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I canôt be in to ima ine what it must feel like to be automatically assumed to be female l am a9 9 -
woman who is almost never mistaken for a woman. When my lover and I parade hand-in-hand down the
city streets, the stares are frankly rude and thoughts almost audible. We canôt be women because we look
too much like men. If weôre men and holding hands we must be gay. If weôre gay and flaunting it in broad
daylight - I! As their minds whirr and click we tend to spring apart. Survival tactics, not a cop out.

When lôm alone I am an adolescent boy; I walk into an unfamiliar pub and the bar staff range against
me: ñSorry mate, we canôt serve you.ò Leaving a shop a group of women snort: ñWouldnôt mind getting
his trousers down!ò When I go into menôs changing rooms no-one notices. Walking home the women
working on the corner shout across - ñWanna do some business?ò

Itôs a strange feeling, bejng a woman with all the attendant disadvantages, unwittingly permitted
the male viewpoint. Men clustering outside the Womenôs toilets embarrassed into a shuffling camaraderie
before that unknown world. Women watching me nen/ously until I cross the road and cease to follow
them. Beingspoken to first in restaurants, and always presented with the bill. Addressed with the
friendliness of (assumed) shared knowledge rather than endless sexual innuendo. There are bizarre
contradictions; walking about at night I feel perfectlysafe because I am assumed to be male. And yet,
statistically, young men are by far the highest group at risk from attack (perhaps because they are the
only ones out at night, beating each other upl), so lôm actually more at riskthan if I looked more ófeminineô.

Once, when I was a child, l announced at the dinner table that ñwhen l am an old man...ò. My
parentsburst out laughing before I could ýnish my sentence. The mistake was theirs; to the world out
here, holding me up against a series of stereotypes in an attempt to fit me into a category, l must be male:
I am so obviously not female. I

At school, when people accused metof looking like a boy, I argued that as I was a girl, I could not
look like a boy. The argument remains true today. If I still ñlook like a boyò and am a woman, then it is
the definition of ñbeing a boy" that is at fault, not me. There are no such things as menôs or womenôs
clothes - only clothes that men or women cowsntionally wear.

My friends, anxious to reassure me, confirm that I am ñnot butch - more ANDROGYNOUS". But
they are wrong; androgyny has yet to be invented. As it stands at present it is a euphemism for middle-
class butch women who, according to the proscriptions of the Lesbian Thought Police, should know
better than to want to be men. As ifit were that simple.

In time of course, my experience of being male will vanish. As my hair goes grey, my wrinkles
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proliferate and my body fills out I will cease to look like a boy. In the meantime, indignant women will
continue to chase me out of the L.adies.

 LIZ MILLWARD
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Welcome to óOUTLAWSô, a new, Nottingham-based periodical
for lesbians and gay men. Above all, we want to include what

crave thatós halfway legal then get in touch. Ideas for future
issues already include lesbian SM, a pampered pets page,
tattoos & piercing, safersex advice for lesbians as well as all the
views thatôre fit to print (and most of those that arenôt!)
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EPISODE I: SATURDAY NIGHT, SUNDAY MORNING
BY FRED FANDANGO

_ It was one of those Sunday mornings when one dreaded opening the curtains. Shards of brilliant
light were piercing the muggy depths of the boudoir. Wayne lay there groaning familiar ñNever againsò.

Dragging himselfto the mirror a dishevelled image blinked back. Definitely one too many Southern
Comforts were had at Mister Frenzieôs Bop Bar. Shirley Temple curls which appeared to have been
plugged into the National Grid hung down over his face. It was high time to shave off the Shredded Wheat
image! Wayne wondered just how many other dizzy queens were suffering in the Dale at this moment.
At least he didnôt have anyone demanding to do the deed right now which was a small mercy. ñPull
yourself together gelll". He had to get his shit together for Josieôs and Freedôs vegan BBQ, ó2pm promptô.

ó. Life at number 37 was a little more lively. Hyper-slag Pete was making Mikeôs door handle vibrate.
This always happened due to some quirk in the architectural structure of the house. At least it gave the
other house-mates the óDo Not Disturbô warning.

Mike and Pagraid mused overwho it would bethis time. Padraig decided to offer 2-1 on that blonde
flat-top from the óIt's Itó denim store. Pete had been spotted getting an unusual load of personal attention
there on Saturday afternoon. Mike still held out for a certain Lebanese student that Pete had the hots
for. One thing for certain, Mike and Pat were staying put in the kitchen until the proof surfaced. The
Cheshire Cat grins and the chorus of ñHelloò always pissed off their chummy house-mate.

Freed felt a strong afýnity with cats that only lesbians can have. However, opening cans of óMoggie-
Noshô did provoke a certain deep seated revulsion. Can cats be turned into vegans was the perennial
question. Peering through the tangle of plant cuttings in marg tubs on the window sill, lýller (ólGllerô, pah!
Why did she ever let Josie get away with that one?) was stalking prey in the long grass at the bottom of
the garden. Perhaps, thought Freed, Killer is a rather apt name, especially as she remembered the fateful
spring morning in 1989 when she stepped bare-footed on a mangled starling that KIIIEF had brought in
as a game prize. Freed resigned herself to the fact that one-to-oneôs, bells around the throat (hands too)
and threats had no effect on this creature.

ñThereôs no point getting maudlin - in less than three hours time the back garden will be full of
lesbians and gays basking in the reverie that only the Daleôs óHostess with the Mostestó could facilitateò.
This thought pepped Freed up a bit, followed by the inevitable mild panic state of ówhat ifôs...ô. Where was
that Josie? She needed her here, now, to help with the coleslaw.
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At number 49 an argument was brewing. ñl donôt want to go to that Laura Ashley event at Freed
and Josieôsò, asserted Nat. ñI just know what Freed will be like. If she starts to put on her airs and graces
lôm going to ask her to barbeque me a quarter-pounder!".

Jean knew what all this was really about. Nat had relatively little against Freed but was narked that
you want, otherwise you wonôt read it, SO if thereôs anything you the Harley Davidson was not up to this Sundayôs Dykes on Bikes cruise to Skegness. If Nat could get

Bull-Dyke (nickname) up the stairs to the bedroom she would do. ñThank God for spiralsò, thought Jean.
Eflinis strutted out ofthe mini-mart with a can of isotonic feeling great. Cliches and analogies about

Black men and body building abounded but he was happy and proud of his hobby and - although he
rarely admitted it - got a kick out of the admiring glances. It was only mid-day but he had already pumped
iron for two hours; a couple of hours getting ready whilst singing along to ABBA and he would be in þirt
mode. The ice-cool facade began to crumble as he thought of that guy in the ripped jeans who had just
moved into the neighbourhood and had been casually (?) invited to the BBQ.

Turning into ówhere-itôs-atô street, Eflinis glanced up at Kevinôs window. Mid-day, curtains tightly
shut, yet the warblings of Morrisey were clearly audible. This was a bad sign. Kevin had the personality
(somewhere under all that confusion) and looks to get on well. What thwarted him though was an inherent
depressive psyche and a painful shyness. For some reason Eflinis liked this guy even though he was hard
work. Stopping outside Kevinôs house, Eflinis decided to call in. ñHeôll come to the BBQ even if I have
to drag him there".

The Lambrusco flowed, clouds of acrid vege-burger smoke filled the air, and everyone seemed
to be having a wail of a time. Freed darted about like a frenzied matriarch. ñStop being so responsible
for everyone", moaned Josie, ñJust calm downl".

Over by the music deck trouble was brewing. It was k d Lang versus Kylie. Wayne was frantically
waving a Kylie tape whilst two women tenaciously clung to the stereo. If a compromise could be achieved
it would be a major diplomatic coup. The Shredded Wheat brigade huffed offto the booze table to discuss
strategy; k d was safe leaving moonstruck women to dream about her Elvis-like teasing.

A pair of spectacles perched at the end of a rather long nose peered overthe Homebase fencing.
It was. Mrs Jenkins, the neighbourhood homophobe. She nearly fell off the kitchen stool on which she
precariously. wobbled, at the sight of two be-leathered women snogging beside the honeysuckle.

ñGeorge! George! Come quick! Those haymaysexuals are at it againllò
I óWhat will happen next?

T Tune into OUTLAWS 2 for the next rivetting instalment of óDown in the Dale ó.

Although I was born in the West Riding , where the Pennines dip towardsthe Vale of York, my childhood
D D was strangely Hovis-free. Sunday teas were often pink, tinned ham and salad with white bread

sandwiches, thickly óbutteredô with margarine, stained scarlet by juicy beetroot. Beetroot's one ofthose
vegetables that seems forever damned to be pickled , admitted to only by grannies and children. No

E L I ZA B E T H self-respecting foodie would ever open a jar of baby beets - except perhaps in mistake for quails eggs
Yin raspberry vinegar. '

Strangely enough, the humble beet au naturel is versatile and cheap with a subtlety of flavour that
surpasses most other vegetables. So donôt shudder when I suggest beetroot soup - or Borscht. _LikeB R I N G I N G Y O U so many of the best things from Russia, it's simple, itós elegant - and it's still red. So here goes...

Take four large beetroot - about 2lbs - and boil whole and unpeeled until tender - around an hour. Cool
S" under running water, and, using your thumbs, rub off the skins out of harm's way into the kitchen sink.

Finely sieve or puree the beets and add two pints of strong beef stock - ideally it should be real stock,
but ifthatôs not practicable, gulp, and use some ofthe better quality cubes - but please, n_ot OXO. Taste,
season with salt and freshly ground black pepper and simmer for ten minutes.

And now you have your choice - in winter add chopped, cooked, real frankfurters and serve hot, with
soured cream. But at low temperatures all it leaves behind is other soups dissolve some gelatine in
a little hot water, stir into the soup and chill. As the late summer evenings dim to dusk, serve it jellied

~ and icy cold with a spoonful of cream and a dusting of ground cloves. Light some candles, hand round
B E T T E R L I V I N G tgnlasges of icy Stolichnaya or ruby plum Slivovitz and imagine you're eating Borscht in Moscow before

e evo ution. -
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