
She sits across from me in the chilly
seminar room one September morn-
ing. Her chocolate burgundy hair is

collected, loosely, in a simple gold clasp,
revealing the nape of her neck, milky and
enticing. A small brown mole just above her
lip, decorates her elegant mouth. Her lips are
painted an alluring red and her soft camel
sweater falls over her breasts. I am imagining,
as I’ve done a thousand times, peeling that
garment from her body, beholding the beau-
ty I’m positive lies beneath. She lifts her eyes
from her book and meets mine. I blush hotly
in the underheated room. Her brown eyes
softening, the mole above her lip rises with
the slow, cautious smile she offers. Bewil-
dered, I grin back at her, feeling foolish. I am
a baby butch, new at everything, certain of
nothing except that I'm terrified.

It takes a particular kind of courage to
be young and queer. It takes an extraordi-

nary kind of courage to be young, queer,
and in love for the very first time. The weeks
pass and as her slow smile grows to an easy
grin, I grow less timid. One blessed morn-
ing, I sit next to her around the crowded
seminar table. Her hair, still damp from the
autumn rain, falls about her shoulders. As I
inhale the scent of her shampoo and per-
fume eagerly, I make a secret promise to
myself: I will make this woman my lover. 

Unlike their heterosexual counterparts,
queer youngsters lack the benefit of a ready-
made road map, and must hack out their
destinies from the overwhelming weeds of
expectations and thorns of impending adult-
hood. Too often, this mammoth task must
be accomplished entirely alone. With only a
steady diet of Bollywood movies and
American television to go on, I devise my
strategy to seduce the most beautiful crea-
ture I’d ever seen. I picture candlelit din-

ners, peacocks roaming grassy hills, a cho-
rus of singers, dancing as we embrace. Bolts
of a silk sari flow behind her as she runs, in
slow motion, into my awaiting arms. Except
I live with my parents in Winnipeg where
there are no peacocks and I can’t cook.

Without revealing too many of my
tricks here, I will divulge that I concocted a
more simple plan that involved yellow roses
and a box of chocolate biscuits. One week
to the day that I made that promise to
myself, I was peeling the soft cloth of a silk
sweater off my first love. Her beauty
gleamed before me, as spectacular as I’d
dreamed it. I collected her chocolate bur-
gundy hair in my hands and as I brought
my mouth down on her splendid naked-
ness, that slow, cautious, smile graced her
lips again …

For all the baby butches out there who dare to
dream. �

Kalyani Pandya lives and works on the gen-
der borderline in Ottawa, Canada.
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Growing Pains
b y  K A L Y A N I  P A N D Y A

P R YE T T

This “Youth” issue comes at an
interesting time for me. I’m right
in the midst of some kind of youth

to adult transformation. This past
December I turned 25. Now I’m not going
to complain about getting old—because I
know that 25 isn’t old at all. And being the
youngest of my family and of many of my
friends, I can still milk this “young” thing
for quite a bit longer—but perhaps not this
“youth” thing.

Apparently 25 years old is the arbitrary
line drawn between youth and adults, at least
in terms of social support services here in San
Francisco. Here youth is usually defined as
“25 and under.” So I guess that makes this my
cusp year—I have 365 days to wonder when
my youth will forever come to a close.

But honestly, at this point I feel like
neither a youth nor an adult. I think the
penultimate youth experience is college.
There you are in an institution that is trying
to force you to grow up all the while shel-
tering you at every step. As soon as you
graduate, be it at 21 or 29, you’ve taken a
large step away from your youth. And I took
that step quite happily and willingly, and
haven’t looked back yet. 

But do I feel like an adult then? Um,
no. I have no children, no mortgage pay-
ments, no well-defined career plans—hell,
I don’t even have a credit card. I don’t wake
up early on weekends to do “projects around
the house,” usually I’m lethargic from the all
the super-sweet gay drinks I partook of the
night before (which really can’t be consid-

ered mature adult behavior). 
The biggest gap between adulthood

and myself is probably how I dress. I’m not
saying that I look trashy, but I do wear
things that are tight—no, “fitted” is a better
word. I mean, hi, if no one is going to tell
me to dress more professionally at work,
I’m going to dress like a ho for as long as I
can. But am some point I guess I’m going
to have to start wearing slacks, and shirts
that show no hint of my body. Maybe that’s
how I’ll know that I’ve reached adult-
hood—when I pick out a button down and
khakis in the morning all on my own
accord. I shudder at the thought (not of get-
ting old, but of khakis).

But hopefully when that day comes, I
will look in to the mirror, and no, not cry
at my wasted youth, but smile and still look
only to the future. �

Saurabh Bajaj irons his khakis at khushde-
si@aol.com

Nowhere But in
the Middle
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