


i don't know if i can 
honestly remember the frst 
time it happened. it could 
have possibly happened 
when i was four-years-old 
and my mom brought me to 
lindsey sabean's house and 
i started to cry because her 
gymnastics barbie was so 
beautiful. it could have 
possibly happened when 
my aunt delores told my 
mother that she should just 
buy the gymnastics barbie 
for me when i had a ft in 
toys 'r' us. it could have 



possibly happened when i 
brought the gymnastics 
barbie home and took off all 
of her clothes but not to 
admire her female body but 
to change her pink leotard 
into a totally cuter powder 
blue pant suit with a 
matching pillbox hat. it 
could have possibly 
happened when i watched 
too many episodes of sally 
jesse raphael with my 
grandmother while she 
taught me how to knit a 
sweater. it could have 



possibly happened because 
my dad was always away at 
work and my mother was 
also always at work and my 
university drop-out obese 
aunt who never had a real 
boyfriend was asked to 
babysit me. it could have 
possibly happened when i 
confused gender binaries at 
an early age and somehow 
created a disillusionment 
towards gender in the 
domestic sphere and 
societal roles and norms.

sometimes i wonder if this 



is all roy jordan's fault. 
sometimes i wonder if he 
didn't ask me to play 'the 
adams family' with him 
when i was seven-years-old 
would it have still 
happened? sometimes i 
wonder if he asked me to 
'be morticia' or if it was the 
other way around and i 
asked him to 'be gomez'. 
sometimes i wonder if it is 
normal for a seven-year-old 
boy to kiss the arms and 
neck of a nine-year-old boy 
and whisper things like 'ma 



cherie and mon cher' to 
each other.

maybe it happened when 
my dad found me watching 
one guy give another guy a 
blowjob on a 28.8 kbps dial-
up internet connection at 
the age of thirteen. (i 
blamed it on a pop-up). 
maybe it happened when 
brent skiffngton told me 
what 'jerking off' was so i 
went home and watched 
reruns of 'the adventures of 
sinbad' and tried it out for 
myself—three times in a 



row. maybe it happened 
when i found myself 
enjoying home economics a 
whole lot more than 
woodworking class. maybe 
it happened when my uncle 
showed me different parts 
of a snowmobile and i left 
halfway through the 
discussion and listened to 
'spiceworld' on repeat. 
maybe it happened when a 
distant relative showed me 
his dick and said 'you like 
this, don't you?' and i just 
kind of nodded and made a 



weird noise. maybe it 
happened when i rented the 
entire frst season on dvd of 
'queer as folk' but didn't tell 
anyone about it and spent 
three days in my room 
watching it while laughing, 
crying, screaming, sobbing 
and masturbating.

it probably happened 
when matthew gordon was 
sitting in sarah blackmore's 
swingset and asked 'so, 
you'd like, suck my dick if i 
asked you?' it probably 
happened when i took my 



parents car two nights after 
he asked me that question 
and i gave him a blowjob 
underneath the starry sky. 
(his belt was so hard to 
unbuckle and it felt like 
irony when i looked up and 
could clearly see orion's 
belt as a perfect 
constellation—mocking 
me). it probably happened 
when jeremy waddleton 
kissed me in the back of 
renée hamel's car and she 
pretended like it wasn't 
happening. it probably 



happened when i got really 
drunk and daniel murphy 
asked me to watch 'black 
sheep' with him but he just 
ended up sticking his dick in 
my ass for the very frst 
time. it probably happened 
when my ex-boyfriend's 
current boyfriend came over 
to my house and i fucked 
him just so i could get 
revenge on my ex-boyfriend 
for fucking his current 
boyfriend and ruining their 
relationship (which was 
eerily similar to how our 



relationship fnally fell 
apart). it probably 
happened when a boy told 
me he didn't love me quite 
like he used to and i felt like 
my heart was being 
savagely ripped apart by 
hyenas. it probably 
happened when i acted like 
everything was normal but 
just ended up walking home 
and crying the entire time in 
the pouring rain listening to 
'funeral' by arcade fre on 
repeat. it probably 
happened when i got an 



arcade fre tattoo to 
commemorate my frst 
offcial break-up. it probably 
happened when i told 
everyone 'i just really love 
arcade fre'.
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