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Zin€, short for magazine, are small self published works that are an =4
important part of queer history. They started becoming a relevant part |
of queer culture from the late 1900s, with lack of censorship and |

qatekeeping that was present in mainstream media, an act aqainst the 5
publishing industry where queer people were forbidden from sharmg

$heir work

| ‘j In history, queer people have always found a way fo find each other, fo
N help each other and fo freely express themselves. From molly houses,
", docks and street corners in the Victorian era fo the drag balls of
Harlem and Greenwich Village in the 1430s, all the way to the Stonewall
Inn, 1969. Queer zines were so much more than sharing queer art, i
was a movement, a protest, and a sense of belonging

India’'s underground queer magazines were revolutionary despite their
limited reach. Publications such as Samraat, Astitva, and Gay Bombay
bypassed societal norms with a subversive and careful design. Inspired
by India's rich cultural heritage, such as the intricate carvings of the
Khajuraho temples, these zines celebrated queerness through subtle
but unmistakable references.

India was never inherently homophobic. As a land deeply rooted in

tradition, the coun'h’y is often cast as CuHura”y conservative. However,

this portrayal concedls layers of history and evelution that indlude an o
ancient openness fowards diverse identities. In the early 2000s, India Z&
witnessed a quiet yet powerful transformation in s secial fabric—an |’
emergence of underground queer magazines that have, aqainst N\
considerable odds, carved a legacy of resilience and creativity N
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Despite the false narratives portrayed by modern—day stigmas, =4
historical Indian art and texts tell a different stery. However, British |
colonialism imposed a rigid Victorian merality on Indian seciety, codified |
by Section 377 of the Indian Penal Code, which criminalized same-sex 5
relationships. This colonial-era law fueled +aboos that persist today. In
the face of this repression, the early 2000s saw the quiet emergence af

undergrouncl queer mclgclzmes

N Even now, the culfure of zines continues, in messy journals with scrap
% paper and unedited Poe+ry. Zines werent Only Popular in queer spaces,
but also in various marginalizecl communities with radical Opinions and
anarchist values that found creating zines as a way to express

themselves and be true to themselves without any sanitizing,

A few powerful self-publishing zines were:

Bombay Dost

Indid's first registered LGBTQ+ magazine founded by Ashok Row Kavi in
1990, emerged as an icon. Originally circulated discreetly, wrapped in
brown paper, and distributed by word of m0u+h, +he magazine Provicled
a sanctuary—otering a candid space for discussing taboo fopics

Broomstick
Broomstick, a zine tailored fowards queer women over fordy, aimed +o
‘sweep away the ‘cobwebs from our strength and unity’ T+ was an =
independent radical maqazine that wrote from a feminist viewpoint on 1| <.
fopics relating to older women and lesbians. T+ was collectively Publ;shed 3\ \
between the years 1978 and 1943 in California NS




Scripts
Seven years later, in 1998, Lesbians and Bisexudls in Action (LARTA), a |
Mumbai-based collective for lesbians, bisexuals, and trans folks, began |
publishing Scripts, a zine that cenfered the voices of queer women. While z
narratives of elife cis gay men dominated Bombay Dost and the gay
scene in Indian metropolitan cities, Scripts carved out a space to -

_reimagine queer love—not just for and by queer women but dlso -

4 beyend the corfines of the gender binary

i

. The Daily Plague
Another example of a zine in which quided the queer community through
8 times of pure desperation, is The Daily Plague (DTP). This was an
% Australian fanzine that provided support for queer pecple living with
aids and how to live with i. Whilst other zines during this era focused
on the science and political ideclogy this zine provided emotiondl
solidarity and support to those affected It is likely that this zine
created a community for those who were living with the disease and it
is known to provide humour and humanity o the scene




By Manya Khimasio

Forbidden Love

How Queer Love Has Survived in the Shadows




Love khas always beer a powerfal force, ore tkhat has beer
tke source of ramerous tales, defyirg bourdaries,
ckhallergirg rorms, persisting ever ir the face of
oppressior, ard givirg people hope. For certuries, queer
love hkas beer forced irto the shadows, sometkhirg that
could put you bekird the bars wher you were alive. After
you die, you could be cordemred to ‘kell’. Yet, despite it all,
LGBTQ+ commurities hkave preserved tkeir cualtare, tkeir
stories, ard tkeir love ir secret, creatirg a rick, resiliert
legacy tkat cortirues to tkrive today. As it was rever just a
pkase for ary of them.

Arciert texts ard records ofter obscuared same-sex love,
rewritirg or cersorirg it to fit domirart moral codes. Yet,
traces remair. The passiorate poetry of Sappko, writter or
tke Greek islard of Lesbos over 2,500 years ago, celebrated
love betweer womer. Tke oddly close ‘frierdskip’ betweer
Kkhrumhkotep ard NiarRRRkRruam ir arciert Egypt.

Ever ir tke repressive Victoriar era, figures like Arre
Lister, a lardowrer ir Erglard, Rept coded diaries detailirg
kRer relatiorskips witk womer. Bat for every story that
survives, courtless others were lost. Mary queer people
lived double lives, forced irto hketerosexual marriages or
religious vows to avoid suspicior. Some fourd fleetirg
momerts of freedom ir urdergrourd spaces—secret bars,
private salors, or kidder gatkerirgs wkere they could be
tkemselves witkout fear. Some wko were brave erouagk to
speak out were erased from Ristory ard tortured durirg
tkeir time or eartk. Wher direct expressior was dargerous,
queer commurities developed coded ways to commuricate.

Polari, a slarg larguage used by gay mer ir Britair,
allowed tkhem to speak operly ir public witkout beirg
arderstood by outsiders. Ir tkhe Urited States of America,
tke harRky code—wkere coloured LkardRerckiefs sigralled
romanrtic irterests—became a discreet way to Rravigate
desire.



Ever fashior ard gestures served as sigrals: a certair way of
walkirg, a lirgerirg glarce, a wave of a far, or a
strategically placed piece of jewellery were all ways to show
tkat tkeir self could rever be completely hidder. The arts
kRelped tkeir creators express their true selves witkout fear
of persecutior. Despite laws like Britair’s Buggery Act (1533)
or tkhe later Paragrapk 175 ir Germary, wkick crimiralized
kRomosexuality, queer people created safe spaces ever if it
was just for a right.

IR tkhe early 20tk certury, ardergrourd drag balls ir Harlem
ard Berlir’s cabarets offered peace to tkeir atterdees. Tke
irfamous Storewall Riots of 1969, sparked by police raids or
a gay bar ir New YorR, marked a tarrirg poirt, provirg tkat
people were dore Ridirg wko tkhey were. Yet, ever as activism
grew, tke AIDS epidemic of the 1980s ard 90s broagkt rew
devastatior ard more erasare for tke commurity.
Goverrmenrts igrored tke crisis, causirg tkousards to
succamb to tkeir demise arroticed. But the commurity fought
bacRk, preservirg memories tkhroagk art, activism, ard oral
Ristories.

Today, mary courtries have made progress ir LGBTQ+ righkts,
witk marriage equality ard arti-discrimiratior laws ir place.
But that does rot mear we igrore the fact that queer love is
still forbidder ir over 60 ratiors, some puriskhable by deatk.
Ever ir more acceptirg societies, subtle forms of erasuare
still persist, hRistory books tkhat omit queer figures, families
tkat reject tkeir LGBTQ+ members, people who preterd to be
ar ally bat kaver’t growr comfortable witk tkhe idea of a
queer frierd ard media tkhat still stereotypes queer
relatiorskips.

TRis is rot just a story of oppressior, it’s a testamert to
survival. It’s the wkispered corfessiors betweer lovers ir
darkered rooms, the defiart Riss at a protest, the ckhair of
stories passed dowr tkrough dgereratiors. Queer love was
rever traly kRidder; it was just waitirg for the world to see it.
ard LGBTQ+ people have always fourd ways to say, ‘We are
kRere. We have always beer hkere.” Now tkey refuse to be
silerced ary lorger.



'THE GAY

"PLAGUE™

by Pari Dedhia




The 1980s hit America with a terrifying new disease that started
as a mysterious illness affecting gay men in New York, San
Francisco and spiraled into a full-blown health crisis. This disease
was later named AIDS. It entered the gay community and that's
when society lost all humanity. Hospitals turned patients away.
Families disowned their sons. The government didn't take any
action. The media called it the "gay plague." With no cure, no
support, and no public concern, men were dying and suffering,
left to endure this in guilt and loneliness.

Amongst this, when society abandoned humankind over
something as small as sexuality, one group within the LGBTQ+
community refused to be bystanders, lesbians. When most of the
world ignored the AIDS epidemic or blamed it on the victims,
Lesbian women, particularly nurses and activists, stepped up.
This was the start of a new revolution.

They sat beside dying men when even doctors wouldn't touch
them. They changed bedsheets, held their hands, cleaned
wounds, and provided care not just medically, but emotionally,
fighting from society for humanity. They organized blood drives,
educated the public, raised funds, and fought for government
attention. Groups like the Lesbian Avengers, ACT UP, and the
Lesbian Herstory Archives created awareness against this.

This is why the "L" in LGBTQ+ comes first. It's not just alphabetical.
It's symbolic. It's a tribute to all the lesbian women who led with
love and care when others led with fear. In death and
abandonment, they showed up stronger and powerful than ever.
The order of letters is a reminder: when gay men were dying, it
was lesbians who protected them because, at the end of the day,
it wasn't about who you love but about how you love. Once again,
‘it was women who gave new life to these dying souls because in
times of crisis, it wasn’t about identity, it was about unity. That's
the kind of history we should remember every Pride Month.



INDIA
WASN'T .
ALWAYS THES

by Tnsha S‘harn_ta : 2]



History remembers only what it's told to remember. And for
centuries, queerness in India was not just forgotten: it was buried,
rewritten, exiled from temples, scriptures, poems, and homes. We
were told that queerness was foreign, a Western infection,
smuggled in through colonial rule or modern media. But that's a
lie dressed as law. Long before the British criminalized “unnatural
offences” in 1861, queerness shimmered in Sanskrit verses,
danced in temple reliefs, and spoke through the mouths of poets
and saints. It was never hidden... until someone decided it should

be.

Far from being a recent or foreign phenomenon, expressions of
queer desire and gender variance were visibly woven into India’s
religious, literary, and artistic traditions for centuries. In Hindu
mythology, deities such as Ardhanarishvara, a blend of Shiva and
Parvati, symbolize the sacred union of masculine and feminine

energies not as opposites, but as an indivisible whole. Similarly, |

the Mahabharata features Shikhandi, born female but raised and
later transformed into a man, who plays a crucial role in the
Kurukshetra war, portraying a rare early depiction of gender
transition in classical literature. These stories are not marginal;
they form part of the mainstream mythological canon and were
widely told across India. Scholars such as Ruth Vanita and Saleem
Kidwai argue that such narratives reflect a broader premodern
Indian worldview where sexual and gender diversity was
accepted as part of the cosmic and social order.

Queer expression wasn't limited to stories and myth, it was carved
into stone. The famous temples at Khajuraho (in Madhya Pradesh)
and Konark (in Odisha), built between the 10th and 13th
centuries, show clear depictions of same-sex intimacy. You'll find
men embracing other men, women in sensual poses with other
women, and scenes that suggest queer relationships as part of
everyday life.
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These images are placed alongside carvings of heterosexual
couples, which tells us that queer desire wasn’'t seen as
unnatural or shameful. These temples celebrated kama as one of
life’s important goals, and that all kinds of desire were accepted.
Since these temples were built by royal dynasties and not by
rebellious groups, they show that queer love once had a visible
and even spiritual place in Indian society.

Poetry, acting as a microcosm of society, was also a principle
method of expression and exploration. In 18th and 19th century
Lucknow, a genre called Rekhti emerged which consisted of
works written by male poets, but in the voice of women, often
describing romantic and erotic relationships between women.
 These poems talked about love in kitchens, courtyards, festivals;
~ordinary places made extraordinary by longing. At the same time,
in Sufi traditions across North India, poets used spiritual longing

as a way to express love that often crossed gender lines. Many
Sufi poems speak of the beloved using male pronouns, even
when written by men, blurring the lines between divine and
earthly love.

What we've covered is only a glimpse into India’s rich queer past.
Queerness appeared in temple carvings, mythology, poetry but
also in folk theatre, Tantric texts, and festivals like Koovagam,
where trans identities were celebrated in ritual. Communities like
Hijras, Aravanis, and Jogappas held respected spiritual and
~ social roles before colonial laws criminalized and marginalized
them. These histories show that gender and sexual diversity
weren'’t exceptions, they were part of the fabric of life. In today’s
India, reclaiming these roots isn’t nostalgia. It's a way to remind
ourselves and others that queerness here is not new. It's ancient,
continuous, and deeply ours.




by Sunayna Mathur
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Before identity, there is often only the %cnhe of abs\tnce. Not
just of belonging, but of being. For many queer and trans
Individuals, life before discovery feels like static:% a muted
world where nothing quite fits. There’s no Iangiyage for

discomfort. Only numbness where joy should be.

A trans performer once said, “Before drag, | didn’t knowx“hﬁv\\/\\

to explain what | was feeling. | just knew | never felt like
mysel. When | started doing drag, it was the first time |
looked in the mirror and thought, ‘That’s me.’ It gave me a
way to figure out who | was without needing to have all the
answers right away.”

For some, that shift doesn’t come all at once. It starts with
trying something new. Maybe makeup. Maybe a wig. Maybe
just standing a little differently. Drag becomes a way to
explore, to play with identity without pressure. And In that
process, many people find parts of themselves they hadn’t
seen clearly before. They feel more comfortable, more
confident, more like themselves. It’'s not about becoming
someone else. It’s about feeling more at home Iin your own
skin, even if it’s just for a night.

Drag is often misunderstood. To outsiders, it might seem like
parody, exaggeration, or play. And it i1s. But beneath the
sparkle, drag is rebellion. It is an act of defiance against the
roles we’'re assigned and a reclamation of the ones we
choose. Drag 1Is not Ilimited to queer men performing
femininity. It is not only for trans people or those questioning
gender. itiS>an open invitation to anyone who has ever felt

_.trapped in expectations or told they are too much. In drag,

being too much, becomes a place to begin. At its heart, drag
IS a conversation with yourself, the version .oef*you that was
always there, just never allowed to speak.

S ——
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Drag isn’'t just about how someone looks. \&ft’s about w}pat they're
saying through what they wear, how they move, and how§ they carry
themselves. Every performance tells a story, even when ndZ words are
spoken. A costume might be a tribute, a memory, or X"s\omething
they’'ve always dreamed of wearing. Drag allows people td‘a\express
parts of themselves that don't always get seen in everyday life. And
often, that stage becomes the only place where they get to tell their—

story exactly how they want to.

For a lot of people, drag is where they feel gender euphoria for the
first time. Not because they’re pretending, but because they’re finally
not. It~gives them a glimpse of who they are when no one’s
expectations are weighing them down. A nonbinary person might try
out both masculinity and femininity onstage and realize they don’t
have to choose just one. A cis man might uncover a softness he
never gave himself permission to show. Drag lets people try things on
not just clothes, but parts of themselves they’ve never had room for. It
helps make sense of things that didn’'t always have words.

And while drag plays with gender, it isn’t just about gender. It can be
a protest, a celebration, or just a really good time. It's a space where
people can turn all the things they’'ve been through, the names they
were called, the rules they were forced to follow, into something
powerful. For many performers, drag isn’t just about looking good. It's
about healing and reclaiming the space they needed to express
themselves.

And when the show ends, when the makeup’s off and the stage lights

. fade, a lot of that strength stays. Drag might start as a costume, but

what people find through it is a voice, a sense of self, maybe even a
little peace. Not every answer gets figured out In a/ single
performance, but something shifts. They stand a little taller. They
speak a little louder. Because for once, they didn’t have to hide who
they were.\They got to be it
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I think I owe you an explanation. e
It ook me longer than T'd admit o find you HHEEE
the dog eared corners of borrowed books, the discrete hand~hold that mecm-} some+h;n9 ye+
exceeded words. .

You, who weren't given the right o |ove,

And you who loved anyway, with your hearts out on your sleeve like armour.

I didn't always know I was locking for you. _
Sometimes I mistook it for envy of the girl with chipped black nail pelish whe read Sylvia P|a+h
like scripture

or the feacher who rolled up her sleeves and made chalk dust lock like magic.

Sometimes it felt like I was haunted, gently.

Desire moved like a draft through reoms I didn't have werds for.
Td calch it in the hush of a library disle,
or in a phrase I underlined without knowing why.

Even my voice betrayed me, softening at the edges when I said her name,
like it knew something I hadn't admited yet.

There are days when queerness feels like muscle memory, something my bedy knows better
than my brain,

Like how I still hesitate before holding her hand in public, even when no one’s leoking,

Like how my voice shifts ever so slightly when Tm back home, smoothing out the edges they -
might question.

You fought so T wouldn't have to hide. And yet, sometimes T find myself tucking my joy in at
the corners, just in case.

I don think that makes me less brave.

Maybe it just makes me yours,

still learning the lanquage of my own freedom, one syllable at a time.

Yours in pride,

g ST



By Anonymous













Irtersexuality is a biological corditior that is ofter
misurderstood by most people, ircludirg those witkir the
LGBTQ: commurity. Ir basic terms, irtersex refers to the
pkysical ard biological traits presert at birtk, suckh as
ckromosomes, hormores, or deritalia, thkat do rot fit
typical defiritiors of male or female. However; the social
stigma surrourdirg these identities forces irtersex
irdividuals to live arytkirg but a basic life.

Irtersexuality is ar umbrella term for people borr withk
variatiors that do rot corform to the birary rorms of
gerder. Society ofter views this ratural diversity as
urratural simply because it is urfamiliarr Wher a large
rumber of people are uraware of sometkirg, that lack of
awareress ofter turrs irto igrorarce. The silerce arourd
irtersex identities does rot just reflect stigma — it creates
it.

A commonr miscorceptior is the corfusior betweer beirg
irtersex ard beirg tranrsgerder. These idenrtities are rot
tke same. A trarsgerder persor idertifies witk a gerder
different from the ore assigred to them at birtk ard may
choose to urdergo medical procedures durirg or after
puberty. Ar irtersex persor, or the otkher hard, is borr
witk tkeir idertity, traits, ard body. Beirg irtersex is rot
about transitiorirg — it is about beirg borr outside the
rigid categories that society tries to impose.



Etkical Dilemma ard Bodily Autoromy

The lives of irtersex irdividuals are ofter marked by
decisiors made witkout tkeir corsenrt. For years, parenrts
ard doctors khave ckoser to perform irreversible surgeries
or irtersex irfarts ir ar attempt to ”“rormalize” their
bodies. These decisiors take away the irdividual’s right to
choose how they want to exist ir the world. Every persor
deserves the freedom to decide how tkhey are perceived
ard to khave conrtrol over tkeir owr body.

Ir Irdia, trarsgerder rights have beer recogrized ard the
idertity has beer legally ackrowledged as a tkird gerder:
However, the rights of irtersex people are still ir question.
Orgoirg discussiors focus or the ethics of early medical
irtervenrtiors ard the discrimiratior they cortirue to face.

The way forward is simple but urgenrt. Irtersex irdividuals
must kave the right to bodily autoromy anrd irformed
corsenrt. They deserve access to respectful medical care
that prioritizes tkeir hkealth ard agercy. Urrecessary
surgeries, especially or chkildrer, skhould be avoided urless
medically essenrtial. Decisiors about ore’s body skould
belorg to tke persor livirg ir it.

The Path Forward

Harmful stereotypes ard disirissive attitudes grow from
igrorarce. The orly way to dismartle tkem is tkhrough
awareress, empathky, ard oper dialogue. Irtersex people
deserve to live without shame, without silerce, ard witkout
fear. Creatirg irclusive spaces starts witk uarderstardirg
ard cortirues witkh advocacy. Tkeir existerce is rot a
problem to be fixed — it is a part of the humar
experierce that deserves recogritior, respect, ard
protectionr.






In ' shadows deep, | hide away,

A silent truth | long to say.
Behind a wall of fear and doubt,
A voice within tries to shout.

Some stare with eyes unkind and cold,
Their words like chains, so heavy and
old.

Yet in my heart, a fire burns bright,

A longing for the honest light.

For someday soon, | hope they'll see
The true me, brave and free.

| yearn to step into the sun,

But to my head they hold a gun
To show the world who | truly am.
For | am more than just a lamb

To break these walls, to let me be,

The person |'was born to be.

Though shadows whisper, "Stay.in your
place,"

My spirit seeks a:rightful space.

For someday soon, | hope they'll see
The true me, brave and free.
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Men who loved, was that thelr_mlsdeed’? =3
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Government, families, society they once knew oo —tn

Shunned them, asklng who are you’?"
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~— Blood-stained sheets, untouched-and bare,
{—————Nohands lefttooffercare.
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~ That's when she stepped up
~ That's when she spoke up.
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~ The care they took,
= ~  Thehelptheygave
dneverfade —
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To saving the last of us
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It's her who helped them through
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By Manya Khimasia



I'd carve the clock with trembling hands,
Split its face, unwind its bands.

I'd turn the gears against their rhyme,

If it meant | could steal back time.

I'd chase the sun, reverse its glow,

Drag the moon where rivers flow.

I'd pull the stars from where they’re pinned,
To find the moment you still lived.

I'd dig through years, through soil, through stone,
To hear your voice, to bring you home.

I'd bargain with the heavens, the earth, the seaq,
To have you here, to set you free.

I'd break the rules of life and death,
Steal you back with every breath.

I'd twist the threads of fate, reweave,
If it meant you’'d never leave.

But time is cruel, it bends, it breaks,
It gives, it takes, it never waits.

And though I'd give my soul, my all,
| can’t undo that final call.

So here | stand, with empty hands,

A child who dreams, who understands

That love outlives the ticking chime,

But I'd still bend the world to have you one more time.
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