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EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

Every year seems to start the same; the gym is
fuller, my favourite brand of cigarettes are always
in stock, and without fail, people can be spotted
jogging in preparation for some or other
marathon that they’re unlikely to complete. Then
of course there is the new influx of students
starting their journey at tertiary institutions
across the country. A hoard of youths embarking
on the next chapter of their lives. There is nothing
quite as entertaining as walking past them on
campus and being privy to some of these
‘freshers’ seeing it all for the first time. Not
everything they encounter will be pretty. Not
everything will be fun. Yet, one way or another,
these novices seem to make it through.
It is only fitting then that this edition of QR is
dedicated to you, the novice. Whether it be in
lectures or the bedroom or even braving the
latest make-up trend, QR is here to provide some
much needed orientation for the year’s batch of
novices. As always we have put together an
exciting mix of stories, images and advise to help
you along.
Before signing off here is some advice from a
former novice: Think before you act. Work hard.
Play harder. But most importantly enjoy yourself
along the way! The rest should fall into place for
your cute AF selves.
Smooches
C. Anzio Jacobs
P.S. Look out for the previous issues of QR,
available online at www.gala.co.za and at
scopefacilitation.com. There will be a new online
interactive version of QR launching at the end of
the first quarter so be sure to keep an eye out for
that.
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Be kind honey, no body has the time
for sass, and this is not Mean Girls 2 you are never going to be Regina
George.

Love yourself else, how it the hell you
gonna love anybody else - self affirm,
self love (watch out for the next
edition), take care of you boo!
Find your balance and the rest will
follow; while a social life is important,
note that work and studies are too.
Don't get caught up in it all. Finding
balance will help you in the long run.
Instead of complaining, be part of the
solution, better yet, come up with
one. If Rosa Parks didn't sit on that
bus and slay, things probably
wouldn't have changed - so solutions
and selfies...

Novices tend to follow trends which
isn't always a bad thing; but honey, no
fats, no fems, no blacks - seriously?
We are way past that already, we are
about affirming bodies and minds
and hearts and spreading love, not
that BS - lets respect one another and
affirm already!

HACKING
HIGHER ED 4
QUEERLITS
WITH
DISABILITIES
by Mx Tish Lumos

It’s time to get ready for your first year of study! The
weeks leading up to your orientation week can be packed
with nerves, particularly for those of us who are queer
and/or disabled. For some, high school might have been
an incredibly supportive environment for their sexual
orientation, gender and disability, and they hope this will
continue to be the case at their chosen tertiary
institution. Others might not have been so lucky, having
had to endure terrible discriminatory experiences while
attending high school. Their excitement of leaving said
contexts, which did not welcome LGBTIAQ+ people with
disability, is palpable. The bottom line for either of these
cases is that high school is over and it’s time for a
completely new chapter in their lives. I hope you and the
tertiary institution you’ll be calling home for the next few
years are ready to take some notes.
Recognising and supporting queer people with
disability is not an optional extra. Higher education
spaces need to accommodate students with disability
who qualify to study there. Where possible this can be
delegated to a central disability unit which offers specific
services to people with disability, including those who
are queer. The growth of institutional support of
LGBTIAQ+ folk in higher education often positively affects
other services offered to queer students with disability.
Some institutions offer allyship programmes, queer pride
events, and academic programmes that explore
queerness. Regardless of the variations in approach all
institutions are urged to keep their spaces accessible and
in line with the standards set out by the South African
government. Fortunately, more and more institutions are
committing to supporting students who are not ‘normal’.
I don’t know about you but the last I checked ‘normal’
was a setting on my washing machine.
03
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1.

Dare yourself to explore new possibilities
Higher education offers a unique environment for
self-development. It is a space that recognises you
as an autonomous adult (at last!). Be open to all the
exciting changes facilitated by this opportunity. The
days of teachers sending home report cards and
permission slips are over. It’s your turn to find ways
to keep yourself motivated academically. Dare
yourself to get out of your comfort zone! If you
struggled to find folks like yourself in high school,
opportunity awaits. Check out disability support
services and ask about upcoming social events that
can lead you in the direction of social spaces for
queer folk such as a local queer bar or nightclub
near your campus. Queer pride events are equally
great spaces to meet folk so be sure to pencil them
into your social calendars. If flashing lights, crowds
and loud spaces are not your cup of tea then look
into reaching out to some of the great queer
focused NGOs across our country. Trust me, you
wouldn’t want to miss out on the events they
organise. These often include
book clubs and launches,
film nights, exhibitions and
public lectures.
Here comes adulting you aren’t on your own

2.

One moment you were growing into your school
uniform, the next you’re 18 and adulting. Many queer
disabled folks may find the opportunity to leave their
childhood homes liberating, particularly if they’ve
been subject to patronising and controlling families
who spoke ‘for’ them. It will also be the first time that
some can meet and socialise with other LGBTIAQ+
people and although not mandatory find the courage
to come out. Remember that the process of coming
out is a personal one and should never be determined
by anyone other than yourself. It will help having a
rainbow crew of your own to guide and support you
through such a process were you to decide to
undertake it. Embrace your gradually increasing
levels of independence. Get your driver's’ license.
Decorate your bedroom in your residence in a way
that makes it ‘home’. Go to your bank and find out
how to open a savings account for your biggest
aspirations. Invest in what makes you feel alive and
affirmed. Respect yourself. Dream big.

It’s okay to ask!
As the time to attend your first class of the year draws nearer, you may already be
anxious about being lost in a sea of fancy words and confusing lecture venues.
Navigating this may seem completely overwhelming. The workload may seem
intimidating at first, but your lecturers/tutors are there to make the transition
easier. For example, folk with visual disabilities or learning disabilities should
enquire about support from their institution when it comes to how to use screen
reader or voice to text software if needed. It’s okay to ask for help if you’re
struggling, scared or confused. Identify people in your space who offer psychosocial support, queer allyship programmes, mentors, disability support services or
get in touch with your student representative council. No one should deal with the
stress of making the journey through higher education alone. The key is to keep
asking questions in your lectures, in meetings, at events, in the library, etc.
Knowledge is power and connecting with others will make the experience so much
easier and more rewarding.

4.

3.

Don’t ever doubt your right to be here
People at your former high school might have told you that you’ll never progress
onto higher education and that you shouldn’t get your hopes up for receiving those
acceptance letters. That negativity is garbage and rooted in all kinds of insecurity
and projections you should never pay any attention to. If your dreams don’t scare
you, they aren’t big enough! Take pride in your achievements and never apologise
for your progress. If someone makes you feel unwelcome, then confront them. If
they threaten your safety, then report them. Respect is earned and you deserve
nothing less than the respect you give others.

Time to recharge
In the midst of the chaos of starting your first year it’s important to check-in with
yourself regularly. Try to keep a consistent routine, regularly practising self-care and
working with your support network so as to avoid isolating yourself. If you’re
struggling then reach out to counsellors on campus, or contact a helpline. Most
campuses have a clinic for students. If you’re concerned about your sexual health and
need support from a medical practitioner who will be affirming of your disability and
sexual agency, your campus clinic may be a good place to start, particularly for folk
who would also like to learn about safer sex specific to your disability.

5.

Remember to speak up, speak out and reach
out. Should you need help, don't be shy, drop
us a line and we'll put you in touch with
someone who can help you get on track.
www.gala.co.za / www.scopefacilitation.com

5

IF I WAIT FOR SOMEONE ELSE TO
VALIDATE MY EXISTENCE, IT WILL
MEAN THAT I'M SHORTCHANGING
MYSELF.
ZANELE MUHOLI

boost my confidence but I knew I had

ROOTS & ROUTINE:
FINDING MY FEET
IN FIRST YEAR

to persevere.
Making friends was easier than I had
anticipated. Aside from the support of
my cousin I ran into a friend that I
knew from high school who was also
registered for one of the subjects I was
taking. It helped that I had a bubbly
personality too. By the end of my first
month at university I had met the
people that would become life-long

by Anza Thiba

It was mid-January when my parents
dropped my cousin and I off for

I remember telling a former
classmate that I would enrol at a
prestigious tertiary institution.
She responded by saying that I’d
never get in. This motivated me
more than ever to prove her
wrong. So when I was accepted
to study towards a BSc at my
chosen university in 2012 I
thought this validation would not
only silence my haters but also
the growing anxiety I had about
this next stage of my life.
The first step involved I having to
face leaving my family behind.
This was going to be the first
time I’d live apart from my
parents whom I’d been
dependent on all these years.
The thought of merely seeing
them twice a year freaked me
out. Heading to Jo’burg and not
having any friends there didn’t
help matters either. Add onto
this growing anxiety-inducing list
the fact that I didn’t know how to
speak any languages other than
my native tongue and you have
the recipe for a nervous
breakdown. Despite my
apprehensions my mind also
kept racing through all the new
experiences I was about to have.
I was really excited to start this
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journey, far from home and those
I know.

orientation week at our university. We
spent that weekend navigating the
campus and surrounding areas. I even
learnt how to use the university buses.
By the time the first semester began I
already knew where my classrooms
were. That said I wasn’t exactly a fan of
all of the campus’s features. For
example, take the million stairs one had
to climb or the steep slopes that needed
to be conquered to get to classes. It
didn’t help that my residence was
unnecessarily far from campus. I’d
sometimes miss my alarm and have to
traverse the university terrain in a hurry,
even though I had already missed most
of the lecture. There was a positive
outcome to all of this though; I managed
to lose 20 kilograms during my 6 years of
study!
No one prepared me for the academic
pressure and resultant stress that comes
with being a varsity student. My first
chemistry lecture seemed to touch on
everything I had covered during the
course of two years in high school. To
add insult to injury, having just survived
this class, I had to attend three more like
it that day which were equally if not
more challenging. I initially didn’t know
how I would cope with the work load of
my nine hour days on campus aside.
Each hour disappeared into the next. By
the end of my first week I was drowning
in work and even started regretting my
decision to enrol at all. Failing my first
test a few weeks later, devastated by the
unanticipated low mark I got, didn’t

friends. If it wasn’t for Sipho, my new
BFF, I don’t know how I would have
managed to pass the year. We decided
it was best if we both took thorough
notes and guided each other through
topics we didn’t understand. We
became each other’s teachers and
camped out in the library after hours
doing test revisions and tutorials
together. Unlike our peers we started
this routine after the first test week.
By the end of the first semester we
had a system going and managed to
pass all our modules. By the end of
the second semester we had mastered
our studying techniques and were
ready for our final exams.
It is important to remember that the
best way to go about your first year of
study is to find a work-life balance
that suits you. I soon realised that all
this learning didn’t leave me much
time to develop a social life. All I did
was study and go to church. I focused
so much energy on my studies that I
forgot that life was not merely about
academic achievement.
Consequently, there were times when
I suffered from anxiety and mild bouts
of depression. In the end I was able to
survive all the ups and downs of my
academic hurdles by finding
techniques to juggle the time my
studies demanded from me as well as
the need for a living a little. With the
benefit of hindsight, I must admit, I
struggled far less than I expected to
and I’m sure your journey will be as
rewarding as mine in the end.
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“It was the best of times, it was the worst of
times, it was the age of discovery, it was the age
of foolishness, it was the era of disbelief, it was
the epoch of doubt, it was the
season of enlightenment, it was
the season of Darkness, Cape Town
had run out of water…”
Ha.

WHEN THE WATER
RUNS OUT,
BLOOD RUNS
THICKER

The irony of the heavens choosing to withhold
water from a city flanked by a vast blue sea is
not lost. Trust.

by Buhle Ngaba

The irony of the heavens choosing to withhold water from a city flanked by a vast blue sea is not lost. Trust. For some (read: the
affluent AF), Cape Town is “one of Lonely Planet’s Top 10 Cities in The World for 2017”. For those of darker hues of skin, it is
understood that some accolades are best reserved and served as wooing tactics in inflight magazines. We do not exactly have
time to create prizes for gastronomy when our people are still hungry for food, education, sanitation and more.
My maternal family is from the North West. It is a place where the weight of the sun clings to your back as you cross the street. It is
also the sort of one-robot “no kak plek” that makes any other place look like an oasis. I suppose that’s what the idea of Cape Town
had become to my extended family: A Mecca overlooked by a gigantic mountain we could not fathom. We came to the City by the
Sea with its post-apartheid trophy-wife glow-up. We came with the hope that, in Cape Town, an endless spring of resources,
opportunities and abundance would quench us all. Years later, we have learnt of an ugly but simple geographic hierarchy
implemented during apartheid, governed by a mountain and determined by the biology of blood that pushes “us” o the very
edges of the city. Coffee shops built on the backbones of our foremothers, the ebb and flow of a navel gazing “it” crowd, crooked
tongues bending into “yes YT lady” contortions, non-priority queues, rented land, contested space, breath.
For the majority, being parched is long-lived consequence of history. The distance between mokhukhu and a single tap used by a
community, the amount of water a teenager is able to carry home on her back versus the woman who fills up her 4x4 with 5-litre
bottles. Water is fast becoming currency, and those who have always had less - who have been structurally excluded from the
wells - are already accustomed to a vaskom and a one-litre bath. Such is the irony of history. But for those who are well-adjusted
to water-scarcity crisis, as the water runs out on a provincial scale, the blood just thickens.
A teenage girl’s head is found in a long drop without water. A trans womxn is stabbed on her way to the toilet. A street is lined with
the blood of a couple who dared to hold hands. These streets are a funeral procession for womxn.
Such is the tragedy of irony. Such is a Blood Labyrinth. I walk down Adderley and feel the familiar contract and tug of my uterus.
The source is far below. From the place that is only mine. I recall the gnawing I have been carrying behind my eyes as I glance at
the street. First- from top to bottom to check for cars - then to identify the stacked HE shadows flanking the street. “Hey baby!
Show me something nice!”
I’m dust-born as opposed to mountain-bred, so I never felt welcomed by this city. With a red cooler- box for company I arrived in
the Colony early one winter morning off the Intercape bus, anointed in the smells of my grandmother’s stringy chicken, a loaf of
bread. Post sardine-squash with the other 35 papaliens (people aliens). All the way from the Steers bus stop at home. Past the
windmills after Zeerust.
Turn right, past the court, and my innards drop further towards my private parts and I smell the iron at the open. Scent of the
magenta coming from in-between my legs. My blood maroon.
He stares at me and beckons to all of his friends. I mourn my body before he performs the act in his mind. Softening the violence
for daughters to come.
I remember the American-esque twangs and snorts of sermons delivered by rolling black African men in the movies on the bus.
Gospels accented with sin, reassurances of marriage and not a single girl character asking about sex... “AMEN” for that...right?
The metal smell quickly mutates and spreads itself from nostril to tongue. I taste the fear and for a second, I consider running but I
know there would be no point. All the streets in this city are a funeral procession for womxn.
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BABE, IT'S 2019
TAKE CARE OF
YOURSELF
by Jani van den Berg

For me, aloneness is the sense of

A STRONGER,
STRANGER SELF:
MY FIRST YEAR AT
ALABAMA STATE
UNIVERSITY

being hopelessly trapped in one body
in one place amidst a world that
stands in stark contrast to everything
familiar to you. Loneliness on the
other hand has a more invisible
quality to it: a sort of passing by,
unseen and silent, as the world flows
over and around you. My aloneness
made me stick out in Montgomery
and my queerness and foreign status
made me stick out even more.
I was not under any illusion that I was
staying in what was considered the
Bible Belt of America. Because of this

by Jarred Thompson

I was interested in seeing how my
queerness would be received by
people and what queer people in this

When I think about my first year

the places and away from the

part of the world were like. When I

at university one word in

people who we believe know the

met my fellow teammates—who

particular comes to mind:

best and worst parts of us.

were guys from all over the world—I

upheaval. In 2012 I was fortunate

Looking back, I realize these

thought that perhaps our “being

enough to receive a scholarship

were the types of questions I was

from somewhere else” would be the

to study at Alabama State

asking myself, wordlessly, when I

force to stick us together. But what I

University in Montgomery, USA. I

got off the plane in the USA.

was to face in the coming weeks and

had earned a spot on their men’s

months was not so much a meeting

tennis team and had plans of

At the time of my departure I was

of other people from other parts of

majoring in English Literature.

involved in my first serious

the world but a confrontation with

The space of university can be

relationship with a guy who had

my relationship to my own sexuality.

daunting and exciting, and the

me absolutely smitten for him.

See being the only queer guy on a

emotions and anxiety that come

Getting on a plane and leaving

team of straight males made me

with going to university in a

him and my family behind felt

uncomfortable in my first year. I felt

foreign country is enough to

like the severing of a second

like I had gone back into the closet

make one turn down the

umbilical cord. It’s strange how

and didn’t know how to tell this

opportunity all together. But

goodbyes amplify our emotions

group of straight men that I didn’t

what prompted me to take the

and imagination; how we cling to

identify with their heterosexual

opportunity more than anything

memories of loved ones as we

locker room/ dorm room banter. I felt

else was the strange thrill of

step onto a campus that will

uncomfortable around my

becoming someone other than

become our home for 4 years.

teammates because I wanted their

who I was.

When I eventually settled down

acceptance but feared that they

onto Alabama State University’s

wouldn’t accept all of me. This kind

Often, transitions can be scary

campus there was a distinct

of social anxiety mixed in with the

because they strike at the heart

feeling of aloneness which made

unfamiliar territory of being

of our sense of self. Transitions

me question whether I had the

continents apart from my own home

like the first year of varsity ask us

gumption to endure 4 years of

left me feeling deeply troubled and

who are we when we move out of

living on my own, playing tennis

homesick. But as luck would have it,

and studying in another world

it was around this time that I would

with unfamiliar food, people and

meet a guy and a girl who’d become

places. Aloneness, I find, has a

my closest friends for the rest of my

subtle difference to loneliness.

undergrad.
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I met Charles and Brianna in the

We’d have movie nights together, go

This issue would soon boil to the

campus bookstore as I was getting

to campus events with each other as

surface when my roommate at the

my textbooks for the year. Adele’s

well as save a table for us all to sit

time, a senior tennis player named

‘Someone like you’ was playing on

and eat together in the cafeteria. But

Lex, discovered over a phone call that

the speakers overhead as the three of

some of the most memorable times

I was gay.

us stood in line to pay for our

spent with these new friends of mine

textbooks. Charles and Brianna stood

were when we use to walk to the

overheard me talking about guys to a

together chatting behind me when

garage (the gas station as the

friend of mine from SA. After the

Charles made a comment on how

Americans call it), buy a pack of Four

phone call Lex confronted me, asking

depressing Adele’s new song was. I

Locos and sit under a tree in the

me if I was gay or not. When I

then turned round and said to them:

evening near a deserted basketball

confirmed his suspicions, an

“Makes you wanna slit your wrists

court. If you don’t know anything

awkward silence filled the dorm

doesn’t it?” To which they laughed: a

about Four Locos just know that one

room. This silence soon translated

laughter that opened up a channel of

bottle of that stuff will get you

itself into gossip when Lex told my

conversation between us. After I paid

sufficiently tipsy for the night. And so

other teammates of what he had

for my books and left the store I was

we’d get routinely drunk together,

heard. Looking back, I think my

struck at my need for friends outside

laugh and banter with each other and

inadvertent coming out to my

of my straight tennis teammates

find a home away from home in one

teammates caused a rift between us

whom I didn’t feel comfortable with.

another. It was on one of these

that was uncomfortable for us to

It was at that moment that I took a

drunken Friday night excursions that

cross. On my part I didn’t really know

leap of faith, turned round and

we decided to name our group

how to broach the topic to them or

walked back to Charles and Brianna

Enigma. I know, it’s a lame name in

what their thoughts and feelings

to ask them for their numbers so we

retrospect, but in our first year of

around queer people was; and on

could hang out sometime. They

college it felt appropriate and, dare I

their side I think they not only sensed

happily obliged and as a result of me

say it, cool.

my discomfort with them but also

stepping out of my comfort zone I

To cross as a member of

their own uncertainty of who I was. As

became friends with Charles and

Enigma required you to douse your

a result of this rift I withdrew from my

Brianna who later introduced me to

hand in perfume and light it, before

teammates, spent more time with

Victoria, Courtney, Romero, Britney,

plunging your hand into a bucket of

Enigma and even began meeting

Raven and Kendall.

water. Each of us did this one

other queer guys in Montgomery. All

We were an eclectic mix of
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One night lying in bed, Lex

drunken night, after which we gave

these social dynamics took place

people. There was me, the coloured

each other nicknames. I became

alongside rigorous classes, tests,

South African tennis player; Charles,

Bottomless Pit as homage to the

tennis matches and campus events.

the theatrical over-the-top guy from

amount of food I use to eat in the

Needless to say there was a tenuous

Atlanta; Brianna, the studious and

cafeteria. We crossed as members of

equilibrium of sorts established in my

sweet Atlanta girl; Courtney, the

Enigma and I found that being part of

first year of varsity: a kind of

silent and shady military brat;

this group—with people like Charles

equilibrium that moves one into new

Romero, the makeup artist who

and Romero who were also queer,

areas of themselves.

seemed to know everyone on

young men—was exactly the kind of

campus; Britney, the light skinned,

chosen friends I needed to feel like I

the value of discomfort. I became

feisty chemistry major, Raven, the art

was building some kind of social

responsible for my own well-being,

major from Indianapolis and Kendall,

space for myself to live and thrive in. I

my own washing, the food I ate, the

a gentle guy who barely spoke more

began to settle into a weekly routine

studying I did, and the cleanliness of

than a sentence at a time. Over the

of classes, tennis practice and chilling

my own living space among other

course of that first year these people

with my friends, but I hadn’t resolved

things. This kind of responsibility

became my true Alabama State

my shaky relationship with my fellow

ages you in unexpected ways. You

family.

straight teammates. I couldn’t decide

find yourself drawing toward an inner

then whether my discomfort with my

resoluteness and ingenuity that you

male teammates was part of my own

never knew existed in you because

internalised homophobia or whether

you don’t have the usual people

they were actually homophobic.

around you to check up on you or

In my first year of varsity I learnt

make sure your room is tidy. All you

teammate of mine named Patrik saying to me one night that I was the first gay

have is yourself and the people you

guy he’d met in his life and that knowing me and speaking to me had changed

call friends. The first year of varsity

his perception of what gay men were like. Patrik’s words touched me, and

for me was an adventure across the

reminded me that sometimes in our most uncomfortable and disorientating

world, but it was also an adventure

times we need to foster a sense of bravery toward the unknown. And sometimes

into myself: into the heart of my

that bravery doesn’t exist in large gestures of confrontation but in wading

insecurities, aloneness, social skills,

patiently into the dark waters of life’s transitions. In time these waters will settle,

and everything about me that made

become less murky and the tide will bring in dreams of yourself you never knew

me stick out in an Historically Black

existed. My first year was a great upheaval for me in many facets of my life, but I

College in the South of the United

believe those upheavals made me more sensitive to the delicate fabric of family,

States. I became intensely aware of

home and friends, showing me that those categories are not mutually exclusive

myself as a coloured, South African,

and that upheaval is sometimes necessary to draw closer to a stronger, stranger,

queer, male, and this awareness of

self.

these categories that I filled made me
more appreciative of the uniqueness
of my presence here among a student
body that was predominantly African
America. I found myself teaching
others about South African life and
through speaking about it I became
appreciative of South African culture
and the unique South African
perspective that I brought to my
classes as well as my social
interactions. In a strange way, then,
the first year of varsity felt like an
opportunity to shed my previous skin
as well as to understand what that
previous skin meant while affording
myself the time to try on new ones.
And like any adventure there are
disappointments, dead-ends, mazes
that seem to last forever, but at the
end of the day the first year ends as
quickly as it began and you find
yourself returning home for the
holidays having experienced an
ocean of growth that you haven’t
even begun to understand.
In the following years I would
grow closer to Enigma, — most
specifically Charles who became like
a brother to me— and become
comfortable enough in my own skin
to build relationships with my fellow
male teammates beyond the
superficial. I specifically remember a
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EYEBROWS
IN 5
PARTS
1
2
3
4
14

With our busy schedules it’s difficult to be on fleek before class or work. We want
flawless skin and brows to die for but it ends up taking too long. So we have to
wake up very early or end up being late for work or class. This picture tutorial will
help speed up the process a bit, and make life a little easier. This step by step
guide will help you with the basics and relax if it doesn’t work the first time
around, make-up can be really fun and creating looks becomes easier with
practice.

Remember:
There are essential steps before applying makeup. 1) Always wash your face with
luke-warm water and a gentle face wash. 2) Rinse your face with cold water to
close the pores before you moisturise. 3) It’s crucial to use a primer because it
helps create a smooth effect and gives a flawless finish. 4) Slay!

1
2
3
5
4

Eyebrows on Fleek!
When doing eyebrows always think the more natural they look the better. As a
drag artist I like to add drama to my eyebrows, but for everyday use, less is more.
Step 1: Apply a light layer of foundation and blend it in with your makeup
sponge.
Step 2: Using an angled brush lightly draw over your natural brow with hair like
strokes and create a faded look by keeping the tail of your brows darker than the
head.
Step 3: Conceal around your eyebrows to better define them.
Step 4: Blend concealer into your layer of foundation with your beauty blender.
Step 5: Apply a layer of setting powder and lightly dust it off for a flawless finish.

5
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YOU'RE BORN
NAKED – THE
REST IS DRAG

Dusty Ray Bottoms was in town and decided to pay us a visit, and
what a treat. Dustin Rayburn, Dusty’s name offstage shared his
journey to RuPaul’s Drag Race at the first YOUth Forum for 2019.
Dusty shared his experience of conversion therapy and clarified a few
things, his parents did not force him to do it at all – so he agreed to it
in order to get rid of what was described as an evil spirit which made
him gay. Well kids, that’s just not how it works. Conversion therapy
has been a long standing Christian tradition which seeks to expel
homosexuality through prayer, psychological or spiritual
interventions.
According to Dusty, this included things like keeping his mouth
open throughout the initial engagement with the prayer warriors who
were intervening. In the end, he says he experienced a sense of relief.
He had the weight of his sexuality off his shoulders and re-entered
society after the initial stages of conversion therapy more accepting
of himself. He initially made fun of those around him who did drag
until he came to understand it as an art form which took time and
effort to master.
His words of encouragement to those who were in the audience to
see him struck home as he shared anecdotes about his love life, his
experience in RuPaul’s Drag Race and the journey from being a waiter
(apparently a must do in New York City as a drag queen) to a drag
extraordinaire who now has his own drag children. One of the
audience members asked what he thought of womxn doing drag – to
which he responded, I have a child who is a womxn – We are born
naked, the rest is drag.
Keep an eye on the upcoming editions of QR to find out more about
future events. To find out more about similar upcoming events in
Johannesburg check out www.gala.co.za and
www.scopefacilitation.com
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