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Sapphic Lifestyle aims to be an online, monthly magazine that features content 
from, or about, the LGBTQ+ community. Short in nature, this e-mag will be a safe 
place for artists, content creators, journalists, and more to share their stories.

I have high hopes that this e-magazine will grow into a powerful, expressive space. 
We may have rocky beginnings as I get to grips with design and content creation, 
but the only way is up. I’m excited to learn more about digital publishing, journal-
ism, and the LGBTQ+ community as I go on this journey.

I started this e-magazine to be an alternative to mainstream news sites such as 
DIVA mag, Curve, or Pink News, and be an e-mag that focuses on content from 
the LGBTQ+ community itself. Each issue will feature an opinion piece, short story, 
poem, musician, content creator, small business owner and more, that is rooted in 
the LGBTQ+ community.

I would like to say thankyou to Ludivine, SL’s managing editor, for going over every 
submission and making them the best they could be. To James, Chloe, and Jaz for 
submitting incredible pieces; to Jade and Tab for letting me interview them, and to 
the many publicists and campaign executives who sent press releases my way.

Without further ado, please enjoy Sapphic Lifestyle: Issue One.

If you have any feedback either editorial or design wise, or just want to say hi, 
please drop us an email or message us on Twitter.

About this publication
...and a note from Paige Briscoe
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Featured Release

Gender Euphoria

Stories of joy from trans, non-binary 
and intersex writers.

Publication date: June 10th, 2021

Publisher: Unbound Books

One review of this up-coming publication calls ‘every page … a little present’ 
(Abigail Thorn, actor and creator of Philosophy Tube), whilst Christine Burns (po-
litical activist, author) ascertains that ‘this book will inspire you’.

Now unlike traditional publishers, Unbound Books relies on a crowdfunding strat-
egy to bring their projects to life. In essence, this means that if a project is not 
of interest to its audience, it is unlikely to come to fruition. The upside of this, of 
course, is that there is a renowned interest for those projects that pass the edito-
rial pitching stage!

The latter is especially the case for Gender Euphoria, as the anthology reached 
its crowdfunding goal in less than one week and has over 1,200 supporters!

Gender Euphoria features essays from 15 different trans, non-binary, agender, 
gender fluid, and intersex authors.

‘For many non cisgender people, it’s not gender dyspho-
ria that pushes forward transition, but gender eupho-
ria, a powerful feeling of happiness experienced as a 

result of moving away from that birth-assigned gender. 
It’s that joy the first time a parent calls you by your new 
chosen name, or the first time you have the confidence 
to cut your hair short like you’ve always wanted, joy at 

embracing the self.’
This anthology is edited, and contributed to, by Laura Kate Dale. Laura’s third 
published book, this is a thorough examination of LGBTQ+ representation by own 
voices. The title of Dale’s memoir is unapologetically ‘Uncomfortable Labels: My 
Life as a Gay Autistic Trans Woman’, and this new anthology aims to be just as 
authentic.

Next issue, we will be featuring an exclusive review of Gender Euphoria.

In issue three, we are planning to interview editor Laura Kate Dale over the con-
ception, research, and cultivation of this novel.
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Featured Release
Make Me a King

Directed by Sofia Olins

The ‘Make Me A King’ team is over the moon to 
have been selected as the winner for the Pears 
Short Film Fund 2021!

The film follows Ari, a Jewish Drag King ostracised by 
their family, who clings to their hero – Pepi Littman, 
the first Jewish proto-Drag King, who performed in 
the early 20th century.

There are no fiction films about contemporary Drag Kings, never mind a Jewish Drag 
King. It’s a story about being your true authentic self. Because the central theme is 
so universal – one of family in all of its forms – it’s a film that has very wide appeal.

In a moment when Ari is looking for acceptance and family, will they finally be able 
to embrace themselves and their true voice? History and present must come to-
gether in this music-loving and brave story.

‘We’re excited to tell this story 
and bring to the screen, a vibrant, 

complex, contemporary British 
community.’

Natalie Arle-Toyne (Writer)

‘I am passionate about this project and its origins: Pepi 
Littman pushed boundaries and forged a space for Drag 
Kings over a century ago. She is a fascinating and inspir-
ing historical Jewish figure that speaks to the now - and 

Ari’s story was born through her.’

Sofia Olins (Director)

‘It’s ok for men to dress as women, but less so the oth-
er way around and we wondered why that was? We’re so 
thrilled to have this opportunity to make a beautiful film 

where we can all consider this together.’

‘I discovered Pepi when researching performers in the late 
19th and early 20th century for another writing project and 
I willingly dove down that rabbit hole. 
She was a lauded songstress who 
recorded on many albums, and as a 
singer myself, I fell in love with her 
voice and her energy. I found that 
while she isn’t well-known within the 
Yiddish and Klezmer music scene 
here, Jewish Drag Kings know all 
about her and have adopted her as 

their own.’

Photocredit: Ashleigh 
Loeb/Rabbi Schmeckie

How Natalie Arle-Toyne came across Pepi 
Littman
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Featured Release
Pride 2021

£1 from each vinyl sold in the UK will be donated to Stone-
wall in support of their work towards LGBT+ equality.

Release Date: May 28th, 2021

LGBT+ Pride is synonymous with equality, diversity, acceptance and freedom of ex-
pression.  After missing out on parades and festivities in 2020, the summer of 2021 is 
truly set to be an explosive celebration and this vinyl compilation pressed onto rose 
vinyl is the perfect soundtrack.

Pressed here on rose vinyl with stunning artwork designed by Tania Neacsu repre-
senting the versatility and individuality within the community.

Side A – QUEER CLUB 
CLASSICS
Cher – Believe

Sister Sledge – We Are Family
Candi Staton – Young Hearts Run 

Free
Chaka Khan – I’m Every Woman

Tina Turner – The Best 

Side B – NEW AGE 
ANTHEMS

Lizzo – Juice
L Devine & INDIIA – Naked 

Alone
Tegan and Sara – Closer

Charli XCX – Boys
Dua Lipa – Don’t Start Now

This vinyl offers a multi-faceted LGBT+ 
experience, transporting the lis-
tener straight back to an era filled 
with timeless tunes and classic hits.  

The album opens with the instantly rec-
ognisable smash hit, “Believe”, from the 
beloved queer icon, Cher, and what 
follows on Side A is a disco-themed 
journey through some of the LGBT+ 
community’s most beloved tunes.  

Tracks on Side A, include Candi Staton’s “Young Hearts Run Free”, a song so in tune 
with the community for its message of liberation and freedom, and more tunes sure 
to get you up and dancing.

Side B brings us into the 21st Century with 
sex-positive, self-confident, coming of age 
tunes from pop giants such as Charli XCX and 
Dua Lipa, as well as the rising star, L Devine.  

Opening with Lizzo’s anthem for the char-
ismatic, “Juice”, it’s time to feel your-
self and celebrate the skin you’re in.  

Side B also includes Tegan and Sara’s 
timeless track “Closer”, a song filled with 
anticipation and fantasy, L Devine & IN-
DIIA’s “Naked Alone”, a sex-positive bang-
er blending R&B elements with funk and 

pop, along with more modern pop anthems that resonate with the community.
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Queer Business Profile
Leftbians

‘Everyone deserves some gay earrings and instead of 
getting them from a big corporation, you could support 

us!’
For this issue, we reached out to 
queer power couple Jade (she/they) 
and Tab (she/her), owners and cre-
ators of Leftbians, so that we could 
get to know them and help promote 
LGBTQ+ businesses. With an emphasis 
on ‘queer and anti-capitalist’ hand-
made goods, Jade and Tab have 
been running Leftbians for a year, 
and have been together as a cou-
ple for three. Since setting up their 
small business, Jade and Tab have 
completed nearly 5,000 Etsy orders!

Whilst they sell a multitude of goodies, 
jewellery, tote bags, and t-shirts are 
their main categories.

What inspired you to start Leftbians? Did you feel there was a gap in the 
market for LGBTQ+ related accessories that were radical and relevant to 

today’s youths?

We met in art school and immediately bonded over our shared values; the way we 
both used our art to express political messages and celebrate queer identity in a way 
that was accessible, fun and aesthetically pleasing. We quickly got involved in DIY 
projects together, from zine-making collectives to street art and projects for direct 
action movements. We are partners in crime, partners in art and it just made sense to 
become partners in this little business!
 
 We both loved Etsy but found it hard to find things (usually gifts for each other)
that were both leftie and queer. It was surprisingly easy for us to apply our art style to 
things that people might want to buy, and it was important that our products would 
be affordable too. Everyone deserves some gay earrings and instead of getting them 
from a big corporation, you could support us!

Have you ever received any negativity regarding your sexuality or the 
products you sell? 

We have the odd comment here and there, but we have been so lucky to find and 
build such an accepting and open-minded community online who support what 
we are doing! 

Do you feel your sexuality has affected your opportunities for work?

The job market for graduates is just dismal, especially fine art graduates, which we 
are. We’ve been lucky, having set up Leftbians before we graduated, that we could 
just move straight into this full-time. Our friends we graduated with are struggling and 
it’s sad to see that, regardless of sexuality, we have all been dealt a bad hand by 
late capitalism, especially during a pandemic.

What do you see your business’ future as?

Leftbians is our life and we have so many plans for the future! Recently our main 
objectives have been trying to source and create the most eco-friendly/sustainable 
and ethically-sourced supplies and products possible. Things are hard for small busi-
nesses right now though and we must focus on keeping it afloat first and foremost, 
but hopefully we can keep expanding our product range because we have so 
many ideas.

How does running your business interfere with your daily lives – is this a 
full-time job? If not, is that what you hope?

Right now, it’s still lockdown in the UK – so we don’t really have anything else to do 
anyway haha, but yes, it’s our full-time job! We are incredibly lucky to be able to 
do this full-time and it pays our rent, bills, and everything else. But we are still only on 
minimum wage, sometimes less, for the hours we do. The revenue from our business 
is not high by any means, but we love what we do and love being our own bosses 
so we feel very lucky. 

What is the best piece of advice you could give to someone wishing to 
start a business?

If it’s a creative business, make sure your designs are unique! We’ve had a few prob-
lems with people stealing our designs which is not only upsetting to us, but also dam-
aging to your reputation; people aren’t going to trust you as an artist if you can’t 
think of your own ideas. The reason we have been successful, I believe, is because 
we design everything ourselves and put our heart and soul into this.
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Is there a specific customer interaction 
that was memorable for you? 

We especially love any personalised or-
der! When people have asked for things for 
them and their partner, it feels so special! 
Even when we get to write out a gift note it 
feels special!

There was also a very stand-out customer 
we had this Christmas. About five days be-
fore Christmas, a woman had messaged us 
that her granddaughter had just come out 
and it was such an emotional time for them 
as a family. Her granddaughter had men-
tioned that she wanted our Venus safety 
pin earrings, and so her grandma was just 

desperate to get them for her! So we had to arrange special international express 
delivery all the way to the USA and just pray that it got there in time – and thank God 
it did!

Are there any other queer-owned businesses you sup-
port and would like to help raise awareness of?

Yes! There are way too many to name but from the top of 
our heads here are some fantastic queer-owned Etsy shops: 

• Theyfriends
• Junipergirlcrafts

• Librarights
• FTMDetroit

• crashcantdraw 
• LoveLttrs4Liberation 

• HallyDesignStuff
• thatangstyartist

• goffclownsjewellery 
• Lightplusink

Featured Art

by Avery Thomas

Avery Thomas is a trans male artist, from Birmingham, UK. He can be found on Tik-
Tok and Instagram under the username @aveeebab.
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Featured Essay

Outside the Box: an exploration of 
neurodivergence

Jaz C.

As a collective society we have a 
tendency to try and put people into 

boxes. Male, female. Old, young. Neuro-
typical, neurodivergent. The list goes on.
 
 Our preference for categorising 
people is, in many ways, wholly un-
derstandable. Neat and tidy means 
no confusion, no chaos. And yet it is 
something that goes against our na-
ture. As humans we are creatures 
subject to change; flux, instability, nu-
ance are all things very much intrinsic 
to our nature. There is so little about 
us that is static and binary. Any box 
would invariably be too small, too con-
fining, and not entirely applicable. 
In the past 10 years the rejection of 
boxed-in gender stereotypes has been 
discussed on more mainstream plat-
forms. From allowing for more flexible 
pronouns, to creating gender neu-
tral/ inclusive spaces, the societal per-
spective has shifted. And almost in the 
same breath, an exhaled breath of 
relief and weight lifted, the discussion 
on neurodivergency has also evolved. 
 
 For many the understanding of 
neurodivergency is limited, rooted in 
archaic ideas of childlike mentality, 
obsessive behaviours, or sociopath-
ic actions. And with the heavy stigma 
that has permeated the world of learn-
ing disabilities, how we treat people 
and how we understand the intrica-
cies of diagnoses are very much infre-
quent topics of discussion. Even those 
with notably expensive educations 
and a disposition towards intellectual

discussions have previously fallen into 
the trap of thinking that the way a disor-
der manifests in one individual might be 
emblematic of all others - this Benedict 
Cumberbath interview in the Irish Times 
being an instance that springs to mind.
 
 Similarly, the general popula-
tion’s understanding of gender has 
been limited to the binary ideas of 
‘man’ and ‘woman’, an understand-
ing reinforced by religion, gendered 
roles within society, and a limited rep-
resentation of anything gender diverse 
in the media that we consume. Seen 
as subversive and, at times, perverse, 
society has a long history of attempt-
ing to regulate gender expression. The 
gradual shift towards acceptance 
currently occurring is, to be frank, un-
precedented and yet long overdue.
 
 With years of historic incidents of 
mistreatment, misunderstanding and 
malpractice also used to define so-
ciety’s perception of neurodivergen-
cy, the recent increase in individuals 
attempting to gain a more informed 
understanding in this field, too, is no 
small matter. This, in addition to the 
shifting definitions, altered parame-
ters for diagnoses, and the universal 
shift towards inclusivity, has helped in 
the quest to destigmatise the subject 
matter, normalising and making more 
visible those on the autistic spectrum.
 
 In the last fifteen or so years stud-
ies have been published noting the 
overlap between those on the autistic

spectrum and those whose gen-
der identity lies outside of the binary, 
some of which hypothesise that ‘gen-
der diversity is an expected outcome 
in individuals who are less contingent 
onsocial information for identity de-
velopment’ (Schalkwyk, 2018). One 
of the more frequently cited studies 
found that somewhere in the region 
of 15% of autistic adults in the Neth-
erlands identify as trans or non-bi-
nary, with the number increasing 
for those assigned female at birth.
 
 But the question of why there 
seems to be a correlation is something 
almost limited by old-fashioned no-
tions of how autism might exist in indi-
viduals, and ultimately fails to recog-
nise the significance of ‘othering’. In 
a society that requires those with neu-
rodivergent traits to ‘mask’ their be-
haviour -  effectively chameleon-ing 
themselves - is it perhaps less a lack 
of understanding of society’s norms 
and values, but a heightened under-
standing of them, that plays a role?
 
 In order to mask within society, 
it is necessary to first have an under-
standing of how society functions. But, 
beyond that, it is necessary to under-
stand the ways in which you - as a 
neurodivergent individual - might be 
different, react differently, think differ-
ently, in comparison to your neurotyp-
ical peers. Is it that the introspection 
this requires encourages self-explora-
tion or awareness in other aspects of 
the self? Could it be instead that it is 
an understanding and subsequent 
rejection of the confines of societal 
norms and binary’s that allows people 
to explore the diverse gender spec-
trum? Or is it, perhaps, that a society 
seeking to confine people to boxes 
has now begun to relax its strict ide-
as of gender and sexuality, allow-
ing for people to more comfortably 

explore their own identity, or label 
it? 

 The topic is confusing, and yet 
discussions surrounding the subject 
are becoming more frequent out-
side of academia. Tiktok and Twit-
ter, two of the world’s biggest social 
media platforms, have both seen a 
number of posts inviting discussion 
into the potential link, with users from 
different generations sharing their 
own experiences. Some talk about 
the freedom that comes with iden-
tifying as non-binary and how it is 
just another way in which they feel 
more comfortable rejecting societal 
norms. Others talk about how they 
don’t fully understand why labels 
matter at all. Each unique take on it 
further highlights how complicated 
the discussion is, whilst adding to the 
numbers pointing to a tentative link.
 
 It is undeniable that socie-
ty, as a whole, is still characterised 
by traditional ideas of gender and 
sexuality, neurotypical and neuro-
divergent, despite the concerted 
effort to shift towards inclusivity and 
destigmatisation. And this shift in per-
spective, however slow, has had the 
positive effect of encouraging dis-
cussions that would previously have 
been side-lined. Whether there is 
a direct correlation between neu-
rodivergency and gender identity 
outside of the traditional binary re-
mains to be seen. But what is abun-
dantly clear is that we are slowly 
learning to think outside of the box.
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The Black Panthers and the 
LGBTQ+ Movement

James L.

Featured Essay

A leaflet was passed around the 
Black Panther Party’s (BPP) Na-

tional Revolutionary Conference 
for a United Front Against Fascism, 
in Oakland, July 1969, which read

Vice pigs in Los Angeles beat 
a homosexual to death a few 
months ago. In Berkeley, vice 
pigs shot and murdered anoth-
er homosexual in his own car. 
In Oakland, a ‘straight’ profes-
sor the pigs thought was ‘queer’ 
was beaten, and later died . . . 
The Homosexual Revolution is 
part of the whole street revolu-
tion fighting fascism in the US. 
By locking arms with our broth-
ers and sisters in the move-
ment, we can ALL win our free-
dom. POWER TO THE PEOPLE!!

As the leaflet suggests, the political soli-
darity evident between the BPP and the 
increasingly militant LGBTQ+ community 
of the late 1960s was rooted in a desire 
to fight the brutality of American police. 

 By 1969, the fundamental laws of 
the American ideal were being chal-
lenged. The capitalism, militarism, racism 
and hetero-sexism endemic to American 
existence had been exposed in the rev-
olutionary fervour brought about both 

by Black Power and the gay libera-
tion movement. Moreover, the po-
lite rhetoric and aims of legislative 
reforms pedalled by the Civil Rights 
movement had been surpassed by 
a revolutionary mass willing to lib-
erate themselves ‘by any means 
necessary’, to quote Fred Hampton.

 The relationship between the 
BPP and LGBTQ+ rights has been 
criminally underexamined. Then 
again, the true history of the entire-
ty of the Black Power movement – 
the sheer scope of its power and ef-
fect, is virtually absent from popular 
consciousness. What I would like to 
do is (re)trace a history of solidarity 
between the BPP and the gay liber-
ation movement, especially in the 
Bay Area of California (San Francis-
co and Oakland). In doing so, I hope 
to demonstrate how their union was 
denotive of a genuinely profound 
and revolutionary moment in both 
American and global history, only to 
be thwarted by immense systemat-
ic violence contrived by the F.B.I.’s 
notorious COINTELPRO programme.

Masculinity and Sexuality 
in the BPP

In the early days of the Black Pan-
ther Party, an accusation of hete-
ro-sexism could certainly be lev-
elled at their politics. Homophobic 
slurs were directed against dis-
liked politicians,  and the women

of the party were on the margins. 
In fact, Eldridge Cleaver, the min-
ister of information in the party, 
wrote with grotesque homopho-
bia in his text Soul on Ice (1968).

 Ronald K. Porter, a scholar of 
the Black Power movement, can 
help us understand the initial het-
eronormativity within the BPP. Ac-
cording to Porter, the Panthers’ early 
rhetoric championed an image of 
blackness which ‘reinscribed Euro-
pean and/or oppressive views of 
history and gender relations’. And 
indeed, sexuality. Certain Panthers 
had an imagined ideal of infinitely 
powerful, infinitely masculine black 
revolutionary who could reverse the 
emasculation of racism and colo-
nialism. Unfortunately, this spin on 
Black Nationalism pedalled a notion 
that homosexuality was synonymous 
with whiteness, and thus that ‘the 
black homosexual [was] perpetu-
ally weak because he is intrinsically 
linked to the idea of assimilation’. 
 
 This stance was to change 
drastically. Throughout the late ‘60s 
and into the early ‘70s, the Panthers 
time and time again supported and 
were supported by groups associ-
ated with the gay liberation move-
ment. The fact that people of colour 
were at the forefront of the Stonewall 
riots, the historical spark of the gay 
liberation movement, was no doubt 
important in denting the idea that 
LGBTQ+ identities were a manifesta-
tion of colonialism. Another factor in 
the Panthers’ changing attitudes to 
sexuality can be found in their close 
alignment with two openly gay writ-
ers: James Baldwin and Jean Genet. 

 Genet significantly chal-
lenged elements of homopho-
bia within the BPP. He arrived

in the U.S. in 1970 to advocate the re-
lease of BPP leaders Huey P. Newton 
and Bobby Seale from prison. Porter 
documents a story of Genet challenging 
David Hilliard, a prominent Panther, on 
his homophobia. The pair were staying 
at a New York hotel, and when Genet 
changed into a red silk kimono, Hilliard 
insulted Genet with homophobic lan-
guage, to which Genet responded by 
‘scream[ing] in French and knock[ing] 
over objects in the room’. According 
to Hilliard: ‘Genet became our educa-
tor; he enlightened and humanised us’.

 Genet’s influence would go on 
to prompt a significant moment for the 
legacy of BlackPower, and indeed the 
BPP. In 1970, Huey P. Newton wrote ‘A 
Letter from Huey to the Revolutionary 
Brothers and Sisters About the Wom-
en’s Liberation and Gay Liberation 
Movements’. This was the BPP’s first of-
ficial statement on gay liberation, and 
Newton stated: ‘We see that homosex-
uals are human beings, and they are 
oppressed because of the bourgeois 
mentality and bourgeois treachery that 
exists in this country and tries to legislate 
sexual activity’. Newton would go on to 
suggest that LGBTQ+ people were some 
of the most oppressed in the country, 
and thus held the most revolutionary 
potential, and the statement would 
culminate in the Panthers developing 
political education classes on sexuality.
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 While the sexual and gender 
politics of the BPP was shifting inter-
nally, during 1969 and well into the 
1970s, there were distinct and fre-
quent bonds of solidarity which cul-
minated in a genuine revolutionary 
moment – between the Panthers 
and the gay liberation movement.

The Black Panther Par-
ty and the Committee for 

Homosexual Freedom

In April 1969, the Committee for Ho-
mosexual Freedom (CHF) was found-
ed. This organisation would soon 
become the most important gay lib-
eration group in the Bay Area. The 
Panthers quickly built a relationship 
with them. According to Leighton, 
a scholar who immaculately trac-
es the relationship between Bay 
Area Panthers and Gay Liberation-
ists, Leo Laurence, a CHF cofound-
er, ‘want[ed] gays to participate in 
other militant social causes. Alliances 
with the Black Panthers, the Resist-
ance, and other anti-war groups will 
help when common causes arise’.

 It seems that this emerging alli-
ance came out of a practical desire 
to resist the police. As Leighton ex-
pands, ‘gay liberation activists saw 
the Panthers as their allies [because] 
they both believed that their “most 
immediate oppressors were the 
pigs”’. An article in Gay Sunshine stat-
ed: ‘As the laws of California stand, 
all of us are unapprehended felons’.  
By June 1969, there had been a 
number of gay men, amongst them 
black gay men, who had been mur-
dered by police in the Bay Area. Leo 
Laurence declared that ‘Gays must 
respond with the same militancy

Arthur Ornales, a Chicano gay man, 
was pushed into his bath by an officer 
and verbally and physically attacked. 
This was, according to CHF cofound-
er Gale Whittington, ‘only one horror 
in a series of assaults and false arrests 
being perpetrated by the police de-
partment’. Larry ‘LaVerne’ Turner, a 
black trans woman, was shot by the 
LAPD in March 1970. Gay radicals re-
sponded with a militant prophecy in 
which ‘police repression had brought 
homosexualsall over the country 
to the verge of a bloody uprising’. 

 All the while, it seemed the rela-
tionship between the Panthers and the 
CHF was growing stronger. Don Burton, 
a CHF activist and writer for the pop-
ular counterculture magazine Berke-
ley Barb, said ‘the Panthers will be the 
vanguard. I’ve a feeling they’ll be the 
first to “Do It” with Gay Lib’. On top of 
this, Huey P. Newton’s open support of 
gay liberation in August 1970 painted 
a picture, however fragmented and 
incomplete it may have been in re-
ality, of a genuine revolutionary front. 

Repression. Reform. De-
feat

 
It would be misleading to suggest 
that the relationship between the BPP 
and gay liberation was uncomplicat-
ed. In examining this forgotten past, 
it is crucial to investigate honestly. 

There was still hetero-sexism and hom-
ophobia within the BPP. Some gay 
liberationists saw Newton’s speech 
in support of LGBTQ+ movements 
as performative, since it did not al-
ways translate into direct and ac-
tive support of gay liberation groups.

that the black community showed 
when it fought back against the kill-
ings of Bobby Hutton, George Baskett 
and Joey Linthcom’, all of whom were 
black men murdered by police. Leo 
Laurence’s statement demonstrates 
how gay liberation was inspired by 
the self-defensive tactics of the Pan-
thers. A crucial dimension of BPP ac-
tivism had been their community pa-
trols, in which they would ‘police the 
police’. Armed with law books as 
well as guns, the Panthers would pa-
trol their neighbourhoods as a rad-
ical means of surveillance, with the 
aim of preventing police violence.

Gay activists started to place a more 
radical reaction against police vio-
lence at the top of their concerns. 
As queer historian Christina Hanhardt 
explores, the gay liberation move-
ment increasingly believed that 

protection from the po-
lice would depend on their 
forming coalitions with 
other social movements, 
including Black Power, 
radical feminists, and Third 
World decolonization. This 
contrasted with the ap-
proach adopted by their 
immediate predecessors, 
homophile activists who 
largely advocated for po-
lice accountability through 
liberal reform measures.

This desire can be further evidenced 
in the coordinated support of the 
Panthers’ petition for ‘Communi-
ty Control and Decentralization of 
Police in Richmond, Berkeley, Oak-
land, and San Francisco’. This peti-
tion, by August 1970, had double 
the amount of signatures necessary 
to be on the ballot, with much owed 
to the active support of the Com-
mittee for Homosexual Freedom. 

 The end of 1969 would stage 
a debate on the extent of gay liber-
ation’s militarism against police vio-
lence. 15 November  1969 saw the 
Moratorium to End the War in Viet-
nam and, at the Bay Area march, 
the CHF and Gay Liberation Front 
Berkeley had organised fifteen thou-
sand LGBTQ+ attendees. The divid-
ed reaction to a Panthers’ speech 
symbolically mimicked a split with-
in the gay liberation movement in 
which, according to Leighton, ‘some 
gays raised their fists in salute while 
other gays tried to shout him down’. 
The split was primarily forged by a 
questioning of whether they would 
‘take a stand on issues other than 
gay liberation, whether it would ad-
here to nonviolence or engage in 
violence, and whether it would sup-
port a vanguard party, like the BPP’.

 In addition, at the West Coast 
Conference for Gay Liberation in 
Berkeley, Carl Wittman, a key organ-
iser, stated that there was concern 
over the issue of how close gay liber-
ation groups’ unions would be with 
other political groups. Leo Laurence 
began advocating armed resist-
ance, to which ‘disagreement was 
overwhelming, but not unanimous.

 In 1970, LGBTQ+ people 
were still being regularly harassed, 
beaten, and murdered by police. 
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A factor in the decline in both the 
radicalism and reach of the Pan-
thers can certainly be traced to 
their inability to fully deal with their 
problematic politics of sexuality.

 Nevertheless, Amy Abugo On-
giri, a Black Power scholar, states 

 

The transformative potential of these 
bonds of solidarity, although some-
times tenuous, can be measured in the 
enormous political repression waged 
against the two movements, by both 
local police and the F.B.I.’s COIN-
TELPRO programme. After Newton’s 
open support of gay liberation, the 
F.B.I. forged a letter to David Hilliard 
in attempt to seize upon the divisions 
in the BPP surrounding LGBTQ+ rights:

This letter reflects an American po-
litical establishment that was as 
violent as it was fearful. Fearful, that 
is, of a united movement between 
Black Power activists, gay liberation-
ists, student radicals, feminists from 
the Women’s Liberation movement 
and anti-Vietnam activists.

 By the end of 1969, it was be-
coming increasingly difficult for the 
BPP to organise effectively. Their of-
fices were regularly raided by police, 
key leaders were being imprisoned, 
their conversations were being wire-
tapped and F.B.I. informants had in-
filtrated  the party ranks. Moreover, 
on 4 December 1969, Fred Hamp-
ton, the chairman of the Chicago 
BPP chapter, was assassinated in 
his sleep in a coordinated effort of 
local Chicago police and the F.B.I. 
Jim Bradford, president of Matta-
chine Midwest, an early gay rights 
organisation, sent a letter of support

to the Panthers following Hamp-
ton’s murder, displaying his ‘dis-
gust at the manifest contempt 
for due process and justice’. By 
the mid-70s, the majority of Pan-
thers and gay liberationists had 
softened their edges and were 
pursuing more mild reforms.

 The enormous political crack-
down on the BPP as it united across 
race, gender and sexuality, as well 
as the continued systemic violence 
waged against American LGBTQ+ 
existence, should serve as a lesson 
for today. Images of ‘gay pride’ 
and LGBTQ+ visibility have been, 
to some extent, co-opted by cor-
porations who have, at best, done 
nothing in the struggle for LGBTQ+ 
liberation, and, at worst, have 
been complicit in suppressing it.

 It is imperative to remember 
the history of the people who, in the 
face of rampant state violence, 
united, rebelled and resisted.

The Black Panthers challenged the status quo 
on gender and sexual issues so much that they 
were the only political group to be named spe-
cifically in the initial 1969 manifesto of “The 
Red Butterfly”… one of the most important 
manifestos of the early Gay Rights Movement.

Mr David Hilliard,

I seen by last week’s paper that now the Panthers 
are supposed to relate to cocksuckers. Huey is 
wrong. Something must have happened to him 
in prison. Panthers got enough things to do in 
the Ten Point Program and fighting for n*****s 
without taking up with motherfucking queers…
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Featured Coming Out

One aim I wish to achieve with this publication is transparency. And that 
means from me, too; I cannot in good conscience ask others to share their 

private coming-out stories without first sharing my own. I want Sapphic 
Lifestyle to give back to the community as much – and eventually, more – 

than it takes.

 No one owes anyone a coming-out story, but there is no doubt they 
are integral for the reassurance, empowerment and inspiration of other 

LGBTQ+ community members.

Writing down my coming-out story is si-
multaneously harder and easier than I 
anticipated; this is not a journey I have 
any qualms sharing, and I have been 
incredibly privileged to have felt secure 
enough in my relations with my family 
and friends to not fear their judgement 
or some kind of adverse reaction. Nev-
ertheless, here is my coming out story.

 Officially, I knew I was inter-
ested in men  and women around 
age fourteen. One distinct memory is 
standing in line for a Panic! at the Dis-
co concert with a group of friends. 
Myself and one (female) friend were 
holding hands for warmth. It wasn’t a 
spectacular awakening, I just knew I 
really, really wanted to kiss her. I don’t 
know if that’s when my bisexuality 
clicked into place, but it is my earli-
est conscious recalling of wanting ro-
mantic relations with another woman.

 Unofficially, it was much earlier. 
Maybe eight or nine? Growing up, my 
uncle was the ‘cool uncle’; he would 
let me, my brother and his daugh-
ter watch age-restricted horror films, 
and borrow age-restricted games on 
the PlayStation. One such game was 
Grand Theft Auto: San Andreas. I was 
seven when that game came out.

Kind of irresponsible of my uncle 
to let me play, but I won’t com-
plain – especially since it indirectly 
led to this realisation within myself. 
For those unfamiliar, GTA: San An-
dreas has several different loading 
screens that rotate. A few of those 
loading screens were of scanti-
ly-clad women, posing quite pro-
vocatively. At the time, I had ab-
solutely zero inclination towards 
boyfriends or girlfriends or any 
knowledge to do with sexuality, 
lust, etc. But if I opened my game 
and a loading screen of these 
women appeared? I thought it 
was lucky. That I was going to have 
a great game in that session! Odd 
how the mind interprets things 
when there is knowledge missing.

 I consciously realised 
this could have been an ink-
ling of my sexuality at about 
twelve, but I decided to push 
it down and ignore it. I didn’t 
want to be ‘the school lesbian’.

Fast forward to being seventeen years 
old. I was comfortable referring to 
myself as anything other than hetero-
sexual. I hadn’t told anyone, but that 
was only because I had no cause to. 
And then I got a crush on a girl in the 
year above me. It was sudden, qui-
et, and didn’t last long; we went on 
a few dates before becoming ‘offi-
cial’, though the relationship itself only 
lasted a month or two. But after the 
first date, which neither of us direct-
ly called a date, if I remember cor-
rectly, I felt I had to tell my mum. I just 
didn’t know how. It was still incredibly 
daunting, despite me knowing she ei-
ther a) wouldn’t care, or b) take it in 
her stride and be supportive. I was – 
and still am – fortunate that my mum 
is accepting of everything* I’ve thrown 
her way (*excluding my hair colours).

 We were at the horses. If you’ve 
owned horses, then you know how 
long and gruelling poo-picking a pad-
dock can be. I think my mum and I had 
some of our most earnest conversa-
tions at the yard. She asked what I had 
been up to, and so I was honest: I had 
been to the museum. With this girl. The 
conversation that followed was this:

‘You’ve been hanging out with her 
a lot, lately. Is she your girlfriend?’

‘No.’ Long pause. ‘But I’d like her to be.’

‘I thought so.’

And that was it. She told me she had 
always had a feeling, and that it 
didn’t matter to her. What happened 
next though, was definitely some kind 
of sign.

There was a tree, bordering the field 
we kept the horses in. And at this 
moment, as our conversation end-
ed, a swarm descended from them. 
I’m not joking; it was a huge cloud 
of wasps, that sent the horses – and 
us – running. My mother is allergic to 
wasp stings. We took shelter in the 
stable, and just – waited. I honest-
ly wish I was joking about this, be-
cause the timing was just incredible. 

 Coming out to the rest of my 
family was just as easy. I am incred-
ibly lucky, and I am so, so grateful 
that everyone in my life has been 
incredibly accepting – even my 
nan, who was quite homophobic 
when I was growing up. She re-
sponded with ‘I don’t agree with 
it, but you’re my granddaughter, 
and I love you regardless.’ She’s 
come a long, long way since.

 Telling friends was even easi-
er. I make it a point in my life now, 
when meeting new people (in-
cluding employers), that I am out 
and proud. I have no desire to 
hide who I am, and thankfully, no 
one has held who I am against me.

 I know not every story will 
have as happy an ending as mine, 
and that not every teller will be as 
fortunate, but I really do hope this 
helps reassure someone that tell-
ing your family, or your closest 
friends, may not be as bad as your 
mind is trying to make you believe.

Paige Briscoe, founder
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Featured Fiction
Now that’s what I call a tragedy

by Jaz C.

The sunlight filtering through the curtains caressed the exposed skin of her back, and 
in that moment I felt jealous of it. I couldn’t touch her – that would be too expensive 
of a mistake. ‘Look but don’t touch’, and ‘don’t touch what you can’t afford’ aren’t 
often phrases applied to human interactions, but recently they’ve kept me sane. A 
mantra, marching through my brain and down into the aching chasm of my chest, 
beating my heart into reticence. So I kept my hands to myself, watching the golden 
beams fall across the dimples at the base of her spine, and watched as they tried 
to dip lower, denied by the thin sheet she’d entwined around her legs some time 
during the night. 
 
 It hurt, seeing her so relaxed. So open and carefree, her honesty having noth-
ing to temper it, nowhere to hide when she was asleep. For someone who had spent 
so long cultivating a facade, forcing others to believe the lies she spun, I was sur-
prised that she had let her guard down enough to curl up and drift off next to me. But 
the surprise soon gave way as the realisation sucker punched me. I probably didn’t 
matter. That’s why she was so soundly asleep. Because I was a safe unknown; we 
were acquaintances who rarely interacted. She wouldn’t expect me to talk about 
what had happened, and God knows I would never want to. And our friends had 
no overlap. I was a safe bet.

 The quickfire pain the new knowledge struck me with turned into an ache. 
Maybe this wasn’t just an accidental one-night stand, a drunk coincidence that had 
us stumbling into each other’s arms and tumbling into her bed. It had felt too good 
to be true. I’d reminded myself of that several times, even as her hand gripped my 
hair and her hips moved against my fingers. And maybe it was. Happy accidents like 
this don’t just happen. Girls like her don’t just suddenly sleep with girls like me.

 She shifts in her sleep and my unwilling lips are tugged upwards, a smile bloom-
ing into existence, only to be replaced by a frown. I should get dressed before she 
wakes up. Standing, I survey the floor - wooden, but it might as well be carpeted, 
there’s so many items of clothing strewn across it. My dress from yesterday, inside 
out and haphazardly draped across her desk chair; my tights, ripped and tangled 
by the door; my trainers, hastily shucked off.  I pick each of the items up, piecing 
together the events of the night before.

 Her body presses me into the door, lips insistent against mine, swallowing the 
whimpers I don’t even try to bite down. Impatient hands tug at my dress, lifting it 
over my head and throwing it across the room, my own hands reaching behind her 
for her zip, pulling it down. My fingers slide against her back, tracing her spine. So 
eager to touch her, to map out her body- because I know I won’t have the chance 
again.

 She pulls away, eyes holding mine as she slides her straps down her arms, let-
ting her dress slip down her body. I watch her, greedily taking in the sight. Like a 
starving child trying not to choke, but desperate to consume before I’m once again 
deprived. She winks, moving back towards me, hand sliding into my hair before 
pulling me towards her again. Her lips touch mine and I open them - an invitation. 
She grins, biting gently at my bottom lip, tongue flicking out to soothe it before she 
presses more insistently, one hand gripping my hip, the other hand tugging my head 
backwards. I let her take control. For a minute or so I’m too overwhelmed not to.

 Her mouth makes its way to my neck, kissing, sucking bruises onto my skin. 
Everything she’s doing feels so right but each movement is laced with a surprising 
hesitancy. I mentally kick myself. This is new to her. The wink, the eye contact; they’re 
just her attempts at bravado. She’s as nervous as I am. The thought gives me con-
fidence. I know I’m good. And I definitely have more experience with other girls. I 
don’t need to overthink. 
 
 I grab her wrists, tugging them away from me gently, reversing our positions. I 
pull them up, over her head, gripping them in one hand, the other cupping her face. 
‘Are you nervous, pretty girl?’ I ask, cockiness saturating my voice for the first time 
that night. She whimpers, eyes closing in anticipation. I lean in, pressing her even fur-
ther into the door, my body enveloping hers, mouth moving to her ear. ‘Don’t worry, 
princess. I’ll take care of you.’ 

 I close the door to her flat, making my way down the stairs. Right foot, then left, 
then right. I’m moving on autopilot, feet thumping against the concrete steps, the 
sound echoing up and down the empty stairwell. Loud. Too loud for my hungover 
head. I unlock my phone and check the time. 7:27am on a Sunday. No wonder the 
place is empty. I’m glad, though, because it means fewer people to see my walk of 
shame.

 Her hand tugs at my hair, even as the other covers her mouth choking off her 
moans. I pull away and she huffs, impatient. She was on a precipice and I pulled her 
away from the edge. I look at her, watching her fight to regain control. I did that. 

 Sliding up her body I kiss her, letting her taste herself. I tell her how pretty she 
looks under me, how much I’m enjoying watching her come undone. How much 
more I’d enjoy it if I could hear her. She moves her hand, grips the sheet instead. 
Better. I move back down her body, mouth following its contours, telling her exactly 
what I’d do if we had more time, if she wasn’t so desperate to get off. She whimpers, 
head thrown back in pleasure even as she tells me not to tease her. I laugh at that, 
and the gentle exhalation of air makes her shiver. 

 Without even realising it, my feet have carried me home. Four blocks and three 
flights of stairs later, and I’m still obsessing over her. I open the door to my apartment, 
close it behind me and slump down on the floor. I should get in the shower. I have 
brunch plans but all I want to do is stay in bed and wallow, not drink mimosas and 
pretend I’m fine. The pain in my chest seems to have set up permanent residence 
and the thought of faking happiness doesn’t sound appealing. I would rather spend 
the day reminiscing before I try and get my shit together. Although, there are some
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bits from last night I’d rather not remember.

 She comes back from the bathroom and slips in between the sheets, her body 
sliding in next to mine. I can feel it - warm and comforting. I contemplate rolling to 
face her, but I’m not sure what will happen next. Will she kick me out? Reassure me 
that it’s a one off? Should I muster the courage to tell her how I feel? I catch myself 
in my neuroses for too long and the moment passes. She stretches and reaches her 
hand out, tucking my hair behind my ear before pressing a fleeting kiss to my cheek. 
I freeze, pretending to be asleep and she sighs. ‘Now that’s what I call a tragedy’, 
she whispers, and it takes me a moment to realize that she is talking about me. 

 My phone vibrates impatiently, wrenching me out of my daydream and I’m glad 
for the distraction. I’m being stupid and masochistic, re-living the night, knowing it won’t 
happen again. I sigh, a little dramatic, and unlock my phone, only for my breath to catch.

Featured Fiction
The Silence Between Us

by Chloe C.

1995

The air inside the house was hot and stagnant.

 Mia opened the kitchen window, but it brought her no relief. Outside, houses had 
their curtains drawn and the streets were empty. All except for a small defiant black 
cat which slept under one of the gleaming cars, occasionally sweeping the concrete 
with its tail. A hazy fog of heat hung in the air, making the scene a washed-out pho-
tograph, foxing and a pale yellow. Upstairs someone flushed the toilet. The sound of 
water pouring from the bathroom tap followed it, then just as quickly it was wrenched 
to a stop. This was followed by the familiar creak of the broken door as the man en-
tered the living room. In response, Mia flicked the kettle on. Then turned to face him. 

 “I like the new flat,” he said as he attempted to dry his wet hands on his poly-
ester trousers. 

“Thanks,” Mia said. 

The man stood in the middle of the room in his too large suit, scratch-
ing uneasily at his stubble and glared aimlessly around the room. 
“It’s like you live in an Andy Warhol painting,” he said, brushing his wet fin-
gertips over the top of her sofa, which was a shade of red that closely re-
sembled tomato ketchup. It had been littered with shapeless, yellow pillows. 
The walls were a bright blue which made the room feel far smaller than it 
was. The kettle wailed and then stopped with a loud click behind them. 

 “Do you want a cuppa or…” Mia asked, letting the “or will you be leaving 
now?” hang unsaid in the air. 

“Sure,” he said. Mia turned away from him to grab two mugs from the cup-
board. He gingerly walked around the living room and stopped at her book-
shelf. As his eyes wandered over the rows of books, he loosened his tie 
and unbuttoned the top of his shirt. He would have taken off the suit jack-
et if he wasn’t so sure that his white shirt was discoloured from sweat. 

 “Tea or coffee?” Mia asked.
 
 “Tea, please.” The man said, now carefully watching Mia through the small kitch-
en doorway. She stood with her back to him, moving with a sense of ease that made 
the tension in his shoulders worsen. She was wearing a black dress that was normally 
saved for date nights and her hair had been tied up with a large tortoiseshell clip. 
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 “Do you still take it with three sugars?” Mia asked. She had taken off her heels 
and was now standing barefooted. 

 “Just two,” He replied. She said nothing and the silence between them was 
quickly filled by the sound of metal clashing against porcelain. “I’m trying to cut 
down.” He explained.

 “Good for you.” Mia said. “Milk? Or are you cutting down on that too?”

 “Milk, the usual amount, I suppose.” He shrugged and pulled out a book. He 
flicked through the pages, reading the odd word or phrase. 

 “Okay,” She said. Mia promptly disappeared from his view. She grabbed 
a glass milk bottle from the fridge, used the last of it in his tea and made herself 
an instant coffee. Against the black and white tiled kitchen wall, the cups were 
chess pieces. She brought them into the living room and handed his tea to him. 

 “I’ve been meaning to read this,” He said, holding the book up. 
 
 “You should.” She replied, sitting on the couch’s arm. 
 
 “Yeah, I will. So… erm, how’s your mum and dad?” He asked, placing the 
cup down on a nearby table. 

 “Mum’s great, dad’s decided he wanted to be a childless bachelor.” Mia 
said.

 “Oh. I’m sorry.” 

 “It’s fine.” Mia shrugged. Outside a car drove past, temporarily transporting 
the estate from a quiet suburban to a rowdy dancefloor. It quickly lapsed back 
into the unusual quiet. 
 
 “It was a lovely service.” he said, breaking the long silence. The words caught 
in his throat, coming out torn and mangled. He looked down at the book he held 
in his unsteady hands. 

 “Really beautiful.” Mia lied softly. It had been awful. Too many peo-
ple all sat in black, sweltering together in a small church. All breathing in 
the acidic scent of putrefying roses as the priest spoke with a weary imperti-
nence that made the London tube announcements sound more sympathetic.

 “What’s it about? The book?” The man asked, changing the subject. His 
voice startled her back to the present. He turned it over. “The Observer said it’s 
dark and witty. The Sunday Times said it’s extremely funny and they had to ration 
themselves while reading it. In fear of it ending too soon,” he read out. 

 “I always do that,” Mia observed, “read too quickly.” She shrugged softly.

 “At least you read them the whole way through. I’m terrible at finishing 
books, I keep leaving them half-read” 

 “I remember that,” Mia said, “You used to fold the page too. I hated that.”

 “I still do, I always lose bookmarks.” 

 Mia laughed. “It’s too hot for tea.” She said. “Beer?”

  “Go on then.” 

 She left him alone to go dig out two cans of Carlsberg from the fridge. He slid 
the book back into the bookcase. Tapped his hands against legs. Then reached 
for the book again.  

 “What’s it actually about then?” He asked her when she reappeared and 
pressed a cold can into his hand. 

 Mia contemplated this for a moment. “The intricacies of life.” 

 “Oh, aren’t they all?” 

 “Most of them are about murders these days,” Mia said, cracking open her 
beer. 

 “Are they?” He asked, placing his can down next to the full cup of tea. 

 “Crime books seem to be the latest trend.” 

 “I think they’ve always been popular,” he replied, “Agatha Christie, Sherlock       
Holmes...” 

 “Don’t be smart,” she said. “It’s not for you,” she added. 

 “No?”

 “No, it’s a romance book.” 

 “I like some love stories, hard to avoid in fiction.”

 “It is, isn’t it.” Mia agreed. 

 “So, it’s about love?” He pushed. 

 “It’s about betrayal, too.”

 “Right.” He said and opened the book to peer down into its pages.

 According to the book a man named Hooper was waiting impatiently in a
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hospital room. 

 “A sort of crime, I’d say,” Mia said, with a soft shrug. He shut the book and 
sighed. He felt as if they were both walking along a verbal tightrope.

 “Is that what you think?” He asked Mia after a while, “that you betrayed 
me?”

 “Did I?” Mia asked.

 The man sighed again. Mia looked down at the can. She twisted the tab one 
way, and then the other way. 

 “No,” he said. 

 “Mike said that you said that I made you look like a right mug. Said all the 
lads at work were cracking jokes at your expense, that-”

 “It’s fine.” He interrupted. It came harsher than he expected. Mia ripped the 
tab off. 

 He knocked the beer back and drank half the can. 

 “I’m sorry,” he said after a moment, “I did say that. I did look like a mug. But 
no more than usual.” He forced a grin and drained the can. Mia stayed silent. “I 
needed time.” He explained.

 “That’s fair.” 

 “Mia, look. I’m sorry we haven’t really spoken. I want you to know that I’m not 
upset that you’re gay.” He said and waited for a response. When none was given 
he let out a deep sign and continued, “I’m upset that you left me. I mean, the way 
you did.”

 “I thought it would be easier.” Mia replied in a small voice. 

 “Easier for you.” 

 “It was an impulse decision... to take off like that.” Mia said. 

 “What really pissed me off was that you took the iron. You hate ironing. I kept 
finding stuff missing - the iron, the wok, the bloody oven gloves….you left the flat in 
half.” 

 “I’m really sorry.” Mia said

 “I have been wanting to ask you…” He began and gave up with a sigh. 

 “What?” Mia asked.

 “Just...how did you realize?”

 “Oh.”

 “You don’t have to tell me right now.”

 “No, no. It’s fine. I owe it to you.” Mia said.

 “You really don’t.”

 “Well, I think I’ve always liked girls... and guys... both, to be honest.” 

 “Both?” He asked. His face crumbled. Mia nodded. “Oh.” 

 “I guess I’ve always known really, I just didn’t follow any of my feelings to-
wards it, because, well, you know my dad and I.”

 “You can’t like both, that’s not how it works.” He interrupted.

 “Well, I do. And who are you to say how it works?”

 “I’ve never heard of anyone-” 

 “Oh, why would you?” Mia snapped. 

 “Don’t raise your voice at me.”

 “Don’t belittle me then.”

 “Fine. Fucking hell. Fine. You like both.” 

 “Yes.” Mia insisted. 

 “Why did you leave me then? If you like guys and girls?” He asked.

 “We had other problems.”

 “Right, yeah.” He said, forcing a laugh. “I know we had problems, okay. But I 
thought we’d work through them. I didn’t expect to be discarded. As if I’m fucking 
nothing.” Anger splinted into his words, giving his voice an unhinged quality. 

 “You weren’t, and never will be, nothing to me. But I don’t want a relation-
ship that’s hard. That I have to work at.”
 
 “You’re in for a shock then. Relationships are work.” 

 “You’re patronizing me again.” 

 “You’re being ignorant.”
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 “No, I’m not.” 

 “This conversation is going nowhere.” The frustration was evident in his voice.

 “No. No, it’s not,” she agreed. 

 “I should go.” He said and stood up. He placed the crushed can down next 
to the cold cup of tea. 

 “I think that’s a good idea.”

 “Are you going to be okay?” He asked her.

 “Tracey’s coming over,” Mia answered. She wanted her saying that to hurt 
him.

 “Right.” He said.

 “I’ll see you out.” Mia stood up too. She walked over to the door, unlocked it 
and stood aside so he could leave. He lingered in the living room a moment. While 
he made his way out, his shoulder knocked into hers as he squeezed past her out 
of the door way. 

 “Sorry.” He muttered and looked down at the floor. It was old and dotted 
with discarded gum. He hesitated in the hallway and then turned to face Mia. A 
broken light flickered above him and for a moment, to Mia, he almost looked like 
Peter again. Mia’s chest tightened. 

 “I-I’m sorry for this. The last thing either of us needed.” Peter said. She said 
nothing. His face became unreadable. He was a stranger again, merely inhabiting 
the body of man she no longer knew.

 “It’s okay.” 

 “Look after yourself.” 

 “I will.” 
 
 They stood still in the familiar silence. Then he broke it. 
 
 “Right. Well...bye.” He said, and after a last, long look at her, he turned and 
walked away. She pushed the door shut, turned the lock and with a soft click, he 
was gone. 
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