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To our wonderful readers,

Did you ever keep journals or diaries? Have you accidentally come
across them years later, tucked in a remote corner in your closet or in
your bed boxes and wondered how silly or special you were in them?
Did you ever sneak a peek at someone else’s journal? Steal it even?
Did it give you a different perspective and leave you surprised,
experiencing something unknown? Did it re-ignite a part of that dimly
remembered memory, reflecting the very journey of life?

The journey of life is unpredictable for most of us. It is filled with
impressions left upon one; some from sights, some from experiences,
some from words. The Gaysi Zine aims to be one such journal that
explores these deep recesses through the powerful words of our
collective impressions.

Whilst, there has been a remarkable shift of power and visibility in
the queer movement in India, we believe that queer literature is still in
its developing stages. The Gaysi Zine is our baby step towards
re-shaping the landscape of queer literature in our country to create a
little history of our own.

Little causes can have big effects - And we want to be a cause in a
phenomenon that yields big effects. We aim to take this zine to far off
places to reach a wider audience, for we believe that this is the only
way we can create an archival of our experiences. Toni Morrison had
once said, If there is a book you want to read and it hasn't been
written yet, then you must write it." It is this thought that inspired us
to work on this anthology of some evocative writings from a delightful
bunch of Gay Desi’s or Gaysis.

The stories in this volume, though varied in locale, subject, style and
inspiration, share a unique distinction: all were written to celebrate
life. They all show us the silver lining, that helps tide us through
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various facets of our queer lives. It has pieces that would make you
laugh at the comedy of our lives, see love through a grandeur lens, feel
compassion and understanding even for those who betray. Through
each of these pieces, runs a thread of belief in self assertion, a hope
that by writing we can connect with someone out there.

We, at Gaysi, are presenting not a collection of stories but a
collection of experiences, ideas, dreams, and fantasies expressed
through prose, poetry, artwork, diaries, and memoirs.

These stories, reveal to us the individual coming to grips with life,
its challenges and compromises. Not only do the storytellers represent
diverse backgrounds, the pieces in this volume of The Gaysi Zine are
diverse in their content, style and essence. For instance, Parvati
Sharma’s Family Planning lays out the intimate but intriguing banter
between two very believable characters who aren’t really in a
relationship with each other. In A Letter To My Cock, Mashuq Deen not
only shows a very personal part of himself to the reader, but also
pushes the boundaries to force us to really explore and think about
body and gender. Chitra Kalyani’'s The Women That Loved Me wavers
between love and friendship, between swinging this way and that way.

This second edition of the Gaysi Zine also includes an exclusive
extract from the forthcoming Gaysia, in which Benjamin Law takes
yoga classes to cure his homosexuality. To add to the momentum of
the pieces so far, we also feature an excerpt from Kaberi
RoyChoudhury’s Rajnabati, translated from Bengali by Arunava Sinha
in which he conveys the fundamental need and understanding of
procreation, dissects it, and forces the reader to make sense of it all.

While it is tempting to look to queer writing for insights into the
anti-heteronormative world, we hope that this collection is read
simply as good writing. For everyone to absorb, enjoy and share.
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S0
BLACK?

ck is the student-sit in during
undergrad that | refused to support because |
didn’t think they were inclusive enough of
diversity. Diversity meant: Asian, International,

and Queer. Diversity meant me.

Black is Antwaun, the third boy | ever
kissed. We met at the Gay and Lesbian Center
youth program in New York City. We held
hands and walked down Chelsea Pier. It was
the closest | came to having a teenage
romance. Two years ago, | ran into him at a
bar in Hell's Kitchen—few words were
exchanged before we stumbled behind some
curtains to make out. Then he said, Sorry. |
need to go and find my boyfriend”

Black is the men who watched Rita Marely
in concert on Labadi Beach in Ghana from the
periphery of the crowd, arms wrapped around
each other’s shoulders or fingers intertwined. |
wanted to talk to them. But | was sixteen
years old, with my mother, watching Rita
Marley sing One Love.

Black is the teenager who called me
“Fuckin’ Osama” in front of my house in

Chicago.

Black is Patience, our family cook who
raised me in Ghana from age two. Who fed
me groundnut soup, samosas, and daal
pakwaan when | visited her at her one
bedroom apartment in Maryland two years
ago. Who called me several weeks ago to say,
“I don’t want you to be a gay. | want you to
marry and have children. OK?" | said,"OK” |
ignored her phone call today.

Black is my teachers. Class 1: Mrs. Rose.
Class 2: Mrs. Kyei. Class 3: Mrs. Crabbe.
Geography: Mr. Pecku. Dance: Aunty Baba.
Music: Mr. Ayivey. Drama: Mrs. Dove. Physics:
Mr. Gbedemah. English: Ms. Kuffour.

Postcolonial theory: Dr. Madison. Diaspora
theory: Dr. Richards. Queer and feminist
theory: Dr.Johnson.

Black is apparently me after too much sun.
My aunty in Bangalore asked, “Who's going to
marry you if you're so black?”

Black is fetishized dark-skinned South
Indian men who are described on
PlanetRomeo as “black mallus with big cock”

Black is the queens of “Paris is Burning”
who constantly school me in the politics of
performance.

Black is the African men and women in
Bangalore who are not allowed into bars
because they are assumed to be drug dealers,
and prostitutes. They are mostly college
students.

Black is the woman at the bakery in Osu,a
primary shopping district in Accra, who would
tell me how beautiful | was every time | went
there with my mother after school. She wore
a green apron, hairnet, and clear plastic
gloves, and | was always in my school uniform.

Black is the population of African
Americans that are unjustly and
disproportionately incarcerated. Several of
my black friends have family members in the
prison system. | do not know anyone in the
prison system.

Black is Eduardo the Dominican boy who |
thought was desi and was crushing on in my
first week of college. | had never met Latino
men prior to being in the U.S; they don't all
Look Like Ricky Martin.

Black is Panthro. Even though he was
blue, | was always sure he was black.
“Thundercats, hoooooooooo!”
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A first-generation South Asian American playwright
and performer, DEEN is an alumni member of the
Public Theateris Emerging Writers Group. a New York
Theatre Workshop 2050 Fellow, as well as one of the
artists chosen for the 2013 Tofte Lake Center

My cock has been neglected of late. And
when | do pay attention to him, it's usually to

say, "Hurry up.” So this is my apology to my
cock.

Dear cock,

I'm sorry. I'm sorry that for two decades, |
thought you weren't big enough. | saw the
movies with the huge penises and the
exciting positions and the raw fucking,and |
thought that would make me cool,and |
saddled you with my ego. | wanted notches on
a headboard, | wanted swagger and studly. |
wanted to be needed. | wanted someone to be
S0 amazed by my sexual skills that they'd
never leave me. I'm sorry, my dearest cock, that
| never asked what you wanted.

I'm sorry, my faithful cock, that for years |
never touched you with my fingers, feeling
ashamed of your diminutive size,and your
shape, and your smell, that for years | touched
you through fabric, touched you with the
coldness of other objects and rarely with my
hands. You never complained, so glad to be

26 / A Letter to my Cock

ALEITERTO MY COC

emerging artist retreat. He received his MFA at the
Actors Studio Drama School/New School of Drama
and has been a contributing writer on GAYSI and is
an active member of the queer desi community.

touched at all, | think. | still hesitate to touch
you as | would my hand or my foot, as |
would my head and my hair, fingers playful
and delicate, teasing, laughing, loving. You
get wetter than most cocks,and I'm a bit of a
clean freak -- you've probably noticed -- but
anyway, I'm sorry. That's what | want to say.
I'm sorry.

I'm sorry that | don’t proudly display you
to my sexual partners -- | still feel shy. And
lately I've started to feel like you feel shy,
too. You haven't been as hard and as
throbbing as you used to be.You've been
quiet and reserved, and it's unlike you, but
we haven't had much of a chance to talk
about it. And when we're with men, | know
youe beautiful and amazing and mine, but |
Look at their cocks and they fit so easily in
my mouth, | sometimes wished you fit more
easily into someone's mouth. It's a terrible
thing to say, | know. No one ever sticks their
hand down my pants to grab a hold of you,
and maybe it's me, you know, maybe | give
off the wrong vibe, but maybe it's you,

maybe they're afraid of you, afraid of touching
you. | guess they don't see the beautiful cock
that you are. And you are beautiful. But once
in a while, it would be nice to feel someone's
hand wrapped around you, a gentle tug, the
warmth of skin against skin. But it's not your
fault,and I'm sorry if | make you feel like itis.
We've traveled such roads together,you and |.
Born in a body that was not ours, and such
hardships to change this body to one that fit
better.

There were years of not wanting to be a
man with a cock, since men with cocks raped
people | knew, and me too, and if cocks made
them men, then | did not want a cock. But
then the fight was Lost as more and more it
didn't matter what | wanted, it mattered what
WAS. There was no way to explain to people
that | had always had a cock, one that felt
amputated, invisible, but with all the hardness

and frustration blue-balls could give you. And
WEVE FRAVELED SUCH
ROADS TOGETHER; YOU!
AND I. BORN IN A BODY
THAT WAS NOTOURS,
AND SUCH HARDSHIPS:
TO CHANGE THIS BODY
TO ONE THAT EIT#1T
BETTER:.

the conversations about what made a man

and what made a woman, and the unsaid
thing that | never told anyone: When all
reason went out of my head, when all the
stories were silenced and it was just thrusting
and grunting and primal reflexes, you, dear
cock who weren't even a cock yet, you fucked
like a man porno, you shivered and shook like

a man shooting his load, even if your load
was one no one could see.

And then there were no more
explanations. There were the hormones, the
hair everywhere, and then you were born. Or
rather, came out of hiding. There would be no
knives or surgeries, but you grew into a
beautiful one inch cock -- tripling your size! --
in a year. You grew a whole inch and | was
very proud of you.

And so you're not 6 inches, 8 inches,not a
thick uncut cock, but you are one inch,
sometimes one and half inches, you do get
hard, and you do want to be touched. And |
will try, dearest cock, to touch you more. To
invite others to touch you more. | will try, try,
try to remember that you have feelings, too,
and not make you rush all the time to finish
so | can go to bed. It's just hard, my lovely
cock, to fight the good fight for you out in the
world. | don't feel very strong when my pants
are down around my ankles. | get scared and
you get scared and | do the best | can. I'lL try
and do better. And at the very least, I'lL try to
spend more time with you. Just you and me,
like when we were kids. But this time, I'lL like
you the way you are. My dear cock, stick with
me a while longer, I'm trying to be the man
you deserve. All my love...

M. Deen
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ln India, he is known by many names, let’s
leave it at ‘Babaji’. Show Babaji’s photo to any
Indian on the street and they would recognise
him immediately. His picture was plastered
outside traditional ayurvedic pharmacies
throughout the country: long, slick black hair,
bushy beard and squeezable, always-smiling
face. In his youth, he had resembled an Indian
version of the apple-cheeked American actor
Mark Ruffalo. No one knew Babaji’s real age,
but most people believed he was in his late
forties or early fifties.
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Babaji led the simple life of an ascetic -
steamed vegetables; strict sexual abstinence;
same old orange robes day in, day out - and
reportedly didn’t even have a bank account in
his own name, but he was ridiculously rich.
His empire of yoga camps, ayurvedic drugs,
fruit juices and natural toiletries was
estimated to be worth 25 million US dollars.
To his 80 million followers worldwide,and 20
million regular television viewers who
followed his morning exercises, Babaji was
not a mere yoga instructor but a holy leader

and cult hero. No matter whether they were
Hindu, Muslim, Sikh or Christian, Babaji said
everyone could benefit from his teachings.

Babaji was of the opinion that
homosexuality was shameful and sick, and
that he could cure it.

It was still dark outside at Babaji's
headquarters. | could hear my fellow yogis
opening their doors, switching on lights and
shuffling their feet. Outside, loudspeakers
stirred us from our rooms.

‘The yoga session will start at 5.45
precisely; they announced in English. The
yoga session will start at 5.45 precisely’

We slowly filed outside, crossing our arms
close against our bodies and watching the
steam of our breath as we joined the human
river headed for the amphitheatre. Most of the
people were Indian, but a number of the
delegates had flown here. Some had East
Asian backgrounds, but a decent number were
white people from America, Europe and
Australia, hippies who had hit retirement and
were looking for enlightenment. Everyone
was dressed bizarrely. The freezing weather
demanded multiple layers of clothing, but we
were also heading to a yoga class that
required breezy, flexible apparel. People wore
loose tracksuit pants and fur stoles; polyester
jackets and Thai fisherman pants, over
thermal leggings and with a suit blazer.

When we reached the yoga hall, | couldn’t
stop staring. It was a majestic space,a
beautifully lit amphitheatre with 250,000
square feet of cement floors and padded
cotton mats. The story went that Babaji had
started teaching yoga in @ modest
250-square-foot room. This amphitheatre was

1000 times bigger.

As musicians played drums on-stage, we
cracked out our morning stiffness. | sat on my
mat with my legs in front of me, reaching over
to stretch my hamstrings. There was
movement on the stage, a smudge of orange |
immediately knew was Babaji. Later, | would
see crowds of people walk up to touch his
feet before backing away quickly, as if making
contact with holy fire. We all stood to
acknowledge his presence. Following
everyone else’s lead, | raised both arms in
salute, humming a general ohm in his
direction. Despite the Hitler Youth
connotations, the gesture was a genuinely
beautiful thing: a collective of people
harmonising our voices. It was as if we had
connected on a metaphysical level.

Babaji signalled for us to sit down.

‘Welcome everyone; he said into the
microphone, his voice echoing through the
space.

He was wrapped in his usual robes:
day-glo orange, the same colour you'd find at
a rave. Two giant screens on either side of the
stage projected Babaji's image as if he were
Bono at a U2 concert. Zoomed in close, you
could see all his features in high definition.
He looked older than in the program’s photos.
However, his beard was as healthy and as
thick as ever: an upside-down beehive with
afro-level density. It was the kind of beard you
could lose cutlery in.

In a few quick moves, Babaji refolded his
robes from a flowing neck-to-toe number into
the skimpiest pair of running shorts
imaginable. Now displaying his famously
luxurious mat of chest hair, he led us through
the moves slowly and methodically:
slow-motion star jumps, long-limbed cat
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