(a curious story)
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mutual friend of theirs. He seemed
so at ease with himself. I was both-
ered by something and I felt a little
uncertdin of him all of a sudden,
almost wary. What had he meant, if
in fact he’d meant anything at all?
How should I have responded?
Should I have responded?

“Shawn?” Evan reached across the
table and tapped my arm, rousing
me from my thoughts.

“Sorry, I was day dreaming. What
did you say?”

“I think I'm going after I finish
this drink. I'm feeling kind of
wasted. I don’t usually drink this
much.” I agreed. We traded drinking
stories until we'd finished off the
drinks.

Instead of catching a cab, I de-
cided that a walk would do my
buzzing head some good. Evan lived
about mid-way between downtown
and home, so I agreed to walk with
him. Our conversations along the
way were subdued by exhaustion,
the alcohol, and by the fact that I
was still puzzling over what Evan
had said earlierid stole a quick leo
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out of the corner of my eye. He had
bent his concentration on the uneven
sidewalk upon which we were now
travelling. Had Evan implied that I
had to sleep with him in order to see
his T-shirt, or had I mistaken a joke?
He didn’t look gay, or sound
gay,..maybe his mannerisms, or the
way he put the things he said, but...
I glanced at him again. He was
quite handsome, I suppose. Not in
that outlandish way like a lot of gay
men tended to be...He looked so - so
normal...Like any other guy...Like
me, for Christ’s sake! Just as I had
with Calvin and his little sex trian-
gle scheme, I tried to imagine, to
visualize having sex with Evan...
“This is where we part company,
my friend.” Evan said, standing on
the first step leading up to his flat.
He yawned. I mimicked him, unable
to resist the urge to yawn. “So, uh, .
guess I'll see you at the SUB to
row?’
The question sounded tenta
“Yeah, sure.”
“Goodnight:
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woman, you should come down and
check it out. Better yet, think about
doing some programming (just
imagine a fully-staffed and stocked
club for you to play with)!! These
nights are for lesbians to celebrate

If you're interested in planning some)
music, hosting a pool tournament,
organizing a theme night, dance
contests, anything...talk to the
friendly manager of Rumours (ask
for Marilyn). It has been a long hard
road to get this far, we can make
women's night happen.

P.S. Men's nights are the first and

thi*d Tuesday of the month.

A Greco place
a pubic face

To get Socrates.

Lorne,
wranglers,

After that,

or each other.

{good
[blow-job.

You pitch,
I'll catch.

my COy warm

Signifiers Through the Aegis
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