Just be yourselves. 
Be who you are and you will be free in the eyes of all who see you. 

People will respect you and love you for standing up and being yourself. 
Your individuality is a gift, and you should show it off to as many people as you can. 
Just be yourselves. 
From birth we’ve been taught that, in one way or another, we are all to express ourselves freely and openly without fear of persecution; over television commercials and in popular media, from our parents and teachers as children. Everywhere, the world praises the idea of individuality, of self-expression. 
We are ourselves. We are not straight, we are not conventional, we are unique and we derive our power from that very quality of...of so many unique characters in this grand drama. They gave us the message, they gave us our marching orders to ‘just be ourselves’ and we succeeded. But I guess we got that message wrong? We, who are the individuals, we who are on the edge, we who are daily taunted by the very people who told us years ago to ‘just be yourselves.’ The taunts they have are many, those who beat us with them are fewer, and those who understand their true impact, the scars they tear into us, are still fewer.
Degenerates, sissies, freaks, anarchists, terrorists, junkies, mistakes, and more infamously fags, dykes, sluts, and whores.  There are many names the world uses to refer to us. Some are kinder than others, but nearly all condemn us as sub-humans, or unintelligent. Like so many impotent beach boys flexing their ‘mass’ muscles of money, of power, and of Christian righteousness, they try and tear us down, to terrorize us into a paralyzed state where they can mold us into what they want us to be, into the unimaginative and uninspiring shells void of all personality and hence, unable to resist their movement toward ‘convention’. They try and demoralize us and rape us of all self-confidence by placing us outside of ‘normal’ and excluding us from all their conformism, from their society. Their movement is one of extermination, of breaking us forever, of our extinction.
But we stand not broken, but strong.


We feel the eyes of the world probing us daily, searching for weakness, pressuring us to fail under their cold stare, pushing us to extremes of emotion and desperation. Under that pressure some could not stand, and turned to drugs to heal their suffering. Others turned to conformity and chose to hide, and still others took their own lives. Their blood, their lives and lost loves rests solely on the hands of those who wish that very fate for us all. Dancing in the footsteps of the revolutionaries before us, we are under immense pressure to fall short of our goal and to fade into obscurity, to simply lay down our weapons and souls and lose ourselves and our individualities in the ‘masses’ of the majority. Of the ‘haves’. Our position as the ‘have nots’, as those who are disadvantaged and deprived of the freedoms, of the liberties to simply exist without trouble and free from persecution virtually guarantees that our privations will go on ignored and forgotten in the eyes of the world. 
Their chance for repenting has expired, their only hope of reprieve or relent has faded. From here there will be no negotiation, no debate, no agreement or disagreement, no discussion, and no surrender. Only an absolute and unchallenged victory. This is a crusade against the crusaders, a reconquista of the conquerors, an emancipation of the enslaved. And do not be mistaken, we are all slaves of one sort or another. We have been made to be slaves to the judgment of an intolerant world, slaves to the screaming whispers of the masses around us, slaves to a world which left us all to drown in the 
black tide of anti-homosexuality which swept the world under banners of purification and cleansing of our sins. 


Our pride, our collective might and power is a weapon to be brought to bear against the enemy, against the very people whose own cowardice presses them to keep us in subjugation, keep us down, keep us bound to our insecurities, our tears marking our trail through life, our scars crying of the pain we’ve suffered, and our blood staining the shirts of the friends we alienated by standing out and standing up for ourselves. There will come a day when this war is to turn and the tide of battle will carry us to victory. On that day, we will be free, liberated of the disease of indifference, cured forever of the plague of our terrified silence. We will rid ourselves of that stigma of being the bastardized children of a world that encourages conformist individuality.

To that end, we must mobilize en masse to show the world that their legalities and convention do not apply to us. No law of any society can dictate the truth of the love shared by two women, or the fiery passion that exists between two men, and to have the world recognize a homosexual marriage as any other marriage is simply a formality. Our goal is much greater than any of us alone, much grander and more powerful than any of us can carry alone and only together, residing hand in hand with our brothers and sisters, with our fellow soldiers in this war, can we reach the supreme conclusion of this tragic opera. Not a step back is to be taken, not an inch given in retreat, not a victory surrendered to defeat; there can only be a merciless advance boldly and bravely into the fore, breaking all barriers and limits to reach forever further into our future. Always forward, never straight. 
So now, we can only be ourselves.

