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Why a Pink History zine?

Who are we?
We are the Pink Singers, Europe's longest-running LGBT+
choir. Since 1983, we've gathered in London to sing and
dance together! 

The idea of a zine was borne out of a meeting between the
Communities Team, where we discussed how much history
is captured in the stories that we tell each other, as choir
members among each other. We decided that we wanted
to share this internal history with the outside world, in a way
that showcases not only individual abilities, but also the
beauty of collaborative work. This zine contains work by the
choir members in the 2021 Spring/Summer season, and we
would like to thank everyone who has sent in a contribution.

-Will Paxton and Pippa Sterk (zine coordinators)
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A thorn in your side, as such I persist
 

To refuse to deny that I do exist
 

As you try to silence our rights to speak
 

I'll not go to my closet, I'll not stay meek
 
 
 

Oh, these queers and perverts, suppose they're OK
 

If they keep their mouths shut, if they're out of the way
 

But in public interest, we'll make some new rules,
 

Keep them out of our churches, keep them out of our schools
 
 
 

Your prejudice, bigotry, against those you despise
 

Come up time again in front of our eyes
 

I am what I am and I do not repent
 

I am gay; not sick, queer or bent.
 
 
 

Why should we be coerced to exonerate your fears,
 

By pretending we are not here?
 

Why all this hatred for those of our kind?
 

Your neurosis is your problem, not mine.
 
 
 

So, what will you do, what do you say
 

Would you lock us up? Take our children away?
 

Ban us from cinemas? Call us obscene?
 

Deep down in your conscience, do you hear a scream;
 
 
 

I am what I am and I do not repent
 

I am gay, not sick, queer or bent.
 
 
 
 
 

(02/1988)
 

-Anonymous

Public Embarrassment
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In the past few weeks I have had the joy of reading two biographies of
strong and important people: Patricia Highsmith, the author of Carol, that
mid-twentieth century deft painting of intergenerational love between two
women, and then the eponymous Tom Ripley psychological thrillers; and
Ruth Coker Burks who cared and championed the cause of those with AIDS
in the 1980s when it seemed most the world had turned its back. 

 
They both had and continue to have significant impact upon my life and, I
believe, the queer world at large. I don’t believe they ever met and perhaps
would, and forgive me this pun, not have made comfortable bed partners. 

 
Let me say this upfront, I struggled with the style of the Highsmith
biography but whilst I was annoyed by Bradford’s I-know-better-than-you,
faux detective attitude, it is worth reading it to get a little closer to the
complex character of Highsmith. A lesbian, an outsider, a queer champion, a
loner, but also a racist, an anti-Semite and, lets not forget, one of the most
compelling queer authors of the mid to late twentieth century. Born in
Texas in 1921, she both embodied the age that gave her birth and, in so
many other ways, she would have slipped uneasily into a non-binary queer
world of 2021 and smile. A master of the psychological thriller, she
deliberately sought to confuse and mislead throughout her life and in her
death. Was this a game? Was this a struggle to find or be comfortable with
her true self? What a joy to be so confused.

 
 
 
 
 

Two New Queer Biographies to Keep you Warm
- Simon White
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In contrast, All The Young Men is a gentle, almost simplistic roll through the
life of Ruth Coker Burks which, at times, seems to downplay the remarkable
saint in the darkest days of the AIDS crisis. Nevertheless, the shining light of
her life and influence cannot be diminished by her ghost/co-author's weak
pen. There are too many hospital beds, funerals, family rejections and pain
in this book than anyone should ever have to have seen or suffered but it
was real, it is real. If you think It’s a Sin packed a punch, this will make you
angry, cry and, most importantly, see the power that one person can have
against a cruel, unjust world.

 
 

“Devils, Lust and Strange Desires: The Life of Patricia Highsmith” Richard
Bradford (Bloomsbury, 2021)

“All The Young Men: How One Woman Risked it All To Care For The Dying”
Ruth Coker Burks & Kevin Carr O’Leary (Trapeze, 2020)
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- Jess Talmage



What are you doing?
I am social distancing!

Well close your eyes
And look at me
Your face is changing
As the blurred lines focus
What is it - that you see?

Is it the politics of the day?
You walk towards me, why do you sway?

Is it the colour of my skin?
Or is it the chair that I sit in?

Is it where and what I eat?
Is it the size of my obliques?

Is it that my mind is turning grey?
As my memories fade away!

Is it who I meet and greet?
Is it the way I choose to speak?

Are you baffled by trans and mis gender?
Or do you envisage pronouns in my splendour?

Or is there something in my briefs?
That doesn’t match with religious beliefs?

Like who I choose to love?
Or is it none of the above?

Time to open your eyes 
and step them forwards

Time to listen 
and time to see

Time to celebrate life as it changes
And embrace Diversity!

Diversity
-CM
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The videos use my NLP master practitioner training,
which is the study on how our brains work. Creating the
videos massively helped my own journey through
lockdown, and raised some interesting personal
questions for me, which I feel a lot of the LGBTQIA +
community may relate to. 

One is my own internal homophobia and the other is
my issue with my personal body image. Both of which I
have covered in my videos.

On my internal homophobia, I realised that I still held a
lot of negative feelings about being gay and I wanted to
address this. In the video, I talk about the reasons
behind it and cover a technique that I am using to
change these feelings.

I’m Andy Lingfield and I’m part of the
tenor section in the Pinkies. During
lockdown, I set up 90 Second Nugget
on YouTube. My aim is to give simple
self-help solutions to those everyday

wellbeing issues in around 90 Seconds for FREE (I can’t
stand long waffly videos 😊).
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I’m pleased to say this has made a massive difference
and a positive change in my reactions.

I firmly believe that we as individuals, are already
equipped with all that we need, but sometimes we need
a little help to assist us in improving our lives. 

Here is the link to my video on my internalised
homophobia and also a playlist with some short tips on
managing stress and anxiety.

Internalised homophobia video
Click here to watch

 
 

Playlist for managing stress 
Click here to watch

Hope they help and that you enjoy the
channel!

 

All the very best, Andy x
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https://youtu.be/rRkcJuDoXNs
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLEvirbGblVwO4M05mEPnICojBEVXtoRNc


Queer Kinship Fairytale
Story by Annie Ring Illustrations by Sunny Carter

'what sustaining web of relations makes our lives possible, 
those of us who confound kinship in the rearticulation of its terms?'

(Judith Butler, Antigone's Claim)

My worst nightmare: the path ended. A curl of dark fern like claws, owl
howl, are those the paws of a brown bear? Nausea, terror, the knowledge
there is so much have not done: the children I haven’t borne, the embrace I
am yet to give my mother. There’s no obvious way out of here. 

No obvious way; but I have a bright mind blazing, a dark fire and I have
claws too, who says I am not a bear as well? I look up at the ebony and
green shades of the monkey puzzle tree. Like arms or blinds, they open
and close over the puppet show of the darkening sky. Birds overhead are
few and not the playful swifts of early summer: it is August and a heat
wave but autumn will be here soon and I really need to build myself that
house.

Can I claw my way to it? If I decide to walk forward, plough my body into
the thicket, will I get any distance or be stopped by weeds clinging at my
ankles, stinging bugs sucking my terrorised blood, branches scoring lines
into my arms and torso? I can’t be a bird above, and at the height of a bear
I’ll be tripped, bitten and scratched to death. 
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So for now I get on the ground. Yes, that smooth stone, the haven of
moisture softened by moss and crossed by twigs, the earth under the
lowest trees. That is where my path will be, so let’s begin it, begin right
now. Under I duck, roll my belongings into a pouch between my shirt and
the button of my jeans. I’m going in.

**

I have been crawling forever. The mud has coated the knees of my jeans
and I’ve lost a shoe. Why is it always the case that you cannot get there all
in one piece? I don’t know if there was ever a whole me, but it would be
nice if each journey were not loss after loss after loss.

What is here? The light-filled cottage such as Mary Oliver would step into.
What is there – a loved one? If so, can I bear them? For now it’s just me, a
mamma-bear in Mom jeans caked with mud, carrying half the wood here
with me.

The cottage is lit by a fire’s ending embers, fire left here by a kindred spirit
gone on ahead. I stoke the fire and sit back on a sofa with red cushions.
Tomorrow I will need to find my way to the town but tonight I can rest in
the cottage, unwatched. I can curl up and have the sleep I have been
needing.

I am beloved, a bear, fierce and tender and held here on the breast of the
earth. The woods are dark and deep, the promises are broken and new
ones are not yet made. We start here.
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**
I wake early and step into the clearing to see more than I could last night,
more than just the window lit by the fire’s fading embers. There is a well
here, and a canvas tent, dark green that offers camouflage from the view
of others. More tents are set further back between the trees. Others step
out like me. They are siblings, also lost, also starting here. Last night I had
the red sofa; they the mossy ground. We pack up. 

A pack, we move in silent synchrony. A trail begins here – there will be a
long trudge on foot first, then we will find rails, a trailway laid by sisters,
aunts, foremothers. Our desires will speak, we will howl and hold onto
each other and let each other go as we find stopping places. We will keep
moving.

**
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A clearing opens on the way. On a rock, a large, chameleon sits. She has a
long tail and green limbs curled up to gain a claw-hold on the sloping
surface she perches on. She tells us:

'Don’t nose the knows of who knows what. Never seek to fill fond
reams of pond. Stay on your rock. Slay demons for your lunch. Depart
open handed and leave a clear path scattered with white rocks and
star-thread links for the ones who come after.’

Some of us nod and I feel a deeper sense of duty. My hand, split by the
journey, shows a wound closing slowly over. There is a ripple of pleasure.
Be, be, be. Do not stop to flinch at the chatter of others who cannot
identify with you, or to gaze at the shadows cast by gingerbread houses
and the hazy outlines of those gone inside them forever. Do not look back,
instead leap forward onto the path leading over silvery peaks into the town
beyond.

Page 12 



Page 13

- Lily Barson



REFLECTIONS
The ’80s: a personal perspective on the It’s a Sin decade

As someone now so happy in
my own skin, it’s difficult to
look back at how awful it was
over 30 years ago growing up
as a closeted gay adolescent. I
write this to give those not
even born at the time a
flavour of what life was like.
Fortunately, we’ve come a
long way as a community
since those dark days.

We can relate to the position
of the characters in It’s a Sin,
having come to London,
worked out who they are,
become part of a community
but now find themselves
under threat.

But for those of us, a few
years younger, the early
1980s also wasn’t a good time
to hit puberty. In terms of my
own ‘gay history’, the decade
is sandwiched between two
prominent personal events:
first, of course, the realisation
of my sexuality, aged 12 – I 
 even remember the day of
the week, in the summer of 

It seemed like every third
joke on TV or radio, was an
Irish joke, and every fourth
joke a ‘poof’ joke.
The assumption that
paedophilia and
homosexuality are the same
thing was widespread and
often voiced.
Newspapers would conflate
sexual orientation and
gender expression in snide
cartoons and editorials.

1981; then, at the end of the
decade, as a second year
Economics student, despairing
after a scrap between the
Lesbian & Gay Soc and rugby
club, provoked by reaction to
Section 28 and rugby club
members wearing T-shirts
emblazoned with the phrase
‘Get back in the fucking closet!’

Those of you not around in the
’80s will know about the
emblematic anti-gay milestones:
the AIDS panic and Section 28.
But the homophobia was far
more pervasive:

IT'S A
 SIN

     Many people had the
belief that gender
reassignment surgery
was undertaken as a

Gay men were barred
from certain careers as
they were seen as
security risks, vulnerable
to blackmail.
There were no obvious
out gay role models who
I could relate to.
Even school physical
science textbooks came
across as heterosexist
with their odd 'attract
and repel’ diagrams
using male/female
couples to demonstrate
attraction and male/male
or female/female pairs to
show repulsion.

       cure for homosexuality.

"I write this to give
those not even born
at the time a flavour

of what life what
like"
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Then there was the sense of
titillation and shame when
public figures were outed. The
one I remember most vividly
was the Trestrail scandal
(1982). The media and public
response frightened me.
Commander Michael Trestrail,
Head of the Met’s Royal
Protection Department
resigned following a break-in
at Buckingham Palace. But the
media weren’t concerned that
an intruder got into the
Queen’s bedroom and had a
conversation with her.
Instead, they were obsessed
with newly-outed Trestrail’s
sexuality – with questions on
primetime TV news like
‘Couldn’t you tell Commander
Trestrail was homosexual by
just looking at him?’

The sense of titillation and
shame was even greater when
public figures were outed
through AIDS diagnosis or
death. For instance, the death
of Liberace from AIDS (1987).
At last, concrete proof for the
tabloids that this celebrity was
gay. On the morning after
Liberace’s death, The Mirror,
which had lost a libel action
against the star several years
before when it questioned his
sexuality in a homophobic
description, ran the headline
‘Can we have our money back
please’.

But it went much wider than
that. 

There was a morbid fascination
and hype with AIDS and a race
to discover where it originated.
The tabloids were falling over
themselves trying to find its first
‘victim’. The Sunday Express
(which was much more widely-
read than today), claimed the
improbable first prize with a
group shot of a guy from
Manchester, pinning it as far
back as 1959.

Growing up, I was only too
aware of all of this hate and
ridicule, but closer to home, at a
large comprehensive school in
the north of England, the ‘poof’
jokes were just as likely to come
from the teachers as the school
playground. Teachers at my
school thought nothing of using
phrases like ‘bent as a nine bob
note’ and other put downs. So it
felt there’d be nowhere to go
for support had I been brave
enough to open up about
myself.

Statistically at least 20 male
pupils in our school year would
have been gay. I’ve no idea who
17 of the other 19 were. As for
the two, they weren’t out as
such, but were ‘obvious’ sitting
targets. It reached a terrible
climax at Christmas assembly,
1984. Both took part. One
recited a poem, fluffing his lines
and appearing terribly
uncomfortable. His vulnerability
became the perfect target for
the torrent of homophobic
abuse from lads in the audience
accompanied by a shower of 

 
wolf whistles. He must
have been terrified. The
head of year intervened
but only to tell the
audience to ‘keep the noise
down’. I sat back in thinking
‘at least nobody knows I’m
gay’. It was a comforting
thought but came hand-in-
hand with intense isolation.

I got that same feeling not
much over four years later
in March 1989. By then I
was 20, and at a packed
students’ union emergency
debate (late ’80s student
politics were dominated by
the anti-apartheid
sanctions debate and
Section 28). 

In its campaign against
Section 28, my campus’s
Lesbian and Gay society
had passed a motion for
every sports and social
club to discuss the issue.
Cue a backlash led by the
rugby club, which printed
those ‘get back in the
closet’ T-shirts, resulting in
a massive brawl. The place
was shut for the weekend
and in the ensuing student
union vote, the Lesbian
and Gay Soc and
progressive allies were
decisively defeated by an
unholy alliance of sports
clubs and Conservative
students. In effect, the
message was 'shut up and
back off'.
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When we look back at the
’80s, following all the gains in
LGBT+ rights since, we
naturally focus on positive
achievement, acts of
braveness and expressions of
solidarity. These are
important, but we shouldn’t
forget that they were rare
exceptions to the widespread
homophobic sentiment in the
UK at the time. I wouldn’t
describe it as ‘populism’. It
was far more mainstream
than that, a fact borne out by
that notorious 1987 UK social
attitudes survey which
revealed 75 per cent of the
population thought sexual
relations between two adults
of the same sex were wrong.
Section 28 had tapped into
this. Viewed from such a
perspective, the work of
LGBT+ activists of the time is
even more cause for
celebration and pride.

Ed 
Bass 2
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If you enjoyed It's a Sin, there are many more shows, books, and
films that cover LGBT+ History!

Fiction Film
-Parade (Serbian LGBT+ film
about the first Pride of
Belgrade)

-The Miseducation of
Cameron Post (about
conversion therapy in 90s
Montana)

-The Watermelon Woman
(about Black lesbian
representation in film)

MediaMediaMedia   
RecommendationsRecommendationsRecommendations

Documentary
-The Death and Life of
Marsha P. Johnson

-Disclosure

-The Passionate
Pursuits of Angela
Bowen

Television
-Pose

-Deep in Vogue

-Welcome to Chechnya:
The Gay Purge

Books
-Zami: A new spelling of
my name - Audre Lorde

-Funny Boy -Shyam
Selvadurai

-Children of Blood and
Bone - Tomi Adeyemi



Published by The Pink Paper, a UK LGBT newspaper which was published from
1987 to June 2009 when it went online - ceasing publication three years later.
The cutting is from the 1st December 1995 edition and reports on the silver

anniversary of the GLF (Gay Liberation Front) Highbury Fields Demonstration,
the first ever LGBT demonstration in the UK. The Pinkies sang at the event.

Published by Capital Gay, a
weekly free newspaper

published in London from
1981 to 1995. The concert
the writer mentions was

"The Pink Singers Summer
Camp"  on Friday/Saturday

22nd/23rd July 1994.
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What do you find most fascinating about the history of
the Pink Singers?

For me, it's the evolution
from a more casual group
of singers and activists, to
the big and international

community we have
today. It's stood the test of
time, from a country that
was struggling to accept
LGBT+ people, through
the AIDS epidemic, to a
more global society, and
in many places, a kinder

one. So much has
changed.

-Ben

They sang backing vocals on a

Bronski Beat album in 1984

-Anonymous

That the choir has been around
through bad times and good for the
LGBT+ community: the AIDS crisis,

Section 28, equalisation of the age of
consent for gay men, civil

partnerships and gay marriage.
Since 1983, Pinkies have supporting
each other, celebrating queerness

and campaigning for LGBT+ rights. 
-Anonymous

Challenging a senior cis male director in my

previous business on language, when referring to

me as a token

-Sarah Chapman

What was a pivotal moment in your own LGBT+
history? 

 In the 1970s, seeing a photograph
of two men sitting side by side on a
sofa in their home. The ordinariness

of the two men being domestic
rather than sexual was so impactful.
I had seen myself for the first time.

-Phil E.
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What part of LGBT+ History should people know more
about?

Barbara Bell, a northern English
lesbian born in 1914, who was

always completely comfortable
with her sexuality even as a

teenager in the 1920s, found her
community and had a long life

full of friendship and activism. A
very positive role model. She

wrote an excellent memoir, called
Just Take Your Frock Off.

-Anonymous

I'm interested in the 'hidden
history' of ordinary LGBT+ people
that still needs to be discovered.

For instance, a great project would
be a database of men in the UK

who were executed for their same-
sex activities (up to 1835), and also
of those transported to Australia

for such 'crimes'. 
-Ed (Bass 2)

Why is LGBT+ History important to you?

Because our stories are important and
deserve to be told. And if you know about

the past, you can recognise it when it
comes around again - current

transphobia is just recycled homophobia
from the 1980s/90s, with the exact same

pearl-clutching headlines and WoN't
SoMeOnE tHiNk Of ThE cHiLdReN

narrative. It's also important for the wider
community to understand that we've
always been here, that we didn't just

burst into existence with the arrival of
disco in the 1970s.

-Zoë C

My liberty, my joy, my love is, in
part, build on the sacrifice and

suffering of those who went
before. I honour the debt for the
past that gives me my present

and future
-Simon White
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https://www.facebook.com/pinksingers

https://twitter.com/pinksingers https://www.instagram.com/pinksingers/

https://www.youtube.com/pinksingers


