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A bit about me
I’m a queer asexual non-binary freak of the ( sort - of

- Jewish ) hyper-educated white person variety. No matter 
how I present myself, I can't escape being visibly dfab. 

For the most part, my body does what I need it to 
do, I’ve never had to go hungry, and I’ve been fortunate 
enough that in my three decades on this planet, nobody has
raped me. ( And I do not take those things for granted. )

I’m enough of a hard-hitting feminist to get regularly
called a bitch, and enough of a loner - ghost that even if we
met and you liked me, we probably wouldn't be friends.

inside back cover
On the other hand, changing my body wouldn’t do me any 
good. My not being a woman and not fitting into this 
phenomenon of gender has nothing to do with maleness or 
manness or masculinity. And it has nothing to do with my 
body. 

Gender—the way people usually think about it— it just 
another dimension of the human experience that doesn’t 
apply to me. And that isn’t because of my body. I don’t 
have a problem with my body— I have a problem with what 
my body means to other people… but that should be their 
problem, not mine. I wish it was. Because as long as it’s 
not, I’m an invisible monster. 

**********

I’m the kind of freak that nobody knows is a monster. And 
there doesn’t seem to be a way to show it without 
participating in patriarchy’s female-body-chop-shop or 
binary-trans-machinery’s m/f-this-or-that. 

There’s nothing wrong with me or my body, and I’m not 
going to cut off anything or try to change anything because 
of what it means to other people. I don’t need to change. 
Other people do— and I’m working on that. 

I’m already the monster I should be, even if I’m nobody 
else can see that. I’m an invisible monster. And I’m holding 
out hope that one day people will see me for the freak that
I am. I don’t want to be invisible forever.

I adapted this piece from something I wrote for someone 
else's collaborative zine about “monsterness” and trans* 
experiences. That zine never happened.
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**********

But some of us are only monsters on the inside—never seen 
or understood for the freaks we really are. I won’t get beat 
up for offending someone with my monstrous body 
( although I might get hit by words and punches aimed at 
dykes ). But I also won’t be recognised for who and what I 
am. 

No matter what clothes I wear, or how I stand or strap down
various parts, there isn’t a way for me to come off right—
my body sees to that. But I don’t want to change my body 
just because of what it means to other people, especially 
when there isn’t anything I could change it into that would 
be right. 

I might feel differently about changing my body if I were a 
man or if I wanted to interact with the world through a 
male-shaped body. And I certainly don’t begrudge anyone 
who wants to change their own body for their own reasons. 

I have nothing against physical transitions or deliberate 
attempts to change body shapes or features: I have a 
problem with a world that demands non-cis folks to change 
our bodies to prove we are worthy of being accepted. This 
shouldn’t be necessary. 

We should live in a world where people of any gender could
have any shape of body. In a world like that, people would 
only change their bodies if they actually wanted to change 
their bodies— they wouldn’t ( need to ) change their bodies
to change how people understand them. 

I don’t have any objections to other people changing their 
bodies— I just want to recognise that people decide to 
change their bodies in a world that demands this in 
exchange for the possibility of acceptance, while chopping 
female-shaped bodies to pieces generally. 
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Situating my ( un ) gendered experience

I’m in the really dark grey zone of the aromantic 
spectrum. I don’t do the romance / dating thing and I never
really have. My life is shaped by intense non-normative 
relationships ( that I have with other rainbow freaks ). And 
that matters to my experiences with / out gender.

For me that's meant that I've been able to process 
my gender stuff— and live in my body— without pressure to 
conform to any ( real or potential ) sexual or romantic 
partners' standards of attractiveness or acceptability. 

I've never had to worry about romantic or sexual 
rejection because of my body or self-presentation confused 
people... or the violence that often goes with that. ( I'm 
glad those things weren't part of my experience— they 
definitely are for other non-binary aces ).

But significant people in my life have given me grief 
in other ace-specific ways, dismissing my ( un ) gendered 
experience because I wasn't looking for a partner. Over and 
over, they've used my sexual orientation ( or gender ) to 
invalidate my gender ( or sexual orientation, or both ).

It took me years to work where I fit within this whole
gender mess. But eventually I did. I still haven't found 
labels that work for me other than “non-binary” though, 
even now. And of all the non-binary folks I've met over 
time, I still haven't met any who are non-binary like me. 

I suspect a lot of non-binary people feel alone like 
that. I'm doubt many of us are strangers to alienation.

-- Omnes et Nihil

content warning: 
This zine has a few brief mentions of “violence” and “sex” 
& also discusses patriarchal violence ( both metaphorically 
and physically ) explicitly. The most graphic and detailed 
discussion of ( various kinds of ) violence is in “Body 
Politics” but it's also referenced in “Invisible Monsters”.



My story— and why these words over time?
When I was 20, I discovered not everyone was 

asexual— that sexual attraction wasn't just a metaphor I 
didn't understand. What else hadn't I clued in about?

I was also starting to wonder: shouldn't I be on my 
way to becoming a woman? I always assumed eventually I 
would become one— I had been a girl afterall. But how long
was I supposed to wait? I'd already stopped being a girl... 
and not just because of my age. But I certainly wasn't a 
woman. So what what I? I didn't seem to be anything. There
didn't seem to be any other misfit like me.

I'd never been comfortable with the fact that I had 
breasts. I always assumed that was just because I had to 
start dealing with them so early. ( And I spent my teen 
years in the world of dance, where body parts that move 
only with momentum are considered a liability. ) 

I figured eventually I'd get used to them and it would
be okay. It wasn't. It just got worse. Mostly because of how 
these body parts gendered me, what they wrongly signalled
about me to others, and what people did with that info.

There's some gender-non-specific space in my social 
context for “children” and “youth” ( gender is policed 
there, but you don't need to claim a gender as your ticket 
in ). It doesn't work like that for adults. And the queer 
world is decidedly split into men's and women's spaces. By 
22, I was ageing out of that grace period very quickly.

But back then, we didn't have the language of “non-
binary” gender( s ) the way we do now. There weren't blogs
or resources online. There wasn't really anything. There 
was “genderqueer” but that never fit me right. I had to 
work it out all by myself. And it was confusing.

It took a while and lot of words— many of which I've 
included here. All four of this zine's entries were written for
other zines. Together they narrate my journey. They don't 
represent who or where I am now, but they're how I got 
here. And you can see the progression. I hope, dear reader, 
that you can take something from them.

-- Omnes et Nihil
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**Maybe, this isn’t the best place to interrupt the flow of an 
emphatic narrative with a footnote— just as I get into chopped 
up body parts— but I have to clarify “female-shaped” bodies. 

We don’t have good words to talk about bodies of particular 
shape categories that flag “gender!” to people. But when I’m 
talking about monsters and people’s reactions to bodies, it’s 
really about what people see and how they interpret it. It’s not 
about what we monsters really are.

“DFAB” won’t do the trick in this conversation, because once 
people have grown up a bit, they don’t get harassed or 
beaten because of something that happened at birth. They 
get harassed and beaten because of how the people doing 
the harassing and beating are reading them… in that specific 
moment when they decide to do the harassing or beating. 

“Female-bodied” isn’t much good either, because female 
bodies are the bodies of females— with or without fleshy parts 
on the upper chest or crotch areas, and with or without hair 
pretty much anywhere. 

I could try talking about “bodies perceived to be female” or 
“bodies of people perceived to be women” but that clunky, 
and more importantly, it kind of misses the point about bodies. 
The perception of femaleness isn’t really the problem: people 
aren’t wrong about what they see, they’re wrong about what 
they make of what they see. They’re wrong about how they 
understand the bodies that they perceive very clearly, and 
they’re wrong about what they decide to do when they 
understand “monster.” 

I’m trying to talk about bodies that look like the ones that we’re 
told are supposed to belong to women ( or girls ). In all the mess
of language, female-shaped is the best I can come up with, 
because it really is the shape of the body that people are 
reacting to. And for those of us DFAB monsters who aren’t 
women or “female-gendered” ( but who still occupy bodies 
that people read that way ), it’s the shape of the body that 
usually leads others to stamp an F on us freaks in an epic 
gender fail—the female-shaped body. 
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Invisible monster hiding in plain sight.

2013

A lot of kids are scared of monsters under their beds—the 
kind of monsters they can’t be sure are gone just because 
nobody can see them. Invisible monsters.

Now that I’m all grown up, I know invisible monsters are 
real. I know that because I’m one of them. But the truth is 
so very different from the legend. We don’t hide under 
children’s beds or in dark closets, making friends with 
nefarious dust bunnies. We hide in plain sight—in daylight 
or darkness—always misunderstood. 

People are rarely afraid of me… they don’t even know I’m a
monster. They usually just don’t see me at all. And when 
they do, they think I’m something else— a dyke. Don’t get 
me wrong— I don’t have anything against dykes. I just 
happen not to be one. I’m a monster, but my monsterness is
invisible.

**********

If I didn’t know better, I’d think female was a kind of 
monster. And the little kids know that all too well, with all 
the fairy-tale villains who are evil women—witches and 
stepmothers and fates.
 

**********

I'm not going to cut off any part of my body because of 
what it means to other people. We already live in a world 
that chops female-shaped** bodies and “gender non-
conforming” bodies to pieces.

Misogynist violence exacts vengeful justice on all these 
bodies, cleansing them out of existence. Because everyone 
loves to see monsters vanquished. ( See “Body Politics” .)
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And Otherwise Non-Denominational Queer

winter 2008

I don’t enjoy arguing about whether or not I can exist. 
We’re all supposed to have some genuine ID, to prove we 
are who we say we are… and to laugh about the pictures. 
My problem is that I don’t.

I’m not a card-carrying citizen of Queerville— nobody wants
to forbid or condemn my relationships ( they just refuse 
take them seriously ), and my ( un ) clothed body doesn’t 
make anyone question my M/F status. But at the same 
time, Heteroland doesn’t issue passports to people like me 
because I don’t ( and can’t ) live within its compulsory 
relationships, roles and identities.

So where do I belong? I’m not the only one without a land 
to call home. Whether exiled or adventuring through 
uncharted territory… we do exist. Even without ID, we 
exist. We haven’t formed a village of our own though— we 
can’t even recognise each other. We definitely need a 
secret handshake.

I can’t say I’m particularly proud to be who, what or where 
I am. Pride is for all the colours in the rainbow, and I’m 
outside the visible spectrum. I’m certainly not ashamed, 
though. I’m just me. I’m not proud. I just am.

This piece was included in the 2008 Pride edition of “Gblqqtt 
( Gibble.Kit )” ( a collaborative zine by the Miscellaneous 
Youth Network in Calgary ). This Pride issue was in co-
operation with Calgary OutLink's InsideOut Youth group.
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Reflections of ( non ) Womanness

2007-2008

October, 2007
Sometimes when I haven’t been thrown into a room 

full of women in a while, I start thinking that maybe I’m 
being ridiculous. Maybe gender identity really is just 
figurative, metaphorical. I’m female and unequivocally, 
that’s how I’m perceived. If gender isn’t real, then on what
basis can I say I’m not a woman. I have none, beyond 
alienation. 

I don’t share that experience or set of experiences, 
but I am only assuming there are experiences to share. I 
know there is an it of womanhood because I don’t have it. 
But maybe that’s just my own paranoia. Maybe gender isn’t 
real for anyone.

********************
November, 2007

I’m in a room full of straight girls, talking and 
greeting each other the way straight girls do. We’re in the 
Women’s Resource Centre, a woman-only space. I’m sitting 
on the floor alone, against the wall, knees apart, with the 
soles of my boy’s shoes on the carpet. Reading Nobody 
Passes. Apparently I pass.

Later, I will be asked if I would lead the volunteer 
program about women’s sexuality. I’m neither sexual, nor 
am I a woman. This moment’s subtextual narration sure has
a sadistically ironic sense of humour.

How do I keep ending up in these places?

********************
January, 2008

If you were to break me, I would be become a 
woman. Not because womanness is brokenness— it’s not— 
but because there would be nothing left of me to be 
anything beyond what other people would make of me.
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But even if I convince a handful of people, the rest 
of the world still relegates me beyond the realm of what is 
conceivable. 

Gender neutral pronouns illustrate this clearly— even
if you can get your friends to understand them and use 
them, nobody else has a clue what they're talking about... 
except that gender neutral pronouns aren't female 
pronouns, so the antecedent subject should keep hir mouth
shut about female subjugation.

*****

My dilemma: I can either stand in no-man/no-
woman's-land invisibly, supposedly ignored by the ( hetero )
patriarchy I want so desperately to change, or I can stand 
in solidarity with women on their turf. ( The ( hetero )
patriarchy doesn't really leave me alone... but it usually 
pretends not to see me, even when it's being mean about 
it. )

In practice, either my identity or my politics needs 
to come first. Right now, I'm leaning toward politics, 
because when we change the world, nobody will need to 
make that choice. I look forward to that day.

In the meantime, I'm left wondering not where to go 
from here, but how— I know where I want to be, I just don't
have a clue how to get there.

Then again, if anyone did, I think we'd already be 
there. Revolutions are easier said than done.

I wrote this piece as a submission to “Out of the Box” 
( someone else's collaborative zine about non-binary 
experience ). The zine never happened.
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Misogynist violence exacts vengeful justice on all 

these bodies, cleansing them out of existence.

We live in a world that chops female bodies to 
pieces. I refuse to help it get mine. I'm not going to cut off 
any part of my body because of what it means to other 
people. But that means I'm stuck, looking like a woman. 
That wouldn't be a problem if I happened to be one.

*****

I might feel differently about changing my body if I 
were a man or if I wanted to interact with the world 
through a male body. But my not being a woman has 
nothing to do with maleness or manness or masculinity.

I could try to mold my not-so-negligible breasts and 
my hips that are full twelve inches larger than my waist, 
but I like being able to breathe and I abhor the idea of 
trying to make parts of myself smaller, to fit into yet 
another box (even if that box is labelled “gender 
ambiguous”). 

I could try to sculpt my psyche forcefully and contort
myself into womanness, but I shouldn't have to do that 
either, and I like myself as I am. (Make no mistake, women 
can be anything they want or happen to be... I'm just not 
part of that heterogeneous, amorphous group.)

How can I be something other than a woman and still
object to patriarchal oppression as someone other than a 
spectator? I don't want to legitimise violence against 
women, balking because it shouldn't apply to me. It 
shouldn't exist in the first place— I shouldn't get an out 
when women don't.

But then where does that leave me? I can stand with 
women in solidarity, or I can seemingly abandon them by 
explaining who I am. This world doesn't have a place for 
non-woman folk who aren't men. To come out to someone, I
need to have a long conversation ( often several ) just to 
convince them that someone like me is even possible. 
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April, 2008

“One is not born a woman, one becomes one.”
– Simone de Beauvoir

All it takes to make a girl is for someone to hold up 
an infant and proclaim “it’s a girl.” There’s no ownership of
gender. Gender is assigned, albeit enforced. The mark of 
womanhood is owning all those things that nobody else ever
would, because somebody has to. 

That needs to be taught, drilled into a person. A 
person needs to learn it, resist, and then give up and give 
in, and finally realise that she alone must step up, or noone
will. Hence women’s work, women’s roles, and perpetual 
devaluation and invisibility of everything that women do.

Being a woman is owning that gender. It’s owning 
obligation, not for the self but for the sake of others— 
whether doing it for others or telling them to fuck off.

I wasn’t born a woman. And becoming one just 
wasn’t going to happen. The same way that wanting to 
shave my legs just never happened.

Did I find myself at the point of becoming a woman, 
and instead form a site of resistance? Did I just decide not 
to be a woman? There was a point when maybe I could have
submitted, given myself up, and become a woman. I know 
how to fill the role, and at some point it would be bound to
stop feeling contrived— wouldn’t it?

I see so many different women— strong and powerful
and beautiful and wise, in army boots or heals, with X 
chromosomes and sometimes Y’s— and I wonder if there is 
anything more to womanhood than being female and 
simultaneously not being a man. 

I see all these different women being women, and I 
wonder if I’m just being ridiculous. I wonder if womanness 
is merely being female and choosing to remain so or to 
become more so, choosing to make the most of it.

I need to know if gender is real, beyond the politics. 
Because it isn’t real to me. Is gender a choice for me to 
make ( or not )? Is gender a metaphor? I was a girl. I just 
didn’t grow up to be a woman, and I don’t know why.
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********************

June, 2008
I see all these different genders of women, and being

women works for them. It doesn’t work for me. I wonder 
whether it should work, whether I could make it work if I 
tried hard enough. And I vehemently reject the very idea of
a “should” for me to be. 

I’m a female-bodied person. That matters to me, a 
lot, politically. But I’m not a woman. This has nothing to do
with men or maleness or masculinity. It just so happens also
to not be about womanness.

We’re born into a world a meaning. Being a woman 
means something, no matter how any woman goes about 
being herself. Every woman can stretch out what it means 
to be a woman, defy expectations and stereotypes or live 
up to free-floating ideas about what women are supposed 
to be. She has the power to generate new possibilities for 
womanhood from whatever she happens to be— because 
she is already a woman, however she is.

I don’t even have that. I’m just a female-bodied 
person who doesn’t happen to be a woman. 

We were all born into a world of meaning. This world
just doesn’t have a place for me yet.

********************
September, 2008

Gender is just another dimension of the human 
experience that doesn’t apply to me.

I think I’m okay with that.

I wrote this piece as a submission to “Transitive” ( a 
collaborative zine by the Trans Inclusion Group at the 
Centre For Women and Trans Peoples at the University 
of Toronto ).  It was adapted from private reflections. 
The zine never happened.
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Body Politics: With ( out ) Gender

2011

When someone starts to talk about gender identity, a
lot of people (even within trans circles) expect a tale of 
changing bodies.

I'm not going to cut off any part of my body because 
of what it means to other people. We live in a world that's 
already very skilled at chopping female bodies and “gender 
non-conforming” bodies to pieces.

From bloody murder of screaming girls in horror films
to white-coated “plastics” doctors slicing and stitching 
healthy parts, society dismembers females bodies for cash, 
and entertainment. Women and girls are socialised, 
encouraged and directed to carve their bodies into suitable 
female forms by using restrictive clothing, self-hatred, 
appearance-minded-diet-and-exercise and/or razor blades. 

Female bodies and minds that don't fit into the small 
cages that patriarchy allows women to occupy find 
themselves ostracised and punished with mockery and 
violence. Beyond the daily grind compressing women who 
take up too much physical, emotional or intellectual space,
patriarchal violence reduces some women to oblivion. 

Thousands of (cis) women die every year, murdered 
at the hands of their male partners— men who apparently 
believe that, simply by existing, these woman were taking 
up too much space.

But this violent hatred of female bodies doesn't just 
act on cisgender women. Audiences delightedly pay top 
dollars to see mutilated freaks in movies and in the news. 
Bodies that started life assigned female daring to claim the 
rightful place of men, bodies that started life assigned 
male insulting their birthright by choosing feminine 
defectiveness, and bodies that don't fit neatly into the 
male/over/female system... 


