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HERE, AT THE QUEER ART COLLECTIVE, WE
PUT QUEER ARTISTS AT THE FOREFRONT AND
REFUSE TO HAVE THEIR TRUE STORIES
SILENCED. IT'S OUR MISSION TO
BREAKDOWN HETERONORMATIVE ART
CULTURE AND CREATE A SPACE THAT
DOESN'T TOKENIZE SEXUALITY FOR MEANS
OF "DIVERSITY". QUEERNESS IS NOT A
PERFORMANCE TO BE COMMERCIALIZED
AND CAPITALIZED UPON.
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K-ZAO 
STUDIO

PROVIDENCE, RI

MOONROSE 
FARM

REHOBOTH, MA

HOCUS POCUS
FARM

PROVIDENCE, RI

QUEER AND TRANS
MUTUAL AID PVD

QTMA is community-funded cash assistance for LGBTQI+ Rhode Islanders. No judgement,
no catch. 

How to request aid: visit bit.ly/qtmarequest and complete the form. Text or email a photo
showing you're in Rhode Island to (401) 400-0487  or qtma.pvd@gmail.com. More details
about verification can be found at bit.ly/qtmaPVD

How to help: Open your wallets! PayPal.me/qtmapvd & Venmo @qtmapvd

 A SMALL MUTUAL AID FUND FOR QUEER AND TRANS FOLKS
IN THE PROVIDENCE, RHODE ISLAND AREA

OCEAN STATE ASS
MUTUAL AID FOR RHODE ISLAND SEX WORKERS

The Ocean State Ass Mutual Aid Fund started in March of 2020 in response to COVID-19
by Rhode Island based sex workers. The fund was created as a resource for in person sex
workers suffering a financial loss due to the pandemic.

OSA hopes to continue expanding as a resource for sex workers in need of support
accessing basic needs as well as a community network for support and resilience. This
fund is by and for sex workers working to build a stronger community in Rhode Island.

https://www.instagram.com/qtmapvd/
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LAUREN
PACKARD

I have mixed feelings when it comes to the
capitalization of Pride. It looks obvious when
all the companies put out their pride flags and
change their logos in June, and then on July
1st, everything gets taken down! "I am still
queer and here" on July 1st! With that said, I
would rather have companies put up their
flags and show their support because our
community still needs allyship, support, and
visibility. Otherwise, I think something is
wrong if a company avoids putting up a flag.
The main issue here is that companies sell a
mass amount of products during the month of
Pride, but what percent of those proceeds go
to non-profit organizations that strengthen
and aid our community? Especially towards
LGTBQ+ youth such as The Trevor Project, The
Born This Way Foundation, or It Gets Better. It
would be great to see these companies donate
and address some of the more complex and
deeper underlying issues that affect our
community throughout our lives, such as
discrimination, bullying, harassment, and
homophobia. Holding events and speakers
could bring more awareness towards better
understanding our identities. Pride flags
should be shown throughout the year, instead
of just during the month of Pride.

NICOLE
MELNICKY
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Throughout my upbringing in California, I
lived early traumatic dynamics in my
conservative family as a queer female. My
identity faced numerous tentatives from
my relatives to convert my true nature
into a hetero-normative mold. I was
presented with a “purity ring” to wear as a
mark of my virginity and coerced into
conversion therapy. 
I became interested in the notions of
trauma, memory and the process of
making art in the work of Louise Bourgeois
and particularly with her words: “Art is
restoration: the idea is to repair the
damages that are inflicted in life”.  These
larger ideas became a deeper calling for
reclaiming my identity and balancing
chaos and calm. 
As I take in information art allows me to
process it all, examining the tension
between material and emotion, as well as
participating in a visual disruption in
order to communicate.
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I am a non-binary artist. Born and raised
in Long Beach, CA but currently
experiencing life in Phoenix, AZ. 

As a creative human being I am
continuously shifting and unraveling
within myself which then transfers over to
my art. I have always been inspired by the
idea of trying to understand and feel every
emotion life offers. Sometimes I feel like
my art is all over the place, but my mind
has never been stagnant. So with that I
intertwine both of them to share my
visions with the world in which has been a
euphoric journey. 

Within this sculptural body of work, I
intend to show a range of human emotions
and social interactions that depict faults in
human communication. As an allegory to
miscommunication, I employ experimental
clay bodies and building techniques which
exhibit irreverence and boundaries at
some point in making. The deceit, anger,
hubris that we show to each other are
emulated in my clay and glaze. Only when
we see a breakdown in communication is
when we can initiate a dialog to build
closer connections to each other. The
juxtaposition of structure and chaos are a
metaphor for the internal and external
forces that decide how we interact
between people. Sculptures which are
experimentally hand-built – much like
inter and intrapersonal relationships – are
built, broken, rebuilt, or pieced together
from failed previous works. 



ALICE
WALLER
The work is not done. It never will be.
It doesn't have to be and shouldn’t be.

Each viewing of this installation flows
naturally to where it is now. In March of
2020 the /200 project began after the
release of the documentary ‘Filthy Rich’.
The documentary follows the story of
the survivors of Jeffrey Epstein’s abuse. I
chose to cast the bodies of survivors to
honor what has been stolen and
celebrate the victory of autonomy. The
number 200 reflects the $200 which
Epstein paid victims for
their silence or compliant.

The first viewing in August of 2020
carried weight for me, this viewing does
as well, however the opening was
hollow. It was it’s own holy space lit by
only five, cool-toned light sources.
Viewers entered in silence to whites, 
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greys, and blues. The focus was on the
gravity and growth of being a survivor of
sexual abuse. Since then, I have had 6 other
exhibitions. The project is a swinging
pendulum of grief and hope. Some
installations include foliage and flowers
while others remain bare. I adjust each
installation to the setting and the people I
interact with. I have continued on to cast
almost 1,000 people. The act of casting or
being cast transforms the ways we see the
wall. I start each session with the question,
“what is your relationship with your body?”
and end each session with this affirmation:
“you are one of 1,000 people who have
come into this space who believe you,
receive you, and respect you.”

The casts are displayed like an army, yet
express peace. 

Everything draws you to
look up and meditate. The /200 brings
freedom. It is more than an installation- it
is a life practice. It is the visual
representation of what this project has
done to and for me. I am no longer angry. I
am no longer sleepless. I am completely
free of the power my abusers carried.



BECKA
SHERTZER
Who I am, how I love, who I love. How I express this, how I create, how I live. My
right, my choice, my body, my passion, my truth.
Evolution|Revolution|Evocative |Provocative

I’m fierce and rebellious. I’m subversive and perverse. I’m about pushing
boundaries, shattering roles, assumptions, and lies. I am love and family; community
and tenderness. I’m about individuality, sex, and joy. Why am I QUEER? Because I
have always been led by passion, curiosity, and questioning. If I didn’t see what I
felt, or wanted, my insatiable desire: constantly craving. I sought it out. I created it. I
have always felt “it”, tasted “it”, put my tongue on “it”, put “it” in my mouth. Queer to
me is: “anything is possible”. I get to make it up. I’m driven, compelled by my truth
as it evolves and is revealed in desire and expression. In my desire to find myself:
unarticulated, my essential me, undiscovered, reflected back at me. My life depends
on it.

I come from a long line of Queers; courageous, fierce, badass, love-art-warriors,
queens, dykes, whores, refugees, rebels, runaways, fairies, freaks, outlaws, writers
and artists. 
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Lovers in the night, lovers of the night--
those who can only love in the dark of
night. In desperate moments of yearning
and coming and going, we have been
burned, killed and committed suicide. We
have been banished from churches and
families, beaten by police, lovers, and
johns. We have called out and our voices
have not been heard- locked away in cells
and asylums, had our brains shattered by
shock treatments-- our bodies and
dreams ravaged by addiction, alcoholism,
and abuse. We have been denied jobs,
housing, and the right to see our own
children.

I come from a long line of gorgeous
queers; courageous, fierce, badass, love-
art-warriors. Those who have carved out
spaces and lives, who found each other in
the backs of drugstores, in libraries, in
alleys, in parks, in bars, in bathroom
stalls, on softball fields, in drag, in leather,
in dirty overalls, in an expression-- in life
changing, electric, breathless desire to a
saying “YES” or "No" for the very 1st time.
HELL NO WE WON’T GO BACK!

...Continued on page 8  
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VOI
CES

DARK
RECONSTRUCTION

ROSE
REINOEHL

BECKA
SHERTZER

As someone who grew up in a strict religious household, I honestly didn't know what
being LGBTQ was other than it was a sin. I was pressured into marrying a man in college,
and didn't realize I was a lesbian until after the wedding. My first pride merch was a flag
from Urban Outfitters that I hid in my closet (ironic i know) until I came out and got
divorced last year. While I know many LGBTQ people are upset about the capitalization of
Pride, for me it was helpful to see rainbows in the stores I frequented. It made me feel
like my identity was recognized and normal instead of shameful. Now, I am more critical
of companies that capitalize on LGBTQ individuals, but I still see value there based on my
life experiences.

The 1st GAY PRIDE march I went to at 16 years old (1979’ or 80’?) in Boston: my heart
racing, tears streaming down my cheeks as people poured into the streets marching and
chanting. Forever pierced in my memory: a group of teachers marching together with
brown paper bags over their heads so they would not be recognized. Seen and not seen. I
lived in bars and clubs at night. I discovered love, sex, art, music-- beautiful, fierce, punk,
queer artists.

These places we’ve fought for; carved out for ourselves dancing and loving, fiercely,
joyfully, outrageously. We had to fight for our voices, for our bodies, for our art, to be
seen and heard. Trans women, POC, Queers, Bulldykes, Artists-- those of us on the edges
have had a long history of being at the front of the fights using our voices, our bodies, our
art, and we have constantly been erased from history. White gay men had money and
privilege. White educated lesbians came from money and privilege. There was sexism and
racism and classism in the “Gay Community” and we still had to carve out spaces for our
queer radical selves. I am not interested in assimilation, rules, marriage, the military,
corporate America or 

From the point of view of a queer nonbinary
goblin, with a solid decade of experience in
ecommerce and marketing, Pride is both the
proverbial golden goose, and a minefield.
Chances are, a lot of the Pride themed corporate 

marketing started out with good intentions. I can’t be the only queer with a career in
marketing, right? So, corporations got in on it, and saw a return on investment. Now that
there was proof of concept, Big Corporate hopped in on it. While I love to see more
LGBT+ representation, and I love all the gay tchotchkes I can easily pick up at Target on a
whim, I do wish there was more effort by the large corporate entities to actually amplify
queer voices. And, you know, pay us, maybe? We like money. Anyway, Big Corporate, if
you’re reading this... call me. I’m queer. I’m an artist. I’m in marketing. We can work
something out.

DAKOTA
NOOT“Self-made and delicious”

Pride is not a consistent product. The look, sizes, and flavors of our ingredients - our
myriad of peoples - are not the same and should not be sold as such. Our diversity is
delicious. We are self-made and pack a punch. 
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RONI 
MURRAY

accumulating wealth. These things represent outrageously, oppressive, patriarchal, white
male, heteronormativity to me. 

I have witnessed my brothers, sisters, and lovers die alone from incalculable suffering.
Lie in an emergency room on the verge of death, unconscious waiting for their queer
hating Army Sargent Uncle to arrive from out of state to make a medical treatment
decision because there was no “next of kin” available. I have been denied access to a
hospital room as my girlfriend writhed in pain. I have had my life threatened. Watched
the pain of my friends as they lost the guardianship to their own children. I have watched
brothers and sisters be thrown out of the military because “someone asked, and someone
told ' '  or miss out on an educational or job opportunity. I witnessed my people die from
fear and malice and ignorance as AIDS ravaged our communities. 

I have been a part of the fight. POC, trans, artists, fairies, and sex workers are fighting for
our courageous voices and histories to be acknowledged and heard. We have a long and
brave story of resiliency, activism, fighting, raising our voices and putting our bodies on
the line. That needs to be recognized not commodified, not silenced “whitewashed”,
rainbow colorized, or bought and sold. 

I will take the fight, the fierceness, the passion, the creativity, the love, and the rebellion.
I have marched and screamed and chanted. I have laid my body in the streets from
Boston to NYC, Washington DC to San Francisco. I crashed the gates of the White House
with ACTUP. I marched on Washington with hundreds of thousands of women and queers
for our right to have autonomy over our own bodies. I saw the AIDS Quilt cover the entire
Washington DC Mall. I watch my black, brown, indigenous, POC, trans, queer, sex worker
brother, sisters and lovers continue to fight. I continue to fight too, for our bodies, our
voices, our lives-- our little piece of the planet. 

I’m not interested in Rainbow Flags, in Mardi Gras beads, in thumping disco music
(although “If I Can’t Dance, It’s Not My Revolution”), Stoli Vodka, or Verizon. I’m
interested in the fight and the revolution until we are all free. 

You’ll never see me at a Pride parade because every goddamn inch of them is plastered in
logos. One thousand branded rainbows does not a community make. Support your local
gay bar. Give your favorite drag queen an extra $20. Make your own Pride merch instead
of getting it at Target. Put in the time to join and support an authentic community. There
is no shortcut to building queer power.

Corporations at Pride perpetuate the false narrative that the fight is over. We have
“marriage equality” now and that was the whole problem, right? Congrats to the very few,
yet highly visible, upperclass white gays who feel they have all their needs met now. They
don’t speak for me.

Capitalism requires oppressed classes to function. Rainbow capitalism is no different. Citi
Bank doesn’t give a shit about you. T-Mobile doesn’t love you. Don’t look to them for your
freedom because it is never going to happen. Well’s Fargo, are you fucking kidding me?
Those three companies are some of the biggest sponsors of Pride events across the US
and they all have abysmal human rights records. What corporation doesn’t? For the
briefest of examples, CitiBank and Wells Fargo both funded The Dakota Access Pipeline
and T-Mobile has repeatedly engaged in union-busting activities. Check out the histories
of your own local big-money pride sponsors and see for yourself.
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KAELYN 
BRANDT
Capitalism and queer pride cannot truly ever exist together. The relationship has never
benefited the community that is supposed to be celebrated. The same corporations
selling rainbow overalls worn by the most sterilized, white, inoffensive images of
queerness do nothing as state after state pushes through extremely dangerous anti-trans
legislation. It’s an insidious form of gaslighting for money in exchange for a single month
of rainbow-covered merch sold by and for “acceptable, safe gays”. 

BRIGGS
DOXZEN

The concept of time is something of an enigma to me and always has been for my queer
ADHD brain. This passage of time confusion amplifies as I think back on when my mother
first asked if I was gay, still in my Catholic school uniform driving home from an after
school piano lesson. “No.” I quickly rebuffed. “It’s against nature! It’s against God!
Absolutely not.”The internalized homophobia, transphobia and misogyny was strong in
my 11yo baby gay heart. I truly think my mom meant well in asking me, she was
attempting to tell me that it would be ok. I needed to see it though, the acceptance. I
needed to know life for me beyond school age years existed and I didn’t see it. I didn’t
know what my future looked like, but I knew what it didn’t. It didn’t involve marrying a
man and carrying children and that seemed the only path available as someone with a
uterus. 

A few years later, I used to sneak into our spare bedroom, the only room with a TV and a
door, and watch movie channels. We got ShowTime. I stumbled upon The L Word with
absolute fascination. I had so comfortably shoved myself into the caverns of the closet I
didn’t consciously recognize I was coming into contact with my community. I didn’t come
out the first time until another few years later and even more years went by until I came
out, kicking and screaming, as nonbinary. As I write this I’m on the cusp of taking my first
dose of testosterone and coming out again in regards to medical transitioning still feels
daunting. 

I didn’t grow up in the boonies. I grew up in a conservative Catholic household in the
Northern Virginia suburbs of Washington, D.C. Rainbow logos and a Pride

DAVID
TRAHAN

Love is not love 
When all you need is a rainbow and your logo 
When you never have to show our faces 
Our surgery scars 
Our blood stains 
Addictions 
Or speak of the hate against us 

When Pride is “love” and rainbows
You never even have to include us
While you say you’re including us
You use our rainbows to erase us
Draped in our flags 
Colonizing our identities
False “allies” building brand equity
“Celebrating” for money 
Illegitimate
Inauthentic 
Tactless 
Capitalists 

I don’t want to eat a rainbow Whopper
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 section at Target alone wouldn’t magically change my experience though the ability for
people who are not in the LGBTQIA2+ community to purchase pride merchandise at their
local grocery store gives them an accessible social script to follow to support those
around them and for the world outside of the closet seem a bit less scary. If I came out at
17 again now, I have no doubt my mother would buy out the rainbow section of multiple
stores and unabashedly be her own one woman parade. It would have meant the world.
As it stands my children, nearly 3 and 5, picked out a Transgender Pride Flag to bring
home from the grocery store last week. The grocery store. It’s an opportunity to have
conversations we’re already having in our household that they are free to be who they are
and we will always love them. Older kids in not as safe households I hope will know
sooner than I did that there’s a place for them in this world. Pride is simultaneously a
violent riot and marketing, for ourselves and recruitment of allies. 

ADDIE
DILLARD
I celebrated my first Pride in Peru. There were no floats, rainbow flags, confetti, lights,
music, or anything. Pride in Peru was a short film and a Q&A session with multiple
speakers presenting on acceptance. They touched on personal acceptance: learning to
accept yourself and that who you are is just fine. They also touched on societal and
familial acceptance, hammering home the idea that there is a stigma against homosexuals
in their culture and that it’s most important to love and accept yourself, even if you feel
you have no support in your family. It was a solemn experience. Instead of flashing lights
and loud music, there were dimmed lights and a short film with whispered confessions.
Instead of the streets lined with people and colors, there was a small sign posted outside
a building and a single file line into a less-than-crowded auditorium. 

My second Pride I celebrated in Nashville, TN with my close friends. Smiles were
everywhere. Even the protestors, preaching false Christianity on the corner with
megaphones, could not deter the joy that radiated from the rainbow-colored chaos. We
walked by the protestors quickly with our heads down, avoiding eye contact, to get to the
festival. They were fenced in and had police stationed with them. In giving the protestors
a secure space to preach hatred, the cops create a blip. “You are safe!” the festival calls
out. “But that could change at any moment...” the protected protestors answered. In the
past decade we have seen a horrendous amount of police brutality. As a cisgender white
woman, I have no fathomable idea what POC LGBTQ+ members face. All I can speak on is
my own fears. 

I am afraid of the police. Their escalation training (yes, you read that right) only  serves to
harass and hurt people. Having cops at Pride is counterintuitive. If we look back on Pride
throughout history, we see not only a celebration but a call to action. The word here
would be “riot,” but I’ve seen members of my own community shy away from the word.
Pride is a riot. The definition of a riot has three meanings: 1) a violent public disorder, 2) a
random or disorderly profusion, and 3) one that is wildly amusing.

Pride is, has been, and always will be, a riot. The throwing of the brick at Stonewall was
by all means a violent public disorder. Cops cannot be at Pride because their job is to
stop riots at any cost. A riot is no place for cops, not in any sense of the three given
definitions. Not only does the inherent brutality of the job darken the bright rainbow
colors, their history of work creates a cloud of anxiety that hangs around them and
pollutes the music-filled air with tension. The only cop I’d accept at Pride is the YMCA
guy dressed like a police officer and he’s already on thin fucking ice. 
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ELEANOR 
GOLDFIELD

Back in 2014, the fracking company Baker Hughes announced pink drill bits in
partnership with Susan G. Komen for Breast Cancer Awareness Month. Truly, nothing
says booby cancer better than a bright pink fracking bit. Of course, this nefarious
partnership wasn't actually trying to highlight the well-documented connection
between cancer and fracking, they were trying to suggest that fracking and healthy
boobs are somehow bosom buddies...sorry, not sorry.

This pink drill bit was one in a prolific list of instances where corporate America has
burrowed into legitimate causes (or in this case, a legitimate cause already de-
legitimized by its neoliberal profit-based framework) and like body snatchers worn the
facade of humanitarian interests for the sake of PR and profit.

The system is narrowly malleable, allowing a shift in the Overton window which remains
barred by capitalist theory built into a prison founded on genocide, slavery and
American exceptionalism. There's always room for adjustments, even slight renovations
– we can put rainbow trim around the door here, isn't that nice. Corporate America,
likewise the imperialist machine that backs it has become well-versed in the rigid
wiggle room of appearances. Throw up a pride flag, a 'Black Lives Matter' banner, and
then just carry on with business as usual – business that of course flies in the face of the
demands put forward by any movement founded on basic human rights. In short,
redecorate your prison, but never talk about razing it to the ground.

Take the recent images of pride flags celebrating the first “all gay helicopter crew” in the
US Navy. Because nothing says pride like uplifting US imperialism, bombing children,
staging coups and crippling economic warfare, and partnering with nations like Saudi
Arabia where homosexuality is illegal and those found guilty are subjected to public
lashings, imprisonment and death. Happy Pride!

The fact that Lockheed Martin has an “employee resource group” called PRIDE makes me
feel just as warm and cozy as the fact that their CEO is a woman. Intersectional
imperialism isn't what I'm after as a queer woman. I'm after justice. I'm after liberation.
And that does not exist within the confines of capitalist imperialism.

You'll often hear the phrase “the first pride was a riot.” To me, that's far more than some
punk rock refrain. It's a call to action. It's a reminder that we as queer folx have always
been otherwise. We have existed outside the boxes of acceptability. And our demand
wasn't to become a member of the oppressor class, but to burn down the structures of
oppression altogether, not just for ourselves, but in solidarity with all of the oppressed.
There can be no Pride in corporate America just as there can be no peace in war, no
freedom in slavery, no strength in ignorance – to borrow from Orwell.

Pride should absolutely be a celebration – a time for us to live and love out loud. But it
should always also be a riot, an unabashed reminder of our existence as resistance – our
commitment to liberation, to life and love that can only flourish in the fertile soil of a
burned-down prison. 

Creative Radical, Journalist, Filmmaker
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SUBMISSIONS FOR 
VOLUME 1, ISSUE 2
Poetry submissions, invoking the themes of nature, petrichor, and rebirth, can be
100-200 words. Please submit to info@thequeerartcollective.org by September
15th. 

PETRICHOR (OCTOBER 6TH-JANUARY 5TH)
A pleasant smell that frequently accompanies the first rain after a long period of
warm, dry weather. Together we undertake an exploration on the beauty of life as
it returns to the earth. 

PAWTUCKET ARTS
FESTIVAL GALLERY TOUR

SEMPTEMBER 11, 2021

SOMMER
YOUNIS

GALLERY STORE 
ROTATION

SEMPTEMBER 1, 2021
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IF I WAIT FOR
SOMEONE ELSE

TO VALIDATE MY
EXISTENCE, IT

WILL MEAN 
THAT I’M

SHORTCHANGING
MYSELF.

-ZANELE MUHOLI
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