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QUEER

BAD

PRAISE FOR

‘

Bad Queer

reads like

a gentle love letter

to those of us who fear

being perceived but long to be heard. Kamalakanthan’s

fiercely

compassionate

storytelling does not pull any punches,

but

it will certainly bandage the wound afterwards

.’

Sonora Reyes, award-winning and bestselling author of

The

Lesbiana’s Guide to Catholic School

‘

Sensual, present and protective

. I feel like I made a friend.’

Steven Camden, CLiPPA poetry award-winning author of

Everything All at Once

‘A

beautifully written

verse novel about first love, acceptance

and identity.’ Abiola Bello, bestselling author of

The Love Dare

‘

Poetry at its best

; truthful, intimate and

powerful

!’ Laura

Dockrill, award-winning author of

I Love you, I Love you, I Love You

‘

Bad Queer

is

pure trans teenhood – punchy, clumsy and

raw

. Echoing so many conversations and internal dialogues

I had trying to understand myself, from my first romance,

new friendships, tough family moments, facing pressures to

conform, to finding my voice, reading this even as an adult

is

comforting

. Gayathiri Kamalakanthan has created a home
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for all of us between these pages, taking care of us with

acts

of love woven between verses

. This is the home I wish for

all young people questioning any part of themselves, not just

their queerness, transness or brownness.

A place of safety,

exploration, and compassion

, ultimately this is

the family

that all young people deserve

.’ Sabah Choudrey, activist,

speaker and author of

Supporting Trans People of Colour

‘

A book so many of us wish we would have read growing

up

. It will fill a much needed void for so many young people.

There’s

infinite beauty

in being different.’ Annabel Sowemimo,

doctor, activist and author of

Divided
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Author’s Note

Bad Queer

explores issues including bullying, transphobia,

homophobia, gender dysphoria, racism, the Tamil

genocide and the experience of a refugee family. My focus

was to think about these issues with care and present some

of the realities that people live with.

The scenes around consent, discovery and boundaries

are drawn from questions I’ve been asked as a sex and

relationships educator in secondary school classrooms

across the UK. My aim for

Bad Queer

was to include

consensual, sex-positive moments where the characters

feel safe, heard and empowered.

Please take care when reading and pause whenever you

need to.

With love,

Gayathiri
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asking for gender is another

way of asking:

where did you come from?

sometimes when i answer

water

comes out.

– Alok Vaid-Menon

Being queer saved my life . . . it made me curious;

it made me ask, ‘Is this enough for me?’

– Ocean Vuong
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PROLOGUE

I’m not a girl.

But the idea of being a girl

is everywhere.

I can’t escape it

except

when I’m at home

with Ammā and Mum.

Ammā and Mum are my parents.

Ammā is genderfluid

and uses they/them pronouns.

Mum is a cis woman

and uses she/her pronouns.

I use they/them too,

when I’m home, where it’s safe.

Just not in the same way as Ammā.

I don’t tell

other

people

I’m not a girl.

It’s easier
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and harder this way –

to shrink my transness,

to silence what queers before me

fought so hard to live out loud.

I’m hiding

I want to be found.
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chapter 1

OCTOBER

Me, Ammā and Mum.

This is our family of three

and having me was deliberate.

‘You were very much on purpose,’

they both tell me.

Mum is a teacher and Ammā is an artist.

Together, we build our own cocoon,

a home filled with music and dance,

a place to practise our freedom.

I see the looks from other parents

who don’t get them. But I like being us.

Our bubble of hope, where we plant seeds

of lavender and love and break rules

that make no sense.

God. I sound just like them:

‘Our existence is resistance.’

I wish I believed that

that was enough.
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My name is Surya

which means ‘sun’

or ‘sun god’ in Tamil.

My parents are not religious

and I’m not sure what I believe.

But for my grandparents, Thaathi and Thaatha,

prayer is a quiet constant. They reach for their gods

daily and nightly, and pray for us,

whether we like it or not.

When they call (which is most days),

Thaathi and Thaatha sing-shout my name

like nobody else. Their voices overlap.

Thaathi’s thick and husky,

Thaatha’s a near-whisper, bright with laughter

and the promise of stories.

Together, Thaathi and Thaatha are my anchors.

They’re the only grandparents I know.

I know that Mum’s parents

live in the North of England.

I know they don’t speak to us

and that I’ve never met them.

I also know that I don’t need to.

People and parties make me feel anxious.

So for birthdays, Thaathi and Thaatha come over

for dinner. Then later, me, Ammā and Mum

do our birthday tradition: we write our wishes
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and dreams on scraps of paper and fold them

into our dream jars – glass milk bottles

filled with tiny fairy lights.

Tonight, I turn seventeen.

We re-read notes from last year:

‘Swim in a super cold sea – done.’

‘Learn how to spin on the ice – not quite.’

‘Speak my mind more – still working on it.’

Kiss someone.

I don’t read the last one out loud.

A wish that’s still waiting,

I hope this year will come true.

The thing is,

it feels like everyone in my year

has stories about going out

and getting with people.

I’ve never even kissed someone.

Some people at school carry condoms

in their bags. Because they can.

Because they want sex to be safe.

Because it’s funny to watch the plastic squares

burst out of birthday cards

in front of unsuspecting teachers.
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I do have

some

experience.

As in, I use my hands to find

what feels good for my body.

But touching myself is different

from someone else touching me.

I guess it’s just a thing

that’s not happened yet.

The next morning

I’m not surprised to see Maha’s face

pressed against our kitchen window.

‘Happy birthday, bestie!’ she yells. And of course

she’s booked two tickets to our local ice rink, Silver Blades.

Maha’s my best mate and an ice-skating pro.

‘Ami Parekh was the first South Asian skater

in the World Figure Skating Championships.

She brought Bharatanatyam dance to the rink –

its sari silk, gold borders and ankle bells,

its ragams and mridangam-heartbeat.’

Maha tells me this again

as she slices through the ice,

spinning and

dipping and

slipping

past me

like some kind of half-human,

half-arctic-gazelle.
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We haven’t had proper lessons. It costs too much.

‘And you don’t need lessons to

feel

the ice.

I’m still a skater,’ she beams.

Maha is dazzling. She grows wings and laps me,

running circles at speed as the birthday song

blares over the speakers. I’ve got no doubt

that Maha will land her dream of going pro.

I just know it and so does she.

We have five minutes left when my parents,

grandparents and Maha’s mum, Chithra aunty

knock on the glass wall, waving candle-lit cupcakes

and mutton rolls.

‘Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you,

happy birthday dearest Suryaaaaa,

happy birthday to you.’

I roll my eyes

but I know

they know

I love it.

Chithra aunty and Maha

are part of our chosen family.

It’s been that way since primary school.

Our mums met in the waiting room

of the local counselling service.

Chithra aunty was grieving her divorce
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and Mum was still grieving her parents’ absence.

Once they’d worked out that me and Maha

were at the same school, they made plans

for our first ever playdate, where Chithra aunty

gave us free reign of her sari cupboard

and make-up bags, where we made paper chains

and tin foil props, where Maha’s bedroom

became our stage, where our parents

lined up to watch our show.

In Year 4

me and Maha were obsessed with Krishna.

Our god with night-blue skin.

His kind eyes and aqua feathers dazzled

from 3-foot posters in Thaathi’s house.

My parents weren’t thrilled.

This religion wasn’t theirs

but by then, it was too late.

We were already spellbound

by myths of the divine.

I would twist my fingers

to make a flute against my lips.

Hop from one leg to the other,

towering over Maha, holding my palm

above her head in blessing.

Then we’d swap.
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Me and Maha were a squad

of gods leaping through the house,

glittering eyes and feet

painted gold, blue, pink and green.

Dazzling deities before

a cheering audience.

Chinna Katha comic books

from Thaathi’s shelves

fed the obsession.

Turning page after page

left woody scent on our fingers.

We’d memorise every character,

the colours they wore,

their tricks and powers,

what they carried with each limb.

We’d fashion ladoos and conches,

seeds and discs, to build and destroy

the worlds we’d created.

Here on the ice, skating with Maha

I feel the same kind of ease.

A world of our own where no one

questions my body.

Here, I get to be free.

After Silver Blades,

we all head back to ours.

I dish out murukku and M&Ms
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then head upstairs with Maha.

She has

updates

.

Even though we’re in my room and the door

is locked, Maha still whispers about her

first date with Freddy. Like if she speaks

too loud it might not have happened.

Maha’s liked Freddy for over a year.

He’s tall, with broad shoulders

and has floppy blonde hair

that he’s always scooping out of his eyes.

Freddy’s in the same year as us at school

but I’ve never really spoken to him.

As Maha starts describing her date,

inside me, a heat rises. A ripple of discomfort.

‘We hugged at the cinema, before walking in.

It was a bit awkward deciding who was gonna pay

for what. But I told him what me and you do

and he said it made sense. So I paid for tickets

and he got popcorn and coke.

At the end of the film, he moved his hand closer

to mine and made eye contact for a tiny moment.

He’s normally so confident at school,

but I think he was nervous.

So I said, “You wanna hold my hand or what?”

He laughed and held my hand. Then we kissed.’
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Maha’s last three words are a dramatic whisper.

‘How was it?’ I ask.

‘Soft. Warm. Intense.

Better than any other kiss I’ve had.

He smelled like strawberry Vaseline.’

I let Maha’s words sink in

and try to imagine the feeling.

I’m happy for Maha. Really, I am.

But what she’s describing

isn’t something I’ve ever felt.

I’ve never had butterflies in my stomach.

Or those sparky feelings people talk about.

Maha’s got with a few guys from school.

But it wasn’t ever a big deal to her,

not like this thing with Freddy,

which I can tell means a lot.

‘How do you know you like Freddy?’ I ask.

‘You know I’ve liked him for ages.’

‘Yeah, but how do you

know

?’

‘It’s like that bubbly, butterflies, I-might-be-sick

kinda feeling when I see him,’ she says, her hands

fluttering around us.
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The thing is,

I would really like to like someone.

But I know I can’t force it.

I’m grateful that Ammā and Mum

don’t question why I don’t date too.

And anyway, I know what they’d say

to my blank-faced response:

‘You might like someone

now or later or not at all, Surya.

What you want can change.

People in your year

may not be mature enough anyway.’

Or something like that.

But it doesn’t really help.

They don’t get what it’s like.

I don’t want ‘mature’.

I don’t even need someone

to like me back.

I’m not asking for fizzing,

burning, explosive passion.

It would just be nice

to feel

something

for

someone

.

Maha waves a hand in my face

and I catch the end of her question.
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‘. . . so what do you think?’

‘About what?’ I ask.

‘Ice cream.’

‘Huh?’

‘Now, outside.’

Ice Cream Mike

chats to customers

as he spoons soft scoop

into giant cups and cones.

When we get to the front of the line,

he says, ‘Not bad weather for October, eh?

Now what can I get you girls?’

Glitch

.

It’s a fraction of a second.

But it feels like forever –

reality bends

and I am not

myself.

Mike is warm and friendly.

He means well, like most people do.

And if I don’t correct him
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when he calls us ‘girls’,

how will he know

any different?

Bad queer

When it comes to speaking

my queerness out loud

I’m trapped in a loop

my voice disappears

my words retreat

I’m afraid

so I shrink

even more

I feel guilty

for shrinking

I feel guilty

so I shrink

even more

I’m afraid

my words retreat

my voice disappears

I’m trapped in a loop.
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Maha steps up.

She smiles and says, ‘Hiya Mike,

I’ll have vanilla and they’ll have chocolate.’

She says the word quietly

so Mike doesn’t notice.

But I hear what she says.

And she knows

that, to me, it means

everything

.

People see me as a girl

and I understand why.

We live in a world of binaries

which means

a

system of

two opposite elements

. Like:

Girl

Boy

Home

Away

Hope

Fear

But is that really how we work?

Since I can remember,

Mum and Ammā have given me

the freedom to choose

what I wear, how I play,

who my friends are and what I say.

I know I’m not a girl or a boy.

That the concept of gender

doesn’t feel right for me at all.
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I’m not like Ammā, who feels connected

to their masculinity and femininity

differently at different times.

They say, ‘For me, it’s fluid.

A deep kind of knowing.

It shapes my vibe, self-expression,

and body language too.’

Those words,

‘masc’

and

‘femme’

are sometimes entangled

and sometimes separate,

but always meaningful for Ammā.

But for me, they feel empty.

Sort of meaningless.

Using the labels

‘girl’ and ‘boy’

doesn’t add to

my sense of who I am.

‘Non-binary’ is close,

but doesn’t feel totally right.

‘Agender’ might be closer,

but no one really uses it

and it’s still describing what I’m not.
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My nail varnish,

the leg hair, the shorts

and bowl-cut

are things I wear

that don’t wear me.

These things are personal,

unconnected to gender.

They don’t tell people

how I’d talk,

or what I’d say,

or how I’d feel.

Only I can do that.

Finding words for who I am

with my family is one thing.

But the thought of explaining myself

to the rest of the world,

unpicking my queerness

for people who don’t want to get it,

brews a storm in my body

that gains momentum,

that swells through my chest,

that fills up my throat

till it feels like

I’m going to choke.

So instead,

I say nothing.
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chapter 2

NOVEMBER

When Ammā talks about growing up

with Thaathi and Thaatha this is what they say:

‘Finding home here in London

was a struggle. Refugees

were allowed but not welcomed.

Thaathi and Thaatha didn’t speak

the language they were supposed to.

Never a chance for their pleases

to meet their thank yous.

For their half-asked questions

to meet answers.

I translated Thaatha’s soft-spoken Tamil

through parents’ evenings and doctor’s

appointments and social worker visits.

For people with clipboards and clipped voices,

who scored them carelessly as careless parents

who had better things to do than help

with homework or read bedtime stories of

golden-locked girls in towers rescued by

straight-spined princes of empire because
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they were too bloody-hell busy packing

bags for life at Tesco down the road.

I want to believe they tried their best.

But my queerness didn’t belong with them,

so I found homes of my own till it did.’

Ammā pulls lines

from old diaries, paints their truth on canvas.

How they were never only a boy

and never only a girl.

They tell me, ‘Our Tamilness

is something we’ve struggled with.

It doesn’t always feel like we belong in the community.

But “Oviya” felt like the perfect chosen name.

It means

artist

in Tamil.

And Mum’s name, “Ahalya”, refers to

light

.

As humans, our power and light

lies in our ability to create and recreate ourselves.

Why let a culture or religion limit what we can be?’

Ammā means more than mother

It’s a chosen title

that holds so much intention.

Ammā means

mother

in Tamil,

but it also means

a universal force,
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untethered from gender

.

Its completeness cannot

be translated into English.

My parents tell me, ‘The Tamil that struggles

on our tongues is queer in its own right,

fighting to belong in this world that rejects it.

There is power in how we use this word.’

‘None of you can speak the language,’

Thaathi complains today.

The Tamil my parents spoke as toddlers

was left behind in Sri Lanka. When their families

settled in England, English became the priority.

A loss of muscle memory

except for words like:

ஆ்

yes

இ்

no

இர

்

 கற

்

 ி

two sugars please

Although now, I do understand enough,

my mouth isn’t used to making

the patterns and shapes of Tamil sounds.

My grandparents have the same problem

with English. So when they speak to us in Tamil,

me, Ammā and Mum reply
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in the only language we’re fluent in.

All of us translating in our heads

from one language to the other

before we respond.

But we know each other –

the shapes our faces make,

the hums from our lips,

the hugs and kisses that land

in pauses between

laboured conversation.

Some of my favourite Tamil words

are idiyappam and puttu.

Kirai, kattharikai and meen.

All words for veg and meat curries

we feast on together.

Sometimes I write down the ingredients

while Thaathi tips brown, amber and red

powders into bubbling pots and pans.

Unlabelled old jam jars hold

spices grown ‘back home’

flown out in suitcases

by the kilo.

I try and write down the recipes.

Untranslatable measures and timings,

like a Thaathi-sized handful,
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the time it takes her cup of tea

to cool to a just-sippable heat.

I try and write down the recipes

while Thaathi bats my questions away,

‘I don’t know no words for measurements child,

no teaspoon or tablespoon or scale or cookbook.

Taste, and you will know what it needs.’

And she’s right.

Thaathi and Thaatha’s food always bangs.

Thaatha chops and snips, shucks and peels,

and proudly declares when Thaathi

has outdone herself.

He is always right there,

humming in the background,

Thaathi’s sous-chef-cum-cheerleader.

‘There’s nobody I’d rather serve,’ Thaatha says.

Today, on Thaathi’s dining table,

yoghurt, rasam and orange juice are

dotted between idli, sambar and papadam.

The last thing she sets down

is a bowl of whole deep-fried chillies.

Before we eat, she offers a plate to Lord Ganesha,

for the 10-day celebration of his life. ‘Ganesha

blesses new beginnings and fresh starts,’ Thaathi
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explains in Tamil, avoiding eye-contact with both

my parents as she invokes god’s name.

Ammā shifts in their seat and exchanges a look with Mum.

‘Yes! Let me tell you about baby Ganesha,’ Thaatha starts.

It’s his attempt to win us over with a story.

‘Once upon a time,

all the way up in the Himalayas,

goddess Parvathi was making a sculpture of a child.

She moulded the clay with love and gave the child life.’

I smile at the shift in his voice. When Thaatha is in story

mode, he talks with his whole body and his face instantly

brightens. I’ve always loved his stories and the way he tells

them, even if I don’t believe in them.

‘But later that day, on finding this strange child

in his home, Shiva drew his trishul and swiped

the boy’s head off in one swift motion.

Parvathi was devastated and ordered Shiva

to find their child a new head. So off Shiva went

into the forest to find a suitable replacement.

That night, he came back with the head of an elephant

– trunk and all – and placed it on their child’s body.

Parvathi was delighted.’
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I smile at Thaatha’s dancing hands.

Ammā’s eyes narrow but they say nothing.

Mum’s lips make a thin line.

I know they wouldn’t have come

if they’d known it was Ganesh Chaturthi.

Thaatha chuckles as he comes to the end.

‘And that, my child, is why Ganesha

has an elephant head.’

Thaathi nods at me. ‘Eat well. Study hard.

Ganesha will hold you close in the curve of his trunk

and carry you through any obstacle. We have faith, Surya.

Next year, you

will

be accepted by a good university.’

Classic Thaathi.

She takes every opportunity

to mention uni. As if I could forget.

I’m in Year 12, we’ve got a year

till we have to apply to uni and still,

it’s the one word on everyone’s lips.

At home, at school, I hear it all the time:

‘University is the start of the rest of your life.’

Uni feels like a lot of pressure.

I don’t even know what I want to do yet.

But I guess I’ll apply to do something, somewhere

because eventually everyone does?
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Thaathi gives me her biggest smile

but I can’t match her enthusiasm.

Instead, I stare down the yoghurt

melting against the heat of my plate

and wait for my grandparents to start eating.

It saddens me to think

that this family hasn’t always

been able to share a table.

Their past, that I’m curious about,

is hardly ever mentioned.

Thaathi and Thaatha

rarely talk about Sri Lanka

or the war that destroyed their home.

And what Ammā tells me about their past,

comes in bits and pieces:

‘It’s hard to reach back into those memories,

where Thaathi rejected my queerness

and Thaatha turned away,

silent and complicit.

I didn’t fit into the “standards” of their faith

and when they chose it over me,

we didn’t speak for over a decade.

We’ve found a way to be together now

but having your grandparents
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be part of our family isn’t a choice

we’ve always had.’

I think there’s more to this story.

More to this hurt than they choose to share.

But one thing I’ve learnt

is not to pick at a wound

on its way to healing.

Later that evening, I load the dishwasher

as a reclining Ganesha watches me

from his seat on the fridge.

I see Thaatha unfolding the Scrabble board

and hear the clatter of tiles on the coffee table.

He calls out to me, ‘Come Surya.

I’ve been studying the dictionary.

This time, I will beat you!’
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chapter 3

DECEMBER

Close to Christmas

our school transforms into a tacky tinsel town.

In Assembly, Mr Ali, our school’s Head of Drama,

stands on stage and beams at us.

Leopard-print-everything is Mr Ali’s uniform.

Today he’s wearing a velvet leopard blazer

and matching brogues.

‘Good morning everyone!

I’m thrilled to be inviting you all to audition for Youth

Theatre which is a weekly programme I run after school at

the Town Hall.

Auditions are open to any Year 12 student who lives in

London. So please do tell your friends from other schools!

No acting experience necessary. No need to be taking

A-level drama. Just bring your curious minds. Not to

mention, it’s a great way to de-stress when exam season

gets closer!’
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A collective groan sounds through the hall

at the mention of our mock exams in June.

Undeterred, Mr Ali continues. ‘If you think you don’t like

theatre, give us a go. We do things a bit differently.’

His announcement is met

with blank faces and stone-cold silence.

‘You’re going to audition, yes?’

His voice floats through the corridors,

encouraging people to try out. Some try to avoid

his infectious enthusiasm. But I’m intrigued.

Mr Ali oozes a confidence,

like an I’m-doing-me vibe

I wish I had too.

Later that day, he sticks a sign-up sheet

on the Upper School noticeboard:

YOUTH THEATRE AUDITIONS NEXT WEEK!

And though I don’t think of myself

as the theatre type, something about

that blank expanse of paper

calls to me.

I finish writing my name

when a voice cracks the air.

‘Oi, you. You a boy or a girl?

Cos looking at you, you seem confused.’
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It’s Joseph.

Surrounded by his minions.

All venom and hate. I wish

they would just leave me alone.

My eyes meet the floor and his words hang heavy,

t

a

k

i

n

g

u

p

s

p

a

c

e

where my response should be.

You a boy or a girl?

It’s not a question

that’s looking for an answer.

It’s a question

that’s looking to hurt.

Still, I pray for a sharper tongue.

A practised set of words that would

make sense, fight back, fight off.

Regardless of whether

they were truly heard.

I’m not out at school

to avoid this exact thing

from happening.

But I know,

no matter what I say,

I will always be too much girl

for some, not enough girl

for others.





[image: ]

[ 30 ]

But I’m not a girl

or a boy.

Nothing like that

or in between.

I know this.

And yet his question

makes me question:

Why can’t I say something?

Joseph, towering over me,

mean and smileless, repeats himself.

I say nothing.

I hate that I say

nothing.

Every word unspoken is a fight unfought.

Tonight, I will think of all the words

I should’ve said.

As I walk away,

I feel the ground beneath me

shaking. Breaking apart,

from the loudness

of my silence.

Outside our home,

the world feels unsafe, like I’m only

one person away from harm.
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The harm is:

Being asked whether I forgot to shave.

Even the most well-meaning tone is rooted

in the rejection of my body.

The harm is:

Two men walking side by side,

taking up the whole pavement.

Thinking of me as invisible,

unworthy of space.

Mum is firm, says, ‘Excuse me!’

But I step off the pavement

and into the road.

Wait for them to pass,

wait for them to ignore me.

The harm is:

School teachers saying,

‘Give this letter to Mum and Dad’,

‘Boys will be boys’,

‘She’s probably just hormonal’.

The harm is:

Boys at school saying,

‘I actually prefer brown girls’,

‘They’re all secret sluts’,

‘They’ll do anything you want’.

All these words

swimming in my head,

round and round
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till I’m numb to their meaning,

till they drown in my sleep.

But these words are corpses,

eventually rising

to the surface.

A rotting loudness.

I don’t know

how long

I can sit

in silence.

I don’t know

how long

I’d be safe

if I spoke out.

I’m nervous about auditioning today.

I turn up early and loiter outside Town Hall,

working up the nerve to go in.

My phone buzzes in my hand.

Maha:

Good luck!!!

Surya:

Maha:

You’ll smash it. I believe in you


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I put my phone on silent and slip it in my pocket.

‘Hey, you trying out for Youth Theatre?’

The voice comes from a person

wearing glittery tights and a beaded headband.

‘Yeah, I think so,’ I say.

‘Me too. I’m Sade.’

‘Surya,’ I say.

‘You sound nervous, babe.

Here, take this.’

Sade hands me a smooth, dark grey pebble.

‘It’s a worry stone. It helps with my nerves.

And it’s nice and cold when your hands get sweaty.’

‘Thanks,’ I say, smiling at this unexpected kindness.

The pebble is baby-skin smooth,

cool and hard against the well of my palm.

I bring it to my nose. It smells metallic.

‘The oldest rocks in the world

are four billion years old.

And we can hold them in our hands.

How incredible is that?’ says Sade.

I nod along as we walk through
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the automatic doors together.

Sade keeps chatting, but inside,

my nerves ramp up.

I hand back the stone and

excuse myself to find the loos.

In the toilet cubicle,

I take a deep breath.

In

2

3

4

out

2

3

4

in

2

3

4

out

2

3

4
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I’ve never performed before,

or spoken in front of a crowd.

I’m used to keeping my head down,

not drawing attention.

But

I think

there’s a

small piece

of me

that wants

to say more.

It’s as if this one audition is a mini protest

against all the times I’ve said nothing.

In the Main Space,

we’re each given a page-long monologue

to read in our heads,

before we read out loud.

Mr Ali throws his hands in the air,

tracing a circle as he claps.

‘Round of applause, round of applause.
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