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Dedication
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Epigraph

I need the identity as a weapon, to match the weapon that society has against me.

—Susan Sontag, Reborn
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Part 1

1998–1999





My People

PORTLAND IN THE NINETIES WAS A LOT LIKE ME: BROKE, struggling with employment, mostly white, mostly hopeful even though there was no real change in sight. For all the drive-through espresso stands and downtown restoration, the new paint on aged bungalows and vintage glasses on young women, it was still an old industrial river town in a remote corner of the country. Hard to get to. Hard to leave.

The town matched something in me, the way a certain kind of guitar dissonance could strike an internal tuning fork that made my bones hum. I loved the slightly ruined quality of everything—the rusted joints, the mossy edges. The containers stacked in the weeds by the train tracks, the evergreen hills striped pale green with recovering clear-cuts. I’d go out to Kelley Point, where the Columbia and Willamette Rivers met, and the near-empty beach would be populated by enormous satiny driftwood trunks and rusting hunks of industrial debris, Latino families fishing and white dog owners throwing sticks and lonely men waiting for furtive sex in the woods while long low barges slid slowly by. All of us out at the end of the country, hoping for a quick small fix.

Tech money kept on puffing up Seattle and San Francisco like toxic blowfish but skipped over Portland. We just got the leftovers: the priced-out queers and artists, and the ongoing plague of gleeful professionals who couldn’t believe how much Oregon house you could get on a California dollar. Seattle’s grunge explosion had raised some hopes but left only a patter of shrapnel here. The Portland sound—there was no single such thing—couldn’t be packaged and sold so easily. The major-label searchlights turned elsewhere and the music still flourished in the dark, mushrooming in basements and garages and warehouse practice spaces, in crammed clubs and beat-up ballrooms.

All of which is to say: there was no money in the place. No matter. All the better. Young people kept coming, seeking all the things you’d expect—music, work, drugs, adulthood, refuge from adulthood—but mostly, seeking each other. We came from dying logging towns and the rocky coast, from Salem and Nehalem and Battle Ground and Boring, runaways from Boise, SoCal misfits, kids from the South and Midwest, the suburbs of anywhere. Some stayed a month, others a year or two, some stuck around. Me, I came at seventeen from rural western Nebraska, where adulthood came hard and fast and narrow, and queers kept quiet or met violence. Here I was no longer The Only but one of an ever-gathering crowd—young forever, queer forever, friends forever, or so we all thought then. My people.

Open relationship: It had sounded like a blue sky, a vast field, a sunny lake. It was more like the door kicked in on a basement. It had turned out the only person my former girlfriend of three years didn’t want to have sex with—or share sex with, as she called it—was me. From a book called The Ethical Slut she had learned to articulate this in earnest detail. She called it Positive Communication. Too broken by it all to share sex with anyone, I’d moved out of our house and found myself in the shadow world of the dumped, sympathetic and untouchable, righteous yet damaged. Now, three months later, Flynn was still the last person who’d touched me, and at my worst moments, I was convinced she was The Last Person I Would Kiss, Ever.

The thought of rain was forming in the air as I locked up the letterpress studio that evening in early June, the night of the benefit show. I pulled my hood over my head and broke into a jog, my ink-smeared old Levi’s slipping down my hips with every step so I had to keep tugging them up. Mist speckled my glasses. My look walked the line between Letterpress Punk and Totally Letting Herself Go. I hoped I could pull off the former.

It was Queer Night, I’d made the posters, my friends’ band the Gold Stars was playing. Though I might have been going alone, everyone I knew would be there, I reassured myself—including Flynn, I deassured myself. But tonight I would reemerge.

Up Seventh Avenue, through the smash-and-grab warehouse district where you parked at your own risk, toward the rare beacon of La Luna: ballroom windows aglow, grand doors guarded by a moat of disheveled youth. And there at the door was my poster, hand-set with vintage wood type and cranked through the letterpress by my own arms. Someone had scrawled a careless TONIGHT! across my silky gold ink, a reminder that all my art was ephemera. I couldn’t let it get to me.

“I’m on the Gold Stars list,” I told the girl at the door, panting a little. She had a clipboard and a tongue piercing that she was clacking around her teeth. “Andrea Morales.”

“Is your plus-one here?” The piercing gave her a slight lisp.

“It’s just me. Plus zero.”

I found my friends at the end of a narrow smelly hall in the smallest of the three backstage rooms. Meena leaped to her feet and socked me on the arm before clamping me in a butch side-hug. Lawrence waved apologetically from the couch. Others raised their bottles, went back to their conversations. No Flynn in sight.

“We were just planning an intervention to pry you out from under your rock,” Meena said.

“Here I am,” I said. “Fresh from the rock. Like a grub.”

“You look good,” Lawrence offered. Even when excited, Lawrence sounded, at best, optimistically woeful. She’d finished high school early and fled Salem for Portland at sixteen. Meena had found her at a show at the X-Ray Café and taken her under her wing, our androgynous teenage pet we smuggled into bars and clubs; we renamed her from Lauren Stanich to just Lawrence. Now she was twenty but still pale and scrawny, with elfin ears and dark blue eyes, the runt of our litter, a self-taught computer programmer who was allergic to the cat who was the love of her life. She played guitar with the focus of a surgeon.

“We’ve decided to set you up with someone,” Meena said.

“Good luck,” I said. “No one will get near me. What am I, Dumpster fruit?”

“People eat Dumpster fruit,” Lawrence said.

“We’re working on it,” Meena said. “But I can’t help you if you keep crawling off under a porch to lick your wounds.” Everything about Meena Desai was strong—her arms, her eyebrows, her opinions. Meena believed she knew what was best for me, and for everyone. She fancied herself an unofficial life coach. She preferred to be right, and arranged her life and friendships for minimal disturbance of this worldview. Now she steered me to the snack table and handed me a beer from the tub of ice. “So stay close.”

I promised I would and dropped onto the sofa, nestled between my friends with a cold bottle, ice-softened label ready to be peeled away.

Our shows were a kind of home. Out front, a dark room, everyone facing the same thing together, awash in sound. Backstage, scrappy girls in a borrowed room, old couches, graffiti on the walls, a pile of snacks to scavenge, trading information and gossip as the air thickened with smoke.

Every time the door opened, my chest tightened, but Flynn never entered. No one even said her name. I relaxed. My people were with me. I was with them. Portland was still mine. And tonight, I was going to get some.

The drummer picked up her drumsticks and started tapping out warm-up fills on the edge of the couch, Lawrence began tuning her guitar, and the rest of us took our cue to exit to the floor.

Out in the ballroom the crowd had thickened. I scanned the room for new faces, for any possibility—I was back, and I was hungry. I dropped my empty bottle in a trash bin and when I looked up, to my surprise, my eyes lit upon Vivian.

Her chestnut bob was clipped back from her forehead with a barrette, and she wore a slightly-too-large thrift dress and knee-high boots. The sight of her triggered a surge of joy or relief—I could no longer tell them apart. Vivian was my Special Ex. We all had one, the one who’s not so much an ex-girlfriend as a friend-plus, an old beloved song on the radio. She lived in Olympia, two hours away, which made her a peripheral and perpetual safe place. My ranger station. I didn’t want all of Portland to know how Flynn had wrecked me, what a failure and fool I felt like, so I assumed an air of calm, efficacious regret at all times, but there had been moments late at night when I’d broken down and called Vivian. She had been extraordinarily patient and gracious about it. Nobody could talk me off a ledge like she could.

“Vivian!” I grabbed her jacket sleeve. “I didn’t know you were coming down for this.”

She started and then clasped her hands over her sternum. “Oh my god. You!” Vivian said. Then she smiled and hugged me. She smelled warm and faintly like Old Spice deodorant. I had found it off-putting when we dated, the sweet muskiness haunting the armpits of all her shirts and dresses, but now it just smelled safe. “I came for the show.”

“Well yeah, obviously,” I said. “Oh, Viv, I’m so glad to see you here. Thanks again for being there for me when I was really in the worst of it.” I clung like a koala.

“Oh, honey! Breakups are tough. But so are you,” Vivian said, gently releasing the hug. She gripped my arms and held me back a little, looking me seriously in the eye. “How are you doing now? Are you better?”

I joked that I missed the house more than Flynn. That wasn’t entirely true. I didn’t want the house without her, or to keep sleeping in that bedroom where she had opened her booming nonmonogamy practice.

“It’s a good little house,” Vivian said sympathetically. “But you found a great new place.”

“Yes, great.” An alarming neediness welled up in me, threatening to slosh out in public. I sighed brightly. “It’s wonderful. Sweet roommate. New space. Room to think. It’s been good for me.” I nodded for emphasis.

“Excellent. Breakup progress?” Vivian sounded like a doctor performing a checkup.

“I really think we should have broken up, like, a year ago.” I laughed to convey my over-it-ness.

“Good,” said Vivian. “It really seems like you’re in a better place now.”

“I am in a better place.” I paused. “Isn’t that what they say when people die?”

“You are too funny.” She patted my bicep briskly. “And I need a drink.”

I looked over at the bar. Flynn was standing there, wearing a worn gray T-shirt and a pair of black leather pants she must have procured since the breakup. The leather pants were tacky but fit her tall frame distressingly well. They made her look ludicrous yet hot. Like someone a good vegan would want to both scold and fuck. “I’ll pass for now,” I said.

Vivian followed my gaze. “Ah.” Her eyes tightened like she was doing a math problem in her head.

“But you go ahead, of course,” I said. “You know my stance on these things. No drama. I’ll get mine later.”

Vivian squeezed my arm. “I’ve always loved that about you. It’s so good to see you, Andy. Be well.” She gave my cheek a quick, tart kiss, then turned and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear as she headed to the bar.

The Gold Stars took the stage and Meena said, “This is for Kat and Lucas. You’re not victims, you’re our heroes,” and loosed a squall of feedback. I wove my way to the front, seeking obliteration by sound, and I got it. When I pressed a hand to my chest I could feel the drums and low throb of the bass beating there, a respite from my dogged heart.

When the Gold Stars bashed out their final racket, I wriggled loose from the crowd, my whole body ringing, and headed to the bar. I had just wedged myself between two stools and staked an elbow claim on the bar when a man’s voice next to me said, “Hey.” Pre-annoyed, I shot it a dark glance.

“Oh. Hey, Ryan.” I knew Ryan Coates in the Portland way, one and a half degrees of separation. He played drums in a decent trio called the Cold Shoulder, a band that was always opening for other bands on the verge of fame; he also cut hair, including Flynn’s, at a little punkish barbershop his friend ran. His own hair was tousled and artfully overgrown, an unwashed, winter-dim dark gold. He wore a tissue-thin Wipers T-shirt faded to dark gray and perched on his bar stool with an effortless lanky slouch betrayed by restless feet, one scuffed boot toe tapping the floor. “What are you doing here?”

“My friend Neil played in the first band,” he said. “How’s Flynn?”

“We broke up.”

“Damn,” he said.

“Months ago.”

“Oh man. I’m sorry.” He looked genuinely sorry.

“She didn’t tell her barber?” I caught the bartender’s eye and signaled for a pint. “Sometimes I wonder if she even experienced it.”

“I guess she might have mentioned it,” he said. “She doesn’t really talk about that stuff with me, though.”

“You can be grateful for that. I’ve heard a lot more than I ever wanted to know.”

My beer appeared, tall and cool and serene, brimming. A stool opened up on the other side of Ryan and he invited me to take it.

“What’s up with the Cold Shoulder?” I said, sliding onto the seat but keeping one foot on the ground. “Weren’t you on that big tour opening for what’s-their-name? I thought I read something in the Willamette Week.”

“Yeah, that’s done. We’re leaving to play some California and Southwest shows next week.”

“On your own?”

“Yeah, thank god. I’m ready to play for people who actually want to hear us.”

“I know the feeling.” I raised my glass. “To doing it on your own.”

We clinked. And as I brought the glass back to my lips, I swung half a turn around on my bar stool and saw Flynn and Vivian standing at the edge of the crowd. Their legs overlapped. Vivian was holding her drink in Flynn’s airspace, saying something so Flynn had to bend her head down to hear. Then Flynn gave a little kick against Vivian’s knee-high boot, Vivian flashed her a smile, and I knew.

“Holy fuck,” I said.

Ryan tried to follow my gaze. “What is it?”

A cold wave ran through me, skull to toes. I shook my head and couldn’t look away. The bassist from the opening band and her girlfriend emerged from the backstage door, Flynn waved them over, and they all hugged each other. Everyone hugged Flynn. Everyone hugged Vivian.

How could I explain it to Ryan? It was irreducible to one line or a hollering monologue over a beer. And I didn’t want to tell it to a straight guy. We all had a strong sense that lesbian drama was our drama, and maintained a protective shield from curious outsiders. For men, lesbian was a porn category. I didn’t need prurient sympathy. I needed the company of the only person in the room, it seemed, who was not involved.

“Internal politics.” I smiled desperately, lifting my glass. “Let’s drink.”

The pint went down quickly. Ryan ordered the next round before I could get my money on the bar. It was hard for me to abide a drink bought by a man, so to even things out I downed it and bought us another. I had not been deeply drunk since the breakup, and had forgotten it could be fun and not tragic. Ryan’s quick smile had an emphatic dimple, and his green-brown-blue eyes often widened when he spoke, so he looked both enthused and vulnerable. He was a good storyteller, and with little prompting spun a string of tour tales: about the big famous band’s personal chef who traveled with them everywhere, the Cold Shoulder’s aged van pulling up every night beside the two giant black tour buses and a semi full of gear and lighting, the fans who tried to get friendly with him in hopes he’d take them backstage. About how Geffen took them out to a fancy dinner in New York, later inciting an all-out indie-vs.-major band fight. They’d ended up not signing. Not “selling out.” The guitarist was still bitter. Tell me more, I kept saying. I wanted to know about everything that wasn’t this place.

The final band left the stage and the audience stomped and hollered for an encore. I saw Vivian raise her hands above her head to applaud triumphantly. “I’m out of here,” I said.

“Me too.” Ryan tipped back the last of his beer and set the glass down with a decisive thunk.

We pushed through the double doors and swooned into the damp drizzly night.

Stubble. I didn’t know about stubble. I never knew a kiss could abrade—that a man’s mouth scrapes and sands, rubs yours raw. I’d kissed plenty of girls, and even the ones who kissed rough, their mouths were soft and smooth as anything I’d ever known.

I jerked back.

“I’m sorry,” Ryan said, so close the words went right into my mouth. “You’re just—I thought . . .”

I was still holding my glasses in one hand and the corner of my T-shirt in the other. My myopia magnified his face while everything else dissolved into a haze of shadows and shifting shapes, streetlights as huge and soft and glimmery as wet moons, and a faint drone shimmered in my ears from standing too near the speakers at the show.

“The stubble,” I said, wiping my glasses fiercely with my shirt, which was the original reason I had stopped by the shrubbery. I should have seen it coming, That Look he was giving me when I glanced up, but I had forgotten to expect it and in the moment it took me to process it, he read assent and moved in for the kiss. “I’m not used to that.”

“I shaved this morning,” he said.

“I guess this morning was a very long time ago.”

His eyes crinkled, and he leaned in and touched his mouth to mine again. Alcohol on his breath, and mine: a comforting smell, tart and warm. I gave in for a moment, partly curious, partly titillated by how exotic and defiant it was to kiss a man.

There, I thought, the person after Flynn has happened. The seal is broken. I closed off the kiss and stepped back. “I shouldn’t be doing this. Especially not out here.” The wet rush of traffic on Burnside was only two blocks away.

“My apartment is right down the street.” He slipped a finger into my belt loop.

“I’m not that drunk.” I unlooped his finger. “Everyone’s going to be leaving the show in a minute. I gotta move on.”

“Wait, don’t go yet.” Ryan raised his head and periscoped around. “How about back there?” he said.

The doorway was on the back side of a low L-shaped office building, with a dim little parking lot behind it, ragged evergreen shrubs that had outgrown their last trim. It was dark and dry and filled with a deep shadow. I followed him and for a moment felt strange and shy. “This is messed up,” I said. “I’m kind of messed up.”

“But you want to, right?”

I thought about it. I didn’t not want to. “Sure,” I said, “what the fuck.”

I couldn’t remember the last time I had kissed a boy. Back in high school in Nebraska? My first few weeks at Reed? Maybe a gay friend at a party, or in a photo booth? I liked men fine, I did not hate them by default, as some of my separatist friends did; as long as they weren’t catcalling or stalking me, I felt mostly neutral about them. They were other animals walking around with us, members of the same species, though outside of work I almost never interacted with them. I found it hard to understand the nature of the relationship between men and women—the millennia of baggage each carried seemed exhausting to me. Gay narratives were the ones that traditionally ended in death and tragedy, but for me, heterosexual love seemed far more doomed.

But this was neither love nor sex; it didn’t even strike me as heterosexual, just sexual. It was the good kind of drunken make-out, laughing, loose but not sloppy, bumping up against the wall for support. At first I tried to dodge the stubble, angling to minimize contact, but then I thought, Fuck it. And the rasp of it felt good, like scratching an itch harder than you know you should. I wanted it to hurt, and it started to. Tears welled in my eyes. I kept them closed and sank my grip into the shoulders of this person, this boy. I didn’t know if the ache down below was for him or simply for touch itself, but I bit down lightly on his lip and he bit back and for the first time in a year I knew I was wanted, and that was all I needed.

When his mouth moved to my neck I tipped my head back and opened my eyes. I took in the rough brick of the doorway, the blurry night beyond, the damp glinting surface of everything, the speakers’ tunnel of hum in my ears, the hiss of cars on the wet street, the blue scent of rain, the smokiness and sweet human smell of his hair. He slid a hand up my inner thigh and I dropped my head abruptly and grabbed his arm. “Okay, that’s enough for me.”

“What? Come on.” He was sleepy-eyed and ducked in for another kiss.

“I have to get home,” I said. “Work tomorrow morning.”

“Don’t go home. You’re so cute.”

“You’re so drunk.”

“So are you.”

“I’m so gay.”

“Oh really?”

I slid out from between him and the wall. “Really.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I know, I know. I just got lucky.”

“Lucky?” For some reason my throat tightened at that. I tried to clear it with a wry laugh. I rested my hand on his flat flanneled chest for a moment, then let it drop. “Right.” I slipped my glasses on and the world came back into focus. “Let’s go.”

We emerged from the doorway as if we’d just woken up.

“Well, that was a surprise ending,” I said, rubbing my eyes.

“Or a surprise beginning.”

I looked at him askance. Was he kidding?

“What?” he said.

I shook my head. We both knew better. Surely. “Don’t give me that crazy talk. Later.”

I walked all the way home to Northeast. It took thirty minutes but I was charged up and drunk and the mist haloing the streetlights cleared my lungs and head. I pressed my fingers into my stubble-scraped chin and the sting’s burn was a kind of warmth. I couldn’t believe I’d done it. But for this one night, at least, someone new was into me. Someone felt lucky.

The house was a little sage-green two-bedroom bungalow on Failing Street, with a roof that slouched over the porch like a baseball cap pulled low, boxy columns, and ragged wooden steps. The paint was peeling on the trim. Moss grew on the foundation. The neighbor’s orange cat was on the front porch again, sprawled on the top step with a surly gaze. I half expected her to demand a fee to pass. But she hopped up and tried to slip inside behind me. “Sorry, girl.” I nudged her back with my foot. “Go on home.”

The house was dark except for the light over the stove. My roommate, Summer, was still at work at one of the strip clubs.

Bullet sauntered into the kitchen, stretched in a deep bow, and yawned loudly, a surprised creak. She was a runty pit bull, big-headed and velvet-coated, slate gray with a crooked white stripe down her nose. She was Summer’s dog, but more and more she turned to me for love and food. I stroked her soft crumpled ears, gave her rump a scratch and a pat. She watched me pour myself a jar of water and followed me into my dark bedroom.

I stripped off my smoky clothes and sat on my bed, a futon I’d bought off a friend for twenty bucks. It had been used as a couch for too long and retained a permanent taco fold down the middle, into which you inevitably slid. The platform I’d built for it with two-by-fours and a sheet of plywood squeaked whenever I moved. In a fit of superstition and pride, I had told Flynn to keep our store-bought adult bed, even though I was still paying off the queen mattress on my one maxed-out credit card. It was too haunted.

The back door opened with a creak and Bullet’s ears went all bat. She whuffed, nosed the door open, and trotted into the light. Summer greeted her with a coo and said, “Andy? You home?”

Normally I’d come out, flick on the lamp on the kitchen table, and we’d share a snack. I’d sling myself into a chair and say, You’ll never guess what I did tonight. Seriously, never. Summer would love it. What a transgression! What a deliciously vengeful move. Or was it? Men were easy, cheap, everywhere. They loved lesbians, or “lesbians.” Some prize.

The person I most wanted to confess to was Vivian, the friend I had trusted most. But the telephone number where I could find her now used to be my own. So did the bed. I thought of both of their bodies in it—Vivian’s soft stomach and slim neck, Flynn’s broad rib cage and long hands. My grief burned with the nauseous heat of humiliation.

I lay carefully back on the futon and breathed slow and deep. Summer’s bag hit the floor with a soft thump and a moment later the shower whooshed on. I’d tell her. Just not yet. I feigned sleep until I slept. Dissembling has always come easily to me.





Rules of the Lesbian Mafia


	All lesbians are in the Lesbian Mafia

	There is no boss of the Lesbian Mafia

	Always unite against white supremacist heteropatriarchy

	Always have each other’s backs

	Power in numbers







Jesus Had a Twin

MY CHIN WAS STILL RAW THE NEXT MORNING, ROSY AND TENDER as if I’d come in from the bitter cold. At the bathroom mirror I wiped away the shower’s blur and leaned in to close the vision gap. My black hair—naturally dark brown, but I dyed it black when I thought to—was toweled into floppy spikes, my brown eyes bleary, my skin winter-pale, and then here on my chin, this red badge of false courage. What had I been thinking? I hadn’t been. Not-thinking had seemed like a good idea at the time. I sneaked into Summer’s makeup and managed to powder over the scraped patch enough to mute the lurid glow, but it still stung to the touch.

The dog and I took a round through the neighborhood while Summer slept late. Bullet had started seeking me out first in the morning. I loved watching her ears bob, her broad muscled haunches ripple, as she trotted out in front of me. She was gentle as a kitten but people still crossed the street when they saw her anvil head coming. Queers and pit bulls have a certain species affinity: both feared and misunderstood, discarded by families, used for bait. Bullet was a rescue and she had her issues, but didn’t we all.

Summer was still asleep when I mounted my bike to head to work. The June sky was gray with patches of blue hope. The Broadway Bridge took me up and over the river and coasted me into downtown, where gutter punks and junkies fringed the nineteenth-century buildings of Old Town. Outside Artifacts I locked my bike to a telephone pole studded with staples and wet layers of flyers. I was late, but the store was still dark. I unlocked the front door and flipped on the lights. Paintings hung all the way to the ceiling in a tall, boxy space full of vintage furniture. Living rooms and dining rooms and bedrooms with no walls. Former lives arranged to sell. I wound through the store, turning on every lamp.

“Hey, kid.”

My surprise sent me fumbling into a gaunt Swedish vase that I barely caught in time. “Ted! You’re here,” I said stupidly.

My boss stood in the doorway to the back room, tall and rumpled in his zip-up fleece and Levi’s. He popped a tablet of nicotine gum out of its foil backing. “I had to get the van. Early estate sale.” He tapped the top of his head. “Forget something?”

I peered at his close-cropped salt-and-pepper hair. “Did you get a haircut?”

“Jesus. Maybe you should keep that thing on for your own safety.”

“Oh.” I lifted off my bike helmet and ran a hand through my smashed hair. “Whoops. Not enough coffee. I was up late.”

He raised a predatory eyebrow. “Oh, really.” Ted loved vicarious thrills. Especially lesbian ones. I had learned to uphold a solid firewall and mete out just enough personal information to allow for both collegial bond and professional distance. “And what were you up to?” he asked hopefully.

“Can’t tell you.” My standard fallback: “Gay secret.” And how, I thought.

He cackled. “Go get us coffee,” he said, slapping two dollars down on the counter. “And watch the breakables on the way out.”

At seven bucks an hour, I couldn’t afford the stuff I helped sell, even with the employee discount. Even with the record-store job on weekdays and the letterpress gigs. But it was steady work, the part-time stability all of us sought or settled for. The Artifacts job paid for my house rent and my share of the letterpress studio. The record-store job covered utilities and first crack at the incoming used CDs—we all considered music a necessary expense then. The letterpress gigs varied month to month and determined the quality of my groceries and whether I could order PBR or well whiskey. One cracked plate on the job could wipe six hours out of my paycheck, as I knew all too well.

At the coffee shop around the corner, I ordered two coffees from the girl with the deer eyes and cropped hair and Joan of Arc tattoo. As usual, she paid me little notice. Meena had intel that the coffee girl was straight—one of those girls who affects andro queer chic and looks heartbreakingly good in it but actually only dates men. We resented this kind of girl. It was hard enough as it was without these decoys jacking up false hope, jamming the gaydar.

Back at work I moved slowly, tried not to break things. I busied myself dusting everything like a hungover housewife. A couple of customers came in, stroked the arms of Eames chairs, expressed desire without conviction, imagined their lives with this sofa or that table, and left. I couldn’t fault them—I did it too. I would love a credenza, a painting, a lamp, and watch it for weeks and plan where it could go in my house, a luminous beautiful thing among the battered street finds and left-behind furniture, until a real person with real money came and took it home.

Summer shouldered through the door with a jingle at three that afternoon. Her cherry-red hair was pulled into a high knot and she wore a gray jacket with a huge fluffy faux-fur collar, like a giant squirrel tail pillowing her neck. She threw her sacklike purse down on a couch and curled up next to it. “What’d I miss?” Summer had grown up in Tennessee and Boston and her speech was curiously inflected by both accents—part drawl, part bark.

“No feet on the couch,” I said. “It’s a Knoll.”

She moved her boots to the Conant Ball coffee table. I started to chide and she said, “Just kidding!” and put them on the floor.

“If Ted sees you he’ll kill you,” I said. “I take it back, he’ll kill me. Actually, you’re in a different kind of trouble if Ted sees you. I’m afraid you’re his type.”

She waved it away. “I dance for Ted every night.”

I pictured the money Ted wasn’t paying me landing at Summer’s feet. “Seriously?”

“No. Maybe. I don’t know. Close enough. How was the show? I am so mad I missed it.”

“Loud,” I said. “Good turnout.” I felt my chin throb.

“You have a funny look on your face.”

My pulse sped up. I couldn’t tell her, not here. “I’m sort of breaking out on my chin?”

“I meant you’ve got this weird expression.”

I picked up a spray bottle and started to wipe at an invisible spot on the counter, chin tilted as far into my neck as it could go. “Oh. Well. Flynn was there.”

“Ah. Did you talk to her?”

“I only saw her from afar.” I rolled my eyes. “Leather pants? Really?”

Summer laughed agreeably and studied my face, which I instantly lowered. “Seriously, are you okay?” she said. “You look kind of flushed.”

“Hangover,” I mumbled.

Summer excavated a vial of ibuprofen and half a bottle of Diet Coke from the depths of her bag and graciously set them before me. “Buck up before family dinner. You look like hell.”

I froze. “Family dinner!”

“You forgot.”

“I didn’t forget. I just forgot it was tonight.”

“Uh-huh. I’m headed to Nature’s. Need anything?”

“No, I’m on it.”

I was totally not.

Family dinner happened once a month and rotated from house to house. A half dozen of us pulled together a big meal and cleared a whole evening for it. Flynn used to come, but in the breakup, I got to keep family dinner. Clearly I needed it more. Or maybe Flynn had started a new family dinner crew. There was a lot I didn’t know.

Like what, and how, I was going to pull together for tonight.

When Ted came back an hour before closing, I told him I wasn’t feeling well. He looked at my face and believed me. “Get on home, kid,” he said, and with guilty relief, I did.

On the way home, I stopped by the record store. I’d forgotten to sign my time sheet and I couldn’t afford to delay my two-figure paycheck. It was a minor shop, a modest closet compared to Jackpot or Music Millennium or Crocodile, but it was a solid little neighborhood joint with an equal mix of vinyl and CDs, and where a clerk didn’t have to be an encyclopedia, just an enthusiast.

The new guy in his black knit beanie was slitting open long boxes of new CDs and paid me no attention at all—off duty, I was a girl in a record store, the ignorable class—until I said hello. Still, I glanced over at him twice before I surreptitiously pulled the Cold Shoulder record out of the C section.

On the back cover was a snapshot of the band’s practice space, some basement walled with a grid of mattresses, cluttered with gear. The singer-guitarist stood in the foreground, of course, looking directly at the lens even as he played; the bassist slouched behind him. Ryan sat at his drum kit, on whose bass head he had traced a two-headed calf, with one stick raised, the other a pale blur. His hair was shorter in this picture, falling forward over his eyes, and his head was turned slightly to the side. He had a good mouth. I drew the cover closer to peer at the grainy shadow of his jaw. The skin looked rougher there.

My fingers were sweating, slippery on the shrink-wrap. I rang myself up and slid the record into a flat brown paper bag, plain and anonymous as an envelope addressed to no one.

The house was quiet and dim, the last of the afternoon light slanting low across the dusty floor. I made myself a tahini and banana sandwich and took it to my bedroom, where the record player squatted atop a scratched teak dresser. The dog followed me in and sat down unprompted, tail wagging, ears perked. When I reached to pet her she ducked.

“You want my sandwich, not my love.” I tore off a strip of crust and tossed it to her. “At least you’re honest about it.”

I pierced the sleeve’s plastic membrane with my thumbnail and slit it along the edge, and the inky record slid smoothly out. I’d seen the Cold Shoulder play before, but I hadn’t paid close attention. It was one of those times when Flynn was acting slightly askew; she had sent me out for a night With My Own Friends, because it would be Good For Me, and the effort of shoving my unease to the back of my mind had clouded my ability to focus on much else, including the bands I stood watching without hearing.

The needle announced itself with a staticky thump as I set it down on the circling record, cut into a jagged guitar riff, and then the whole trio kicked in, lean and artfully ragged around the edges. It wasn’t the kind of music I usually listened to. I liked distortion, a girl holler or a voice with a rough edge, the blur and bleed of excess noise. Music that abraded in order to soothe. Music that wouldn’t sound good as background music, music you would never hear played in a store. The Cold Shoulder was tight and melodic, almost . . . professional. I paid attention to the drums. Ryan hit hard but eschewed excess—no bombast or wild fills or ringing crash, but a taut, puncturing beat. I turned up the volume and lay on the hard wooden floor on my back.

This was my favorite way to listen to music, and the only way to meet a brand-new record. On your back on the floor, you don’t just hear the music, you feel it. Your whole body listens.

The first time I experienced this it was accidental. It was back in central Nebraska, in the farmhouse where I grew up. My parents had left for a weekend tractor show in Lincoln with my brother, my older sister was at college, my little sister had gone to a friend’s house, and they had let me stay home alone; I was seventeen and a Good Kid.

I invited my best friend, Sarah, to spend the night, and Sarah brought along her cousin Zoe, who was a year older and visiting from Minneapolis. Zoe had dyed her choppily bobbed hair black but still had white-blond roots, eyebrows, and eyelashes, plus pale golden freckles; it was an unearthly effect. The words GIRL BOMB were written on her knuckles in Sharpie. To Sarah and me, Zoe seemed very cosmopolitan, so sure of herself. We lived in a world of sugar beet fields and hog farms, a town with two bars and five churches and one restaurant, called Restaurant; our junior class had thirty-two people in it. A few kids would parrot their parents’ grumbling about the new influx of migrant workers who came to work the fields and a nearby meatpacking plant, but if I protested they would assure me they didn’t mean people like my family (our last name, Morales, came from my Mexican-born grandfather, who’d died when my dad was twelve); occasionally someone would ask me how to say something in Spanish, which neither I nor my siblings knew after three generations of assimilation and a high school foreign-language curriculum that offered only beginning German. We all went to youth group on Wednesdays and church on Sundays, and the only thing to do on weekends was sit in our houses or stand around in the gas station parking lot or go get wasted at a gravel pit. Zoe, however, had a fake ID that got her into shows, she spent her free time in record stores and bookstores, she wrote a zine called Catfight. She wore boys’ boxers and a translucent ribbed tank top to sleep in, and she had brought with her a crate of records. Sarah conked out around midnight, but Zoe and I were still wide awake, so we took the crate to the living room for a listening party.

We settled into the gap between the sofa and the stereo, a passage two feet wide where the hardwood floor was bare.

“Have you heard this before?” said Zoe, pulling out the album Sister by Sonic Youth.

“All I’ve heard by them is Goo,” I said, feeling very young. I had not actually heard Goo either, just of it. I hoped that was enough. “Is that a new one?”

“Oh, no,” said Zoe with a knowing laugh. “This is from, like, five years ago. It’s way better than their new stuff.” She put it on and turned up the volume so that before the music even started the vinyl crackled like a distant storm. Then the drumbeat thundered in so loud and sure my breath caught, and Zoe smiled with approval. Boom-boom-BOOM-boom-boom-boom-BOOM, and then a knowing, insistent guitar stepped in, a nodding bass line followed it, and I closed my eyes. This music sounded dissonant and wrong but it sounded so right I could hardly believe it. Yet I did believe, totally, instantly.

I felt Zoe’s mouth on mine and we toppled to the floor.

My back hit the boards and at once everything sounded and felt different. Through the wood that was once alive and whose internal structure remembered it, the waves of the sound traveled through my shoulder blades and torso and bare feet, through Zoe’s knees straddling me and her palms flat on the floor beside my shoulders, and through, it seemed, Zoe’s mouth moving in time with mine. I felt the sound with my whole body, discordant and delicate and harsh and beautiful, pulsing with a trapped urgency I recognized in myself—a sound like chasing and being chased, never catching nor being caught.

Jesus had a twin who knew nothing about sin, the voice chant-sang. She was laughing like crazy at the trouble I’m in.

We kissed and kissed, and as the needle circled the fading feedback of side one, Zoe ran a finger along my drawstring waistband. I ached with want, but I worried that if I traversed that border I would never be able to cross back. “Not yet,” I whispered.

“Are you sure?”

“Next time.”

The player’s arm lifted and swung back to rest. “Okay,” Zoe said, “next time,” and got up to flip the record. We made out until the second side ended, and then, dazed and high on each other, went to my bedroom. Zoe got into the bed with her cousin and I slid into the sleeping bag on the floor. She hung her arm over the side and we held hands until we fell asleep.

In the morning when we woke, my hand was resting on the floor and Zoe’s was folded up near her chest.

We never told Sarah. Or anyone.

After Zoe and Sarah left the next day, I went back into the living room. The sunlight poured through the windows and I couldn’t believe it was the same sunlight as before, the same home. The whole house looked different.

I carried the sweet ache of my secret for months. I would write letters to Zoe, but not too often, and managed to stop myself from spilling forth Come back here, come over, please kiss me again; I didn’t want to sound desperate. I pored over each new issue of Zoe’s zine, searching for clues about myself, or other girls, but it was mostly Riot Grrrl politics and show reviews and critiques of punk boys and pro-girl manifestos; Zoe wrote about girls in general, but not any girl in particular, no anecdote of listening to Sonic Youth with a girl she’d discovered stranded in a tiny nothing town three hours from Lincoln. How desperately I wanted to see that story written. Next time never came; I had blown it, forever, I worried, and now I was trapped on the wrong side of that border, all alone.

The more I fell in love with Zoe—or the idea of Zoe, Zoe in print—the more I realized that the feeling was not a new arrival but a part of me awakened, like sap stirring under bark. And that in all the miles and miles of green fields stretching toward the horizon as far as I could see from the end of our driveway, there was not a single place for that feeling to exist, except inside me.

So I kept it locked safely within, while on the outside I made myself so good it hurt. While my classmates fought with their parents and defied their curfews and drank and smoked and had sex, I dared not join them. The rebellion inside me was far worse. My friends would eventually get it out of their systems and settle down, maybe even here, but I would never do the one thing my parents unequivocally expected of me from the moment I was born: replicate them. No boyfriends brought home to dinner. No giddy phone call of I’ve got good news. No showers, no dance at the VFW, no headlines for the family Christmas letter. They would never give me away at the end of an aisle; I was not theirs for the giving.

Theirs was not the kind of God who was flexible about such things.

My strategy: to bide my time and stockpile as much favor as I could, to make up for or brace for the life to come. I attended youth group and Sunday school, scored straight A’s, joined every plausible extracurricular, won scholarships to every school I applied to, babysat and saved the growing pile of cash in my underwear drawer, went to prom with a boy named Sam, cleaned my plate, fed the chickens and collected their eggs at dawn without complaint. My room was always spotless so my mother would never have cause to clean it and turn up something she might question. Behind my bedroom door, I read Catfight and other zines Zoe sent me. I mail-ordered the albums they wrote about, and then more from the photocopied catalogs that came tucked inside those records’ sleeves, a world of ever-branching underground tunnels. In a decoy journal at my bedside I sketched brief descriptions of my day, petty social squabbles and funny accidents and idle musings; but deep in my bookshelves I hid my real journal, which I nonetheless wrote in a coded diction, changing or avoiding pronouns, shifting into third person as if I were making up stories about someone else. I listened to my music on my Discman with headphones so the raucous noise was mine alone, and at night when I couldn’t sleep I crept down behind the couch, plugged my headphones into the stereo system, and lay on my back on the floor.

My parents never heard a note.

On my last night in Nebraska, I stood at the end of the driveway, where the mailbox nodded toward the dark, dark country roads. The tall house stood alone in a cluster of trees, an island in an ocean of sugar beets, lit like a ship.

Good-bye, Nebraska. Good-bye, wide black sky. Good-bye, velvet humidity of the summer night air. Good-bye, pulsing cricket drone. Good-bye, fireflies.

Hello, moss, rain, towering firs, bridges, fickle skies, girls, life.

The Cold Shoulder song hit the bridge and it was a predictable but good one—it did exactly what a bridge can do, take a step sideways and shamelessly yank the listener’s heart with it, and I let it yank mine for a moment. The feeling was familiar but I couldn’t tell if it was the bridge or the song itself. Surely they had played it that night when I had half listened to them perform. I imagined if someone had tapped me on the shoulder and leaned in to whisper, Guess who in this room you’ll kiss in six months, and pointed out . . . the drummer? of the Cold Shoulder? I would have guffawed or thrown a drink in that person’s face, depending on their gender.

Actually, I would have said, You have the wrong person. I’m with Flynn.

And this prescient person might have looked around and said, But is Flynn with you?

Not at this moment she isn’t.

Exactly.

At that point, I might have cut out and gone home; I might have found the house dark and locked, Flynn out for the night; I might have found the house lighted and locked, and Flynn tangling with someone in our bed. Vivian?

But I had stayed through the show, stubbornly clung to my illusion of a life partner, gotten thoroughly drunk, and come home with whiskey on my tongue and a lump in my throat to a girlfriend who was sound asleep, flat on her stomach on the far side of the bed, unrousable.

The third Cold Shoulder song was under way when I lifted the needle and the record slowed to a stop. They were a fine band, solid, good, unlikely to become huge but who knew these days? Forgettable local bands had become national hits. You never know what other people will love.

I got up off the floor, a little wobbly still, and dusted off my back. Dinner was at Meena’s in two hours and I hadn’t even gone to the store yet. The last thing I wanted to do was let the family down.





Family Dinner

BECAUSE MOST OF THE TIME WE LIVED ON BROCCOLI AND tofu, beans and rice, grilled cheese and spaghetti, the point of family dinner was complex recipes, a luxurious if temporary abundance, and a what’s-told-here-stays-here policy. There was also a no-lentils policy, unless we were cooking Indian. Call it a potluck and you would be banished to a purple bungalow on Hawthorne Boulevard for an infinite drum circle—we were not potluck wimmin.

Lawrence held up her offering: “This is a three-dollar bottle of wine but it tastes like a five-dollar bottle of wine.” We cheered. Tonight there were six of us: Meena, Lawrence, Summer, and me, plus our friends Robin and Topher. Robin, an ex-girlfriend of Meena’s who had long ago transitioned to inner-circle friend, wore her dark hair in a high pony atop her head and drew her eyebrows on with a black kohl pencil every morning. She regularly hit the Goodwill bins and reconstituted secondhand rejects into dresses that slunk over her lush fat curves like couture. Topher, our token gay male friend, was slight and fair and clever, with an easy rapid-fire laugh that made him terrific fun to watch movies with. He and Lawrence swapped thrifted sweaters and experimental novels.

We assembled at the Manor, Meena’s house on Southeast Yamhill. With the settlement from a car accident in high school that left Meena’s right temple flecked with glass scars, she’d bought a half-wrecked 1910 duplex and taught herself how to renovate it. We’d all spread grout or pried up carpet or patched drywall there at some point. She rented out the first side she finished and moved into the other side, where one room or another was always skeletal and piled with construction materials. She had nearly finished the kitchen—all but the floor, which was still screwed-down plywood boards—and tonight was its close-enough christening.

I’d been assigned salad but remembered this only when I showed up with three apologetic pints of ice cream, my fingerprints denting their frosty sides.

“Where is your brain?” said Summer. “I thought I was the irresponsible one.”

“Under the bar at La Luna,” I said. My hand flew to my abraded chin.

“Nothing wrong with two desserts,” Topher said, ladling a thin, pale batter into a pan. “My virgin dosa voyage might be a shipwreck.” Meena stepped over to seize the ladle. Summer was sinking shards of lacy caramel brittle into the frosting of a layer cake. We were always telling her to just go be a chef, but the money and hours were so miserable that she always ended up back on the pole, where the cash was abundant and forthright. “Either way I’m dancing for someone,” she once said. “Might as well get paid for it.”

We crowded in elbow-cozy around Meena’s candlelit table with our tattered but golden dosas. Topher bemoaned his ever-slim romantic luck, and we offered the usual sympathy and affirmations. Gay Portland was inexplicably and deeply gender-segregated and Topher’s immersion in womankind didn’t earn him any points at the Silverado. Summer was working on a new issue of her zine, Boner Killer, about egregious strip club patrons. Robin had started an apprenticeship at a tattoo studio and offered to practice on us. (Me: “Sharpie only.” Summer: “Sure, I’ll take another.”) Lawrence was suffering a male colleague who wanted to go “cruising for chicks” together. Team Dresch was on the verge of breaking up and Meena was taking it hard. The Gold Stars were supposed to tour with them.

“Do you ever get the feeling you’re a year too late?” Meena said.

“Homocore is over,” Lawrence said.

“It is not,” Meena said, and manufactured three reasons it was not, one of which was the Gold Stars themselves. She ought to have been a lawyer. But Lawrence was right—it was 1998 and the movement was aging out, the way Riot Grrrl had already been on the wane by the time I made it to Portland, only stragglers and a few half bottles left at the party. You wanted to be part of something, and we were—we just weren’t sure what. Our own time had an end-of-the-decade, end-of-the-century melancholy. The electric feeling of being on the cusp—we wanted to know that again.

I aired my own problems with the Lesbian Mafia and the art show a committee of us were attempting to stage. Depending on which committee member you talked to, it was either a lesbian art show or an art show of lesbian artists. Or was it a queer art show or an art show of queer artists? The distinctions had caused hour-long arguments, tears and yelling, accusations of hegemony, and an e-mail chain hundreds deep.

We kept the conversation respectable through dinner, but with dessert came our favorite dish: gossip, that deceptively delicious idle viciousness that, like any intoxicant, you wake up ruing the next day. We were our own TV channel, our own weekly drama. We were a secret handshake, an extended family, a common enemy. The plots were thick.

Tonight, Summer offhandedly mentioned her concerns about our acquaintance M. Why? we asked, all friendly worry. Summer strongly self-identified as a Trusted Confidante, but she could not resist the call to tell a good story, whether it was her own or not. The story’s benefit to our collective wisdom always won out over individual privacy. Her trademark gossip style was to bring up something she’d learned in confidence, minus a couple of identifying details, under the guise of important processing, a community problem to be solved, a case study that could enrich our collective self-knowledge.

“She just seems to be having sort of an intense time recently,” Summer said, lingering on the N’s. What did she know, what did she know? We each called up whatever meager intelligence we had about M, and Summer nodded knowingly, distantly. We had clearly failed to give her anything new. “Never mind,” she said. “That’s all.” But we knew there was more. She was fat with it. We egged her on, she resisted obligingly, and then she set her elbows on the table and locked her fingers under her chin. “I can’t really give any details,” she began. But M had been on the left-behind end of a middle-of-the-night bed-hop with someone who was also sleeping with her own housemate’s girlfriend. Instantly we set to guessing like jackals upon a fresh carcass, ripping away fur until we found the wound and gorged ourselves on thrilled outrage.

This mark would stay on the girl’s record for years. The way we gossiped, there was no statute of limitations. The fucked-up thing you said at a Riot Grrrl meeting in 1992 could be revived as evidence in 1998. Our institutional memory was indelible—perhaps in the absence of any official institutional record of queer girl lives. We archived each other through an endless oral history, telling and retelling, anecdote into history into lore. And yet: you couldn’t write anyone off, or out of the story, because our numbers were not all that huge. If no one ever slept with anyone’s ex, if missteps and bad behavior disqualified people for life, we would all soon be single and sexless. So we condemned, censured, and kept on coupling in new and used configurations.

Given all I knew, Flynn and Vivian should not have surprised me, but still I couldn’t believe it. These friends around the table, this family—I would have found them one way or another, but it was Vivian who first brought me in. Who made me, we used to joke.

I was a week shy of eighteen when I arrived at Reed College. Here, instead of being the queer girl invisible to the straights, I found myself the queer girl who was invisible to the queers, still so Midwestern, my dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, new sneakers, jeans from the department store. Most of my fellow freshmen arrived in band T-shirts and Doc Martens and haircuts I had never even considered a possibility, as if they’d already taken AP Cool I and II at their suburban magnet schools. They walked right past me.

I looked for the Riot Grrrls I’d read about in zines, but the local chapter had already closed up shop. A heart-pounding visit to the orientation-week meeting of the gay student group yielded a hangout and then a date with a junior named Siri, who showed up at the proposed coffee shop in a long skirt and hiking boots and a deadly little hat. Siri had sunny freckles and had already bought tickets to the Melissa Etheridge concert coming in December. She took me to a party off Division Street that was not only students but adult lesbians. I had still hardly met any lesbians my own age, much less an adult of the species, and the house was packed. These lesbians were pros, labrys-bearers with full libraries of everything woman-on-woman written since the seventies. I ran my finger over the spines of books named Lesbian/Woman and Daughters of a Coral Dawn and the complete works of Elana Dykewomon and miles of mystery paperbacks. Purple was everywhere: the front door, the blouses, the frames of eyeglasses, the collar of the cat inevitably named Luna. The place had a warm, herbal smell. It was a house where I would have liked to curl up in the afternoon and take a long nap.

But it was evening and lesbians were everywhere. Siri was utterly at home, stocked with knowing laughs, pausing to sing along to a favorite righteous line in the background music. I sat on a hard dining chair in the living room and tried to interact competently, my voice oddly strangled. All this herstory. I was so far behind. The magnitude of the studies I’d need to do loomed over me. I was in another kind of church. I missed, for the first time, Nebraska, where at least I knew the terrain and how to make my way through a conversation.

At the bus stop Siri turned to me and tilted her chin down coyly. A pit formed in my stomach. It was my second chance ever to kiss a girl, and I couldn’t do it. I gave her a quick hug and said, “Thanks so much, see you at the next meeting.” And scurried onto my bus. I glanced back as it pulled away. A breeze had picked up, and Siri stood there with one hand holding her hat to her head, the other hanging uncertainly at her side. I gave an apologetic wave, and her hand rose as if it were tied to a deflating balloon.

Maybe I’m not cut out to be lesbian after all, I thought. Maybe I had just loved Zoe, a fluke. Lonesomeness belted my heart. I went back to my dorm room and put on my headphones and lay on the floor, thin carpet over concrete, a surface that had never lived. The Discman rested on my chest, spinning inside.

Then in October, on the way back from a trip to Goodwill with my roommate, I was carrying a bag full of boy-sized T-shirts and acrylic cardigans and corduroys—an attempt to step away from my past by wearing someone else’s—when I heard a girl screaming at the other end of the hall. We both stopped. The drums kicked in. It was a record. It sounded terrible and fantastic, raw, pissed. My roommate made a face.

“I’m going to go check on that,” I said.

“Tell them to turn it down,” said the roommate, a psych major from Wisconsin who res life had thought would be a good match. It wasn’t really their fault. Sitting at my parents’ kitchen table, I had accidentally filled out the form for their Andrea instead of the real one. Oops.

I followed the sound to an ajar door at the end of the hall, and knocked.

“Come in,” said an alto voice, and the door opened to a girl kneeling on the floor with scissors and a long navy slip.

“This music—” I started.

“Oh, sorry, is it bothering you? I didn’t realize the door was open. I can turn it down.”

“No! No, it’s not bothering me. I think it’s great. I wanted to ask what it was.”

The girl sat back on her heels and smiled. “That would be Blatz. I’m Vivian. Shut the door.” She craned her chin forward. “What do you have in that bag?”

Vivian was nineteen and her world extended way beyond campus. School had defined my whole life thus far, but it didn’t for the girls Vivian knew—some had graduated, some had left, some had never gone, and it didn’t really matter. All of us were refugees of the nuclear family and its fallout, and some, like me, still embedded secret agents in our homes of origin but full citizens here. It was the world I’d glimpsed in Zoe’s zines times one hundred, and real. Girls cut their own hair, built bikes, silkscreened T-shirts, taught each other self-defense, formed bands on the spot, and did not hesitate to turn up the volume. I had read some of their zines before and it made me shy, to know them but not to be
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