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Consumption

By Emma Southard

Thick-cued, /atge-[;oot[ed, S/L[ny-oi/ed !)ody
available, on Jisp/ay fo’z the wotld to see.
gwased up, laid out, meat mepmec[
on a butcher s table. Jv/ungty men, eyeing theit prey,
/[ps-[icking, /zips-t/wust[ng, gunning, gunting.
Sewants, property, [[cklng, kissing,
p/easing on beet bottles, spotts ﬁe/c[s in their shott skitts and pom-poms,
5mo/<ing c/teap cigazettes, and suckiﬂg dick in the back of a ﬁat house.
%egmded, Jefamed, devalued; possessions.
Meanwhile we aze convinced,
He comes home ﬁom wotk to the wawm aromas of chicken cordon bleu,
p’zepated and ’zeac[y, waiting on the dinnet table q[f that nice ed brick home,
surrounded [)y that pezﬁct!y manicured greens guass. The go[den retriever batks in the ﬁont ga’zd as it wns towazds that
white picket f;znce. _Mis childen greel him with smiles as t/wy _/;)/c[ thei hands in prayet, and settle in ﬁ)’z the meal his wife
spent the Jay cooéing.
These axe the women.
h WO-ﬁlC@J as necessaty. Sex-oéjects [7y Jay subsewient [)y nig/zt.
As fm me, I would rather lve a [Jé without. I do not need the penis and the man unfmtunate[g
attached in order to be _ﬁ//ed I have the capa[)[/ity to e my own sexual agent, Jean p’zov[c[e ﬂ)’z
myse/f; the subuthan /ylé and sexual p[easute
We must up down those billboard ads that show my dehumanized [Jody laid out like
aslab of meat f;)’z consumption; a chicken cordon bleu fm my hushand’s dinnex
And my childsen, ’zega’zd/ess of the: gende’z will not be treated as

o!)jects; sexual ot sewant.






Weirdoes and Freaks
By JAC Stringer

I opened the men’s room door and stopped dead in my tracks. Some-
one was in one of the stalls. In a quick decision I used my most common bath-
room-trick and pretended to only be in there to wash my hands. I turned on
the sink, turned it off, and walked out. I turned the corner, silently kicking
myself for being so cowardly. I considered using the women’s room. I snuck
down the hall like a spy, checking around corners, listening for feet. I grabbed
the bathroom door handle and slipped in. The bathroom was familiar, but I
couldn’t remember the last time I was there. It had been at least a year.

“Excuse me .. Are you supposed to be here?”
I have noticed an interesting trend when I use women’s bathrooms. I don’t
feel like I belong there, but I don’t feel like I don’t belong there. In contrast of
the heightened awareness I bring with me into the men’s room, the women’s
room is a calm place. I stare around
the tile as it transforms into zen-like
garden with stone fountains, flow- eIl R IR e o IRV eIl

ers, and 'frogs. I never feel 1ik_e I'm sl always thought that the mai:
trespassing, eventhough technically RS i e R N [Rete ce TR o
I am. It’s more like I’'m coming home

... except I'm just stopping in to pee.

because I had never looked normal.
Now I looked normal on the outside,
but still felt like a freak on the inside. ¢

It’s weird to feel like I fit in
where I actually don’t belong, and
not fit in where I actually do belong.
I’m speaking in strict binaries here, but in Cincinnatiyou’ll be hard pressed to
find anything else, especially when you have to pee. But I think that Cincinna-
tiitself, as a space, is very comparable to bathrooms. This city is home. I feel
like I belong here, but I never really fit in. And any place I do fit in, I only fit in
because of some illusion created by what I look like, not what I actually am.

T’ll be honest. I don’t really know what I look like. When I look at
myself in the mirror, I don’t see a gender or a sex or any particular iden-
tity. I just see myself. I usually think I look like a guy... With other people,
it’s all up to their interpretation. I do know that however I look, I certainly
don’t look normal. But then, I've never really looked normal. Scratch that.
There have been two periods in my life where I can say I looked “normal.”

One was when I was a toddler and that lived out until I was six.
Then I cut my hair short and I was permanently cataloged as different
from all the other little girls because I looked like g little boy. The other
was for about three years, starting when I went to college. I made the de-
cision to start carrying a purse, like really using one like girls used purs-
es. I got more than one pair of shoes per season, I grew my hair out, and
even wore make up when I went out. Life was different, and not just be-
cause I had to buy more shampoo or because I continually got gum stuck in
my hair. I had gained comprehension of the fernme-game and it was super
fun, like playing dress up. I was finally normal ... at least, I looked normal.



ButlIdidn’tfeelnormal. MywholelifeThadalwaysthoughtthatthemain
reason I had never felt normal was because I had never looked normal. Now I
lookednormalontheoutside,butstillfeltlikeafreak ontheinside. Thingsinmy
life didn’t make sense. I decided it was time to figure shit out. Then, I came out.

I started living a bi-gendered kind of life, and then slowly moved
into living as a guy all the time. I felt more like a freak than ever before,
but at least I felt like myself. And though I felt better about my life and my-
self, I hated being a walking ball of social confusion. I hated being a freak.
I wanted to look normal, be normal. But I didn’t like anything normal had
to offer. Nothing fit me. I finally settled on the fact that I'm just anoth-
er typical example of your atypical freak. Finally a solution: The reason
why I've always felt like a freak is because that’s what I am. I'm a freak.

I think I've been pretty lucky for a Cincinnati freak. I've had rela-
tively little trouble fitting in with my family or with my friends. I also
found new friends who aren’t exactly like me, but as far as the world is
concerned, just about as weird and freakish. But this Midwest environ-
ment is more than lacking when it comes to a physical manifestation of
the conceptual area in which I exist. In other words, no one fucking gets it.

So-called Solutions

I remember back when I was in elementary school, sitting in
the living room in a matching sweat suit listening to my dad’s Beatles
vinyl records over and over. At the age of nine, I was certain that I re-
ally understood the world, and Lennon had put it into words for me.

“I am he as you are he as you are me and we are all
together.”

It’s a real nice thought, and to a pre-teen, hippie wanna-be, it
was all I needed to feel good about life. Because John Lennon was the
Walrus (though the Walrus was actually Paul) I knew that no matter
how unpopular I was at school, I was still connected to the greater mass
of my fellow humans. Thing is, half the words Lennon put in that song
were put there to fuck with academics and the other half, he claimed,
were the result of several acid trips. That said, I still think it’s a bet-
ter foundation for a value system than books written thousands of years
ago. At least it’s relevant to the times, not to mention hip with the kids.

Now, I wonder if it’s really as simple as I once thought. Am I really you,
and are you me? Are we really all together? Being in the same space as some-
one else certainly doesn’t make people together. If I'm similar to you, it doesn’t
make me you,oryoume. Ifyouaren’t me, and I'm not you, can we still know each
other’s experiences? Can we be different and the same, at the same time? Or a
better question, why do we feel we need to be the same in order to be together?

A common misconception that continuously absorbs activist men-
tality is that inclusion equals assimilation. Years ago, the gay liberation
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movement made the mistake of saying to “normal” people “You should give
us what we're asking for, because we’re really just like you.” A good enough
idea, for the small fraction of the queer population that are just like every-
one else (whatever that means), but for the rest of us, the weirdoes and the
freaks, we're shit out of luck. I'm not here to blame anyone. And I'll defend
anyone’s right to claim that they are just like anyone else. As for myself, I
may have things in common with people, share experiences or a background,
but I've never been able to find anyone that’s just like me. No matter how we
would like to tell ourselves that we are just like someone else, no one is ex-
actly the same. So why the hell would anyone use that idea as a platform for
obtaining what they want? It isn’t logical. Shouldn’t we instead say “I'm dif-
ferent from you, but that doesn’t mean I'm not human.” and leave it at that?

It’s not you, it’s me ... I mean, it’s not me, it’s you ...

I'm all for the spread of information. In fact, I've based my activist ca-
reer around it. But there comes a time in a freak’s life when he gets a little
tired of explaining himself to every new person he meets. I'm too queer to
pretend to be straight, too stubborn to be stealth, and too anxious to be out.
I feel guilty when I present myself in laymen’s terms, like I'm betraying my-
self. It would be nice to be able to go out and exist without having to play a
role, but I don’t want deal with the looks and the questions about my past,
and my genderqueer-identity, and whether or not I'm having “the surgery.”
I don’t want to feel... like a freak. So when I meet someone new, I puppet my
identity depending on where I am and who I'm with. If I can’t be out, I tem-
porarily own whatever identity will give me closest representation and the
vaguest impression, with the truth always sitting on the tip of my tongue.

I meet someone new. We talk, we get along. I admire them for what
they are, they say they admire me. Then in the middle of the conversa-
tion it hits me, the perfect opportunity to casually mention it, to allude
to where I'm coming from. I see it coming up like an exit on the highway. I
get ready for it, and then watch it pass as quickly as it had come. I real-
ize I'm not socializing, I'm maneuvering, and at the front of it all is a lie.

There are few experiences equally as shitty as knowing you’'re cov-
ing up your life. It makes you wonder why you bother hiding at all. Then you
start to rationalize. “I don’t have to wear an identity on my sleeve. It doesn’t
matter whatIam, only whoIam...” But what makes me whoIam? Isitalabel,
a title known to bring about individual pride and autonomy, awkward ques-
tions and uneven smiles? Or is it what’s inside of me, my personality and my
character? But what made what’s inside of me? Do Ido it orisit thelife I have
lived? Since it was probably both, does it really work for me to cut halfofit out?

Am I not speaking because I'm afraid of opening myself up, or be-
cause I'm afraid of what you’ll do once I'm open? And if I'm so afraid of
being open, and as much as I dance around with semantics, I sure as hell
don’t do much to avoid looking like a freak. I purposely alter my appear-
ance to keep from looking too normal. When I started to dye my hair,
I was over the moon about the fact that I could really understand peo-
ple’s reactions. I remember saying to a friend, “At least this way, I know



why people are staring at me.” Before they can figure out my gender they
have to get past why my hair is pink and by then I'm already down the
street. In the end, is all this song and dance really just about avoidance?

It doesn’t matter whether you're dying your hair, getting a pierc-
ing or tattoo, or taking hormones. They all bring the same question from
the same people. “Why would you do that to yourself?” Well, why’d you get
that haircut, or buy that outfit? I just want to like what I look like. I want
to feel like my appearance fits who I am. I'm attempting to accurately rep-
resent myself, and since I'm not the same person I was three years ago,
or six years ago, I'm not going to look the same as I did then. And since
I'm not the same person as you, I'm not going to look the same as you.

One of us

With all my awareness of not being normal, and not wanting to be
normal, I still want to be included as if I were normal. I'm still afraid to
come out and say what I am... Why can’t I just be included as a freak? I
don’t want to pretend to be normal, and that’s all anyone can do. Pretend.
No one is really “normal” in the com-
mon use of the word. Normal people

“I’ll never judge anyone for being
stealth, or think less of someone fo
doing what they do to make thei
ife worth living. That doesn’t mea.

I won't see the effects this societ,
as had on my people, or mour

are just freaks and weirdoes who
are really good at covering it up,
or really boring. Normal means or-
dinary, typical, and conventional.
Where’s the god dammed appeal?

The desire to be normal comes

he hurt it continues to cause us.”
from our herd mentality. People

don’t crave normalcy, we crave in-
clusion and mistake it for normalcy.
We want to belong and be accepted,
and the easiest things to accept are the things that are known and recog-
nizable. The common theory seems to be that if there were more freaks
and weirdoes out and about, people would become familiar with us, and
then accept us. Thing is, being out and about can be dangerous, or just
plain tiresome. Some of us aren’t willing to stand out in the rain waiting,
while “inclusion” and “acceptance” are taking their time to pick us up.

In reality, there are a hell of a lot more weirdoes and freaks in the
world than normal people. No one acknowledges that because back in the day,
some poor repressed weirdoes and freaks made a whole society around pre-
tending to be normal. The easiest way to organize things is to group things by
similarities. Instead of finding the greater similarities in ourselves, we take
the lazy way out and group things by size, shape, color, and concept. The def-
inition of belonging has been warped into whether or not you think, act, and
look like everyone else. I guess I can see the source. If you're creating a civili-
zation, youwant it to be organized, and you want people to get along. By estab-
lishing a sense of “belonging” you have created the strongest defense against
societal collapse. Belonging somewhere makes people care about where they
are and who they are with. If you know where you belong, then you know



who to help, who to defend, and you know who to isolate and who to kill.

T’ll never judge anyone for being stealth, or think less of someone
for doing what they do to make their life worth living. That doesn’t mean
I won’t see the effects this society has had on my people, or mourn the
hurt it continues to cause us. I've spent the greater part of my life bounc-
ing between accepting my freakishness with pride and repressing it, even
resenting it. Even now, in the peak of my freak-acceptance, I catch myself
covering up. I can’t help being bothered when people stare at me, some-
times it even scares me. I catch myself feeling guilty for making people
uncomfortable, and wondering if I could somehow change it, somehow be
a little more... normal. But like a rubber band, the thoughts snap back at
me causing a pain that makes me want to move from them. I pull myself
up, remind myself of how good pink hair looks on me, and keep walking.

Maybe being a freak is a good thing. Maybe I can really get something
accomplished. And who better to work for change and human inclusion than
the excluded? We know what needs improvement because we're the ones
who are the most impacted by the lack of progress. Those normies aren’t go-
ing to storm the gates, demanding change. They’ve already settled for their
average existence. They’ve bought stock for it. It’s up to us, the weirdoes, the
freaks, to stand up, stick out, and fuck up their world. And with our weird
outfits, crazy hair, hot sex lives, and androgynous looks, they can’t miss us.




Bombasticism in the Bathtub
By Lisa Summme

Ca’zo/ine, she owes me

f;n ﬁna[/y getting in that bathtub
that I was scared of
She read to me so I could see

all the p/zonies n S}a/[nge& s Catcher.

She laid on het back, so naked,
s0 pretly, Jwon't fake i,
J Just wanted to sketch het

in the candle shine of the bathtoom.
Mo fea’z in tossing aside my shirt,
as I let her blue eyesf[i’zt

me into put on my [)at;u'ng costume,

that [Jig kid [zi’ztlwlay sudt.
Sllec[c[[ng my wi}lé beater,
I knew how 9 would treat her,

but 9 was newous —/za[tﬁied at the woots

that stick out datk, my messy cuticles
p’zicHy and oue’z/y grown,

p/us my /zips ate kind of_/;zt, hadn 't she known?

W]ay[)e she was eating p/za’zmaceutica/s,

possi[)/y with a beer? But she wanted

me in thete. I'm so sexy I shook
oﬁr my socks, knocked the book

ﬁom het hands, ’zippec[ q[]T my bra and ﬂauntec[

my awms, my chest —all q/[t/ze above
my waist. ﬂ.ina/[g, Iwas buave!

Iwasn't dwnk. I didn 't know how to behave.
Wel, you _/;)’zget to think when you e in love

and 9 slippecl into that [)at/l-oi[g
tub, ﬂing[ng my undeweat onto
the ﬂoo’z, maLing my naked debut.
Ietting my [)ody telax, Y uncoiled

into the watet. gt’zetclz[ng out,

I kicked a candle on the ec[ge and 9 do eqgiet
that the whber duck curtain was set

to such a /u'g/l fuck[ng ﬂame, a [)oy seout

couldn't put out that hot p/astic.

It looked like an .Q-just-got-/a[c[
prom chess, contorted and p/ayec{.
And like prom n[gllt, I wouldn 't call it magic.



W]y jucking Double
/gg Lisa Summe

Wa/king out to the pa’zkmg

garage ﬁom C,Cangsam, I'm t/u'nhng about how

to say it, ot, bettet, show it as 9 hold her hand. She needs
to know that I like her. 9'm aﬁaic{ to say Ilove her when
Jean't always fo//ow t/ﬂougll, p/zysica/!g. Sometimes I think
that 9 am just not up to paz, in genem/.
In my lmckseat, I s/ipping up her d‘zess,
eager as a kid fo’z crayons, to piess
my ﬁnge‘zs to het St[c@fwitll—sweat t/zig/zs.
%7y breath’s speed sona ’zig[c[ use,
and with a sluvied shake of my hands
my [ungs bounce around like wubber bands.
A /L[y ( tige‘z) on het wim{sltield, “ 9 dare you
to love me.” I'll do the dis/les, make
the bed. 9 like to kiss hex eye/as/tes in the motnings and make mix
Cds q[f songs she doesn 't know yet. 9 [mng mint
chocolate c/u'p ice cream ﬁom /4g/ame5is, and dhive her
home when she’s too drunk, pu//ing over when she needs to puke.
On top 0}[ /m, I'm /icking down her chest
with an unusual, but conquering conﬁclence:
my mouth éack—am{—ﬁ)uzt/z between het breasts,
tongue tying het nipp/es, nose S/iding down, u'ding sweat.
Iouking out my window, ' m the pa&Ling lot vigi/cmte
as Y slip my way to the top of her panties.
Do the acts that aven 't sex
say it enoug/z? Js aﬁéction 0n/y acqui’zed t/z’zoug/z
the heat (y[ 2[9[0[ moves in a bed (ot car)
that 9 don 't know yet how to do? In a way
that is conﬁo{ent, may[ae even sexy?
It somet/zing Ithink about.
777_(/ sibs /(eep bo/oé[ng n my bothered bzaat/dng, hands

quiveting, I don’t want hex to make us any p/ans

as she demands me to keep wozéing on het boobs.
While 9 5/[/0 in Puze Romance waming ﬂavo&ec[ lube,
J &efuse, this time, to stall, Jam p&oua{ to not be way,
( that shit tastes like strawberties! )



DISCLAIMER: The following parody is meant to illustrate how dangerous it is to patholo-
gize social phenomena. The clinical features are meant to be based on common stereotypes
and misconceptions of the group. I in no way agree with these aforementioned stereotypes
as being accurate depictions of an entire group, only that the stereotypes exist and are a
means of oppression.

THE ETIOLOGY AND TREATMENT OF FEMALENESS
Jamie A. Royce, University of Cincinnati

Femaleness is a serious issue that has received scant attention from those in
the mental health professions. Throughout recorded history, evidence of females has been
seen. It is estimated that over half of the population is female, and that is just based on
survey results.

Due to new research, femaleness is gaining acceptance as a syndrome and will be
included in the newly revised Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders fifth
edition, or DSM-V.

People who identify with most of the following criteria may in fact be
females:

Congenital onset

Narcissus Paranoia
Subordination Nexus
Comprehension Deficiencies
Coital Suppression
Muscular Deficiencies

CLINICAL FEATURES OF FEMALENESS
CONGENITAL ONSET

Femaleness is evident at birth. Babies showing signs of femaleness are always found in
pink blankets or dresses, with bows seemingly pasted to their heads. Once females become
toddlers or young children they are seen playing with dolls, playing house or pretending
to cook.

NARCISSUS PARANOIA

Narcissus Paranoia is the inability to stop primping and checking oneself out in the mirror,
due to an irrational fear that everyone in society thinks that they should be beautiful and
conform to the current stand of beauty. Symptoms include constantly packing a compact,
fixing of hair in every reflective surface, taking long bathroom trips to reapply makeup and
waking up two hours early in order to properly style, bathe and paint oneself. Narcissus
paranoia usually sets in at about high school, but it has been reported as early as the begin-
ning of middle school.

SUBORDINATION NEXUSES
Females often exhibit subordination nexuses, reporting feelings of inferiority and lack of
control in their lives. They usually report a perception of lower pay, less recognition and



accolades for their work, as well as less chance for promotion. Females are
sometimes heard babbling about the “glass ceiling” or the “Equal Pay Act.”
No researchers have been able to determine exactly what these concepts are.

COMPREHENSION DEFICITS

Most females also exhibit comprehension deficits. Historically, they have scored lower
than other people in testing, if they have even been tested at all. Most researchers never
tested their intelligence due to the historically popular perception that females are less
intelligent than the rest of the population. It is also widely believed that females suffer
from petite cerebral organs, and are therefore less intelligent than the general population.

COITAL SUPPRESSION

Coital suppression is exhibited by most subjects that are diagnosed with femaleness. Fe-
males are disinterested in fornication, masturbation, and sexual apparatuses and accesso-
ries. Any attempts to engage the female in these acts are long, drawn-out processes, with
many females refusing until properly coerced. Coital suppression is linked to whorophobia.

MUSCULAR DEFECIENCES

Females also wusually exhibit muscular deficiencies when  compared
to the rest of the population. They are unable to lift heavy weights ef-
fectively, usually requiring assistance when handling hefty packages.
Femaleness is usually strongly tied to other disorders or symptoms such as anorex-
ia nervosa, bulimia nervosa, pregnancy, hysteria and bleeding from the genitals.

CAUSES OF FEMALENESS

Manyresearchershave speculated the cause of femaleness,butnoonetheoryhasbeen
accepted by mental health professionals. Two of the more accepted views are presented below.

SOCIOLOGICAL MODEL

Most sociologists agree that femaleness is a social construct. No one is born
female, but rather assigned to be female by society. They argue that fe-
males are not in fact congenitally determined, but socialized into these symp-
toms. Thus, a restructuring of society is needed in order to produce less females.

BIOLOGICAL MODEL

According to the biological model, femaleness is inherent and
tied to the sex of a child. Because of this, there is no cure for femaleness.

TREATMENTS OF FEMALENESS

Attempts to treat femaleness have been great. Sigmund Freud has done
considerable research on hysteria, based on his most famous work: a case study



on Anna O. Freud used cocaine and hypnotism to cure this commonly found ill-
ness in females. When these methods were not successful, he moved on to in-
trospection and dream interpretation, which were met with similar success.

Throughout history, females have been denied rights such as the right
to vote due to symptoms such as comprehension deficiencies. In the past 150
years, in Western culture there has been a movement to unpathologize female-
ness. This movement, called feminism, has fought successfully for the right to vote
and some reproductive freedoms; however, some of the symptoms are still wide-
spread. Other than feminism, there is no modern treatment or cure for femaleness.
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Earotica

ﬂg Lisa Summe

The [)et[fu/[ size, was neat/y

made this moning, sheets tucked
cusp beneath the cowners. A c/teap
po/yeste’z st’zipea/ comfozte’z

covers them, uncreased and stg'ﬁz’

like a]ust-[&onecf shit, starched into
slzape. 7/zeﬂuﬂin the three

pi/[ows is uneven; it looks like little
heads aze gus/zed toget/ze’z n c/umps.
The black one shows diool

stans, [Jutjustﬂip the pi/[ow

over and it's clean like the smell

of the ‘ﬁes/z linen” ol p/ugged

n my wall. This bed takes

up a_/;)u’zt/z oft/ze w00m, the /eﬁ

side is so smashed against the window
still that gi’z/s kicks the S)napp/e

bottle of pennies ( yf it's poot,

it fa//s onto the ﬂoo& ) o the Tiki
man who p/ays quitar in a guass skirt.
We've sitting on i, making lists,
p[ansfoz dinner and drinks. 9 look at
you, you hold my staze in your open-
wide ble eyes f;)z a good

t/zi&ty seconds, and I kiss

youtr mouth twice, then thow

you down, hard. You fee/ the spring
stab in the middle of the mattress,
and.ﬂpus/t you in 50fa’z and u'gid that
Jean fée/ the mattress st{é[ness t/z’zougil

your torso and on your bones puslzing
mine, your clavicle seraping

my sternum, the g’zinc[ q/[my

/zips into yours, your smooth

/egs wrapping around my pr‘z[cUg
ones, so tig/zt I'm sc’zatc/zing you.
You ﬁnd your way up my neck as
your tongue slicles wet g/oss in the u'c[ges
of my pinna. Y can hear your tongue
serape your teeth and s/ip around
your /ips while my &igial ﬁngezs pu/[

n your Aips as you breathe

with a ﬁzz and the slender air

t/vzougll your nose whistles. Ca&t[/age
crunches as you bite me, harder,

yout tongue c[’zc/[ng my tuagus

ung, then your teeth c/acking

to my p/ugs. You suck and blow into
my carlobe because you like the shake
ofmy [)oa/y, the stick-up ofeve&y

haix ( on/y on the exact Aa[}[ you e
wol‘zk[ng on, like a line is dvawn).

Your hands _ﬁnc[ their way in-

to the top of my wg%

beater and your ﬁnge&s sk[p

around my n[pp/es. You up

z)j]zmy beater, catc/zing wh ofcotton

on my wet eaz, then continue down

my ubs, to coarse pu[a/ic hair. You stay,
your ﬁnge&s tiding citcles

on my t/zig/zs. I suck your

!)’zeat/zing into my eazs, and 9 ﬁ)’zce
into you some sounds, like 9'm pus/u'ng
my cleep-digested dinner out ﬁom

my thioat, all of my muscles taut

and stuung tig/tt like virgin

on her wedding n[g/zt. _ﬂfée/ my underwear
/Lang /zeavy between my /egs

as d press up my totso into your tlu'glls.
Your ﬁnge’zs s/[p and thuwst in the slit
to my clit, fast and smooth like weating
p/astic socks on ice. I hear my own welness
gus/u'ng onto yout hands when 9 gm[)
your head, pressing your /ips

to my eas so t/zey vibrate harder

as you keep /osing your breath

inside the side of my head. 9 squeeze
my eyes shut so tigllt that an o’zange-ye//()w
sun heats the inside ofmy elye-

lics when 9 look azound

with them closed. You e getting

c[osez, g/iding ][aste’z, and when 9 heas
the spit between your teeth

éué[)/ing into my ear, Jeum

n your hand and let you land

on me and my not-so-made bed.



K isstng /goys (I Used To)
By Lisa Summe

9.

I used to kiss

boys, alot. Well, 9 let them

kiss me at least. 9 never

kissed them back with any

thing electric. 1o

ﬁ’ze ever statted, thank

ggc[ (such t/u'ngs ate

so destuctive).

Y used to kiss

g[’z/s, not as much, but itﬁ[t

/zig/ze&. Thete wasﬁ’ze, and it got out ofcontto/
every time (in beds, base-

ments, and tents). I tried to put it out (A[g/{
heat is uncom_/;)’ztab[e, and 9 am

a sweater) with p[neapp/e owange

Juice and popov. 5ve’zyone knows alcohol
(like hairspray) is ignition.

99,

J kept on Liss[ng

boys t/wug/l, because 9 was Catholic (we/[,
taug/tt to he) and gi&[s

kiss [)oys, then tlzey have

babies with (/;)’z 7) them (. aﬁe’z t/teg e
mariied, q/[ coutse).

But, I kept on L[ssing

g[’z/s too, mag[)e Ilked it because I knew
I shouldn t7 But ’zea[/y, Jwouldn't get
maviied. How could 97 (Vot in

999,

9 didn 't kiss
anyone f;)’z a while, but 9 wrote

about wanting to, and ﬁ[/[ng

in love (cliché), I waited to,
and I did (Lawen, I was six-
teen). ﬂ nevex to[cl

anione about it, which was pait
oftlle pzo[;[em. I didn 't tell
anyt/mg to anyone (at least
not about /[Ling g[t/s so much).
I've kissed

evetyone and a few name-
wott/tg kissed me back. 9am in
love ( Caroline, I'm twenty-

one). Jeell everyone about it (even my

pments) and 9 do move than kiss
her (hut Mel and Ginny still don't

need to know all about it).



Why DOMA is Unconstitutional
By Nat Kirk

The Defense of Marriage Act is a Federal law passed by Congress and signed
by President Bill Clinton on September 26, 1997. It was created and passed
in reaction to the 1993 case of Baehr v. Lewin in which the Hawaii Supreme
Court ruled that a state must show compelling interest in prohibiting same-
sex marriage. Worried that Hawaii might legalize it, DOMA was made with
the purpose of isolating same-sex marriages to only the states that allowed
it and preventing states from being forced to recognize it. This law provides
that any state or similar political division of the United States may deny any
marriage-like relationship between persons of the same sex which has been
recognized by another state. It also provides that marriage is the specific
union of one man and one woman and that spouse only refers to a person of
the opposite sex who is a husband or wife. Finally, DOMA states that the Fed-
eral government will not recognize any same-sex or polygamous marriages,
even ifrecognized by a state. This law is unconstitutional on several grounds.

Firstly, congress has violated Section 1 Article 4 of the Constitution, com-
monly known as the Full Faith and Credit Clause. This clause is as follows:

“Full faith and credit shall be given in each state to the public acts,
records, and judicial proceedings of every other state. And the Con-
gress may by general laws prescribe the manner in which such acts,
records, and proceedings shall be proved, and the effect thereof.”

This asserts continuity between states and enforcement across state lines
of non-federal laws, civil claims and court rulings. This clause permits
enforcement of state-to-state extradition, portability of court orders, na-
tionwide recognition of legal status (including married status), out-of-
state taxation, spousal and child support, and the collection of fees and
fines, all of which would be impossible without separate federal action, or
a similar action by the other states. DOMA clearly violates this section
of the Constitution by allowing states to not recognize the legal status of
same-sex married couples that were married in other states. This creates
confusion over which laws should be recognized: the laws of the permis-
sive state or the laws of the prohibiting state. This is the kind of confusion
that was meant to be taken care of by the Full Faith and Credit Clause,
and DOMA is making it impossible for this clause to function accordingly.

Secondly, this law is illegally discriminatory under the
Equal Protection Clause. This clause is part of the Four-
teenth Amendment to the Constitution, and it establishes that:

“No State shall make or enforce any law which shall abridge the privi-
leges or immunities of citizens of the United States; nor shall any State de-
prive any person of life, liberty, or property, without due process of law; nor
deny to any person within its jurisdiction the equal protection of the laws.”

This protects individual rights from federal and state government abridg-
ment. DOMA violates this part of the Constitution by discriminating against
and abridging the rights of same-sex couples by allowing states to deny recog-



nition ofany marriage or marriage-like status of same-sex couples which have
been instituted in other states while at the same time recognizing marriage
and marriage-like status of opposite-sex couples instituted in other states.

Finally DOMA violates the fundamental right to marriage (including
same-sex marriage) and the benefits of such under the due process clause.
Due process of law is a legal concept cited in both the Fifth and Fourteenth
Amendments of the Constitution that ensures the government will re-
spect all of a person’s legal rights instead of just some or most of those le-
gal rights, guaranteeing fundamental justice, fairness, and liberty. DOMA
violates homosexuals’ rights to legal marriage or any marriage-like insti-
tution and the benefits thereof. This is clearly discrimination, simply be-
cause heterosexuals are given 1,049 federal rights, privileges, and benefits
when they enter into marriage, and by denying homosexuals the ability to
enter into the same kind of union, they are being denied these rights and
benefits, thus putting heterosexuals at an advantage over homosexuals.

Proponents of DOMA claim that the protection of marriage is necessary so
that the purpose of marriage which has been “understood by federal law for
over 200 years... (as) the legal union of a man and a woman as a husband and
wife” and as the means of procreation will not be challenged. In actuality, gov-
ernment does not follow up on married couples to make sure that they are in
factliving together. Government does not punish people for infidelity. Govern-
ment does not punish people for getting divorces. Government does not take
away the benefits of marriage from couples who choose not to or are unable to
bear children. All of these facts indicate that government has no compelling
interest in ensuring that its married citizens are procreating or living up to
the supposed “age oldunderstanding of marriage.” This proves that DOMA has
no legal leg to stand on, and that it is here purely for discriminatory reasons.

Proponents of DOMA also claim that it is necessary to limit marriage
rights strictly to heterosexuals in order to guarantee that the single purpose
of marriage will be recognized as “procreation, which is necessary in order
to ensure the survival of the human race.” This argument is baseless simply
because it supports its self with a non-issue. The human race is not in danger
of dying out, and in fact has been steadily increasing in population in spite
of the apparent growing acceptance of homosexuality in other nations, such
as Canada, Spain, Belgium, Netherlands, Denmark, Norway, Israel, Sweden,
Greenland, Hungary, Iceland, France, Germany, Portugal, Finland, Croatia,
Luxembourg, New Zealand, the United Kingdom, Andorra, the Czech Repub-
lic, Slovenia, Uruguay, and Switzerland, all of who have legalized homosexual
marriage and/or civil union. Same-sex marriage does not pose a threat to hu-
manexistence, therefore makingthisargumentempty ofallmeaningoreffect.

Theproblemoftheunconstitutional Defense of Marriage Act mustbehandled
thusly: The Defense of Marriage Act must be struck down as unconstitution-
al and be eradicated from federal law. State versions of DOMA will inevitably
follow suit, in accordance with this proposal. Only after this will hormmosexuals
have the rights of marriage guaranteed to them by the laws of the states and
by the Constitution and cease to be discriminated against by the government.



Poem(s) [)y v. Weppet

?ﬁac[e '/l(-)’l Igea/

Costume, gi’z[—éog

Which aze you, éeautﬂ/—kandsome, question mak ﬁzce?
60 show them that your pe&iod

Bleeds t;m)ugtl your [Jog shotts

And titings ate made fo’z

Real

Inside the éady, undecided
Mo questions asked.

Un-Do

Start with my name, which 9
Love like my fami/y,

The curse and the ca//ing.
Bu’zy my &esponsi[)i[it[es
S)omewllete soon to [7@
C/zuming, tumultuous earth
That tells twe stoties in the

JJistmy 0/[206&.
Restart

GO back to the one

Room school house

Remembe wlly it is thewe

Look at who is teac/u'ng you

And notice what you aze wearing.
a. the git/ with /ung blonde hair
continues to p/ay with [wys
get dizty at recess
and Jeve/op a sense 0/[ hamor.
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