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19 and Bi
By A. J. Walkley

Looking back on my life from my current vantage point of 28 years
old, it amazes me that I did not realize my bisexuality much earlier than
I did. By the time I came to terms with being bi and readily identified with the term, I had had multiple attractions to individuals from
across both the gender and sexual spectrums. My first attractions to a
boy and a girl happened at the wee age of six. Regardless, I identified
as straight until I was 19.
Despite my self-proclaimed “heterosexual” status, the first club I became involved in when I started college was the gay-straight alliance
on my campus, Spectrum. At the time, I wanted to be the best ally
the LGBT+ community could ask for. By the end of my freshman
year, I had become a board member for the group and was known to
provide a nonjudgmental ear for anyone dealing with sexuality issues.
However, even though I had spent the better part of the year nursing
a massive crush for another female who lived in my hall – along with
a simultaneous crush for a guy on my dorm floor – I was still in immense denial of my own sexuality.

After a Lifetime of Searching
By Suzanne Lauer

I was a hippie in the 60’s; I wasn’t the kind of flower child who
danced, stoned and half-naked in the park that you see in file footage.
I was the bookish kind who grew long hair as an act of defiance, who
insisted on a self-determined set of values and an unconventional
course for my life. I was an idealist committed to making the world
better to the full extent of my power.

A. J., continues on page 12

then when I returned to the US and was active in
feminist politics, I gravitated to situations where I
knew I was likely to meet lesbians. Despite always
being alert for possibilities, I never had another
friendship with the kind of connection I had experienced in high school. I didn’t even know where to
begin. As I aged, my fantasies finally turned to hopes
of someday meeting a widow willing to experiment
in a community for seniors… I wasn’t at the end,
but it felt like I was approaching it.

When I was 16, my best friend was my sunshine and I was hers. I
experienced my first “best day of my life” with her, and then another,
followed by more and more. It was an exuberant time for us, full of Then, last year my husband started sharing porn
discovery and newly found shared realities. More than “best friends,” videos with me. I kept asking about women and
their experiences, then the questions gravitated to
each day was a delight because we had each other.
those of women with other women. When we had
We were in an extra-curricular book club at school, where we read first met, close to 40 years ago, my husband was the
Steppenwolf by Hermann Hesse. A character in the book made love first one to suggest I had been in love with my friend.
to both men and women. I read that and thought, “That’s how I He had seen the side of me that needed to connect
want to live, it makes no sense to do it only with men.” I expected deeply and intimately with women go unfulfilled
to wait until we were somewhat older and more mature to broach our whole lives. He searched and one day found a
the subject with her, as I had no name for what I felt and no idea if grainy video a young woman had made using her
she felt the same. Tragically, she was killed the following year, before laptop, showing her making love with her girlfriend.
Suddenly, I felt an arousal unlike anything before. It
we ever had a chance to see what might have been.
was immediate and life-changing.
Several years passed painfully, but after the grieving eased, I looked
to connect with other women. In college, afterward in Europe and
Suzanne, continues on page 9
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Around the World: Surya Monroe
(Switzerland & the United Kingdom)
By Surya Monroe

I am the daughter of mixed European and American parents.
Growing up in England and Switzerland in the 1970s and
‘80s, I was pretty unaware of sexual diversity and sexual
choice. But when I was just turning 15, I got a scholarship
to a progressive international school in Switzerland. There
I took part in an “Emancipation Studies” course, where we
studied feminist theory and read lesbian novels; about that
time, I realized I was bi. Luckily for me this identity was
unproblematic in the alternative circles that I moved in
during my later teens, until I had a fallout with my college’s
Lesbian and Gay Officer who was determined that I should
not be allowed access to the college LGB night because I had
a boyfriend. My bisexual activist self was born! I remember
designing a badge titled “off pink” at a conference when I
was about 18. I still have that badge and it is now more than
20 years old.
Have things moved forward? For me personally, I had a
lesbian phase for around six years in my twenties before coming out again as bi and getting involved in what’s now my
“home” in many ways, the UK bisexual community. Starting
in 1998, I regularly attended BiCons but often felt like an
outsider, but eventually I got to know so many people that
I fear I have become one of the dreaded ‘clique.’
I was one of those people whose intellectual capacities outdid
my social capacities. I was in a monogamous relationship

with a bloke and having a baby whilst interviewing poly
people and exploring and critiquing queer theory. When
the monogamous relationship with the bloke broke down
(for many reasons, but I don’t think me being queer and bi
helped), I struggled to combine respectable pseudo-heterosexual parenting and alternative relationship frameworks. I
learned that like many other minorities with complex and
intersecting identities to balance, my bi identity was not
always the most important one. Being a good parent and
contributing to the world via my work are more important.
Sometimes these things all combine beautifully and other
times they do not.
At the moment I am lucky enough to be in South Africa on
a study trip where I am using material for my forthcoming
book, Bisexual Identities, to be published by Palgrave in late
2014 or in 2015, to give a talk on the usefulness (or not)
of sexual and gender categories for the Human and Social
Research Council in Pretoria. It’s great to be part of the
movement to bring bisexual voices more into mainstream
society. I look forward to the day when gender and sexually
diverse people can live happily and free from discrimination
and abuse, in all the different countries of the world.
Dr. Surya Monro is a Reader in Sociology and Social Policy at
the Centre for Research in the Social Sciences of the University
of Huddersfield in West Yorkshire, UK.
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When My Life Changed

Garden of Eden

By Denise Garrow-Pruitt

By Jane Barnes

My life changed, completely and forever, the day I realized
I had fallen in love with a woman. Up until that day I had
been happily married to a man. I was overwhelmed with
guilt. I searched for an answer to my inner turmoil. I looked
for books, but none seem to fit my situation. I then turned
to the Internet. I looked up “Massachusetts bisexual.” The
search returned the Bisexual Resource Center. I called the
number listed and spoke to a nice man who told me about
a group they had for married people who were attracted to
people of their same gender. The meeting was that very night.
With lots of fear and nervousness, I attended the meeting
and although everyone in the group was male, I really felt I
understood and connected to them. We each talked about
what we were going through. At the end of the meeting, one
of the group members told me I might find additional support
at the Women’s Center in Cambridge. As soon as I got home,
I called and listened to their recording of group offerings.
There were two that fit my needs: a “Coming Out Group” on
Saturday mornings and a women’s “Bi Rap” group on Tuesday
evenings. I attended both meetings and found amazing groups
of women who gave me unconditional support.
The bisexual community was very supportive of me. I am still
friends with that great group of people who helped me so
long ago. I will be forever grateful to the bisexual community
(especially the Bisexual Resource Center) who told me I was
going to be all right. They were correct. I am more than all
right. I am a proud bisexual and very happy to be part of this
great community of bisexual people.

I love flowers they know true
Nourishment you are one though
That won’t open you stingy lily
I have taken up swimming at night
Swam as at twelve in an indoors
Tub with a girl very sexy not
(I repeat) not practicing this
the real thing lovers for a year
every day after school we
yanked off our blouses and
leaped into her bed Knock knock
at the door Girls? What’s going
on in there? Go away Mom
we’re so tired if she’d really
understood us she might have died
Jane Barnes has published poetry in Getting Bi: Voices of
Bisexuals Around the World, Bi Women, Wormwood
Review, River Styx, and Massachusetts Review. Her
stories have been published in a dozen magazines and
collections and have received three literary prizes. The
tribeweaver, a collection of Jane’s poetry over 25 years,
is in manuscript.

After getting my own life together, I wanted to give back to
the bi community that had helped me. I started a women’s
support group, “Married But Not Straight (MBNS)© ,” which
meets monthly in Northborough, MA, a town west of Boston.
I am happy to assist any woman who finds herself married
to a man but attracted to a woman. This support network is
confidential, free of charge, and helps women to safely come
out of isolation. Anything that I can do to make the process
easier, I will do. If you have questions about this group or
want further information, please email MBNSmetrowest@
gmail.com.
Dr. Denise Garrow-Pruitt is a college dean and professor. She
believes that the only way to change thinking is through education and has contributed this story in the hope of educating and
creating change.
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“Have You Ever Kissed a Girl Before?”
By Amber Terner

Before being asked this question, the idea had literally never
crossed my mind, which was pretty unbelievable since my
sister had come out as a lesbian about a year earlier. One
would think that having a gay sister would have led me, at
least once, to entertain the idea of kissing someone of the
same sex. However, growing up in a super religious family,
we were taught that homosexuality was not only a sin but
one of the worst sins we could commit. Because it had been
engrained in us, I firmly believed that we never question
our parents and certainly never question “God” or what
we were taught in church. We were told that having sex
with someone of our same sex was an abomination, and
additionally, we were taught that sex with someone of the
opposite sex was only to be had after marriage. Now, that
was problematic because I have always been a super sexual
being. I never allowed myself to even daydream about
kissing girls and therefore I ended up being extremely boy
crazy from a very young age.
Looking back, I was always drawn to butch women and
gender queer individuals. They were my people, but I
thought I was drawn to them because they were outsiders
and I wanted to be near them in order to be their ally and
make them feel normal and loved in a strictly platonic way.
But, once my lips touched a woman’s, a whole new world
opened up for me. That exact moment was the first time
in my life that I felt balanced. I could not believe that I
enjoyed it so much. I did not understand why even after
everything that I had been taught, this did not feel wrong
in any way. I instantly understood that all the times in my
past when I had been “jealous” of another woman’s body
that I had been simply attracted to her. Those times that
I “just wanted to be friends” with a baby-faced butch, I
actually wanted to ask her on a date. Those instances of
feeling intrigue after meeting a very effeminate man were
actually sexual attraction. The world seemed so much bigger and brighter, and I felt like I had been given a gift, the
opportunity to find sexual balance in my life. I no longer
felt so boy crazy that I couldn’t finish my homework, or
so sexually frustrated that I couldn’t sleep at night. I felt
“normal” and not overrun by my sexual drive toward men.

I had a wonderful counselor and the support of allied
groups, mwhere I was able to be perceived as an ally
until I was brave enough to come out. I stopped going to the church that told me I was going to hell and
found a more personal spirituality that worked for me.
I began to make connections with other like-minded
queer people through the Internet. The more LGBT
people I met, the more normalized my sexuality became. When I was finally ready to come out, I began to
see and understand that bisexuality was not the easiest
identity to label myself. People often responded that I
was choosing that label because it was safer, that I was
just trying to straddle the gay/straight fence, which was
frustrating because I did not find full support from
either side because I was bi. It was especially difficult,
and still is, to continually correct people when they
assume, because I I am automatically a lesbian because
am married to a woman. When I meet new people, the
last thing I see is their sex. I do not care what anatomy
is between their legs. I see their essence, their energy,
and their heart. That is what I am attracted to. Like
I told my mother (who did not understand that if I
was attracted to both sexes, why I would not choose
to be with a man as God wanted), I cannot choose
who I fall in love with. The person I fell in love with
just happened to be a female-bodied being. That does
not mean that I am not still deeply attracted to men.
Lucky for me, I have an open marriage, and I will
continue to be able to express that love and sexual attraction that I find for others through our negotiated
boundaries. There are so many beautiful people in this
world and I feel blessed to be someone whose ability
to love extends beyond anatomy and sex and gender.
Amber was recently married and just celebrated her fourth
year with her husbutch. She is thankful for the success of
her open marriage, which allows her to continue to engage
in relationships with others, including men.

Over the next year, I dealt with a lot of internalized homophobia and received very little support from my sister,
who did not understand my dramatic shift from hyper boy
crazy to balanced sexual peace in my bisexuality. However,
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A Piece of Me
By Michelle Snyder

Rebecca was unique, mysterious, and beautiful. She was
unlike any other girl I had ever known, and I considered
myself lucky to have become her friend. Around her, I felt
I could express myself freely, away from the strictness of my
parents. I was 17. My feelings started to change when one
day we were hanging out with some friends and we kissed
for the first time. I was sitting between her and this guy I
liked, kissing her while she had her hands in my pockets;
he was kissing me on the neck. A surge of sexual energy
passed through me like nothing I had ever felt before. This
was the beginning of my first crush on a girl. Infatuation,
desire, wanting to touch her, kiss her, experiment with her;
oh, the rush I felt. It was two years of endless desire for
her skin to be naked with mine, our breasts touching, our
legs intertwined with each other, making out and kissing.
I wanted her to be my girlfriend. In the end, my heart was
broken when we found ourselves in the same bed and I lay
there while she had sex with her boyfriend instead of me,
but that feeling and desire to be with a woman never left.
I met Matt at a house party purely by accident; I was 19.
He was sitting alone, and I went over to him and said hi.
He was quiet, shy, and sweet. We spent the rest of the
evening together, and even though I was drunk, he never
once took advantage of me. We were each other’s first serious relationship. We dated for a year and a half and had so
much fun together. His family and friends welcomed me
with open arms. He brought out the best in me. When I
told him about Rebecca, he never judged me or treated me
differently; he was very supportive. He was willing to let
me explore this other side of me while we were still dating,
and I wish I could have, but I felt like I would have beem
cheating on him, and I just couldn’t get past that. I guess I
shouldn’t have been surprised that he noticed my evolving
crush on my roommate Renee even before I did! I had no
evidence that she had any attraction to me or that she even
liked women. How could it be that I loved Matt and still had
the desire to be with Renee? Was I a closet lesbian and just
afraid to admit it? I was still physically attracted to Matt, but
at the same time, tangled up inside, was an insatiable urge
to make love to Renee. I didn’t know what to do or where
to turn. I felt fear, confusion, and guilt. As time went on, I
found that Matt wasn’t willing to communicate with me in
the way I needed in order to keep a long-term relationship
moving forward, so with deep sadness, I broke it off.
I looked up a coming out support group at the nearby college. Once I started talking and sharing, I realized that I
wasn’t crazy, sick, or confused. It gave me a refuge where I
could be okay for an hour or two. I searched out books on
the subject of bisexuality, but never found anything that

spoke to me. I came across a lot of stories about threesomes,
and as erotic as they were, that wasn’t what I was interested
in. There wasn’t much out there that sounded like me that
I could relate to. I cried a lot. I thought a lot. I was scared a
lot. The Kinsey scale came up in most books, but it didn’t
make much sense to me. I felt lost, lonely, and confused. I
can’t describe the disgust I had with myself. Would I ever be
able to lead a normal life? What kind of relationships could
I have? How could someone ever love me?
Renee was just an acquaintance when I moved in with her.
It was a convenient living situation: she needed a roommate,
I needed a place to live, and the rent was cheap. I thought
she was adorable right away; she was intriguing, and she
was creative like me. She even got me a job at the bakery
where she worked. For the first few months we did our own
thing, we mostly kept to ourselves but did enjoy the same
tastes in decorating and shared our smoke breaks together
on the steps outside. After eight months, we moved into
the downstairs apartment. I quit the bakery job and when
I returned from a weekend trip. Renee started treating me
differently: I didn’t see it coming. I couldn’t believe that she
liked me. After all those feelings I had been hiding, I found
that she had been feeling the same way. Little by little, we
started dating and sleeping together. This was our first lesbian relationship. It was new and exciting. All I wanted was
to make her happy; I would have done anything for her. It
was too bad that I didn’t know how to make myself happy.
I didn’t miss men; I was devoted to her and only her, but
I still didn’t feel that the label of ‘lesbian’ fit me. After two
years, our relationship had grown stagnant; we hadn’t grown
as a couple or as individuals, and I broke up with her. A year
later our paths crossed again. We seemed to have grown and
were willing to give the relationship another try. We really
wanted it to work; it was a fresh start for both of us. For
the next two years, we dated, but codependency took hold
and we fell into the same unhealthy patterns as before, so
with heavy hearts, we once again broke up. Over the course
of the last ten years, we have remained in contact and have
created a lasting friendship.
At some point in my mid-twenties, I came to the conclusion that I didn’t want the burden of other people’s opinions
controlling my thoughts or poisoning my beliefs. I wanted
control over my own life and happiness. I wasn’t a bad person. I wasn’t a delinquent. I was ready to be who I was, label
or no label. I let people know that I was in a relationship
with a woman, hoping that others could see that gay people
are not scary, dirty, or shameful. I didn’t preach to them;
I just talked about my girlfriend just as a straight woman
might talk about her boyfriend. Why should I be left out
of the conversations?
For me, identifying as bisexual is more about attraction to
people, not what is underneath the clothes. It is a matter
Michelle, continued on next page
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Bi the Way
By Jane Barnes

When I came out as lesbian to my father he said, “To me it’s
like two left shoes.” If heterosexuality was a regular pair of
shoes, bisexuality must be a third shoe positioned between
the regular pair, in my case an exact three on the Kinsey
scale—equally heterosexual and homosexual. Colette had
such erotic and beautiful things to say about women; I
simply felt the same way. I didn’t think of it as going over
some invisible line. Women and men both were attractive
to me—their sameness and their difference. Are these evil
thoughts? Not to me. I said to myself, I have an open mind,
I’m willing to live on the edge, sometimes teeter on the edge,
sometimes fall off. I’ve had crushes on both sexes all my life.
I did fall off, and it was thrilling. And terrifying.
Sappho talked me through it (I prefer the Mary Barnard
translation). I came out through my own literary magazine
Dark Horse in 1976 with “Look, Passion.” I had a short liaison with an honest, generous woman, a complete and sweet
surprise which I preserved in “Swinging,” a story published
in the Boston lesbian magazine, Focus. Two of my poems
“How to Dress Like a Scary Dyke,” and “How to Dress Like
a Femmy Dyke” were published and anthologized. Google
lists me as lesbian as did other anthologies except Getting Bi,
edited by Robyn Ochs and Sarah E. Rowley and published
in 2005. A few more were published right here in Bi Women.
In the beginning, at about six, I was in love with Pixie; we
played “marriage,” switching roles from “wife” to “husband.”
At twelve, I had fallen for a girl, and we made love protected
by the ignorance of her Catholic relatives; then someone
threw a girl-boy party where I lost at spin the bottle and
had to kiss Tommy, icky kisser. Abused by my intelligent
father, I got crushes only on simple boys, and was stalked
daily all one summer through the redwoods by the older
brother of a girl pal. I tried to escape by staying home and
doing endless laundry. A few years later I fell in love with
Donny, but grew restless, dumped him and then pined for
him anew when he found someone else. He came back to
me, then left me. I took a handful of aspirins, telling no
one; my ears rang for a week, but that was all.
I went off to college in Oregon, where I joined a poetry
group, and marched for equal rights. I published a poem
in the student newspaper edited by my English professors,
the well-respected poets, Vern Rutsala and William Stafford.
Marla, my first lesbian friend, introduced me to books on
sexuality. Bored again, I traveled to Peru for half a year
before returning to Francisco State as a transfer student.
After a year, I ran away with an older, red-headed man,
who took me to Atlanta, where I got my BA. We moved
to Boston, and I studied the viola da gamba. Thanks to the
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women’s movement, I left Red, and worked my way out
of my Stockholm Syndrome.
The feminists in our “consciousness-raising” groups sometimes kissed each other, and looked happy. I fell in love
with a male (bisexual) music buddy, Lewis, a divine cook,
and a great wit. After three years happy, I fell for a woman,
straight, who played me. A cancer scare turned me into a
writer and I published in little magazines (including my
own) and came out in Dark Horse with a lesbian poem
called “Look, Passion.” I broke up with Lewis to find a
“real” lesbian love. Virginia Woolf and Colette were my
literary heroes; Woolf also bipolar like me, Colette writing
many novels drenched in sensuous, silky language, womancentric. She lived with a woman for 15 years or so, then
married a man.
I got sober and years later I fell in love with my best friend,
a lesbian. Step by step we became a couple, found a nice
apartment and worked on her music career and my writing
career for a decade. Then she fell in love with someone else
and we broke up. I went out to Seattle to help nurse my
very ill mother and decided there to move to New York
City, finding a studio in Brooklyn’s Park Slope, and getting
a college teaching gig or two, settling in and hanging out
with my best pal, Gordon, a brilliant young gay composer.
“Would you like to write an autobiography?” asked a lesbian
editor. I was bi now, I told her; was this a problem? Yes. I
read poet/writer Jan Clausen’s Apples and Oranges, about
coming out bi after identifying as lesbian. I read Marjorie
Garber’s brilliant Vice Versa: Sexuality and the Eroticism of
Everyday Life.” Had poems in the anthology Getting Bi;
Voices of Bisexuals Around the World. More poems in Bi Any
Other Name: Bisexual People Speak Out, edited by Loraine
Hutchins and Lori Kaahumanu.
Do I look bi? Who knows. Would that be having a man on
one arm, a woman on the other? Not my thing.
On paper, pronouns and first names help: you can refer
to your lover, Jill, and your ex, Jeffrey. I say I’ve had three
husbands and two wives. I’m monogamous, and life has
brought me a few deep loves, a gift that I appreciate.
Women and men: I hope to be available to love. Period.
You will find Jane’s bio and one of her poems on page 4.
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Suzanne, continued from page 1

New circuits lit up in me that evening. Since then, I have
been growing in all the ways that should have developed
years ago. Literally, I have felt like a teenager, only this time
I’m out and free; the part of me that was arrested at an earlier
stage has been released. I am growing.
My husband found a website for me where I have found the
freedom to blossom into my full bi identity. This website
is www.shybi.com. At first, I truly was shy, even bashful
then, as I read through the forums, I began making posts
of my own. I learned about my life and feelings, gained new
perspective and saw the experiences and feelings of other
women. What had always felt out-of-place, what made me
feel awkward in social situations, suddenly was normal and
acceptable.
I made a whole new set of friends, and began to follow them
through the daily struggles, surprises and excitement of life’s
ups and downs, and watch as friends found lovers, long
distance romances blossomed and trips took place, felt their
tears upon parting. There was and is such a wide spectrum
of bi experience that plays out in the safe environment of
this special online community, one that is supportive, helpful and kind. Through Shy’s, I have discovered the erotic
side of my need to connect, and learned I can even write
erotic fiction.
A reader of one of my stories wrote to me. A friendship
developed between us, and eventually, we fell in love.
I believe that bi women, like gay ones, are usually born this
way. Some say we are greedy, but I don’t see it that way.
I think we are built with parts of us that connect to men,
and other parts that connect only to women. I often say
I’m a living Venn diagram. They both agree, they share the
core of me, yet each has a part that belongs to them alone.
Often we go lonely until we find other women who have
come out, even if only to themselves. With the anonymity
of a safe online community, real identities are not threat-

ened. We have there the opportunity to pick up the parts
of ourselves that have been stunted or isolated, and to
develop them. We have fun there—sometimes lots of fun.
By acknowledging and sharing this side, our lives and the
lives of those we touch become that much fuller and richer.
My husband, who has been supportive throughout, feels
he is getting a more beautiful, sexier and more interesting
me. My girlfriend and I, well, let’s say we answer each
other’s prayers.
Finally, I am complete.
Suzanne is a baby boomer with a Master’s in Public and Urban
Affairs. Currently, she is enjoying her woodland garden and
nature photography as she keeps up with new bi friends from
around the world.

Overheard in an Airport Café
By Robyn Ochs

I was sitting at an airport Au Bon Pain, waiting (I do a lot of that). At the table next to me were four female law students.
Their animated conversation about law school and Citizens United floated in and out of my consciousness as I worked
on my laptop. Two of the women left, and the two remaining began discussing their personal lives. One stated that she
had recently begun dating a guy she liked quite a lot. In the three years prior, she mentioned casually, she had dated
only women. Of course, this got my attention! After some deliberation, upon leaving I introduced myself and handed
her a copy of Bi Women, saying that I couldn’t help but overhear the last part of her conversation and thought this might
interest her. I walked off, leaving her smiling and holding the Spring 2013 issue of Bi Women.
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