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As a gender queer person, I believe that nonbinary / trans

voices and experiences deserve to be amplified. We urgently

need more representation. Therefore, I created this zine that

consists of quotes from interviews I conducted with NB
individuals, my drzlwings of them, and poems | have written
that reflect my crans identity. The goal of this project is to

educate people about the nonbinary experience, and to

promote adv for trans l'lghls.
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My little girl worried home was her uterus.
She was green with lilac fairy dust

on chapped lips,

and sensitive moons tangled in her curls
like spider eggs.

Her way of talking like a wise cat,

words like whiskers and chipped molars
scared the playground

until jump ropes were corpses in sand.

She ate the earth and was teased for it.

She teased the girls back,

the girls who wouldn’t swallow dirt.

My little girl let eucalyptus bloom in her stomach.

My little boy knew home was his brain.
But nobody neticed him.
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I am finally in the fog amongst extinct creatures.
Frolicking with mammoths

and drinking sparkling condensation

from their hooves.

Wiping tears off the beaks of weeping dodos,
and smoking lavender as we reminisce

on our memories of pre-extincion.

The eucalyptus from years ago

grew tall and sturdy, :
proudly looming above metaphors about the sky.
Beyond the limit, beyond the uterus.

My roots have swollen out of the soil,

for they were claustrophobic,

and now they spiral around heavy clouds.
I am vines hurling rain from my grey tips,
and my little girl knows home

is nothing below her neck.

My little boy was noticed.

I am home where I have germinated.
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"~ iterally perceive and feel transplhobic wicro-
aaaressions from those aroungime. A prime
example is when I'm at the arocerystore, and
'l see this Gewny X/Millenwvia ~arent &
Audamental look, followed B

vy

words to their kids, “come e e sweetiﬂi_ b_te safe, ..
stay by my side.” | hear 1: phrase Q often and
L are you so affvaid of?"

1 think to myself, wha

"One thina that annoys me is how we're:
Aust (abeled as havina, a disorder, and
that's wihy we're in this situation.
Althouah 1 continue to combat mental
health issues ['ve had all my life, 1 find my
- peace with my idewvtity to be wmore
. liberatina, heale traumas 1 could

3 "
. - a 30 ve

iiFror, there are moments wherel hear )

"I'd realized that 1'd beewn experimenting with femme

expression already, but I'd never considered that 1 B - ctive wices i b pac, S _
was aender queer to that extent, rather Aust a man e the same hurtful thinas that 1 read™
messina around. Then immediately, 1 started IOES comment on social media. Tlaen time
uhlockina all these trauma doors from my past, ' 385es and 1 look at a photo of W‘L‘ﬂge‘{: from \/"
voticing how many moments in my (fe prevevted me ok é(ie'lf‘ic— day and 1 say, “Owma that pic is I
from findina, muself at an earlier time; my father b

hidina, my favorite femme clothing items from me; my
childihood ex-friends consistently usina homophobic
[anauvaae; my boy friends calling me a **"



Buﬂfeel your sku; ammdmybones
and the way your earrinﬂank like broken church bells
- summoning the devil.
You are a form of pretty they could only find :
- nuzzled in the craters of the moon.
You write me poems, and I write you back -
but no one sees them but me.
We tickle the bathwater until we love ourselves,
until we bloom like the lone flower in winter,
a carcass that breathes.

So I love you i
Xﬁd ¥ lovebyou for splatting my brain on paper ¢
and letting the world decode it. 1




"I would describe my style as maximalist and eclectic.
For a while, I felt trapped into presenting more masculine
in order to justity my queerness. But recently, T've just
started to wear what I like (dangling earrings, bright
colors, sweaters, pants) and I couldn't care less whether
I'm perceived as more feminine or masculine.
It's liberating.” :

hatred with dysphoria. T remember hating the way my bodye
changed during puberty, but T thought that all younger teens
must teel this way. I also remember being jealous of the boys
in my class for their voices dropping and their facial hair, but
T didn't think much of this jealousy at the time. My entire lite

has been Sprinkled with moments of dysphoria. More 5o,
recently, atter I've come to terms with myidentity. Every
time I am misgendered in public, T have a little moment of

wronghess inside myself.”

Labeling my identity has been much more of an arduous
process. For one, I did not know that being transgender was
even a possibility until high school. T didn’t meet an out hon-
birary person until T was fourteen. T think that if I had
access to the terminology T would have identified as non-
binary when I was much Yyounger, but since T was sorely
missing that representation in my life, it took me until the age
of eighteen to {ully discover myself.




Aggravated by some sort of storm

she pulses, J
not woman nor sand.

I can’t tell, these days, what

woman looks like

or what her soft, seagrass stomach

should feel like in my palm

‘moving between the lines that tell me when I'll die - 4

- I mean, dictating my life. I shouldn’t

ask these questions.

What is a 'ﬁroman if not fluid
that drips through our fingers

‘and finds its way back under the waves,

gazing up, sea glass eyes, at mother planet?
Who will touch me again?

Who decides what body I will have

now. And in what hands.

Who is a woman if not malleable?
This feels nice -

Imagine, pale turquoise aquarium silk
that never struggles

or fights

or snags on jagged fingernails.

This is woman.,

No,

is this living? Is this
a mammal’s biography - or the unborn eggs

ofa pblluted grandmother shark,
" neck tied in plastic,

or is this a shell abandoned on the beach?
Is this the right kind of solidity?

. I'f;'_ Not Ocean

I was a victim of the amygdala,
tongue outstretched to catch cyanide like raindrops,
my eyes spiraling compasses searching for
the North Star.
I think this is how poetry first kidnapped me.
My tearful brain grew tight blonde curls
in a mohawk formation,
more puffy hair blooming each time I babbled a story.
L would call mama into my bedroom at 3 am,
in? kmg aby body cocooned in a closet,
ell hernt ) transcribe my words on post it notes
her msﬁ)n went blank

‘and the only sense in the universe was the sound of my bossy voice

aping each law into a stanza,
each government nﬁo illegible p

1ess was always
and stale like

hov .Iknewthatonlf
could esmbe thls feehng




‘I never gave

‘| didn't have a problem with my queerness or with
women loving women - | really didn’t. Then came the
epiphany — | don’t identity with being a woman!! |t
was like wearing a sweater that was way too many
times too small - and on top of that it was wool -
d | was allergic to wool. So freakin uncomfortable!
was like," so now what?" - | knew | didn’t identif
as a woman or a lesbian - but | also didn’t identif
wholeheartedly as a man - so again | was faced wit
the question - “who am 12" or “what am |?”

These are questions | continue to face while in a

constant state of becoming. | have often found
language and identity to be liberating - quickly
ollowed by limiting - and just like the shampoo bottle

says - “rinse and repeat.”

re many times |
wanted vite all the

challenge:



QAN owner of all

i " held in the bac.k of a police car - needless to say |

avoided going to the bathroom and had many physical
problems as a result of “holding it" too much.”
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I am a newborn in this city E / }
as I wander past missing cat signs
and tinfoil wrapped cannabis
between blackened gum and pigeon shit.
Feeling hair sprout like moss on my scalp
as I inhale distant cigarette smoke,
summersault on sidewalk squares drenched in piss
and I giggle.
The kind of giggle that is only cute
on a baby.
I am perched upon stacks of people
rummaging in their tiny, cluttered kitchens
or crafting loft beds out of tattered blankets A
or using checkered boxer shorts to block the leak in the ceillng
We are one apartment

that hu,gs itself in spearmint painted bricks, ! ,51
Ty tmg the neighbors scurrying . g __
in andmut the deors. -
! _I ve witched my nose grow in the lobby mirror, s = =
cﬂ“?ny knees metamorphos:ze B < Ny,

V.4 dﬁt’fn tender and crawling -

“t6 mobile and scarred. : -
% My lungs were raised | between threads in the bloodstamed carpet
r"i _r metallic saliva and wood chips, ' =
each': speckle‘éf soil ol my: neck formmg permanent mole e ___'_-

e




" This city is a dirty yet iridescent wart e - ' 7 Whike I can be authentic as the alphabet ®. '*
' on the polluted, voluptuous body of the earth. . e slipping from the city’s tongue like poetry. ‘ ¥

- I've never questioned why I live here k- - ) ‘ I know your mother,
___on the top floor gazing down like a pigeon o o P i ‘ dusting her cheekbones in her sheltered vanity,
*" at families teetering in the bakery line ). T ‘ would not aptj) e of w
and cars slicing the headlights off other cars =g r : Or who I am\ h
like fruit. o 2 oA She would scowl @i
""We let yogurt and granola ferment on our tongues, TN —— " . tomatch the!

crafting faerie villages in our breakfast bowls Ay at
as we watch queers birthed by raindrops = . Butin thiscitym {
drizzle down the crosswalk in leather coats, h ¥\ creatively weird as street.a

their lively voices snaking their way through our window pane. : and valuables
I've never wished I was somewhere else. The unearthed worn

Somewhere where the streets are lined with pointed rich houses nd the st'unnqd h

veiled in baby pink

and white. _ A 4 .; d me here.

Where pompous noses are upturned and eyes look away. . E So ' ask in the mystic fog,
Pristine, safe, quiet. : my e damp from Dolores Par]
Where they live. el an ill qlmfb my stairs

I would rather take the crowded 33 bus
back to where the bus stop glass is shattered in
glimmering polygons, Naass:
where I can politely greet the pigeons good morning e s ¥ unnl I turn to condensation on:
and hear music shaking its hips through car windows. &l i '
I would rather exist under faded yet thriving pride flags o

and tiptoe across barren medians

with no socks on during evening rain.

This is where stories are collected like butterflies.
Where the people have holograpluc hair



"What feels most important fo me about sharing my nonbinary identity
is for other people to feel inspired to rethink. what gender is to them,
based on seeing me fry every day to be generous and fluid with my own
gender and understanding of self. | hope for people to know there is no
“one way" to be nonbinary, or fo look nonbinary, and that being non
binary is not a “third gendler” or an “in between” gender, but something

more expansive, indefinable, limitless, and ever-changing."

"If's 50 exciting fo me to see how much more representation and acceptance

there is for younger generations regarding gender, and it inspires me fo
continue fo analyze, play, and grow my own understanding of my gender as a
non binary/frans person in my 30s. | feel grateful to never feel static. It

"

pushes me to be the person | want fo be each day.

"Experimenting with clothing and finding clothes that give me g
is occasionally frustrating, but it is also so fun. Showing off your
and sense of self through clothing feels sly, sweet, and powerfu
myself each time | try a new way of presentation, or thrift a new piece ¢
clothing that really excites me."

"|'ve heard negative stereotypes that a nonbinary idenﬁfy is ‘fake”, and that
people who identify as such are looking for attention or wanting fo feel special.
It's unfortunate people feel this way. | have been aware, on some level, that |
did not identify as a woman or man, a girl or a boy, since | was a very small

child. I wasn't given words or opportunities to really express this or
undlerstand it until much later in my life. "

"I love being a shapeshifter, a sprite, and a jester. | love being free fo be one
way one day and another way another day. | love to disrupt expect: tions of
existing ideas of masculinity and femininity. | love to play with mase and

to write and talk about being non binary with my friendls and u
their experience is similar and different to my-own.,"l



have we changed?

_ They used to be like you,

; you felt like more of a gn'l 1 an .
® You could taste the estrogen inyeur sahva

back when their brushed onyx curls ®e oy 3
|  were strangled into a ponytail, R4 g they fvante

and their lips were drenched in mghtgo 1 ael e Wasito t_aste 5 too_,_k_c e .

gloss. B e But their queerness tangled the chords in your throat,
| They had braces that cut their gums. » painted you colors you loathed to see in the

L so when they smiled you laughed i ". = so you chipped yourself raw

at the blood on their teeth _ . o b4 s "m.i\ and you sliced them down to bone mamv_l
: . . ) P i I
This was when the teachers ealled them “he‘rzt g \ ‘ If:‘):lt;sk thembo . :
| i it e e
} during sleepovers where you’d criticize your reﬂectlons i T 1
1 together rip the confidence from yourv , gue

| and moan about beautiful girlhood. Their womanhood was swept away by'g
| and now they drape themselves in th

Back when you told them {h e & T
|Ra%: that they should wear thongs more often, o : :
.. that they should dress themselves in money Dok ant proteé”ti _
~rather than borrowed sweaters freckled w1th sprite under the SEREREH
stains

; and dark, faded blood.

| Told them that they weren’t thin enough.

They listened to you |

until their belly flinched each time they moved, P i
| and their thighs felt like beached whales \ Q|
| missing the way drowning felt. ' @ ) |

Your hissing words teased their eardrums
r cut them deeper than the metal on their tender gums,
! .;md you told them this was frlendshlp
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"A LOT OF PEOPLE ASSUME NONBINARY PEOPLE ALL IDENTIFY AS SOME THRD GENDER W

WHEN IN REALITY THERE IS VARIETY IN EVERY PERSON'S PERCEPTION OF THEMSELF. MY
VERSION OF * NONBINARY" IDENTITY IS THAT NONBINARY IS AN ADJECTIVE THAT |
OBJECTIVELY DESCRIBES ME AS NOT FITTING IN WITH "MAN" OR "WOMAN", BUT IS NOT A |
LABEL | IDENTIFY WITH. AS "NONBINARY" BEGINS TO BE A LABEL FORCED INTO ME, RATHER |
THAN A DESCRIPTION FOR A REJECTION OF THE DIVISION AND AESTHETICS OF GENDER, | DRIFfi
AWAY FROM IT AS A LABEL. BINARY AND NON BINARY SEEM LIKE THE NEW BINARY AND T |
MAKES ME WANNA SWEAR LIKE A SAILOR.

'
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THAT ANY AFAB'S ARE JUST WOMEN WITH INTERNALIZED SEXISM
AND THAT WE'RE ALL YOUNG PEOPLE FOLLOWING A TREND. I'D
SAY NOT WANTING TO BE DEFINED BY WOMANHOOD ISN'T ANTI-
WOMAN, IT'S JUST ABOUT DEFINING ONESELF BY WHO THEY ARE &
AS AN INDIVIDUAL. AND THE BINARY OF GENDER HURTS WOMEN
MORE THAN ANY TRANS OR NONBINARY INDIVIDUALS DO,

EXPLORING THE INS AND OUTS OF MY GENDER IDENTITY HELPS ME |
FEEL MORE CONNECTED TO MY FEMININE SIDES THAN | EVER DID |
BLINDLY FOLLOWING THE WOMANHOOD | WAS RASED TO |
ACPTRORMYSEE" & 4 |
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Iam sittingr!ﬁfg;;r} kitchen table

as I hold out my tethered palm to whomever is watching,

unveiling my throbbing stomach and unused uterus /

like an uneaten dinner on a prince’s plate.

There is blood sneaking through the crack:
droolmg from the crevices in my open ot
‘can’t decide whether :

now

) iy
Being awake is just ﬁaﬁ;her t&if ’ S o
Melancholic like the moon lmpaled by ﬁags and competition.
I am licking the scabs off my chest for breakfast,

chewing my esophagus into jam,

gazing out the kitchen window and pondering the dlfference
between the two dimensional rainy world outside
and my three dimensional body -

If we exist symbiotically
or if I am parasitic on this man-made soil, &1 o/
with millipede legs and mollusk features. g\

A woman on man-made earth, a woman meant tobe aboy
or whatever these politicians and angry family members
will allow me to be

inbetween. 4 i

The day is now rocking like a toy on its axis SR

and I am still at the kitchen table. i W
= ®

The window glass is scaly and serpent-like, dimmed

By the embarrassed sun shyly ducking behind storm clouds

I have digested my organs by now,
and they have crawled their way back into place
still chewed and bleeding from my teeth’s abuse.
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" What will tﬁis world allow me to be?
wCan I tell them that I am simply a polygon trapped
between curves and edges :
or must I reshape myself until I fit into a circle or square?,
I am melting away and forgetting which conversation '

I belong to,

unsure of whether or not there are people in my k:tchen )

or the ticking sound of my thoughts 2
berating me from the outside.
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~ in the eyes of the moon, hldmg away
* behind the city lights andwebetic. bulldmgs I am from:.
, _-the spark that feasts on the — " ;
' gap forming between my mind-and my body
do not recognize yet can see injumbled pixels. I that
" wandered among the static confusion’in my.eyes, exC an ed
me for my girlish baby cheeks. Mistaken me for L
a tadpole whose frog legs have yet to develop, the

adhesive feet that stick o yito tl

choke on the fantasy of ._'—' g
Ilose you under the plastie
bind me in. I beg the rdinsto tb free me from what{l n}'*-r,
+ do to hurt myself, breals ‘ tonir ll:ke paper, pulsing forik ‘
This is not my body t!l]ﬁlg youto clean p
the blood off my exposed orgafis, wipe up §
the saliva in my tr 'lilcen”t eyes. But ‘
‘there is no solitude: thls panic, the way you're J'il }
soaping my scarred slém in rosy girlhood, so “f { / :
soft that it hurts ta ‘tmlch I catch a glimpse of youy busfr*
training your voGal thords to speak over me, bi ,benif

od .hose womb still bleeds, afraid
that I am the sti g8 '_ in
the humanity yg¢
like recycled ai
ancient fables of
the human body I

g piece of the umbilical cord, atest to

instead of dressing me. Forl exi
the foggy eyes that shed fai
knuckles that punch holgg‘é%
your embarrassment. i *

I am inside of this paper and peeling at tlZe slivers of
hatred you use to cut me. 9

We find our balance atop this ups;de down globe called life.

twindow panes, the
ruption despite



A big thank you to the people who offered their vulnerable and
powerful experiences to be shared in this project.
Thanks as well to the Contemporary Jewish Museum (CJM)
and to the incredible Julie Grigoryan and Cara Buchalter.

Haze (they/he) is a ju ive writing at Ruth Asawa School
of the Arts in San Francisco. They are a gender queer lesbian
activist who has started a nonbinary / trans club at their school and
is leading the charge to create more gender neutral bathrooms on
campus. They have loved spinning worlds through writing from a
very young age and have work published in several online journals.
When they are not engaged in activism or creative writing, they can
be spotted cuddling their three cats, holding their python, feeding
their tarantula, or rescuing insects from being squashed.

HAZELCFRY@GMAIL.COM / @QVAMPIRE.BOOBS
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"If Not Ocean” originally published in Synchronized Chaos
"San Francisco” originally published in SF Youth Anthology
"Decoding Myself" and "Have We Changed? " originally published in

Teen Writers Project Quarterly Lic Zine
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"9 get a0 much euphoria from knowing there is no wrong answer.”

TWEEN I FEEL THE MOST GIPDBY AND SILLY, | GET A SENJSE
~ OF EUPRIORIA. ALS©, WEEN I FEEL LIKE I HAVE THE MOST
| COOL FIT OGN, I LOW-KEY FEEL LIKE A ROCRSTAR:

MIKING FLAMBOY ANT FEMME WITH CHILL MAFE, ™

ng ]er coymectinj WiTK o’(ﬂef)?eo}'le wﬂo
Tﬂmg afpoul jencief’ and exiSt eulSide cj: it"

"I love they/them pronouns. How when You say “they”
the mouth elongates in almost a smile. I love the fluidity
of my identity and understanding of my gender. Mostly,
I love the non-binary and trans communities. I love the

systems of support that we create for each other. "

¥ GUI07 7313 ALBIGYUITY, T3 SPECTRUM, TH3 OPENNESS,
A0IR TH3 FREGING FEELING TIAT BRING NONBINARY GIUES LG,
0 @20 JUST FUST WIT 09 FHPAANATION
QA1 THAT (S WKIAT 0 AQUE T8 AST.™

"EUPHORIA? WITH EVERY BREATH. IN AND OUT
- AND REPEAT -
| AM SO GRANEFUL TO BE ALIVE."

HAZE FRY - COPYRIGHT 2023




