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Well, this zine has had an interesting ride. Degenerates: Voices 

for Peace is a furious literary magazine featuring poets who are tired of 

being trampled; poets who are tired of harmful bullshit spread by 

hatred. We started this zine to be a powerful collection of words, and 

though we’ve had some shortfalls these past couple years, we’re back 

and ready to fight. Though this collection here is not as large as our 

previous ones, it is no less powerful; no less important.  

The LGBTQ community has come far, but there is so much 

threatening to take our rights away. Rights that we fought for, and 

we’re not about to let it happen. We can’t stop/won’t stop until we 

reach the point where all love is accepted. Where we won’t have to 

worry about being spit on, shouted at, beaten—hated. And I know 

hate is a strong word, but we are hated. There’s still a large group of 

people out there who act disgusted at us, who have no problem 
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attacking us. The fight is far from over, and though we’ve made a lot 

of progress, we gotta keep on.  

This issue features seven voices. Seven strong voices who are 

prepared to fight back. We’ve seen the hatred of the other side and 

we’re not about to take any shit from them. We’re all mad ones here. 

We’re crazy because we’re poets—because we’re not afraid to get a few 

bruises from the fight. This issue features poems on LGBTQ rights, 

marriage equality, experiences, and much more. If you’re here, then 

you probably already know that. Don’t let the bastards get you down. 

Enjoy the ride, folks! 

—Weasel 
Main Dude 
http://hitchingpoets.wixsite.com/degenerates 

http://hitchingpoets.wixsite.com/degenerates
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Freedom 

You were always a dirty 
Girl, my mother said, and you always  
Liked to play with dirty 
Things. She is bathing my grandmother,  
Though it hurts her.  
The sight of her mother’s naked body  
Hurts her. I don’t know what she sees 
When she looks at her. Know that you watch 
Dirty videos. People doing all sorts of things, 
All sorts of bodies, coming together in what I call a colorful Pollock  
Of noise. No death. No, death. That’s 
What Pollock was doing, hurling paint  
On the canvas, telling death, 
Not today. I’m masturbating.  
All I know is bodies, and bodies can be anything.  
The arousal of wild carnality, the heart straining hard 
To break free from one body, into another. 
Like any explosion. Like any sound.   
The arousal 
Of tenderness. No, death. The lively  
Veil of water. Life-energy stirring,  
Awake from the slide into slumber. 
My grandmother came at me with a meat-cooking chopstick, yelling It’s 
wrong to masturbate 
By grinding on the TV stand in the middle of the living room. We’re all in here.   
So now I bathe her.   
Knee-deep in meadow in her portrait, my mother bends to pick a flower 
And across the globe a man masturbates in an art gallery behind glass,  
screaming Pollock 
As he comes. I watch him while I taste the tartness  
Of this tight-bodied ex-model divorcee 
On her gauzy white bed she squeezes my breasts, fresh 
From her muscular Israeli lover.  
All these kinds of kinship. The give and take,  
The exchange of one type of freedom for another. 



10 

We have, behind our eyes, all these nude exhibitionists now. 
We have our naked mothers.  
Mothers orgasming, then aging.   
We are free as children when we don’t know nakedness, only know 
Our cluster of raw needs; our religiosities. We are free  
When we open our eyes and look at vaginas we love.  
A body is a single unit of freedom 

—Juliane Tran 
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M.R.M.R 
 
Mother raised me right, 
So I don’t see in black or white, 
Mother taught me morals mean 
Doing right not doing easy, 
Mother taught me how to judge 
By acts, not words, not hate, but love, 
Not in terms of gay or dyke, 
But people are people 
And they like what they like, 
And have to be, what they be, 
And anything else is misery. 
She also taught me how to read 
Literature and poetry, 
But math was a mystery  
She could not explain to me, 
So life has never been binary 
And although my chequebook isn’t always balanced 
My credit with my fellow man  
Will finance my will to stand,  
With rainbows colours against the bland, 
And this makes me (and my Mum) 
A better man. 
 
—Neil S. Reddy 
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He 

Everyday it's the same: 
"Are you a boy or a girl?" 
Add another mark to the endless tally, 
I softly answer: 
Boy. 
"No you're not." 
Why?! 
Why ask then deny my answer? 
Call me a liar, 
Because obviously you know my identity better than I do. 
I don't even know you. 
So why?! 
Why do I justify myself 
Every. 
Single. 
Time. 
They say insanity is doing the same thing, 
Over and over, 
But expecting different results. 
So when I explain my pain I realise 
I must be insane, 
Because the response is the same: 
"You're a girl..." 

'She' and 'her' - 
One letter too long. 
Words that I fight to avoid or deflect 
As they penetrate the fragile skin that I wish I could tear away. 
When I look in the mirror I wish I could see 
A young man with bright eyes and a wide smile, 
But I don't see 'he'. 
I see 'it'... 
Sometimes I don't even feel human anymore... 
I've been misgendered so many times 
That my will to live is slipping away, 
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Like the tears that are silently shed at the dead of night... 
I'm a boy I promise. 
 
I've always been a boy. 
Just because I came with parts missing, 
And a few spares: 
Some assembly required, 
Doesn't make me any less of a man. 
Just because I had to hide for so long, 
Doesn't mean I am the mask I put on. 
Just because I've been called sister, daughter, auntie, or niece 
Does not mean that my siblings don't call me 'bro', 
Or that I'm not trying my hardest to be a better 
SON! 
It's hard! 
Stuck in the form of a girl, 
And you only seem to see the body, 
Because you don't believe that the mind could have other ideas. 
You don't believe that sex and gender are different, 
Or that I could possibly be telling the truth, 
Because you don't want to believe in me. 
You don't want to believe that 
I. AM. A. BOY! 
 
I'm a boy. 
I always have been and always will be. 
Don't you dare say you knew me 'before'. 
Because you don't know me at all. 
I've been a bridesmaid, godmother, maiden in a dress, 
But inside I've been screaming, 
And I won't let that screaming be silenced. 
Even if you can't hear it. 
Even if I seem quiet, 
There is a war being waged in my soul, 
And believe me, 
It's violent. 
I am a boy! 
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I'm not asking for the world. 
I just want acceptance. 
I want you to see me. 
I want you to see 

HE 
 
—MC Chaps 
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Imagine  
 
Imagine you’ve been living in this body  
That doesn’t feel like yours 
It's not right, a rented vessel, not you, no not truly 
Like the label you’ve been slapped with the day you were born  
Is slowly strangling you 
You can’t breathe, you can't move 
You want to speak out but you can’t 
Society acts like chains and binds you to an identity you try so hard to reject 
Every pronoun, her, she, hers, pierces you like a knife 
Because everyone sees you as something you’re not 
But who can blame them when the person staring back at you in the mirror 
Reflects all the things they’ve forced you to be. 
All the things you tried so desperately to escape from 
You strip that false body and reveal to the world your true self and 

suddenly 
You're hit by an unimaginable wave of hate, left thrashing in a deep ocean 

of contempt. Why...? 
Society is repulsed at your sight, your parents quickly smother you with that 

same label again 
What hurts more than the bruises or the hateful slurs, the looks, the stares, 

the whispers 
Is slowly drowning in the shadows as you desperately try to hide yourself 
Wearing a mask everyday as you slowly cut away at your own soul 
They look down at you, bibles in hand, shooting religious rhetoric at you 

like bullets 
“Was it not your god who made me this way ?” you ask yourself 
The world is a cage, they clip your wings before you even have the chance 

to fly 
Ostracized until you’ve been completely stripped of  your sanity 
No longer do you feel human, there's nowhere left to run 
The hatred starts to eat you alive, you're numb to all the pain 
There's  only one way to end your suffering 
Your freedom is staring at you at the bottom of a barrel 
No pain, no judgement in eternal slumber, finally peace,  
Yet at the edge something pulls you back 
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A friendly smile, concerned eyes, a warmth you almost forgot: love 
You’re not alone, a strong outcry sends tremors through the nation 
The only thing that can save us all is love, only through love do we 

neutralize the hate. 
 
—Sankara Olama-Yai 
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Portrait of a Young Man on the Beach 
 
Without touching the ground 
his feet almost water, glide, very slowly 
on the brown sand's tinted foam.  
 
It is almost noon, above him the gulls  
sashay sweetly. The sea that created fury  
on the stones, does not dare do the same  
on his feet, it recoils, it does not return 
but in slow drops of dew, a less greedy blue. 
 
The wind plays its music, its cooing and turns 
into an impossible lover who finds in sadness 
the precise reason for attempting to put him sleep, 
to charm him, to make him its dream, its delight. 
 
Fragile as a branch about to break 
he clings to the old trunk, that way the wind  
binds to its deepest root, his hair waving 
like the flag of an exquisite country. 
 
Svelte as the air walking on tiptoe 
through tall palm trees, minimal as the cold,  
as the heart dawning in his most intimate light, 
immense as the sky that dwells in his pupils, 
becoming the word that day whispers 
to the ancient centuries. The name of his pride. 
 
In his bathing suit, so naive, so simple, 
without suspecting what happens on his thrown, 
or noticing, if anything, the warmth of water, 
the slow gulls that wander sweetly above him. 
 
—Sergio A. Ortiz 
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Same-sex lovers! 
 
They stand numb in front of time 
In an attempt to transcend it. 
 
They stand perplexed in front of time 
In an attempt to bypass it. 
 
They stand numb in front of time 
In an attempt to fix it. 
 
Time they thought would back them. 
Time instead bullies them 
Wants them to conform to norms. 
They would have none of it. 
 
They are rebels at heart; has  
Vowed to make society stand  
On its head and now they want  
Their rights endorsed by law. 
 
They want to marry, get children, 
Form families. 
 
They want to love and live. 
 
They are same-sex lovers! 
 
—Pranab Ghosh 
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January 20, 2017 
 
Today donald trump is the president of the united states 
and I don’t even know what to say 
because the white house website 
has no results for LGBT 
it has only been six hours of his presidency 
and he’s already erased my identity 
 
Walking home from class 
two hours after the inauguration 
I cringe and force myself to walk past the frat house 
grown men yell 
“ready to build walls and grab pussies” 
The worst part is people will say 
boys will be boys 
find any excuse for sexual harassment 
 
I guess since it’s okay for the president 
and he is supposed to be the person we all aspire to 
they can get away without consequences 
 
The next day a man in starbucks asks me how I feel about our president 
because I don’t know him 
and I don’t want to argue 
I say something about being busy 
and that could’ve been it 
until he tells me 
“well, he’s my hero”.  
another reminded that hatred is alive  
 
I am suddenly very aware of my pride buttons and rainbow bracelet  
the way they have painted me target  
 
I put away the book of queer love poems  
turn up the music in my headphones  
remind myself  
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Burst down those closet doors once and for all and start to fight.  
only 34,992 more hours of this fight 
 
—Meghan O’hern 
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Biographies 
 
 
Mc Chap is a new, young poet on the scene but he's already read 
his poetry in front of 200 people at a LGBT conference - discovered 
whilst reading by N. S. Reddy in the UK. 
 
Pranab Ghost is a journalist, blogger and poet. His poems have 
been published in Tuck Magazine, Dissident Voice, Literature 
Studio Review, Leaves of Ink and Scarlet Leaf Review, among 
others. He has co-authored a book of poems, Air & Age. He has also 
translated a book of Bengali short stories into English. The name of 
the book is Bougainvillea And Other Stories. He, at present, lives in 
Kolkata, India. 
 
Meghan O'Hern is a senior English and Creative Writing student 
at Bradley University. Her first collection of poetry, Rising from the 
Ashes, is available now from Weasel Press. 
 
Sankara Olama-Yai is an aspiring writer and poet. He is an 18 yrs 
old, LGBTQ+, African American student who currently lives in 
Silver Spring Maryland. Previously unpublished looking for 
recognition for writings. Writings and poetry explore many 
controversial topics such as: War, race, politics, the election, 
Transgender issues, depression, suicide. Poetry collections 
containing dozens of different poems give an introspective look 
into the author's mind as well as a critical view of society and 
human nature. 
 
Sergio A. Ortiz is a gay Puerto Rican poet and the founding editor 
of Undertow Tanka Review. He writes in English and Spanish. He 
is a two-time Pushcart nominee, a four time Best of the Web 
nominee and a 2017 Bets of the Net nominee. His poems have 
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appeared in The Acentos Review, Ink Sweat and Tears, and a great 
number of other literary journals. 
 
Neil S. Reddy - British poet and author has published a number of 
works with Weasel Press. His new novel 'Taxi Sam in Pink Noir' 
combines 50's film noir with the works of William S. Burroughs 
and Arthur Conan Doyle. 
 
Juliane Tran is a Vietnamese-American writer and entrepreneur. 
She is currently working on her first chapbook. She is an aspiring 
polyglot. 
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