004 seeking marriagelicensesfor five same-sex couplesin New
York, arguing that denying marriage to same-sex couples violates the state constitution’s guarantees of
equality, liberty, and privacy for all New Yorkers. The case wasthefirst of itskind to befiledin New York
since the Massachusetts high court ruled that same-sex couples are entitled to full marriage under that
state’s congtitution. Lambda Legal is currently litigating cases seeking marriage for same-sex couplesin
New Jersey, California(with NCLR and ACL U), and Washington State (with NWLC).
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You Have to Choose
by Maya

You have to choose:

Will you be the princess or the prince?

| was asked on the playground.

(that was before | grew breasts;

| till had achoicein my roles)

my mamaloved to see mein ruffles, bright scrunchies, lacquered shoes with buckles and bows
(that’s why she wanted a girl)

(that was before | bled)

Thefirst day | bled | was taking the bus home
from afriend's sleepover

on abright sunny spring afternoon.

A man approached me,

Asked meif | needed aride.

No matter where | turned to, away from him,
No matter how many times | refused,
Heinsisted. He told meto get in. He would drive me “home.”
| was twelve.

Panic suffocated my sight. My throat.

| looked around for help.

Helpless.

The bus came.

For years after that

Every timel bled, | felt like every dirty

Dog of amale could smell my cunt from amile away
Could follow me down the street

Could take my body and rip it open

Without asking first.

When | was sixteen,

Long curls, chubby hips, manicure, platforms,

| had a boyfriend.

We thought it wastime.

For my first time.

| went to a doctor. For a check up.

| wanted to know if everything down there was in the right places.



A male Russian gynecol ogist.

(My mama never taught me not to let aman | did not know or love touch my cunt)

(though she did tell me, when | was nine and caught playing naked gameswith agirl friend, that a
woman never should. Another woman never should get close to me, down there, never smell me,
never touch me, never love me down there)

My male. Russian. Gynecologist.

He sneered as | told him

| was a scared Virgin.

| wanted him to tell me | am okay.

Nodded, as he opened my cunt with a piece of cold metal

Used the words “really” “are” “virgin” in one sentence.

Slapped my thigh. Told meto get dressed.

That was not it. He told me more.

Hetold me | wastoo tight. He told me sex will hurt. He told me | will loose consciousness. Hetold
me | must buy a dildo. | must practice. Practice. Practice. | was sixteen.

| practiced killing him with that piece of metal he put up my cunt. Stabbing his eye out. Stepping on
his genitals, and turning my foot left to right. Right to left.

| was eighteen and a half when | asked “somebody” to finally rid me of the constant agonizing
wait for pain. | did not even care that “ somebody” was abusing my mind, and raping my body
months before hetook my virginity.

So now, the princess that | was, pegged into buckles and bows with bloody panties, and afake fur
coat, escaped to the big apple, cut off my curls, starved away chubby hips, never took off grime
and dust that made men stay away, except for afew — grimy and dusty like me...

| fought with my teeth. | outed him thistime. Nobody believed.

Except for those who aready knew.

| walked the streets alone at night. | rode my bike across the Williamsburg Bridge with the kind of
speed that could break aneck. | got into dumpsters full of sharp objects. | kissed agirl for money,
for the camera. | met a stranger in a dark park and role-played. | had my first Mohawk. | traveled
to South Carolina, where | walked into agrocery store with my ass hanging out of the rip of my
jeans; | took acid by awaterfal. | had sex. | had sex. | had sex.

I lost my symbolic cunt, the one of curls and gold eye shadow and push up bras, | began to see
somewhere in the distance the extent and potential of my real cunt — differently colored desires,
tough boots, more teeth and less meat.

| read too much. | lost fear. And | don’t want to say that | would have chosen to be the prince, had
I known, when other ruffled curly headed darlings chose to wait and be saved, rather than get up
on ahigh horse, | just want to say that | never chose to be the princess. And it took me yearsto
shed that thin, but pesky skin.



The Boi Who Cried by Chrigtine D. Chil

Themovie“Boy’sDon't Cry” touched my lifeinaway that | can’t
ever forget. The story of Brandon Teena gave me a new awareness
of self, and taught methat it wastime | figured out who | was. It
wasthe beginning of adifficult timefor me. | wasavery naive,
adol escent tomboy back when | saw the film. But it was also anew
and exciting time; atimel won't ever forget.

| first heard about “Boy’sDon’'t Cry” in my sex and health
classin the ninth grade. It wasadull class | hardly ever paid
attention to, since condom use and male anatomy hardly
commanded my interest. But my ears perked up the day |
heard my teacher refer to this movie she' d seen where the girl
looked just like aboy; avery cute boy at that. | wasinstantly
intrigued, and felt avery strange desire to see thismovie. |
had to seeit; it was my destiny. And so | did.

| waited until my parents had gone out for the day, which was
arare occurrence, one weekend in June. I’ d waited the better
part of ayear until it had been released to video, without
confiding my desperation to anyone. And how could I, when
even | myself was unableto explain my fervent desireto seethis
one movie. But somehow | just knew | had to seeit. | took my bike
to Westcoast video and bought a copy. |

hid it under my arm all the way home,

and then stashed it under my bed.
That night, after everyone had goneto
deep, | snuck into the basement and

had a private midnight showing.

Two hours later, | emerged a new person
entirely. The film marked the evolution
of my identity as| know it today. Not only
had it sparked the beginning of my long
journey to coming out, but | had also |earned something new about
myself. I’d never cried in amovie before, which was partly the
result of having adrill sergeant for adad growing up, and partly
my own tomboyish pride. But at the end of this one movie,
| found myself not crying, but bawling. | sobbed uncon-
trollably for agood twenty minutesinto the credits,
allowing realization to flood through me. | finally
knew what sort of person | wasto become
someday. I’ d reached my turning
point, my milestone, my



epiphany. | finally understood the essence of awholelifefull of “being different,” which had eluded mefor
so long. | dried my tears and wiped the snot from my face with asleeve. In that moment | felt asthough I'd
just been let in on afantastic secret that I’ d been dying to hear my whole life, and it felt so good. But boy
wasit scary.

Brandon Teena's story was atragic one. And while | had hope for my future, | knew from that day on that
my lifewould always be alittle more challenging than it had been before. | knew | had to learn how to be
myself. And in order to be myself, | would have to travel down aroad that was not only less traveled upon,
but trailblazed and pioneered by me and me alone. And boy was | ready.

Brittany Dunning:

That is one of the best movies|’ve ever seen, it really touched me. It also helped me feel not so alone
when | first saw it. | first saw it when | wasjust beginning to realize that | was gay, and it showed me
that maybe | wasn't asdifferent as| seemed. Also, it made me fear what might happen when | actually
cameout. That isjust an al around romantic, but heart-wrenching movie. It's so sad all of the things
Teena/Brandon had to face. Some parts of it just make you want to break down and cry.

The actual Brandon Teena.



By Rachel DiSaia

Goon,
| dareyou

| dare you to do what you really want to
Tomoveinalittle closer

Grab meby the collar of my shirt

Push me against the wall

Dominate mewith your lips

| dare you to search me with all you’ ve got
To makethefirst move

Teaseme'til | scream out

Pin me down, hands above my head
Overwhelm mewith your strength

Goon,
| dareyou

Kayden Healy's Response

You know what...

| take on that dare.

When | push you against that wall,

Your back flat, breasts standing.
Hipsjutting out,

They areyearning and calling for more.
You are moaning and breathing heavy now.

| have to confess that it turns me on.
My body doesn’t show it.

It doesn't givein that easy.

What makes you think,

I'll search youwith just my lips?

You'll haveto wait,
Causel’ll dow it down.
Make you burn, until you grab at me.

Tearing at each other’s clothestil they are gone.

| press your wrists against the wall,
They assume the position with your back.
Flat, reluctant to move....

So, | reposition them for you.

We move together, from the wall to the bed.
My armsrestrain you,

You gigglefrom built up excitement.

| laugh from built up anticipation.
You moan, wantingitall.

| know what you want,
So | give you everything else,
Make you wait, causing angry urges.

Holding your arms hostage,
| caress your neck,

and your chest,

down to your abs.

And as | reach your hips,
You let out aloud moan,
move your hipsto me,
your lipsmeet mine.

In an instant you are no longer captive.

| am no longer playing hard to get.
Working my hands and mouth together.
You pulsate, and scratch at my back.

Your hands running through my hair,
Pulling, turning me on even more.
You're at the top,

Moaning and screaming.

Everyone can hear,

Even the old couples down the block.
We don’'t even think about it,

We are in another place.

Your cum never tasted so good.

| slow you down,

Tease your nipples,

with my mouth and lips.

Working your hips with my hands,
Whispering in your ear, biting, and moaning.
It is going both ways now.

Your hips move even more, pounding up and down.
Breath quickened, cunt wet.
You ready for asecond time?

Youwon't.
Will you?
Goon,

| dareyou.
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Corrine by Aiden
Pale, iridescent, and undeniably blue, her eyes stared deeply into the mirror as she painted

flourescent pink shadow around her them. The blinked a few times, thick, black mascara coating her
doll-like eyelashes. It was irrefutable that | was smitten. She combed her waist-length hair over her
shoulder, tousling it abit, and with every stroke of the brush through that honey-blonde wave, my
intent eyesfollowed. Thelast touch wasthe clear, vanillagloss over full, soft lips, and only then did it
occur to me that those lips belong to me. She was my one and only, my Corinne.

Corinne was beautiful in al the waysthat | wasn’t. She wasn’'t meek or shy like me, instead outgo-
ing, opinionated and self-assured. She wasn't afraid to be loud and upfront, but she was also patient
and understanding. It was always athin line of whether | wanted to be with her, or simply be her.

She slid her lacy black skirt up over her pale, thin hips, and | reached back and laced up her white
corset. She flashed akiller smileinto the mirror as she posed in front of it, admiring her work, and |
stood timidly behind her in baggy, ripped up jeans and aplain black T-shirt. The only make-up on my
unadorned, tan face was a the mascaratears that | had dutifully alowed her to paint. Belatedly, she
purred, “You look beautiful.” | was sure she had to be speaking to her own reflection.

*

Onthe street, holding hands, | disappeared beside her. | wasincredibly plain, easily overshadowed,
and the only thing remotely noticable were the thick, pink and purple scars the marred my arm from
shoulder to wrist, more signs of my complete disposability, more reasonsto be beautiful. But |
wasn’t.

She always tried to dress me up, make me pretty like her, which | am sure she could have, simply
because she was talented enough to work with raw material like me. It didn’t occur to me until later
that it was her telling me | was “beautiful” or smothering mein glittery black eyeshadow that really
bothered me. | wanted terribly for her to love me in leather jackets and men's carpenter pants, but
the idea that she wanted me because she had briefly withessed me as feminine, or because she
knew | could be, given the motivation, that iswhat bothered me.

Her hand grazed mine as we sat down in a booth in Braum’s. Her lips brushed mine over the straw
of acherry limeade, which she sipped liberally. Whispersin my ear, kisses on my cheek. At the end
of the day, she was mine and | was hers. | think that’s all that mattered then.

*

In the end, | think being with her has changed me. I’ m not afraid to be feminine to a comfortable
point, and | don’t hide the masculinity in myself either. I’ m not aboi, or agirl, I'veresigned to
something far more meaningful to me, something in between that makes sense. I’ m abirl, but more
importantly, her birlfriend.

Now when she pulls up her fishnets, and zips up her shirt, I’ m adjusting the bondage straps on my
jeans, and admiring my reflection. Sometimes, standing beside her, | don't disappear anymore. We
meld into each other, until oneisindivisiblefrom the other.



Meet This Birl!
Firefighter Juliet Draper

Juliet Draper’sfellow firefighters, a gaggle of
straight, white men call her The Triple Whammy
because she's a gay, black female.

The 2003 Firefighter Combat Challenge Cham-
pion in the women’s division bench presses 250
pounds, squats 350, and dead lifts425. Juliet
wore 75 pounds of full bunker gear, ran up 5
flights of stairs carrying a45-pound hose bundle,
then hauled another 45-pound hose pack 5
floors. Then she ran back down to hit asled 5
feet with a sledge hammer, ran the 140-foot
serpentine to grab a hose full of water, and
dragged it 75 feet to hit the bull’s eye with hose
spray. Thefinal step was hauling a 175-pound
“Rescue Randy” dummy backwards to the finish
line. Tough work for abroad, you could say, but
Juliet’'s adynamo, exercising six days aweek,
giving her comrades reason to get a move on
with their own workout routine. They say they
enjoy theinspiration. In 2002, Draper was
awarded for contributing to Colorado Spring’'s
positive image through her Web site
www.firejock.com and for the world class
performance of the firefighter challenge team.

Draper knew even as she was growing up in
Cleveland what her professional goalswere, but
drug addiction nearly cost her her dreams.
Homeless and and high on “amost every type of
drug short of shooting up,” Draper, then 22,
joined AlcoholicsAnonymousand joined the
Army. “ Seriousjunkies are seriously determined
to get what they want,” she said. “So | just
switched to the other side of that determined
coin. Instead of looking for that 40-ounce beer, |
went looking for that 400-pound squat.”

Juliet and her life partner, Pam Jones, are
passionate gay activistsin Colorado Springs. In

T
2002, City Manager Lorne Kramer put domestic
partnership health benefits on the 2002 budget
agenda, and the city council voted it through with
a 5-4 vote. The benefit would save Draper and
Jones $4,000 per year, but Colorado Springs
homophobic Christian groups made the same-sex
benefits a campaign issue. A few months later,
domestic partnership benefits were rescinded,
saving the city awhopping $7,000, or 0.002% of
the city budget.

Draper and Jones pleafor fairnessto the
mayor and city council did not changethe 8-1
vote to rescind the benefits. Regardless, Draper
and Jones continue to strive for excellencein
Colorado Springs, focusing onthesimilarities
they havewith all people and minimizing the
differences. They believe the primary problem
with Colorado Springsisitslack of avisible gay
community and so they started a gay tourism
bureau of Colorado Springs with aWeb site
www.outfortheday.com.




Resources, People, and Things
to Learn About!

Vigit the birls community at
www.livejournal.com/~birls! Mad
respect to the community’s mod-
erators--H. (~piratepug) and Nik
{~boiface )--thank you for all that
you do for the community.

Birl-Friendly LiveJournal
Communities

What Birls Wear

http://www.live ournal.com/~birlstyle
What BirlsAren’'t Wearing Anything
htt://Amww.livejournal .com/~ nekkidbirls
CreativeBirlsand Other Queers
http://www.livejournal.com/~queerarts

The Birls Group on MySpace.com
The myspace group for birlsis much like the
livejournal community. It'sanother placefor
birls, and people alike, or not, to get together to
talk about anything. such as. problemsthey
might be having, advice, birl related issuesor
not. Therules are not strict aslong asyou're
respectful. You don’t even haveto be abirl to
join. Birls, girls, bio boys, tranny’s, bi, gay,
straight, everyoneiswelcome. If you have a
myspace account, or just ever want to check
out the site, you can get to it by going to the
userinfo pageon the birlslivejoural community
and click thelink “ Birlson myspace” or, the
url ishttp://groups.myspace.com/birlgroup.
~Alyssa Castillas

Where Girls Kiss Girls
www.wheregirlskissgirls.com

Human Rights Compaign:
www.hrc.org

International Foundation for Gender Educa-
tion:
http://imww.ifge.org/

Chocolate Baby Designs - Clothing for
Suds, Butches, and Bois
http://mww.chocol atebabydesigns.com/

Passing Tips
http://mww.geocities.com/FT M pass/passing.html

The Advocate

www.advocate.com

The award-winning national gay and lesbian
newsmagazine.

The Gay & Lesbian Review
glreview.com

The Mission of The Gay & Leshian Review
Worldwideisto provideaforum for enlightened
discussion of issues and ideas of importance to
leshians and gay men; to advance gay and
leshian culture by providing a

My Favorite Words f#s 12 and 13
androgyne: n. plL. androgynes

1. One that is androgynous
androgynous:

. having the characteristics or nature
of both male and female

2a. neither gpecifically feminine or
masculine

2b. suitable to or for either sex

3. having traditionaly male and female
roles obscured or reversed
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