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About the Issue

Experiencing the joy of a new relationship; watching
something warm and comforting become
unrecognizable; considering the ways we re-write our
pasts through relationships with others. This issue of
the Trans Survivors Zine focuses on the complexity of
relationships: both those that help us to grow, and those
that have caused harm.

For many trans and nonbinary people in particular, our
experiences of harm and abuse might be wrapped up in
access to our communities and identities. What does it
mean when the person who harmed us also taught us
how to feel comfortable with who we are?

None of these stories are straightforward or linear.
Each peace explores layers of our connections to others
and ourselves. We are so grateful, again, to all of the
contributors who helped to create this issue!

Caleb Weinhardt
Communications Coordinator, FORGE
Editor

& the FORGE staff

Silly Goose
by Asher-Reid Martinez

We wake in our tents to the sounds of geese
Their laughter carries through the morning air
Over the quiet, still lake

The late autumn morning cold tries to seep into our
temporary homes

We burrow into our sacks, smile, laugh along with them
This is home

For now

For however long we want it to be

Here it's safe

Safe to be who we are, how we want

Safe to laugh with those silly birds

To pet moss

To hug trees

To happy cry ourselves to sleep

After late night talks around the fire

Lots of things change

The seasons

Us

Our feathered friends

But the winter always ends

We always persist

And the geese never fail to return home laughing



Skinner Box
by Blue Midnight Canis

The rewards come so easy af first
Press the lever, tfreats come out
Little pellets of love

Press: A compliment
Press: A held hand
Press: A kiss

Press: Flowers

But over time it feels like
the lever
stops working as well

Press:

Press:

Press: You are loved
Press:

Press:

Press:

Press: You are good enough
Press:

Press:

Press:

Press:

Press: You are safe

And then come the days
where | don't press enough
And the floor lights up with
electric correction

And | come to learn that
no reaction is still a reward

So over
Press:
time
Press:
| learn
Press:
that |
Press:
should never
Press:
rest
Press:
Because you never
Press:
know
Press:
when
Press:
the
shocks
Presspresspresspress



might come

And every now

Press: “I'm sorry”

and then

Press: “l can see you're trying”
there’'s still

Press: “We're a family”

a freat

Press: “You're safe”

Looking back | am scared

Not by the box's devious construction

But by the question that if the treats had come
just a little more often

Would | ever have realized | was trapped?

we can make it
by August Webber



“Survival relationships are intense. You would do anything for
each other, and it is beautiful in a way, but it can quickly

become codependency and mutual harm.

I was in a t4t relationship over 4 and a half years in which we
were recently engaged. I found out that he'd been hiding a lot
of resentment against me, and as we tried to overcome our
issues, he suddenly became an extremely cruel person that I no
longer recognized, and it was terrifying. I painted this piece
while we were still trying, and I still believed that I could fix
everything if I was just determined enough. But he once
described his love as tending to an altar, and devotion to
someone at the cost of yourself is not love. Each of us are both

of the baby goats in different ways.”

Recomposition
by Quill Hogan

Come, gather tendrils of rage —

shredded pieces of your self-esteem

torn from the soft loam of your body.

Collect the scraps of your broken connection,
the clippings of the life you hoped to live
before all rosiness withered.

Here, in the despairing mess of it all, is mulch.
Water it with the tears you shed

as you hold it all, alone.

And with tears that fall

as you finally allow yourself to be held

by the sun’s warmth, a friend’s returning hand,
and a gentle invitation

“You deserve to live, not just survive”

Leave space in your pile to drain away the stories
that never made sense in the first place.

Turn the matter you’ve collected now and then;
coffee grounds that fueled late night phone calls,
orange peels from Karla at Monday night meetings,
dandelion stems that you whispered wishes into,
let your wild heart breathe

let your body move and remember itself.



Do not fret the bacteria clinging to your skin —
you must commune with worms and beetles

if you want to dance with flowers in the spring.
Things won’t always move so quickly;

you’ll reach a stable maturation.

Draw deep into yourself

to find the earthy-scented harvest —

the compost of the violence once absorbed.
Hold the carrots and beets in your soiled palms;
Let the rain embrace you, and smile.

Here, even in solitude, you are cradled by roots
Who know your name.

Let the flora witness your becoming.

And, when you are ready,

Invite your loved ones to a garden party.
Not to fix, but to feast.

Keep planting each year:

seeds of connection, joy, clarity, and calm

all from the bounty of your hearty soil. We Protect Each Other
by Kipp LL Wheeler

T

“As a survivor of multiple incidences of IPV, I've found
that nature and its processes have had a profound impact
on both the narratives | have about who | am post trauma
as well as my experience of learning to exist in the world
again with others and move away from isolation.”



“After reflecting on aspects of the LGBTQ+ community
that | frequently see, | noticed how we all seem to protect
each other. I've seen this protection just about
everywhere. On social media people make posts warning
others of what businesses are homophobic and/or
transphobic. At Pride events I've seen people that stand in
front of protesters with speakers drowning out the hate.
I've had strangers stand by me and help de-escalate
situations with transphobic people.

| chose to make a flail, because a flail was a common
weapon used for defense in the Middle Ages. It was an
improvised weapon made from a tool that was not
designed originally for fighting. | relate this to how we
often improvise or use objects in a way not originally
intended to help protect each other.”
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i want

by niko swanson-brownell

I want you in my hands

my fingers tracing stories into your soft skin

| want to see palestine free

israeli and us politicians rebuilding homes from the
rubble as reparations

I want to kiss you without fucking you

I want to see the rematriation of the land

| want to trust my body

like i trust the trees here

which is to say i want to know which path to take
and to whisper truth into your ear

for you to hear it, to listen

| want to abolish the police,

to free all of the imprisoned

want the supports of reintegration to be free

| want to stop using the phrase cost of living,
because i don’t want there to be a cost

| want us to feel less alone

to not be so afraid of holding each other

11



Wedding Bells by Oliver Chapman
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i walk back through your past to hold your hand
in the dark and kiss your bruises
by Naina

right now, a butterfly flaps its wings somewhere, and
you and i make a home in each other’s pasts.
though we only just met, i know i’'ve known you my
whole life

we write ourselves into the margins of each other’s
histories, making old memories feel a little sweeter, a
little less alone

you hold me when i cry today, overwhelmed by
feelings i can’t name, and somehow this moment
writes itself into the past.

i run into you at the park, both of us five years old
and wild, still unsure of the shape of the world ahead
of us. just bright eyed enough to clamber up trees
together and chase each other. when i fall,
overeager, you help me find a band aid and press a
small pecking kiss to the bruise. it still scars, but it’s the
kiss i rememb er, not the fall.

we are holding every part of ourselves that has ever
been hidden away,
mending wounds we didn’t witness and tending the

heartbreaks felt alone

when we hold each other in our bed at night, some

13



part of me sneaks back in time to your middle school
bedroom. i hold your hands through your dry eyed
heartbreak, your hiccuping sobs.

i hold your hand those days that you walked home
cold in the rain, you sit next to me in the library at
lunch when i was all alone.

we have a picnic on the hill, sharing coffee and
kisses and cold fingertips. our younger selves play
hide and seek on vacation, today's tenderness
spilling out on our empty yesterdays

i sit awake with you on a sleepless night when we
are fourteen, pinkies touching, one earbud each
faces lit by the underwater glow of the phone
between us

you sit on the edge of my bed with me and stroke
my hair when i cry at night

i squeeze your hand silently under the table at a
family dinner

each time, the future echoes that you are not alone
you buy a cane for the first time and we decorate it
together, sitting on your apartment floor, i read your
diary entries from when you were seven, and you tell
me what dissociation felt like back then you take
care of me through a week-long migraine flare up,
holding me when i’'m vomiting into the toilet you
read my poetry from five years ago,

and your warmth fills my childhood bedroom.
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you find me and hold me, back in the times when i
couldn’t move.

love flaps its wings, tiny shockwaves into the past
parallel universes in which i got to hold you this
month

mayb e we meet in the middle of a busy street and
come together, walk to a quiet corner in a park or a
small bench it doesn’t matter. maybe it’s on the side
of an empty road or under a bus stand in the rain.
maybe in the desert or in a crowded airport or on a
fucking b oat tour off the california coast. maybe you
“get lost” in a mall for five hours and i kiss you in a
stairwell for four of them. it doesn’t matter how it
happens aslong as it does.

every time, i look up and see you and don’t quite
know what to do. i laugh half cry close my eyes and
run to you, looking only when i can feel us tangled
together

maybe we meet in front of a beach, windswept hair
and wobbly smiles. we lay down on the grass. it’s
cinematic and it doesn’t matter because

I say oh god i missed you you nod again and again
and againand

we’re all that there is. we hold each other tight so
many feelings and no thoughts and just try to
breathe (it doesn’t work, i think we’re hiding our

15



faces in each other’s shoulders and blinking back
tears anyway)

we’re there til you say the grass itches and then we
walk down, finally hand in grasping hand, to the
beach. ilean back against a rocky cliff and pull you
to me, push myself closer to you. we kiss and kiss and
kiss til we’re gasping and then maybe we’re crying
and i rub my hands down your back you tighten
yours around me

i kiss your eyelids wip e the tears off your cheeks you
hold my face in your hands and i fallapart your arms
are here now where there was empty space, a
reminder that our world is so much brighter and
more beautiful in the places where we are together

we leave hearts dragging across the ground, b ut
now there is a moment tucked away in the recesses
of memory’s tide,

we had each other for a beautiful fucking moment
where we should have had nothing and it’s enough.
ithastobe.

what b etter sadness than that of waiting for
something beautiful and inevitable

of shared longing and a love we built and named
a love spoken and built and dreamed of together

16

Dick Under Duct Tape
by Dex Drury

You ask:
why won’t you let me go down on you?

I answer:

closeted, I still used to joke

that | had a dick under the duct tape
If only that were true

and | could peel off my crotch

rrrrriiiiipppp

to reveal a fully formed phallus
snug under mons pubis

I don’t let you put your mouth on me
because | don’t want you licking my clit

I want you to bob on the cock

that | never told you my brain howls | have

| hate heads between my legs
because if a talented tongue

peels back the silver-strip adhesive
that keeps me together

I’m not sure what will come out
and I’'m scared it’ll be nothing at all

17
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Third Infusion
by Kale Bolton

Distorted bass starts rattling my windows, and that’s how |
know Vanessa is here. | throw on my baseball cap and grab the
Jamba Juice knock-off smoothies | made for us. They’re in
mason jars because, of course, | don’t own actual travel cups,
but I have to bring something. | can’t just let people do favors
for me without a gift of gratitude.

I slide into the passenger seat. It smells like she just finished a
cigarette. | can tell she’s nervous because she keeps glancing at
me instead of watching the road. Normally she’d be filling the
silence with something sharp and irreverent, but today, she
just drums her fingers against the wheel.

We met as work friends, the kind of closeness built on late-
night shifts and shared misery. Nothing builds friendships like
closing shifts, especially at My Fathers Place. We would be up
until almost 4 am cleaning the bar on Friday nights. She
would drive me home and we would tell each other stories
about our lives and sing emo music from the top of our lungs
driving down Sandy. She’d often miss the turn onto my street,
but I didn’t mind.

She hasn’t seen me since the diagnosis, since my Marc Bolan
hair became nothing but scalp. | know it’s a lot for people to

take in.
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But for Vanessa, it’s more than that.
Her mom died from cancer.

| didn’t even think about that until I saw the way she kept
looking at me, like she was bracing for something. A quick,
guilty twist settled in my stomach. But she still showed up.
That meant something. Vanessa is someone who truly cares
about people she loves, and | am grateful to be one of them.
We pull into the hospital, and | make some joke about how
luxurious the cancer hospital is, because if | don’t, Ill
probably start crying uncontrollably or some shit. We reek of
stale cigarettes. My nurse thinks I was smoking and might be
judging just a little.

The chemo infusion room has huge windows; it makes the
lighting a little less harsh than the rest of the hospital. But the
windows don’t brighten the gray, dismal, depressing vibe. The
air is thick with that sterile, chemical-clean smell, and under it,
the faint scent of warmed-up plastic trays of hospital food.
The machines beep in a slow, steady rhythm.

The room is full, and some people look a lot sicker than me.
Older men slumped in their chairs, women wrapped in
blankets, someone curled up asleep with their mouth slightly
open. It’s intense. Vanessa and | are laughing—probably too
much. It’s one of those situations where we can feel how heavy
everything is, so we just lean harder into the ridiculous.
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We're gossiping about crushes, talking shit about stupid
people we know, rehashing the same Workaholics jokes we’ve
been making for years. We always talk about that show too
much. The nurse side-eyes us at one point, like she’s
wondering if we get where we are.

“Take a deep breath, and on three, you're going to feel a
poke.”

I grit my teeth as they connect my port. | look over, and
Vanessa looks like she’s seen a ghost.

The nurse runs saline through my port. | can taste it, like the
world’s most expensive oyster. Then comes the chemo. It’s
cold. I remember my first infusion, how | was terrified it was
going to burn. I'd spent the whole time waiting for that
unbearable sting. But it never came. Now, at my third
infusion, | know what to expect. I'm practically a regular old
champ.

It’s strange, though, being seen like this. | have never been the
kind of person who needed taking care of. | don’t really know
what to do with it.

| take a sip of my smoothie, clink my glass with Vanessa’s, and
together, we watch the birds.

I don’t know how to say it out loud, but I hope she knows this
means everything to me.
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the fireman
by M. Lopes da Silva

| can still hear the bells jangling

telling me to get ready

telling me to text them check in make sure

they’re not angry or upset be ready

to soothe or put out fires be ready

they were always burning

so how could | be on fire?

how could | be so irresponsible as to burn, too?

| was trained to keep the flames away from them

| was taught to never burn in their sight

only smolder

they were upset that their top surgery went so well

it didn’t leave any scars while I still

wait for my scars to heal so | can feel safe topless at the
beach

they were upset that | couldn’t heal wounds
thousands of dollars of therapy has yet to heal

how dare | burn? why couldn’t | be something cozy

like a fireplace or nourishing like an oven

why did | have to burn, too? couldn’t | be quieter about it?
| waited for their fires to go out on their own

thinking that all fires die down eventually

but Centralia has been burning since 1962

and coal seams on fire can blaze for thousands of years
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| don’t have that long to live
and the world is on fire

I’m sorry

| had to put myself out first

23



How Jazmine Sullivan Helped Me Appreciate
and Come Out to My Mother Again
by Maya Williams

includes areferenceto Yanyi’'s The Year of Blue Water

One of my favorite ads for trademarked Cotton,
framed as “the fabric of our lives,”

is Jazmine Sullivan’s. Her singing voice. Her posing in a
bright Cotton dress.

Years later, | heard her sing during the end credits of
Tick Tick...Boom! on Netflix.

What a gift sorely missed. What a flower crown for my
listening ears to put on.

Screw the pastor whose whole sermon on Jazmine’s
“Bust the Windows Out Your Car.”

Zero compassion for her, but loads of compassion for
the man who hurt her first.

I have more appreciation for Jazmine Sullivan as an
artist as | get older.

Isn’t that usually how it goes when learning to
appreciate most people?

My mom was good at introducing me and my siblings
to artists of more

distinguished raspy voices. Women unafraid to sound
ugly while singing about their

sorrows, curiosities, fears, or joys. I am no longer a
woman, but I will always
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appreciate coming from women. When my mom heard
me on a podcast say,

“1I’'m no longer a Black woman, but will always root for
Black women,”

she was concerned about me not calling myself Black. |
ease her worry,

“I'm a Black nonbinary person.” Sighing, she said,
“Don’t scare me like

that again.” I’'m glad she only cared about the word that
matters.

25
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you can learn good
things from bad people
by Aspen
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“My piece is about surviving emotional and
sexual abuse that started in my childhood at the
hands of trans adults. It's unfortunately been
necessary to untangle my gender/sexual identity
from my abuse, and justify the reality of my
identity.”

27



T4T
by Gemma Bastian

You look so handsome
In my button-down shirt
Thanks for letting me
Use your setting spray
Even though it’s old

It got the job done.

We stay mutually complicit
In the jerry rigging

Of each other’s bodies
Attempting to fit the mold
That we were supposed to fit
Instead of the factory defects
That the stork dropped off
On our parents’ doorsteps

Is that why they treat us like that?
Because they never got

A recall notice?

You're getting so muscular
And your chest looks so flat
I’'m glad you like the way

I have finally begun

To fill out my clothes
Thanks for not caring

That my hair is synthetic.

28

Our gender journeys have started

To pass each other by

Two trains

On separate tracks

Now you get sweaty in the late afternoon
And | get the “pleasure”

Of finding stains in my panties.

The trains meet

To find two people

Living for the first time in their thirties
But as blushing teenagers

The girl, prim and proper

Hiding behind her good grades

And carefully done makeup

Waiting to be asked out by

The boy, goofy and kind

The first to crack a joke

But also to lend a hand

They find each other in the cafeteria
Or maybe at the mall

Or on MySpace

So a man from the east

And a woman from the west
Don’t have to meet in the middle
To find out that what was missing
Just lay on the track ahead.
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To see the passing train

Is to appreciate that

The accident of a misprint

Makes something valuable

Perhaps beautiful

A woman caresses her strong arms

Along the gentle curves of a man

And for a moment, the jerry rigging
pauses

As they see the appeal

Of factory-issued parts.

30

Blue girl
by Nasta Martyn
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Damn The Roses
by Jackson Fortner Hill

There's some special place in my brain to remember all
the things about you that | would rather not

| remember which rose pastry you love the most and how
you held it to my lips for me to taste

| remember the stop sign, the scar, your elbow

And the way you slid a butterfly wing into my left-breast
pocket along with the flowers and grass bits which |
burned and smoked away next year left only with sparks
by candlelight

| remember your silence as | drove you to your doctor's
appointment after | made a cruel joke at your expense

| remember your favorite color and how you promised not
to buy anything else mauve, but at my encouragement
that was the color of your new curtains

Still un hung

| remember the nausea on your face as you scoffed my
hand away at the doctor's office

And | remember the selfie you took, fresh out of the
shower on the solstice, or the equinox, or

32

the full moon

| remember the even keel to your voice as you told me of
your marital indiscretions, not with satisfaction or shame
or even guilt, but with a need

A need for me to be proud of you
Maybe you always needed me to be proud of you

That weight off your chest
Onto mine

How dare you?

| remember the cruel stories from your childhood and
how you were target practice for a predator

| remember how you took sap straight from a pine tree
and dabbed it behind your ears like the armor of the Faye
and | remember too the disappointment in your eyes
when | told you | couldn't smell it because | had COVID
that one time

| remember how

If a room got too silent your toes would curl up under you
and fold backwards as you tried to make yourself smaller -
less noticeable

Less of a target
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| remember that night you invited me over to take a bath
with you

The way you wouldn't let me touch you even with that
glint in your eye, your teeth shining at me | remember the
way your fingertips brushed mine as you passed the toy
into my hands

| remember your smile and nod as | told you no
Your giggle and blush

Your thighs against mine

| said it again

| remember your voice, somewhere far far above me
whispering it'll get better

It'll get better soon

Soon

And | sank

| sank through the mattress

Through your hardwood floors into the earth

| sank through the dirt

Through the Florida aquifer

Through stone

And through rock

| sank straight into the white hot molten center

of myself

Weeks later as | resurfaced it was more clear to me what |
don't remember
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Like your kindness

| don't remember your kindness as you spoke to me by
the springs that July afternoon, the sun

seeping into our skin, burning out our voices

| don't remember the understanding in your eyes as |
admitted my far back fears and

desires sitting on my couch as our calves intertwined,
Your toes slowly turning

Purple

| don't even remember your eye contact as you slipped
my clothing from my shoulders for the

first time

Or the gentleness in your touch as you worked to make
me come

| don't remember comfortable silences.

Try as | may

It is impossible for me to remember things that did not
happen, words that were not spoken, feelings that were
never shared

Wild as my imagination can run it is stopped short at
remembering you as anyone you are not

But that uppercrust pastry, | will always remember the
roses.
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Mementos From Our Last Night
by Noah Stang-Osborne

"This watercolor painting puts together the pieces of
the last night in Noah's abusive relationship. This
painting shows both the literal effects of that night,
Noah'’s dislocated ankle and cracked phone screen, as
well as the more metaphorical, the broken trust and
sharp words. This painting is an expression of pain,
created shortly after Noah got out of xyr abusive
relationship. Despite the reminders of trauma there is
light coming through the storm clouds."

36

potato soup
by elle

you fucked me while i wore a skirt

legs spread, denim bunched at the top
of my thighs, light grinding

then not-so-light grinding
spread out on yoga mats turned into your bed
you’d never kissed me like that before

it was ravenous
you were ravenous

dysp horic and distracted
from myself

no, it wasn’t anything you did
you always take my exp ectations, throw them out
the window, and create new ones

iwasn’t as present as i wanted to be and usually
am with you - my mind wasn’tin it

my brain is tupperware crammed into cupboards
held in by quickly-closed doors to prevent chaos

self-inflicted yes but a part of me
gets off on this
self-sado-masochism that’s not
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sustainable but god does it
match every lid to a container and
make room for you to be with me

and you made me potato soup
and i was suddenly lucid

dollop ed with daisy, sprinkled with cheese,
pierced with bacon bits

I sat on your couch

enveloped in mundane tasks i had no pleasure
partaking in
a missed shot two weeks past its due date

built up anxiety from the week
a needle-thin hole in a full balloon
air slowly escaping

i don’t know if it was the amount of weed i'd smoked
or

the work you putin

to making the soup after the work i put in

to making you cum, or maybe it was a combination
of both

but it was the besti’d ever had
i was wiped

but you were right - all i needed was
something to eat

38

in the kitchen you were serving up
new ways to carry a conversation

i was taken care of,
you took care of me

you fucked me while i wore a skirt
you made me potato soup
and i felt like a girl

and i like when you’re in charge buti
needed some autonomy over my body that
didn’t feel like mine for a moment

kiss me
bite me

reach up and interlock your fingers in mine
against the bed, i'm pinned to this mattress like an
insect on display

place my hands and wings where you want and
watch me flutter under your control

my stomach is full but i can’t help but feel my
appetite

crawling back up

forcing me to feed again

i can’t wait for seconds
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Home With You
by Marlowe Olson
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Prince on Ice
by Samuel-Michael

A sparse number of passengers trickled out of the early-
morning Thanksgiving bus. |1 scanned for a familiar
face, but to no avail. Maybe the next one. My new
boyfriend had bought us tickets to Disney on Ice, one of
our first activities as an official couple, because he knew
I used to be a figure skater myself. I beamed when he
mentioned the activity, but began to feel a sense of
dread when he asked to see my old skating videos,
realizing how much of my past, and myself, I kept
hidden from him.

He knew of my identity as a trans man, being one of the
few Hinge meet-ups that never asked invasive questions
and allowed me to share details at my own pace. When
he said he’d watched my pre-transition skating videos, |
waited for him to begin looking at me in That Way.
The way that cis people look at trans people once they
know of their past. But he didn’t. He raved about my
talent, questioning why | had downplayed my
achievements so much, and complimented my dresses
and makeup.

His patience and understanding led me to hesitate
before putting my binder on that morning. | stroked its
firm fabric and massaged the sweat stains. All the years
of pain and shame dangled between my fingers. Hiding
brought a sense of safety that | had grown to know far
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too well during my transition, but what if I... didn’t
wear it? Just for one day?

He stepped off the following bus and lit up when he saw
me, rushing over to greet me with a hug. | tensed,
fearing an unnecessary sensation would immediately
draw attention to my bare chest, and only relaxed when
he let go. He took my hand and we walked to the arena,
maneuvering through the long numbered corridors to
find our sections. He insisted on buying some Slushies
in specialized cups, his tongue turning bright blue from
his blue-raspberry drink before we even sat down.

| took a deep breath.
He glanced over. “Is your chest hurting from binding?”

Frankly, | was surprised that he’d noticed my deep sigh
enough to connect it to binding. | smiled and averted
my gaze as | answered, “No, I'm, uh, actually not
binding today.”

He nodded, acknowledging it before moving on. For a
moment, | wondered if he understood what | just
shared with him. Something that felt so personal and
terrifying to admit, to be met with such a nonchalant
response... Maybe | had overanalyzed just how much
of a big deal my chest really was.
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When the show ended, a wave of dysphoria crashed
over me, followed by the realization that | would be
meeting his parents for the first time. They both spoke
a language | struggled in, so | spent the bus ride
scrounging up anything | could from my high school
French classes while evaluating the size of my chest.

His dad picked us up, and | stumbled my way through
a conversation, repeating the same process with his
mom upon returning to his house. Once we retreated to
his bedroom, he assured me that our conversations
went well. He closed the door, settling down on his bed
and motioning for me to do the same. Feeling hesitant,
I sat down across from him. He took my hands and
smiled.

“You mentioned that you weren’t binding today, can |
ask why?”

| swallowed. “I, umm... I...

“You don’t have to answer if it’s too personal!”

“No, it’s okay.” | took a breath. “I... wanted you to see
my chest when I’'m not binding, to see if... if you'd
still... if you’d want to be with me.”

He seemed confused. “ Of course | still want to be with
you! Your body is amazing, whether you bind or not.
To be honest, I didn’t even notice that you weren’t
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binding.”
“1... I’'m sorry for being so unsure.”

“There’s no need to be sorry. It must be a really scary
thing to be so vulnerable with someone like this.”

I looked away. “Do... do you want to see me shirtless?”
“Only if you’re comfortable with it.”

A thousand horses raced in my chest as | stripped off
my hoodie. Even though | pulled my shirt down too
fast for any glimpse of my stomach, my bare arms
rejoiced in the freedom of the cool air, the rest of my
body desperate for relief from the confining heat.

| hesitated before looking up at him. He smiled at me.
He barely glimpsed at my un-binded chest, instead
focusing on my eyes, and without saying a word,
encouraged me to do more.

Feeling a small burst of trust, I peeled my shirt off. The
air accentuated the feeling of my exposed chest, each
shaky breath creating more drag that made me more
painfully aware of my body. | wanted to hide, to make
him forget he had ever seen me. Thoughts raced by
faster than | could grab them, but before | could speak,
he did.

“Wow... You're so beautiful.”

I looked up. He stared at... me. Not just at my chest,
but all of me. My stomach, my legs, my face. He
reached forward, confirming he could touch me, and |
nodded.

He ran his hands over my arms, taking in each vein and
muscle, before caressing my stomach, fingers grazing
the outline of each of my abs. He acted as if he was
touching a priceless statue instead of my body. And in
that moment, when he touched me, | felt like | really
was beautiful. The crushing awareness of each incorrect
curve of my body lessened, replaced with something |
seldom felt: pride.

My boyfriend and | have been together for two years
now, and he has never made me feel less-than for being
trans. He makes me feel loved, and helped me realize
that being trans does not make me harder to love or
unlovable. | never thought | would find love as a gay
trans man, but | did.

Trans people do get their fairytale love. | promise.
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Asher-Reid Martinez: I'm a 25-year-old Puerto Rican
Autistic trans man living in New York. | have a 12-year-
old cat named Godiva who is my entire world!! In my
free time you can find me writing poems, reading books,
camping, and doing fiber arts.

Aspen: Aspen scaredlittlebug is an agender zinester and
bug enthusiast whose art can take years to finish. In the
decade since moving to so-called Denver, it’s been
drawing, collaging, and hanging out around ponds. You
can find him at Denver Zinefest, or outside taking
pictures of dragonflies.

August Webber: August (they/he/she) is a 24 year old
trans artist in the SF Bay Area. They work in theatre
education and enjoy using various mediums to create
art, including music, poetry, sewing, crochet, painting,
sculpting, etc. Art is an important and daily aspect of
their life.

Blue Midnight Canis: Blue Midnight Canis is a queer
wolf of a trans woman living in southern Ontario.
Under a previous name, she was a 2022 Hugo finalist
for her short story "Unknown Number." In addition to
being an author, she is a statistician, film geek, cat
parent, poet, and increasingly indefinable creature
hovering somewhere between "monster” and "MILF."
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Caz Shegogue: | am a trans multimedia artist from DC,
concentrating on tattooing and watercolor as well as
any medium | can get my hands on. | have played my
own unique part in the DC trans & queer DIY scene for
at least 5 years. Now, | continue to support and create
for my community every day through local pop-ups and
art events. When | create, | am inspired by organic
shapes and patterns found in nature and the ethereal
worlds of my dreams.

Dex Drury: Dex Drury writes poetry to cultivate
catharsis and engage in the pursuit of personal truth.
Dex believes that while language often fails us as we
strive to accurately communicate our vulnerable pains
and desires, it's worth the attempt anyway.

elle: elle (she/her) is a poet and musician whose work
ranges anywhere from soft and sentimental to hard and
horny! after turning her journaling habits into
performing, she's been putting her roots down in the
chicago poetry scene. finding solace in the cathartic
practice of putting the feelings she's been ignoring on
paper to read to strangers. she spends a lot of her time
focused on good moods, good foods, and good people!
all parts of her life that shine through in her work. if
she doesn't respond to your email right away, be
patient, she's probably tending to her plants!

Gemma Bastian. Gemma Bastian (she/her) is a
university professor by day, an amateur poet by night,
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and a hopeless romantic 24/7. She lives in Sioux Falls,
SD, and no, it's not that terrible being trans there. This
is her first time submitting poetry to a zine but she's
been submitting poetry to her crushes since high school.
Follow @poetrybygemma on Instagram for more gay
Stuff.

Jackson Fortner Hill: Jackson Fortner Hill is a seasoned
artist with two decades of experience in creating and
selling thought-provoking artwork. As a queer artist,
his dynamic approach to materials and techniques
reflects a deep commitment to self-expression and an
ongoing dialogue with both the body and the
environment. With each piece, Jackson invites viewers
to engage with the nuances of the human experience,
offering a unique perspective that resonates on both a
personal and universal level.

Kale Bolton: I am a trans nonbinary multidisciplinary
artist living in Portland Oregon. | was diagnosed with
breast cancer in 2022. After my diagnosis | started an
LGBTQ cancer survivor art collective called Cancer
Queers.

Kipp LL Wheeler: Kipp LL Wheeler is a transmale
queer artist, residing in Kentucky. He holds a Bachelor
of Fine Art concentration in Painting and Printmaking
from Eastern Kentucky University, currently working
towards a Master of Instructional Design. He frequents
art festivals/fairs under the business name Shark’s
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Treasures.

M. Lopes da Silva: M. Lopes da Silva (he/they) is a
polyamorous, bisexual, and non-binary trans masc
author and artist from Los Angeles. He writes pulp and
poetry, and lectures about the political power of desire
and disruption. His poetry can be found in Eye to the
Telescope, The Dread Machine, and Electric Literature.
Weirdpunk Books released his collection of
heartbreaking and exquisite trans and queer horror
stories, Infinity Mathing at the Shore and Other
Disruptions, in March of 2024.

Marlowe Olsen: Marlowe is a genderqueer artist living
in Madison, WI. They enjoy live music, reading graphic
novels, and the sunshine.

Maya Williams: Maya Williams (ey/they/she) is a
religious Black multiracial nonbinary suicide survivor
who served as Portland, Maine's poet laureate for a
2021-2024 term. Follow more of eir work at
mayawilliamspoet.com

Naina: Naina is a Baltimore-based artist, studying
physics and visual art. They enjoy experimenting with
different media including zines, illustration, poetry, and
printmaking. In their art, Naina explores intersections
of queerness, disability, Black & brown culture,
revolutionary work, and the natural world through
storytelling. Their work is an entry point to hidden
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histories and worldviews; it is inspired by their love for
South Asian poetry forms & textile motifs, space &
physics metaphors, and creatures of all kinds.

Nasta Martyn: Nasta Martyn is an artist, graphic artist,
illustrator. She graduated from the State Academy of
Slavic Cultures with a degree in art, and also has a
bachelor's degree in design.

The first personal exhibition "My soul is like a wild
hawk" (2002) was held in the museum of Maxim
Bagdanovich. In her works, she raises themes of
ecology, in 2005 she devoted a series of works to the
Chernobyl disaster, draws on anti-war topics. The first
big series she drew was The Red Book, dedicated to rare
and endangered species of animals and birds. Writes
fairy tales and poems, illustrates short stories. She draws
various fantastic creatures: unicorns, animals with
human faces, she especially likes the image of a man - a
bird - Siren. In 2020, she took part in Poznan Art Week.
Her work has been published in magazines:
Gupsophila, Harpy Hybrid Review, Little Literary
Living Room and others. In 2022, her short story was
included in the collection "The 50 Best Short Stories,"
and her poem was published in the collection of poetry
"The wonders of winter."

niko swanson-brownell: niko swanson-brownell (he/they)
IS a queer+trans poet, aspiring dairy farmer and jack of
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many other trades. his first poem was written at age 5,
titled "no more binning." since then he has contributed
a number of poems to anthologies and journals. their
work follows organic styles, mirroring his main
subjects, the natural world.

Noah Stang-Osborne: Noah is a multi media artist and
big feeler. His bachelors in art therapy informs his
expressive approach to art making. In xyr art xe
explores themes of grief, survivorship, disability and
community.

Oliver Chapman: | am a gay transgender man, whose
work revolves around showing the joy that comes with
queer masculine relationships. My artwork is heavily
inspired Keith Haring and Tom of Finland, with bold
lines and colorful background to draw the viewer
closer.

Quill Hogan: Quill Hogan is a nonbinary writer,
therapist, and community organizer residing in
Portland, Oregon. They grew up sharing time between
the Bay Area, California, and Nojiriko, Japan, and
have a fondness for all things kawaii and animal
related.

Samuel-Michael: | am a gay trans man who loves being
creative in all forms, including art, writing, and
photography. Most of my stories focus on mental
health issues and queer identities, as | aim to bring
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accurate representation of all sorts of LGBTQ+ people.

52

TRANSSURVIVORS

Zine: with art and writing by

Asher-Reid Martinez M. Lopes da Silva
Aspen Marlowe Olsen
August Webber Maya Williams
Blue Midnight Canis Naina
Caz Shegogue Nasta Martyn
Dex Drury niko swanson-brownell
elle Noah Stang-Osborne
Gemma Bastian Oliver Chapman
Jackson Fortner Hill Quill Hogan
Kale Bolton Samuel-Michael
Kipp LL Wheeler

FORGE is a national trans anti-violence
organizationsupportingtrans N
survivors/communities and providing training
to service providers. Trauma-informed.
Empowerment-based. Culturally-responsive.

forge-forward.org

trans-survivors.com

|G: @forge_forward

Bluesky: @forgeforwardtrans.bsky.social
Facebook: @FORGE.trans




