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Welcome to the first issue of ShOUTÕs zine! Maybe 

the rants you read here will be enough of a psychic 

prompt to bring you a few steps closer to ShOUT!, 

GalwayÕs activist and social space for gay, lesbian, 

bisexual and transgender young people aged 14 to 23. In 

the next few pages you will find a collage of quirky 

thoughts, lunatic opinions, respectable views, fierce 

drawings, sweet cartoons and a general mismatch of 

teenage kicks of all sorts. WE hope to bring this Ôzine 

to your hands regularly, but sure, we;Õll see how we 

get on with the first one! Most os all weÕd like to 

offer you this space for you to send us your 

opinions, rants, drawings, recipes and any other craic 

that you want to get off your chest. 

ShOUTÕs zine is not about sexuality, but it aspires to 

promote a new Galway where your sexual orientation 

will matter as much as the colour of your eyes; A 

Galway where homophobia and discrimination for being 

different wonÕt exist; a new Galway where two lads 

will be able to walk hand in hand from Leisureland 

after meeting each other at the Millennium Madness; 

and a place where a mum holding her newborn baby girl 

would wonder will she grow up to be a teacher or an 

engineer? Will she marry a beautiful man or a 

beautiful woman?



Belgian Ginge

7.15:   I get off my bed. The sun’s shining outside. Strange.  

 My bunk bed’s so high!!!!!!!!!!

 That’s it, I fell off, and probably broke my toe... A great day’s starting...

 Oh come on it’s your Þrst day in college, you’re going to university!

 I dress up, in green. Nostalgia isn’t a sin and green goes well with my hair.

7.45: 
 Breakfast. Porridge? No you must be kidding, it’s bread with jam and fruit! No egg, no 
bacon, no beaaaans, no sausage. 

8.20: 
 Bus. No walking, no cycling, no car...yellow bus! Which is ... on time!


 I might have time to read for a while if  I can Þnd a seat. No i don’t, and I’m already in 
town. The bus passes the Þrst bridge, than the second. I can see the buildings, two girls 

kissing, my secondary school, and then college. I’m nervous.  What are they going to make 
me do in that place? I’ve heard they’re crazy and that they eat new students that look like 

Irish people! Oh my god, I should have worn a wig! 


 I walk through the crowded hallway. I see a couple of posters for a group. Isn’t that a gay 
group? Yes, that’s the one my cousin works for. I should go and have a look sometime, 
even though it can’t be fab as the Galway one. I heard they do plenty of stuffs together, but 
there’s no gorge walking in Li•ge. Of course, there’s not. Li•ge’s not the belgian capital but 
is bigger than Dublin... 


 I feel like everybody’s staring at me, I’m being paranoiac, and ridiculous. I keep walking 

faster and faster and get through the crowd. I eventually see my friend, who looks at me 
and bursts out laughing...


 
 “ChloŽ what th... ! Please tell me you did it on purpose!

 
 “Excuse me?”


 I look for a mirror, a window, anything that could show me what’s wrong with me.


 
 “ChloŽ! Why are you wearing your school uniform?”

Curtain .





My Non-Uniform Day

 Like every single day, I went to school. It was non-uniform day, so I 
thought itÕs going top be amazing. I wore tight blue skinny jeans and a tight 
black top. I never had a chance to look good in school and feel comfortable, so I 
straightened my hair and I styled it. I dislike some of the people in my school. 
Considering I am in an all boys school, I asked my Mom could I move school. 
She would not let me. 

 Ok, going back to the non-uniform day. Once I walked into the classroom, 
everyone stared at me,m and some bad bullies laughed at me. I felt like it was 
a mistake and a failure. I sat near my best friend Jhon, the only guy in the 
school that I can talk to. I never told him that I was gay because I was scared 
I might lose him, No-one in me school knows I am gay.

 At lunchtime, I went to the toilets. I was a bit scared to walk in because 
David and Ois’n were there. Once I walked in they said, ÒYou queer, I think you 
are in the wrong toilerÓ, and laughed at me,. I tried to ignore them but David 
punched my bag from behind and said that he saw me kissing another lad in 
town. I couldnÕt believe what he said, I mean I was with Caz, my boo, in town 
but no-one was around. Then Ois’n spat on my converses and said that I should 
go back to my country, and then he punched me. I ran out of the bathroom and 
I didnÕt know what to do. I went to look for Jhon and I told him everything. He 
was shocked and when I told him I was gay, he was angry that I didnÕt tell 
him earlier. While I walked through the corridor, all I heard was ÒqueerÓ and Òhe 
was kissing a dudeÓ. It was horrible. 



 Religion was my last class, so I decided to ask Ms. C for help. I didnÕt 
know what to say. I told her what Ois’n and David did, but she kept asking 
why. So I told her, Òbecause IÕm gay and they saw me with a dudeÓ. SHe 
hugged me and said not to worry. and that she will tell the year head and all. I 
wasnÕt sure about it but Mrs. K is fair and I can trust her. 

 Now I am texting Jhon, he tells me not to worry but how can I not 
worry? The whole school will know like. Why canÕt people respect my look and 
orientation? I donÕt get how Ois’n and DAvid saw me with Caz in town, as are 
always down in Claddagh Park and it;s empty there. Everything is gone to shit! 
I am scared about tomorrow like! What if Jhon wonÕt be my friend anymore, 
and he will not trust me? Oh God. Why is it so hard to be gay! First it was hard 
to realise and let myself know I was gay, and now this! Will I ever be happy? 
One day!

Meh... worst day in school ever!



Donnacha the Gothic Penguin

Donnacha was never very good at playing Hide&Seek. 



[fill this space]

curiousgalway@gmail.com



Reflections
Let me take you back to a time of  deep nostalgia....

Growing up in Laois was, dare I say and plainly put, boring. The 
time I spent there and the town itself  that I grew up in is of  

mundane characteristics.  Attending a prestigious school was one 
of  the biggest highlights during those years, which is to say 

attending school signiÞes my attentiveness. I was introduced to the 
ÒclassicalÓ subjects and this  in turn subdued the muddiness and 

the repetition of  Laois. It also introduced me more importantly to 
the art of  intellectual stimulation.

Along came the CAO offers and I was puzzled as to what I had an 
academic interest in, I had always wanted to be a doctor or a 

Òhigh classÓ solicitor, but with deeper consideration I found 
religions fascination. So I Þlled out the CAO and it was sent away 
to Galway. Enter the leaving certiÞcate: needless to say,m it was an 
Everest to conquer. Fast forward to the CAO offers. I had a place 

in an honours degree in Theological Studies and Business Practice 
in Galway. 

First I was worried as a 17 year old, as to whether Theology would 
be for me, would it accredit me with qualiÞcations for a high 

paying job?  All I knew was that I wanted to get out of  the 
dreaded town in Laois. So that faithful September morning in 

2005, I moved to Galway. LetÕs fast forward again to the Þnishing 
month of  my 1st year.  I had partied myself  into oblivion, made 

new friends: but more importantly I loved my course. 



Firstly I would like to state, studying  Theology is not for everyone 
- one can either hate it or love it. From entering into my Þnal year 
in my degree and being given a chance to express my opinion, I 
have dedicated it justly to something that has given me so much. I 
am simply trying to highlight the beauty, articulation and poetic 
nature of  Theology. As a whole, it has given me so many gifts to 
my spirituality, thinking and to my appreciation for life in general. 
It is not a course where some lecturer talks to you for an hour, thus 
leaving, with your artistic expression on your reÞll pad. When a 
theologian, biblical historian or philosophiser is speaking you are 
generally captivated. You are consumed buy at the same time 
challenged on so many deep levels. This is the link that some 
people canÕt deal with and begin to dislike theology for what it is... 
it continuously challenges you.

I would like to state, on a Sunday morning you will not see me in 
my Sunday best standing on a box with a bible condemning us all 
to hell. I am an atheist through and through, I am not an 
evangelical atheist, screaming ÒGod is deadÓ: as compared to the 
remarkable Fredrick Nietzsche. 

I am me, and I have found my passion.



Event Reviews
The Mosaic

Well we all thought it would be over in one session... two hours later and 
it was a different story! The project took about 5 weeks to complete 
(after constant encouragement and reminders!). Despite the 
annoyance of having it constantly on our minds, the mosaic gave us 
something to do when other events didn’t go as planned and also a 
chance to be artistic and to vent our anger and frustration in breaking 
the tiles - the floor of the red room in the space was victim to a lot of 
trauma. *note to group: do not let Davy near a hammer. Following 
swear, tears and blood (as supplied by Meadhbh) the mosaic is finished 
and we’re all very proud of our legacy to the group. 

Pet Rock Day

I loved the pet rock day!We had two new people join the group on the 
day. We had a good few big and small rocks, and lots of paint, what more 
could you want?! There was constant laughter and conversation, good 
music and tea! Everyone seemed to have a really good time, new and 
old. The “America’s Next Top Rock” competition didn’t quite take off, 
but some day, we’ll be rich and famous from it!

Drag Workshop

With costumes ranging from the sublime to the ridiculous, this event 
truly blurred gender boundaries. Everyone who showed up took part, 
with the result that an innocuous youth group meeting eventually 
became a place where a dodgy skanger lad with a beer belly, a nun with 
gaudy lipstick, a lecherous old man and glamorous drag princesses all 
hung out together casually drinking tea. 



Drama Workshop

This one was hilarious. Imagine someone improvising a priest & then 
having to become a chicken in the next minute because the scenario 
changed. The chaos was loads of fun & there was even a trust game 
where, thankfully, no-one fell over. Look out for many budding actors to 
possibly hit Broadway in a few years & gleefully recount their theatrical 
beginnings when they just had a laugh together one Saturday in our 
lgbt youth group.

Pizza and movie night 

“But I’m a cheerleader” is truly an under-rated classic. OK so it’s high 
cheese factor & pastels rarely suit anyone’s skin tone but it was a fun 
movie, made more fun by the addition of lashings of pizza & fizzy 
drinks.

Painting banner for Br—d/Pride

We all got together one week with a huge white piece of fabric. The staff 
member said we were going to make a banner for Pride & I remember 
thinking, “I’m not great at art - how am I going to manage drawing 
stuff?” Someone had the bright idea of writing in what we wanted on 
the banner - our name, the different people we catered for & lots of 
weird decorations like handprints, squiggles & dancing stickmen. 
Before I knew it someone had thrown on some cheesy pop music (that 
we all mocked to various degrees) and I was trying to colour inside the 
lines of someone else’s handwriting. The finished product gave me such 
a buzz it was crazy. There was a great feeling of pride, especially when I 
saw a few people carrying it through Galway for the Pride parade.



Nature 
Versus
Nurture

IÕll begin by raising the age old question of the LGBT 
community... Nature or Nurture? Lucky for me, I only to have an 
opinion, not answers! There have been many and various studies 
done to see if there is an answer. So far, nothing conclusive.

If you look at it from the nature perspective, itÕs apparently all 
down to genes and chromosomes. But the argument against this 
case is, if it is genetic itÕd have to be passed on in reproduction. 
Which obviously wouldnÕt happen as neither gender would be 
attracted to the opposite, so the gene wouldnÕt died where it 
started. Of course it if was a recessive allele then it could be 
passed on, so there could still be truth to it, if they can Þnd the 
gene and test it. 

The other argument is nurture. That something in your life, 
generally people assume childhood as sexual orientation tends to 
become prevalent in your teenage years, has made you to be 
attracted to the same sex, or whatever your case may be. ItÕs put 
down to distant fathers, over bearing mothers, lack of strong 
male Þgures from an early age etc. 

But then what about twins? I know twin brothers, one of whom 
is gay, one of whom is straight. They both grew up in the same 
house, with the same life, same school and so on. Yet one is gay 
and one isnÕt. So doesnÕt that counteract both arguments in itself? 
Identical genetics, same childhood, different outcome. 

I often wonder why people search for a reason for being gay. No 
one ever looks for a reason for straight people being straight. ItÕs 
just taken for granted. All I know is that IÕm gay and IÕm glad I am. 
It makes me who I am. I thjink itÕs something important to me. I 
couldnÕt imagine my life any other way, as itÕs such an innate thing 
to me. I often wonder if I was born a woman would I be a 
lesbian. 

So there it is, IÕve looked at both and still donÕt know. And IÕm not 
sure I want to know, or care. I am who I am, like it or lump it! IÕm 
not holding my breath for the perfect answer, Ôcause I donÕt think 
there is one. 





sh OUT !
Lesbian? Gay? Bisexual? Trans? 

14 - 23 years old?

shOUT! , is a group for Lesbian, Gay, 
Bisexual, Transgender or simply uncertain 
individuals aged between 14 and 23yrs.

Through weekly social meetings, we aim to 
provide support to those struggling with 
their sexual identity in an open, accepting 
environment, thus empowering the youth 
of the west and encouraging a similar 
attitude in society at large. 

Put simply, we meet every week to have 
fun with people facing the same issues! If 
you’re nervous, don’t worry. Somebody 
will meet you before your first meeting so 
that you’ll have a friendly face for your 
first time through the door!

Upcoming Events:

March

7th:  pet rocks

14th: poi workshop

21st: trip to limerick mylgbt

28th: workshop on 'supporting lgbt 

lives' research

April

4th: gay (easter) eggs and baking!

All ShOUT! events take place on 
Saturday from 4pm until 6pm in the 
Youth Work Ireland offices, 41-43 
Prospect Hill, Galway. 

Contact the group at the email address 
or mobile number (text or call) if you 
would like to meet someone before 
joining the group.

Contact
   email:  curiousgalway@gmail.com

www.lgbtyouthgalway.com

    phone: 087 320 45 75


