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Be gay; do crimes. 

THE GAY SAINT 
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Horoscopes 
 
ARIES (March 21 - April 19) 
Don’t step on the PH. Don’t do it. Just don’t. 
 
TAURUS (April 20 - May 20) 
Just don’t mess with the library printers right 
before a deadline; trust us on this. 
 
GEMINI (May 21 - June 20) 
Pro tip for free accommodation: move into the 
castle. 
 
CANCER (June 21 - July 22) 
Let the North Sea wash your tears away.  
 

LEO (July 23 - August 22) 
The Bop might be cancelled, but it lives on in 
your heart. 
 
VIRGO (August 23 - September 22) 
Sign up for the Paperchase rewards card. Do it. 
 
LIBRA (September 23 - October 22) 
Steal a surfboard. If you manage to slide down 
the Travelator fast enough, you’ll make a big 
splash in the Burn. 
 
SCORPIO (October 23 - November 21) 
If you think it’s a good idea to get with your 
tutor, don’t. 
 
SAGITTARIUS (November 22 - December 
21) 
Tell your flatmate off for not doing the 
washing-up. 
 
CAPRICORN (December 22 - January 19) 
Pay your respects to Hamish McHamish and 
bow to his statue every time you pass it. 
 
AQUARIUS (January 20 - February 18) 
New (academic) year, new you, same old flat 
white. 
 
PISCES (February 19 - March 20) 
Why, yes, everyone in Tesco IS checking you 
out as you buy ramen at midnight. 
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Pride was, and is, a 
Protest 
By Talia 

 
To state the obvious, this 
year’s Pride month, along 
with pretty much everything 
else this year, has been 
completely different to what 
we expected. The past few 
months would usually have 
been filled with parades and 
social events, a jubilant 
celebration of our 
community, our individual 
identities, and a vocal 
demand for visibility and 
acceptance. And while Pride 
is all of these things, there is 
more to it. To me, Pride 
month and Pride, as a lived 
experience, are two 
overlapping but very distinct 
things.  
  
When I think about what 
Pride is to me, I think of a 
place of safety and a 
community, painstakingly 
carved out over many 
decades by numerous and 
diverse queers who came 
before us. Part of this exists 
in our physical reality – in 
our yearly celebrations 
when we are visibly able to 
come together as a 
community in celebration 
and solidarity. Equal to this, 
the physical space that is 
Pride also encompasses the 
whole year, present in every 
LGBT+ person who walks 
down the street, just as 
much as at every weekly 
book club or community 
event. It is there wherever 
we exist unapologetically 
and demand to take up 
space. But Pride is also a 

mental space – one in which 
the revolutionary ideas of 
self-acceptance and self-
worth have been discovered 
by countless queers. Yet, it 
wasn’t always this way. We 
didn’t always have the 
reassurance that, even when 
physically isolated, there 
were others like ourselves – 
let alone the reassurance 
that this existence was good 
and worthy. In this mental 
space, we now have the 
freedom to explore who we 
are and know that we are 
not alone, and that others 
have not only been in our 
position and survived, but 
also thrived.  

 
This Pride can be carried 
with us anywhere, it cannot 
be taken away, and it cannot 
be denied to any member of 
our community. It affirms 
the rightness of our feelings 
and identities, anchoring us 
within a community with a 
culture and a past, as well as 
a present.  
  
And this past is rooted in 
activism. The first Pride 
was, of course, a protest 
against police harassment 
and wider oppression, led by 
women of colour. As a 
community, we have always 

had to advocate for 
ourselves, and these 
problems first protested 
against certainly haven’t 
gone away. Fifty-one years 
of protesting and organising 
has built a place of safety 
for some of us, but there are 
still members of our 
community who do not 
enjoy the same protection 
and freedoms as the more 
privileged amongst us, 
although often they fight the 
hardest. We have so much 
strength and sway when we 
work together, and we need 
to acknowledge this and use 
it in a way that elevates all 
of us.  
  
Pride this year was 
transformed out of sheer 
necessity, but one thing 
stands out for me. This year, 
we shifted our focus and 
drive into supporting the 
Black Lives Matter 
movement, embracing the 
activism at the heart of our 
community, and showing 
what really lies at its centre. 
Pride unites and strengthens 
us now, just as it did in the 
past, giving us the ability to 
elevate others as well. And 
this means that, just as those 
queers in the past, we 
cannot stop using that 
strength to advocate for 
what we know is right, and 
to extend that place of safety 
to others. Pride means self-
affirmation, love and 
community, and these are 
not limited to the LGBT+ 
community. Anyone who 
doesn’t quite fit into societal 
‘norms’, whatever they may 
be, can find strength in 
Pride. 
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Pride Poetry 
By Ivy Turinsky 

 
One line per day for the duration of Pride Month 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1. The way your hand rests in mine, tea turning cold between us. 
2. A lightening sky glimpsed between eyelashes, between hasty breaths. 
3. Do I have pride, if I can’t hold her hand in public without looking around us 
furtively at every instant? 
4. Do I have pride, if I dread kissing her before class, because it’s goodbye but 
mostly because it’s in public? 
5. Tidal pools mirror our worry, our chapped hands. 
6. It’s been raining for minutes, for months. I empty my rainboots into the kitchen 
sink. You teach me how to eat marmite on toast. 
7. You tell all of our friends that I’m gay. The irony is that you were the only one I 
was worried about telling, yet I still feel the urge to deny everything in the shame that 
dyes my cheeks with strawberry jam. 
8. I dream of coming out to my grandmother. We’re washing dishes. “I have to ask 
you something,” she says, “Are you gay?” I’m crying, “Yes.” With her embrace she 
administers absolution. It will only ever be a dream. 
9. I’m jealous of your new best friend. I’m jealous that you like her better than me. I 
try to trick you into saying you love me. Somewhere I know what it is I’m feeling 
towards you, but I reassure myself that since I once liked a boy in fourth grade 
because he also liked to read that there’s no way I’m gay. We’re just best friends. 
10. I learn differently on a bus drenched in late afternoon sun, heading to a home that 
isn’t home. Your smile opens archways yet unseen. 
11. I learn differently at an afterschool club. The label fits. Grins all around the table. 
Triumph. Joy. 
12. Pride? 
 13. Do I have pride if I feel so ashamed of the 
form of my own shell? 
14. Do I have pride if I don’t want to tell? 

15. Where is my pride when my grandmother says “The gays are going to Hell”? 
16. Where is my pride when yet another Tinder boy sends the obligatory unicorn emoji 
and dick pic? 
17. My pride is there, shy, hesitant, when your hands are “too cold” at the beach. 
18. My pride is there in how desperately I kiss you, despite the room full of eyes, 
despite the line for water at the bar. 
19. Pride is 
20. In all of it. In all of us. 
21. The resistance and the rainbows and stones and legislation and riots and joy. 
22. Our community forged against adversity. 
23. “I will never give them the satisfaction of seeing how much they made me hate 
myself.” 
24. And also 
25. In the quiet moments. 
26. The hesitancy before I brush my fingers over your lips. 
27. The smothered laughter on the train as an old man asks me where my boyfriend is 
whilst under the table I hold your hand (just gals being pals). 
28. We have fought so hard for this laughter. 
29. This sanctioned joy. 
30. We are more than the parameters of their acceptance. 
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Queer Book Review of 
Bridget Collins’ The 

Binding 
By Greysen Braley 

 
During quarantine one of 
the only things keeping me 
grounded, and I think many 
others, has been the escapist 
flights of fancy offered by 
excellent fantasy literature. I 
have read many 
contemporary fantasy 
books, several of which 
featuring queer characters, 
throughout the last few 
uncertain months. While I 
can offer many notable 
recommendations, including 
A.K. Larkwood’s The 
Unspoken Name and 
Samantha Shannon’s The 
Priory of the Orange Tree, 
Bridget Collins’ debut adult 
novel The Binding has been 
the most impressive by far 
in terms of being a page-
turner that is well-written 
and has phenomenal queer 
representation (perhaps the 
best I have read in a fantasy 
book released in 2020).  

 
The Binding is one of those 
rare books that manages to 
capture both the attention 
and the essence of a true 
bibliophile, rewriting the 
traditional book-lover 
narrative in such a way that 
leaves a remarkable tang on 
the tip of the reader’s 
tongue. Taking place in a 
 
 
 
 
 
 

setting that seems to echo 
Britain’s industrial 
revolution, Collins captures 
familiar themes of tension 
between the rural and the 
urban; the working class and 
the aristocratic; the landed 
wealth and the nouveau 
riche; the industrial and the 
traditional, all through the 
creation, marketing, and 
acquisition of books in a 
world where the written 
word holds a dangerous 
power that rules through 
fear. In this world, no story 
worth its salt is one of 
fiction, but rather one of 
stolen memories which can 
be exploited and spread 
without any recollection of 
the victim. All this is 
uncovered and explored 
through the narratives of 
Emmet Farmer, a rural boy 
turned feared book-binder 
after a mysterious illness 
takes hold, and an urban 
aristocrat he meets named 
Lucian Darnay. 

 
If this refreshing take on the 
traditional theme of the 
power of words is not 
enough of a hook, Collins 
also supplies the queer 
community with excellent 
representation of two 
bisexual men and a loving 
relationship that blossoms 
between them. I fully admit 
to being quite critical of 
queer romances in  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

contemporary fiction, 
largely because it often feels 
we get only two undesirable 
options: tragedy with certain 
character death, or a 
watered-down 
heteronormative trope to 
make us palatable to a 
heteronormative society. 
With this incoming 
prejudice, I was sceptical 
when I noticed the threads 
of the queer romance being 
woven, especially since this 
is a story about two bisexual 
men written by a woman. 
However, I was pleasantly 
surprised with the depth, 
complexity, and humanity 
afforded each of the LGBT+ 
characters and their 
individual stories. In just 
over 400 pages, Collins has 
rewritten an enemies to 
lovers to enemies to lovers 
trope that is entertaining, 
contains emotional depth, 
and affords the LGBT+ 
experience as much joy as it 
does tragedy. I would highly 
recommend The Binding to 
anyone who has a love of 
literature, is seeking out 
representation of bisexual 
men, or is a lover of 
historical fantasy that is not 
merely a blast to the 
medieval past. 
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