the story of one chosen family (sisters, brothers, blisters)
to negotiate our collective secrets, intuition, and other bodily functions
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This zine is a product of Stay Gold, an intergenerational
LGBTQIA+ arts program at the Museum of Contemporary Art
Tucson. This program typically runs each spring and fall. We
ran a special program this summer to keep us all connected
during the long period of isolation caused by the pandemic.

This goal of this program was to provide space for
intergenerational connections within the LGBTQIA+ community
through shared autobiographical storytelling and zine-making.
Our facilitator, artist and intuitive Asher Hartman, encouraged
intuitive making and creating, connecting each participant

with deeper aspects of the self or parts of ourselves we

may not be consciously connected to. A focus on making
guided by intergenerational connections allowed for a space
of vulnerability, honesty and discovery to open up. Each

week, via Zoom, participants walked through the process of
unfolding their experiences to reveal what may lie unseen or
unacknowledged. Each session built upon the previous week
culminating in a collection of visual and text-based narratives
included in this zine. We use the format of the zine as a tool to
both subvert dominant narratives (often told about us, without
us) while alsoproviding an outlet for artistic production.

Asher Hartman is an interdisciplinary artist, writer, director
and intuitive practitioner, whose work at the junction of visual
art and theater centers on the exploration of the self in relation
to Western histories and ideologies.
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Thanks to Asher Hartman for facilitating.
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“The Circle Game” by Joni Mitchell
“Open Arms” by Tracy Chapman
“32 Flavors” by Ani DiFranco
“Both Sides Now” by Joni Mitchell (the
more upbeat version from the album
“Clouds”)

“This is Me” (Greatest Showman
Soundtrack) by Keala Settle
“Moonshot” by Buffy Saint Marie
“Miracles” by Jefferson Starship
“Talia” By King Princess
“Send in the Clowns” by Sondheim, Judy
Collins, performing
“Ella’s Song (We Believe in Freedom)” by
Sweet Honey in the Rock
“Stay Gold” by Stevie Wonder
“Guided by Wire” by Neko Case
“Beautiful People” by Melanie
“Flirting with Her” by Sir Babygirl
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Mary and I became friends just before I turned 6. N >
Tjegend goes that we met on a playground and I AN 5
shared a prec:lous plGCG of Angel Food Cake with her. VgV

Subsec
Food

the

age of 12, mv mother and I and she and her mother went on a

cruise. | don't remember how we decided, but our mission was to figure

out

which ear housed the "gay earring” and we all investigated by asking

SLTangers their opinion. VVe never found out. [lary was the first of the

frien
that s

years. One summer in college, I vis hrmD r a weekend [ w
very annoyed when she 1nsisted on having a friend join us one evening

She

told me that night that she was confused about her feelings about

this

riend. They went to coﬂege together and saw each other almost

every oLay She was unsure of her teeﬂngs because she loved her friend

and ¢

thev
J

O

lan on marrving
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Kathryn was a wild child When I would have her over for playdates,

we would ransack my room and run and scream. She had a big family

and

I'would dote on her younger sisters. One time at a sleepover, we had

] 1 1] ] +]
UCSJ_ LLU_&))J_J__LBJ_)/ dllOWCU [1CL YUU_LLBCL blbbCl to blCCP ll_l. the same room as us.

Tobe

playing truth or dare and the younger sister dared us all to Iift our shirts
at the same time. [ hated this idea My body was developing faster than

average and I did not want to expose it more than necessary.

\\ At the count of three | barely hfted my shirt. ohe went to a

| |
airrerer “NOO0L ana we naraly Kept 111 Louchn. 1 Ni1s Pa vear,

//

NN | | |

1

passing, | offered a place to stay if she ever came through.
And months later when she came through, she hit me up. It

3

turned out that while she



with a really nice straight couple and they stayed

1n touch. The couple eventually broke up, and
Kathryn was full of warring emotions and couldnt %
understand why Kathryn and the now single

wornan-ended up-golng on a yearlong cross-country

was studying abroad in college she had spent time @

road trip. They fell in love. Kathryn was passing through
Tucson on her way to Canada, where she was going to live with her new

girlfriend

Katherine was & fast friend i middle and high school We learned about
progressive politics together and fawned over handsome teachers. She
was rowdy and smart and so so funny. We were always late to classes
together and apparently, shed often talk to the teacher afterwards and
explain that [ was having "lady problems.” Her moms were lesbians and
so freshman year of high school we joined the Gay Straight Alhance We
would go and histen, and afterwards we would joke about how we were
the-only straight people there-To be fair the other kids-m the club-were
a little weird, but we were very quick to distance ourselves. By junior

yeat she had a long-distance girlfriend

Jane and I became friends in high school They took me on hours long
walks and [ watched with awe as they spray painted art on bridges.

They opened my eyes to leftismand T developed & ot of my pohtics
talking to them. We went to Prom together as friends, and my parents
believed we were a straight couple. We talked about being b1 a lot, and
our relationship with gender I wished I had centered myself less in
those conversations, when they came out as trans. As soon as they got to
college they got into a queer relationship, and have been consistently
dating people of different genders since.

In addition to Mary and Kathryn and Katherine and
Jane, Kimmie and Prisha and Sarah and Emma are
also queer. But when we became friends none of us knew,

but 1n another way [ think we all did





















I've always believed that one’s internal locus is the surest guide. My gut instinct around new
situations and people more often than not has served me well. But along with most folks I was
conditioned to value the external locus as more civilized; more powerful. So, for most of my life I

would have told you I was true to the former, while I was actually acting out the latter.

Maybe I can hang some of the blame on being a baby boomer, though I only recently realized that
my birth year situates me as one. Having parents who grew up in the austerity of the great
depression and WWII planted the idea that production and industry and loyalty were more
meaningful and valuable than feelings or desires or self-knowledge. After sixty years of always
doing what I thought was the “right thing” it took divorce number two, a bout with depression,
and a core-rattling 40 minutes with a new therapist to realize | hadn’t been walking my talk for a

very, very long time, if ever.

So, for the past year I've been working at regaining that internal locus of control. Not that I totally
lost touch. In problem solving, creative ventures, or outward analyses I could still access my
intuition, but in matters of the heart it definitely got benched while my rationalizations most
often commanded the floor. I became so practiced at discounting, or just plain ignoring my
feelings, sensations, and instincts that I lost the ability to name them. Simple questions about
what [ wanted or hoped for invoked an odd panic—a fog of confused defensiveness that
rendered me tongue-tied. At loss for a genuine reply I became expert at constructing plausible
explanations that would satisfy the questioner. I developed a knack for composing strings of
wise-sounding multi-syllabic words that most often passed for a thoughtful response. But
eventually the cache’ of clever phrasing wears thin, and the person on the receiving end realizes
it's just double-talk meant to appease. Turns out to be an unsustainable pseudo-communication

style that generates more confusion and distrust all around.

I might have hoped that, like riding a bike, one could jump right back on and sail down a path of
introspection and self-knowledge. But apparently intuition is a bit deeper, and more fickle than
mere muscle memory. It's demanding some honest connection from me and will not tolerate the
doubletalk. I've finally returned to repairing my most important relationship and getting to know

me is going to take a little time.



Let it 90

‘Tis my mankra for growing old.
I cannot hold back time,

I cannol :tnr the Flow,

Movement becomes soft and slow,
Memory cracks,

Breakiing the rigidity nf a Lifetime,
Stunning new patteris form,
Awalening ereativity Long buried.
Ik is ktime,
Let it out,
Let it go,

Phyllis Solow
4/24/2020
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Growing up, my family kept lots of secrets.

Who had an affair, who was gay, who tried to

commit suiclde. These were things that once

| found out, [ was told never to repeat or ask

questions about, especlally with anyone out-
side of the family. W hat would people think
of us/?

[ don't think my family 1s unique 1n this way.
As 1 grew up and had conversations with other
people, 1t seemed 1t was quite normal for families

to keep secrets..which 1s both relieving and con-
cerning at the same time. [ think the famous Tols
quote happy families are all alike; each unhap
family 1s unhappy 1n 1ts own way could |
to say. each unhappy family keeps
and carries these burdens arc
they are burdens; secret
who we really are
we must shed
people see
INNET ¢
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1LS OWTN Secrets

und’ Im convinced that

s don't protect us, they mask

They provide a kind of armor that
Iike the layers of a Russian doll Most

the outer dolls and only a few see the true

Joll

Nhen I had children, my partner and I made a con-
certed effort to NOT keep secrets from them. I dont
want them to feel ike they must carry around sever-
al versions of themselves or of our family.
I now realize that this makes my created family de-

cidedly not normal, but I hope much happier.
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designed by flowers press

printed by Newspaper Club

featuring fonts BadlyStamped, Bahnschrnift,
Fragment Core, and MOON GET! from dafontcom



This zine is a collaboration between members of the
group Stay Gold, an intergenerational LGBTQIA+ arts
group organized through the
Museum of Contemporary Art Tucson.

Made over Summer 2020.

This project made possible by a grant from Aroha
Philanthropies.
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Museum of Contemporary Art Tucson




