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“Why I cannot be like other guys? Gays, I mean”

Alvaro Agrafojo Fernandez
University College Dublin

Abstract

The visual and coded components of this zine intend to portray a queer coming-of-age journey, parting from the public sphere of
imposed shame, violence, and subcultural homoeroticism in heteronormative practices to reach the destination of intimacy and love.
The zine tries to capture the complex and hybrid queer process of becoming and unbecoming. From isolation and pain to belonging
and ease, the zine visually portrays the coming-of-age and coming-out process of queer individuals within the Western context as an
experience of disturbance and imposed shame that is superposed and deconstructed by the intelligibility of non-normative queer
bodies and stories. “The light” or the potentiality for new queer futurities differs from queer narratives rooted on negative feelings of
violence and (life in) death or contrastively on the creation of the ideal homonormative queer subject through fixed neoliberal
teleological narratives with one ultimate purpose: the modern neoliberal queer subject.
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CALL ME BDY YOUR NAME

“ s | can’t picture you cven
imagining a mistaken turn.”
“That’s because you see me as a figure, not a human being,
Worse yet: as an old figure. But there were. Mistaken turns, that
es through a period of traviamento—when we
, a different turn in life, the other via. d—————
Some recover, some pretend to recover, some never come back,
P e AR e e IO (T IO of tak-
ing any turns, find themselves leading the wrong life all life long.”
T e e R |
R 1 a1 himself.
e e SO = ]
saniesivnpsingg under his eyes.
“Sometimes the traviamento turns out to be the right way,
ro. Or as good a way as any.”

J_'l-]. z -
i .

et But today everyone knows every-

i 83 lks, talks.”

L I Gt

s sleep, sleep, sleep.”

+ ‘I'SAT'MYSELF
ON.-THE THRONE...
SO HIGH THAT
| HAD GREAT

DIFE
IN-SITTING ON IT’

} _QUEEN VICTORIA, 1849
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“] am sure hed say the same about you, which flatrers the
two of you.”

He was about to tap his cigarette and, in leaning toward the
ashtray, he reached out and rouched my hand.

“What lies ahead is going to be very difficult,” he started to
say, altering his voice. His tone said: We don't have to speak
about it, but let’s not pretend we don’t know what I'm saying.

Speaking abstractly was the only way to speak the truth ro
him.

“Fear not. It will come. At least I hope it does. And when you
least expect it. Narure has cunning ways of finding our weakest
spot. Just remember: [ am here. Right now you may not want to
feel anything. Perhaps you never wished to feel anything. And
perhaps it’s not with me thar you'll want to speak abour these
things. But feel something vou did.”

I looked at him. This was the moment when I should lie and
tell him he was totally off course. I was about to.

“Look,” he interrupted. “You had a beautiful friendship.
Maybe more than a_friendship. And I envy you. In my place,
most parents would hope the whole thing goes away, or pray that
their sons land on their feet soon enough. But I am not such a

parent. In your place, iwgﬂ and i'f_rh_e:e_i.g
o flame, don’t snuff it our, don’t be brutal with it. Withdrawal can
N T ! a terrible thing when it keeps us awake ar night, and warching
subject to loss of home, civ- e o : others forget us sooner than we'd want to be forgotten is no bet-
il rights, jobs, ad all N: L SN p 1 ter. We rip out so mugh of ourselves to be cured of things faster
F il ‘H’ jin k- _Sav than we should that we go bankrupt by the age of thirty and have
& ST less to offer each time we start with someone new. But to Feel

" na rhin; so as not to feel anything—what a waste!”

£ 5 i =
; “begin ro take gdkrhis in. 1 was dumbstruck.

ty and information will compell him to commit suj.
cide or submit to danger in hopes of being murdered
or submit to silence and invisibility. Or one
day this kid will talk. When he begins to

One day this kid will get larger. One ¢/ Jis kid will
come to know something that caud ensalion
equivalent to the separatio the earth from
its axis. One day this kid wi&h a point
where he senses a divisic.. at isnt g8 talk, men who develop a fear of this
mathematical. One day this kid will J 5 EERESN kid will attempt to silence him with
teel something stir in his heart and g = strangling, fists, prison, suffocation,
throat and mouth. One day this kid will rape, intimidation, drugging, ropes,
find something in his mind and body guns, laws, menace, roving gangs,
A and soul that makes him hungry. One bottles, knives, religion, decapitation,
4 day this kid will do something that and immolation by fire. Doctors willpro-
i causes men who wear the uniforms of nounce this kid curabla as if his brain
priests and rabbis, men who inhabit cer- were a virus. This kid wilf lose his consti-
tain stone buildings. to call for his death. tutional rights against ths government's in-
One day politicians will enact legislation vasion of his privacy. This kid will be
against this kid. One day families will faced with electro-shock, drugs, and con-
" give false information to their chil- ditioning therapies in laboratories
__doan and ascbocbild il o . tended by psychologists and ré-
-1 search sclentists. He will be

i
|
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You know the night | came over tg
f were sleeping. He said yes. When

e went on, you just turned over o

ind him and went to

something, SK illows. I can’t believe

of, she said. I su down at her with a

e sobbed again and

we slept toget]
n you turned awa e answered: You
ike, maybe you didn’t really want me after all. .

i : | ] . ne in'my life. No
ing his hand down over the back of her neck. Oh, ke said, Thar - 3 . i

understand. He
to me. | mean, | had no idea you wanted to =|l'L'p : 1

b e lkin,
to cheer yourself up. § duingriepurelyab I re you talking

i ] wanted-tosandyou. letme. L wasnievensreally.su reswhy.you For a moment
}: were leming.mesio-behonestlsuppose.lthoughtmaybe.ir not speaking,
% was good foryourseli-esteenstorgerin bed'with-someon® whb

I u s0.badly ['ve had thar feeling before, like it's fat-

to be the object of desire, and maybe it’s so flattering that

e moved over
knee. That's
! es with her

en kind of se ;i i ough my : .
en kind of sexy in a way. Bur it never went thr L]g ¥ ; : ‘ \ e
har you would think I didn’t want you. | suppose the way - .

- = = & ng the stray

k. ; fiF He
se things— | mean, even when we do make " 2 g i d e
z 1 ! = 5 1 amp Ll every-
es feel like it's something that I'm doing to you, ] e - " 5 - T — hi ¥
wn reasons. And maybe you get some kind of innocent thing, she went on, AAnd with you. At that she let out another
sob, covering her eyes. er

doviwssimummdemnlesi . You haven't ruined anything, he said.
Ignoring this remark, eln————— |

— She broke
off again to take another heaving breath, and with some effort
continued: L felt_happy- for-once in my life. | ev
thought that to.myself at the time, for. in_my life | feel
imes | think 'm being punished, like God is un-

e TR R
If in| itto myself | don’t know. Because any
time 1 feel good for even five mi

hgggsi. Like in your apartment the other week
watching TV rogether. | should have known it

: would all get
L \r -
ined after that, because | was sitting there on your conen

19

out of it, | hope you da, but for me it's differ-
re going to say that’s sexist. She was laughing,

h was open. It is sexist, she said. Nor that [ mind. Ir's

z like you were saying. You have this primal desire to

]

ing bad has o
when we were




11 Too MUCH To ASK FOR ? SHAME is DONGEROUS, BUT TAUGCHT

% ELL. BODIES BELONG TOGETHER, BuT SOME DON’r EVEN
AT “
& TO Tu€iR OwWNERS. FLESHY soITS WE HOP€ T
BELON -
ess EVERM SUNSETE ToEiIND ALW AMS THE SAME
uUN DR SOME LOVE WAS NOT MEANT TO BE

uepg Aq Ayderfooyd

o

ANSUJ{. R ?E'Apﬂﬂ'“oa

SHOWN , TO BE SEEN, T° BE
Feel. v SJUST | LIES 21y

Homi LA TED , BLUSHING BEP

SHEETS AND SHOPPING CENTRE'S

BATH R

(r LoO M A ALLEM
BRIGHT. EVERMTHING IN OUR HANDS

noT TO se€. NOT TO BE WATCHED.

Sugarfish

Mg, M AU BE Even SOMe
iF ITSs noTTO

Lesme stick to something sweet
sugar on @y hands and feet

» San Vicente
i teeth
your kiss you texting me
the movie theater seat

ion in the sea
ves froth over me
teller o told me
s that you think are sweet and 2 sweet man is surer

a / '. % 3 L
N ; \ A
ath that night of honey : WS O
o5& and ITlnnL-y L 4 RE & . -' 3 b . [ 4
§ L 1 = : e i A - i . -

gller on

. = 5 all night in that bathwater
- B\ even some 1 swallowed:.

* here's so much sugar on me
- & bees off of me
- | even most of my thoughts are charming

some are blue and borrowed

ugar sugar lips and teeth
ips touch emojis

re
Bearts on fleek
Bb please come over

EVERMTHING DPossige
- NOT TO ?EEL,came'
THAT'S THE ORiGiNI |

i
(OF OOR SUAME. FEaLINGS
|THAT bon'T BEcoMNG :
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Bare feekt on linoleum

Brtay on your path Bylvia Plath
don't fall away 1iké all the cothers

Don't take all your secrats alons to your watery grave about
lovers and mother

The secrets you keep will keep you in deep like father and day
and brother

And all of the people you meet on the otreet will reiterate lies
that she uttered

Leave me in peace I cry
late at night oo a alow Dot bound for Cataline for oo reasan

tiny beads of aweat dokt my forehead
could be mistaken for dewdrops if this were photo seasan.

But alss this is s real life - and 1t's veen a real fight Just to
keep ny mind from committing treasod.

Why you apk?
Becamume she told the townspeople I wus crasy and the lLies They

started to believe them
But apyway = I've moved on now

And now that 1've gone Beorched-earth
1'm left wondering where to go fros here.
To SBonoma where the fires bave Jjust lefk?
South Dakotaf?

Would standing in front of Mount Rushmore feel like the Great
American homecoming I never hed?

Would the meogoitude of the geale of the sculpture tuke bhe placs
of the warm eabrace I've never huowa?

Or should I just be here now
Ia the kitchen

Bare feet on linoleum

Bored - but not unhappy

Cutting vegetables over bolling water that I will 1
inte stew. be




rel is
Alice, do you think the problem of the contemporary IOV
Alice, do - : ;
‘problem of contemporary life? [ agree it seems vul
n epistemically violenf, to invest energy in

sex and friendship when human civilisation

S —
simply the
gL ecadent, eve
% Pt i
the trivialities ot .
facing collapse. But at the same time, that is what I do every
15 fAaang vt >C. g
12v. We can wait, if you like, to ascend to some higher plane of

being, at which point we'll start directing all our mental and

material resources toward existential questions and thinking
—

ing of our own families, friends lovers, and so on. But we'll
othing oL

be waiting, #2 my opinion, a long time, and in fact we'll die

first. Afrer all, when people are lying on their deathbeds, don't

they always start talking about their spouses and children? And
2cal ? So in that
sense. there is nothing bigger than what you so derisively call

‘breaking up or staying together’ (), because at the end of our

lives, when there’s nothing left in front of us, it's still the only
hing we want to talk about. Maybe we'r'.g m;r'born to love and

E’\' about-the peuphe we know and to goon ],U':.'ing and wor-
Tying even when thére are more important things we should be
ng-And if that means the human spedies js°goi

die out,

n a way a nice reason to die out, the nicest reason you
@n imagine? Because when we should have been reorganising
 e—

I11
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[ thought for a second.
“Fuck off.” He punched me on the arm. */

Dog.” Then he grew qulet.

Then his eyelashes. You could hear them think.

I don't know whar made me follow the hurt thing's vaice, butTwas
pulled, a5 if promised an answer to a question I had not yet pos-
sessed. They say if you want something bad enough you'll end
up making a god out of it. Burwharif 3l TeVer wanred was my
e vta?

lamchinkingof beauty again, how some thingsare hunted be-
crusewe havedeemed themvbeauriful. If, relative to the history of
our planer, an individual life is so short, a blink of an eye, as they
say, therrro-be-gorgeous, even from the day you're born to the day
vou die, iFtorbe gorgeousonty briefly: Like right now, how the sun
is coming on, low behind the elms, and | can't tell the difference
berwesn a sunset and a sunrise. The world, reddening, appears
the same to me—and [ lose track of east and west. The colors
this morning have the frayed tint of something already leaving.
I think of the rime Trev and I sat on the toolshed roof, watching
the sun sink. [ wasn't so much surprised by its effect—how, in
2 few crushed minutes, it changes the way things are seen, in-
cluding ourselves—but that it was ever mine to see. Becausethe
sunset, like-survivel existsonly-on the-verge-of-its-own disap-
pearing=To be gorgeous;you must first be seenpbut-to-be-seen

Allows you torbe hunted.

ehtnin® JXiehtning - e . | T T
: —— LJ'L'“fil_l —L

|u |e.
i liked

ise shire ang
“You sure yog

! been hesir

» .|||i1
ady this?” he

|||n.\;.

al

p. | was lying. By MWyeof | wasn't sure

I
would run ils course, when |

you?"

had w

r as I'd kissed Marzi; f
II

ought g ]nllth'l]U his

e, Someing ufiexpec eemed to clear aws

and, folifa setond it scem ere was absolurely o §

age befween us fjust rwo_ghen kissing; and even §

e e i e, N



Violet Bant Backwards Over the Grass

and saw vioéet
abkwa ds

L years old with Eandgrfgn:hgrggnag

Ped

I went to & party
I came in _hot
mada declsions beforehand

.

\ :gnd in-that moment
- L decided to_dg nothing .about everything

make me happy

Light House
Aftersun =
Screen |
Rating:154
18/11/2022 09:35 pa
Ticket: Student
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HURT, BYT’S ALw/

A RELIEFE Amaw

AT, ™M HomE .

Lo |
3\ J
S 1
) ¢
= “.1\_\ -
each-eption weighed qulatly '.'. o tightly 1 4
a plan for each thought b arched like a bridge lﬁ a %al?a:e;ahgnds
Py ¢ bn.nm.gg wildly like a madman ndstang
with the exuberance that only do
. waiting for the fireworks l‘_oybegjl_-ns fHothing can by
L]

ng enough..f.am.a.mortall he screams at her, his

tro
g% d diminished and dulled.

t

fact ploschy &7

The Pa:_n in her voice is like somethmg lcanng 1
benl:ﬂ(h the earth.’ The underworld, with its cavern-

cannot " and fluttering souls, where only the dead may walk.
is all that 15 left,” she says, her eyes still fixed on the monu-

An eternity of stone.

“m sprethe boy Flnew: Achilles, grinning as the figs blur in
hlsj:i:':i‘ His-green-eyes laughing into mines Caich, he says.
Achilles, outlined against the sky, hanging from a branch over
the river. The thick warmth of his sleepy breath against my ear.
Jfyou haoe 10 £9 1 will go with you. My fears forgotten in the golden

‘W@youl
o] cann@

harbour of his arms.
Thememories come, and come. She listens, staring into the

grain of the stone. We are all there, goddess and mortal and the
boy who was both.

The sun is setting over the sea, spilling its colours on the water’s
surface. She is beside me, silent in the blurry, creeping dusk. Her
face is as unmarked as the first day I saw her. Her arms are
crossed over her chest, as if to hold some thought to herself.

Lhave-toldher-all: T have spared nothing; of any-of us:

‘We watch the light sink into the grave of the western sky.

“Leould not make him a god," she-says: Herjagged voice, rich
with.grief.

But you made him.

She does not answer me for a long time, only sits, eyes sk
with the last of the dyi_ng lig]“.

‘L have-done ir,’ she says. Aufirst.1 do not
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