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foreword

C. Anzio Jacobs

This edition of QR was inspired by a conversation which took place at a conference last year. Younger queer
activists were addressing social barriers created by age differences in the sector. We sat with our mentors,
bosses, colleagues and muses and found that we did not have the tools to engage the complexities inherent in
the sector. We are living in a time where technology informs much of our being; where things move at a fast
pace, and so we lose track of the past. Technology has substituted older ways of transferring information and
knowledge, sometimes to our benefit and other times to our detriment. We have forgotten that in South African
society at very least; we were always able to seek advice from our elders. We could take problems to them
and engage in discussions to find resolve. We treated them with respect, gave them the time they deserved to
teach, impart wisdom and gained from the time they have spent here before us. What was being questioned
was how these traditions have changed – how it is we change traditions to adapt to the times. The stories in
this edition are from the perspective of our generation – it should be noted that an intergenerational
conversation is needed. We need to listen to one another and enter into dialogues which will ensure that we
are more cognizant of the implications of getting older, while also being aware as we age, we need to pass on
what we have learnt. It is essential that our history is not lost, that we can hold older queer people with the
same gentleness and kindness that younger members of the queer community enjoy when they come out. We
need to remember that there are queer parents, grandparents, older queer people who have served our
communities tirelessly and then fall by the wayside when they appear to lose their relevance. But that says
something about us, a younger generation who do not look after and up to our own elders. We only sexualize
older queers who fit into categories which may make them desirable, but we forget that we will age one dayand when we lose our relevance, what will happen to us?
Queerly Yours
C. Anzio Jacobs
@imjoesir
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Disclaimer: The views and opinions expressed in this publication are those of the authors and do not
necessarily reflect the official policy or position of GALA or any of it's affiliates.

Sexual obesity in the tech age
Kagure Mugo in HOLAAfrica

The first time I heard about Tinder, I was floored. I had so many questions, but the main one was: “So basically you can
track your next conquest down using what seems like radar technology and GPS? Sort of like hunting game on safari?”
For me Tinder was to sex what the microwave was to food prep, something quick and easy if not a little affected by
radiation. Suddenly, not only did you have hilarious memes in the palm of your hand but also, possibly, a good round of
semi-anonymous coitus.
This unadulterated access to sex was mind-boggling. When I had last left “the game”, the most one could hope for in terms
of acquiring a bedfellow was hitting the clubs and hoping someone would hit you up on Mxit.
Yes, I have been gone that long.
The world is now filled with apps that will teach you how to give head or control a sex toy from a continent away (also known
as teledildonics), as well as rumours that the internet is about 90% porn and was secretly created to house all those
exposed genitals. That and funny videos of animals wearing hats and/or sneezing.
Justin Garcia, a research scientist at Indiana University’s Kinsey Institute for Research in Sex, Gender and Reproduction,
said: “There have been two major transitions” in heterosexual mating “in the last four million years … the first was around
10 000 to 15 000 years ago, in the agricultural revolution, when we became less migratory and more settled, leading to the
establishment of marriage as a cultural contract … and the second major transition is with the rise of the internet.”
What does this mean in terms of the quality of sex if the quantity is so high? This was a notion explored in an article in
Vanity Fair magazine, which floated the idea of “psychosexual obesity”. Are we gorging on sex and what effect does this
have on our interactions?
There are some who say that all this information floating about is having a negative effect on sex. The fact that there is such
quantity means two things: people are no longer seeing sex as the beautiful, sacred art form it is (God bless the Karma
Sutra and its religious friends) and what “gets people off” is becoming more and more intense.
To illustrate the second point, I once had a conversation at a bus stop with a woman who said she could no longer climax
without being choked.There is also the intense fear that people have about vibrators and how one shall “never come again
with a non-motorised penis” if you use it too often.
There is the notion that a lack of intimacy (or hormones in food) has led to increased erectile dysfunction in young males.
There is also the idea that access to so much information about sex has meant people do not value it as much and that the
hook-up culture has led to people throwing around mediocre sex in the constant drive to “hit it and quit it”.
Doesn’t really matter because you can just swipe again in the morning.
There are, however, others who argue for the positive. For them, this increase in access to varying sexual ideas can have
the effect of allowing people to explore different ways of showing and experiencing sex and intimacy. Conversations about
sex and sexuality increase with the visibility of sexual ideas and the opening up of platforms to discuss them.
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21 to be exact
Zanta Nkumane - Resident Writer

TRIGGER WARNING!
I have tried to write to you on many occasions but the words always remained stuck between my heart and mouth. But I
feel I can finally speak to you, honestly.
Its 2010 where you are. You are filled with excitement because you turn 21. I wish I could protect you from what you are
about to experience, but I am not God. Sometimes hurt is necessary for one’s ascent.
I know shame is your first education. You will moan in unified pleasure when you feel the warmth of his genetic line on your
tummy and sink in tears in the dark, long after he leaves. The words I Love You will float in your head and never escape
into the air for even the purest emotion is tainted. You will brush your teeth incessantly for days on end after you take him
in your mouth for the first time. You will wish the toothpaste was acid, to burn away the taste of him that you can’t forget.
You will then hate yourself even more for wanting to do it again. This what the shame will do to you. You will wear the
shame with obsessive devotion, because you have been conditioned to feel that what you feel is shameful and abnormal.
Your shame will hinder you from connecting with people on a level that matters because shame stands over you reminding
you that the real you, all of you is not likeable.
I wish I could tell you that you overcome this feeling, that subjects you to such abusive behaviour but shame is familiar, its
home, safe even. It will become years before you realise the oppression you have been living under. You may be
wondering why I am focusing on this, but I know that your relationship with yourself has been a tumultuous and stormy
one. I want you to know that the work you do on yourself is worth it. It’s the most pivotal. Look I could tell you how a part of
you will cease to exist the moment your grandmother passes or that your body will betray you and land you in the hospital.
These are obvious life altering events, but your adaptive nature will carry you through this. But your relationship with
yourself is a lifelong journey, you’re always with you. At 21 you may think you know, but you have no idea.
I write to you from 2018, yes you got here. No you haven’t died yet, but the shame is not as viscous, not as heavy as it is
where you are. You have learnt to knife through the shame daily, and fully participate. In life. In friendships. In lovers. You
won’t believe this, you even told someone you loved them and you continued to breathe. Crazy right? Unlearning the
shame has allowed for your authenticity to carry you, its early days but I can tell it only gets better from here.
This may not make sense to you right now, but remain steadfast in your love for self-improvement. It will serve you well.
Most days I know you secretly hope that someone could hold your hand and tell you that you are lovely and seen.
Patience, there are many hands that are coming your way.
You are loved.
Zanta.
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Age Is Nothing But A Number…
Jade Jacobs

…Or so they say.
I’m a 26.9 year-old lesbian womxn who came out to myself approximately 11 years ago after my first-ever girl-on-girl
makeout sesh (she was The One Who Made Me Realize It). I didn’t realize that people would react so negatively to it so I
ended up spending many years moving in and out of the stupid closet, hiding myself from other people, hiding myself from
myself, dating boys and kissing girls in secret.
I kissed one girl in particular in secret, for many years. She was a good number of years older than me and this was my
very first experience with the concept of age and queerness and how the two come together, or mix like unshaken
vinaigrette. We could hardly hang out with our friends simultaneously because to her friends I was too young and
“childish”, and my friends were not interested in her alcoholic, the-fun-kind-of-drugs parties. As a result when we hung out,
it was mostly just the two of us. Things ended badly after all the years of growing together and hurting each other and
growing apart and losing each other and finding each other and growing apart, together. She taught me a lot. She was
The One Who Helped Me Figure It All Out…
Fast forward to almost four years ago - about 2 years after finally coming out and no longer hiding from myself and most
other people (some people, I’ve found, prefer to keep me in closets that they themselves have built for me). I didn’t know it
at the time, but I meet the Love of My Life! We live a good life together, we make new friends together, we create new
traditions together, we learn one other’s old traditions together. We meet awesome new [older] lesbians together. This is
the point where I start re-realizing that age and queerness is a complex thing, as I remember my experiences with The
One Who Helped Me Figure It All Out and her friends who thought I was too young. These lesbians we meet are one
generation above us. They have been together for as long as I’ve exited my own closet. And they introduce us to the
concept of “baby-dykes”. Now, having been mostly out to myself for the last (at the time) almost decade, I consider myself
to be beyond the basic level on the Lesbian Ladder. And I don’t mean “basic” like “basic bitch” vibes – I mean, the bottom
rung of the Ladder. Apparently I’m very much mistaken because according to our new friends, we are baby-dykes. We are
basic!
I did some investigating on this baby-dykes concept, in thinking about whether baby-dykes are rated according to age or
according to their ranking on the Lesbian Ladder. I preferred thinking about it in terms of age, given the amount of effort
I’ve put into moving my way up the Ladder. (Haha. But seriously…). My thoughts were also influenced by how our new
[older] lesbian friends referred to us as baby-dykes, in a manner that implied we are too young to have experienced the
things that they, the [older] generation of lesbians, have experienced. And because I do consider them to be Professional
Lesbians, I went with this idea without thinking twice.
BUT! I couldn’t ignore my doubts about the idea of age being the only influencing factor, and I realized that oftentimes age
does influence experience, but queer identity is much too complex for such a concept to be based on age alone. One
needs to consider that people come out at different times, in different ways, and each [coming out] process is unique and
personal.
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Is it then ok to think about a 33-year-old womxn who suddenly comes to realize her intense attraction to other womxn as a
baby-dyke, in the same way we would think about a high-school girl realizing the same thing at the age of 15? {A slight –
but relevant - digression} Because the Queer community is tiny and intimate, I happen to be friends with some (slightly
[older]) More Professional Lesbians, and at some point I spoke to my new [older] lesbian friends and a (slightly

[older]) lesbian friend at the same time, in the same space. I noticed that the younger one, who might be seen as a babydyke by the slightly older one, still considered both of them to be on the same level of the Ladder, while I was at the bottom
end. This solidified my previous suspicions about the concept even more – she had posed a contradiction by placing
herself on an equal level with an [older] lesbian, because they had both had more (but not equal) experience than me.
Surely if it was about age, she should think of herself as a baby-dyke in relation to my [older] lesbian friend. Or what?
So, our new [older] lesbian friends regarded us as baby-dykes according to our age, and it seems most people I’ve spoken
to agree that this is the case, but we all have some reservations about it. The concept of baby-dykes and its relation to age
or lived experience is too layered to be carved-in-stone as exclusively one or the other; each of the factors will inevitably
affect an individual’s view of what it actually is. It might also be worth noting that some lesbians do think about Lesbian Age
in a similar way to how humxns think about Dog Years. For example, someone recently told me that biologically they are
60 years old but in Lesbian, they are only 30, because they only came out to themselves at 30. Lived experience counts for
something, yo! Age might be in fact be <insert Notorious B.I.G-voice here> nothing but a number, baby.
I think ultimately, the best thing we can all do is to remember to give people the agency to identify as they please (be that
as baby-dykes, or even mama-dykes or gogo-dykes, if they so please!), while still bearing in mind that in some ways, we
all have some baby-dyke in us because experience only ends when we die.
*drops mic* *moonwalks into the sunset*

Being Old and Queer:
Natural Opposites?
Jarred Thompson - Resident Writer

I often quip to friends that I have an inherent fear of getting old. Most often I put it down to a fear
of losing my physical independence or a fear of getting dementia, forgetting so much that eventually all I
am is a mismatched collection of memories in a wrinkled body. But perhaps—on a deeper psychological level—there is a
relationship between getting old and being queer that I have not addressed within myself.
As a queer man I’m aware of the ideals that are often held above all others within gay male culture: beauty, youthfulness,
physical perfection and, of course, a “straight acting” demeanour. Quite often I have come face to face with these ideals
on gay dating apps like Grindr, Tinder or Badoo and often I’ve been guilty of perpetuating these ideals. But I wonder what
do these ideals say about gay communities in South Africa and why does it seem to me that being gay and being
considered “old” are natural antitheses to each other?
Upon deeper reflection I realized that one of my fears in life was ending up as one of those sixty-year-old men on Grindr
trying to hook up with a younger crowd. Do older gays feel the pressure to sleep with younger men or is it part of the thrill
of being “more matured” that you have the wealth and experience to be able to seduce younger males into your bedroom?
This I feel is a question requiring in-depth interviews with older gay males if I am to ever come to some conclusive kind of
answer. But still the question hounds me: why do I fear being that sixty-year-old guy on Grindr?

QR 5

I think a lot of it has to do with how I’ve grown up in a heterosexual society, seeing married men and women growing old
together and wanting that for myself. It has a lot to do with the romantic ideals of “growing old with someone”,

ideals that are simply that: dreams society has placed at the stems of our brains. Moreover, what I see in the gay culture
of males in their twenties and thirties is a frantic search for someone to love, to build a life with, yet at the same time
there’s a sense of ego or holding oneself back because of past trauma. This, coupled with a popular “fuckboy” or “ rent
boy” subculture, makes finding a suitable partner in our twenties or thirties all more the harder. But perhaps it isn’t all
doom and gloom.
Perhaps we in our twenties or thirties should quell the tide of social pressure to “find the one” by focusing on building up
our lives in productive and sustainable ways: through our pursuit of career success, genuine friendships as well as
physical, emotional, and spiritual well-being. Perhaps in our pendulum swinging behaviour of assuming a “fuckboy” attitude
to “searching for Mr. Right” we have forgotten that we have ample time to find a person we are able to grow with. Even if
we find that person at fifty or sixty, one would imagine that still the search would have been worth it; that being old and
finding new love is just as beautiful—just as magical—as being young and in love. Maybe realizing this would help ease
the need for companionship that I have in my life as well as reconcile the fears I have of growing old and alone while being
queer.
So is there need to judge or pity the sixty-year-old guy on Grindr? I think not. I think so much of gay representation in the
media focuses on the twenties and thirties of queer life while ignoring the fact that there is more to life than our young and
beautiful days. And who’s to say that two eighty-year-old men sharing a hot, wet kiss doesn’t occupy its own space of
timeless beauty just as much as two twenty-year-olds sharing a delicate kiss does. In the end I find myself being drawn to
the conclusion that life is so much longer, so much more expansive, than we give it credit for in our twenties. Yes, we may
lose our youthful looks, our bodies may sag and wrinkle, and the young and model-like queers will stop responding to our
text messages, but is that reason enough to vilify old age, to see it as something that must be feared or prevented at all
costs?
What happens to our inner worlds as we grow older may be a gift in itself; perhaps it is the kind of gift we can never fully
understand until we have lived it, experienced it. Slowly, I’m starting to realize that growing old forces the ego to look for
different things in people, whether friends or partners. Instead of looking for outright physical beauty, one starts to look for
signs of inner and outer compatibility, instead of allowing our worlds to crumble after heartaches, old age may afford us the
experience, the thick skin, to overcome heartaches with a slow, patient and tender guiding mind. Instead of looking for that
ultimate “straight-acting gay man” old age may allow us the freedom to loosen the reigns of our heterosexual
indoctrination: finding ways to accept all spectrums of femininity and masculinity within ourselves and others. Perhaps old
age would also afford us the mental and emotional resources to maintain and sustain a queer relationship just as
successfully as any heterosexual relationship.
While I may still long to be able to build a life with someone in my twenties or thirties I am reminded to be mindful that life
doesn’t work according to ideals of beauty, physical perfection, youthfulness or “growing old with someone”. Life is an
amalgamation of events and experiences whose ultimate trajectory and meaning in one’s own life is uncalculatable. So to
be afraid of growing old, alone and queer is in truth an irrational fear; a fear based on preconceptions of myself and who I
should be at different times of my life. So to the sixty-year-old on Grindr or the fifty-year-old who frequents gay bars I say:
“Thank you for reminding me that being queer is more than youthfulness, physical beauty, or being “straight acting”. That
being a gay male is, at the end of the day, having a desire to fall in love with—as well as be intimate with— another gay
man, whether it’s at twenty, thirty, or eighty.”
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LALA NGO XOLO
MAM' WINNNIE
MANDELA
"TO THOSE WHO OPPOSE US, WE SAY, 'STRIKE THE
WOMAN, AND YOU STRIKE THE ROCK'."

IMAGE: GALLO
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NOMZAMO WINIFRED ZANYIWE MADIKIZELA WAS BORN IN MBONGWENI, BIZANA, IN THE TRANSKEI ON 26 SEPTEMBER
1936, THE FOURTH OF NINE CHILDREN.

Ageless Queer
Revaan Raghununan

We find ourselves in a plethora of social categories, which require of us to navigate them with
a certain level of finesse, one such category is age. More often than not, queer communities find themselves breaking
through social categories which seem set in stone, immovable, unbreakable, set. We have long broken these moulds,
gender as a social category being but one. In relation to age however, have we given it enough thought? Are young queers
young forever? What happens to us when we age? Have we given it enough thought? Why do we, queer folk, see age as
a lesser obstacle?
We may find the answers around us, perhaps even in the make-up of our attraction to one another. Personally, I find age
to be a lesser obstacle compared to those who operate within the social norm. Queer people in my opinion age flawlessly;
intellectually, socially, and physically we make our own mould. With time, I experience queer people around me, in the
same way I do walking into an Oak Wine-cellar, imbued with the fragrance a full life, tones of adventure and hardship, joy
and fulfillment. It’s undeniable that coming out of the closet is a significant milestone for most of us - not only do we learn
the true beauty and societal truth of our sexualities - but we also begin to embrace who we really are - beings with
unlimited potential. We are free to make choices which may not necessarily be as easy for others, despite their
consequences because we are comfortable in our own skin – but trying to find “queer-appropriate” heart-emojis… well
that’s exhausting! I mean, who do friends turn to when they need a fabulous restaurant recommendation? Or great taste in
design, fashion, fitness and health? They ask a queer friend - their best bet. Perhaps because we want to prove to society
that we are not a stigma – we do better, get better, age better because we have a point to prove. Perhaps we see time
differently - not as a race to fulfil social expectation - but to paint our own destiny. We are now - in some countries - able to
get married, to live a life free of legal scrutiny, social stigma, or heteronormative laws. This gives us a canvas to create a
life of being everything we want it to be. Not that getting married at 27 and having kids at 30 is a bad thing - it just doesn't
work for everyone (ask the vast divorced majority). We are far more complex than you may imagine. We age differently
because our experiences are very different in how they are informed by society. Embracing our sexuality means choosing
to embrace one another; learn from each other, because we cannot go at it alone. Our journeys are quite different because
we do not fit into the box that religion and culture have created; we fought the same battles – some made more difficult by
our sexual orientation and gender identity, we understand each other not only as mxn and womxn even non-conforming
people, but as people who have found love in each other, this has shifted our mindsets; we’ve socially-constructed our own
time; and so become ageless queers. We start experiencing some things slightly later because of stigma, as such, we
have experiences our peers would have in their teens in our twenties and make big life decisions a little later. When we get
there we make choices, in my view, with a bit more clarity. Perhaps this is why age seems less relevant to younger queers.
Our trendiness and success stems from our open-minds and ability to fight social constructs. We are modern-day warriors,
fighting for happiness, freedom, and a future void of social barriers. We are warriors because we are transcendent. We are
a pivotal part of the human evolution; to ensure the sustainability of our species because we are not genetically made for
pro-creation, it’s become a choice, not a necessity. Thus, when we come to this realisation; we become fully awakened, we
realise that we are not here for scraps of physical pleasure, to gain love from another being, to be the victim or feel like an
outsider; instead, we choose to embrace who we truly are - a life itself, essential to society; part of a whole much larger
than ourselves.
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As time passes and social walls fall, human beings will move forward and learn from our movements as queer
communities; fewer differences we choose to see in each other. In embracing our diversity we become a cohort able to see
beyond age – to look deeper and connect at a level not determined by social constructs which were not created with us in
mind, and as such, we become ageless queers.

Growing Grey Gracefully
Jani van den Berg
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Parenting on FB for beginners
A mdlwembe of a guluva of a stabane aunt

I have stopped allowing my child to watch anythings, except his cartoons that doesn't have queer
representation.
I just, angeke ngikwazi please.
He see's straight people ALL the damn time.
Y'all are everywhere with all your "I belong everywhere-ness" of yt folk.
So no. No. Asanda is not watching Black Panther, not even if you give me a free ticket. Keep it for your children who you
want to envision an Africa with no queers.
Imagine, just imagine me taking my child to a movie where he can imagine anything but the stabane aunt he lives with?
Asizi bafethu, likhona Inxeba sigrand.

On raising little black boys in suburbs.
When I first moved here, that 1st month. I was visited by a recurring dreams, uNtobeko wam' and the 4 bhoza's he was
with are driving up the leafy suburbs of Kensington from the side of Jeppe Boys. They get to my house, and buzz - before I
can go outside. I hear the sounds of gunshots. I would wake up in cold sweats, and tears - I would not go outside that day.
The dreams have returned, this time Asanda and I are excited for his father's visit. Asanda grabs the remote to go open and again there is a buzz and then gunshots. Almost every night in March that has been the dream that visits me.
Me, Thenjiwe who lives in suburbs she cannot even afford. Me, Thenjiwe who knows that her brother was killed for being in
the leafy suburbs of Hilton in a car that apparently was too 'expensive' for little black boys in suburbs to drive.
Asanda asks often, about the white man who is our neighbour who shouts at them when they are playing too loud.
In today's dream. Asanda was playing too loud outside again - his father was on his way. Our white old man neighbour
shot 1st. I held Asanda in my arms.
I know that soon, very very soon; I will have to teach Asanda to
- never ever forget the key, and if he does to never ever jump over. Even though that is our natural go to place.
- never wear a hoodie.
- keep his hands visible at all times.
- never drive a really expensive car.
The suburbs in which I live keep haunting me.
I wonder how many black boys have died, for this stolen land my son and I get to call home.

I left him with the co-parents last week for a few days - nothing worked as planned. I came back later than I had said I
would. He kept telling me he was okay, and he was fine and he was gardening.
He survived, and took glorious pictures with one of his best friends, and co-parents. He also produced a track that is a hit
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What does it mean, to be black and a womxn in a country without Nomzamo Winifred Zanyiwe Madikizela-Mandela?
In a country where we know she never saw justice?
A country of fake rainbows.
Silahlekelwe. Kubuhlungu.
Phumla ntombi endala.
Phumla standwa sezinhliziyo zabafazi besizwe esinsundu.

Phillip
'The Ga(y)ze' the next issue of QR

Phillip swivels his neck so that he can look over his shoulder, his neck is thick, a short pillar
of saturated salt, it gleams with sweat. He looks for his father in the crowd. It is not a big
crowd, a gathering of people, a social gather. Phillip cannot find his father; he cannot see
him by just turning his head, he is unable to turn his neck more than twenty degrees (he is
not an owl, moreover he is fat), so he moves, or rather heaves, his whole body into another
position. Phillip is fat (in a polite narrative the euphemisms overweight, chubby, rotund will
be used, he will not be a fat label, fat is a brand, an unhealthy brand), and fat means no
prospects. If Phillip was chubby, there may be hope that he could have prospects, the
prospects that his father wants fulfilled. But sometimes there is no space for gentle words;
his face is fat, his legs are fat, his arse is fat (he never has a problem sitting on a hard
bench, only on a narrow seat), his arms are fat, even his fingers are fat (he does not have
long slim piano playing fingers), and if he takes off his shoes, which are a size 7, (this is the
only part of him that is small), his toes on his small feet are fat.
Phillip is a fat homosexual (can there ever be any prospects?).
What are your opinions of this piece? To find the extended version, log onto
www.gala.co.za and engage from the 15th of April 2016. Who gets to speak for, look at,
speak about who.
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If you are enjoying QR as much as we are,
we encourage your contributions,
comments, suggestions, advice. This
queer conversation will never be broad
enough, big enough, tight enough, thicke
enough for all of the delicious things that
it needs to encapsulate - but we try, come
on...lend a hand. Get in touch via e-mail cameronanzio@gmail.com

