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[music] 
 
Snow bears down on the University for the fourth day in a row, although today the 
flurries are fewer and farther between. Today students only need one coat instead of 
two. The rock salt that until now proved useless has started to work its magic.  
 
Five colleges make up the main campus, connected by an expansive quad the length 
of several fields. Bur Oaks crowd around like classmates bent on dissecting the 
meaning of their latest lecture. The trees inform the walkways of the quad, which were 
carved from the earth so not to disturb the oaks in their quest for knowledge and 
community. The students mimic their surroundings and huddle together in deep 
conversation. Each college distinguishes itself from the other – the College of Sciences 
has an evocative, Fascist style; every façade sharply stretches towards its points, built 
for power more than design. The College of Anthropology stands like the Baths of 
Diocletian – a simple building of curves and negative space to engage a sense of 
consciousness. To the side, perhaps as an afterthought, the College of Arts and 
Sciences looks the most plain – a large building, uninviting and unimpressive. Outside 
one of its halls, two women set out a poster on the double doors, and then work their 
way back to the warmth and safety inside. The poster reads, “Womyn Welcome.” 
 
[music] 
 
At the front of the hall, Delilah writes topics and diagrams on the chalkboard. Her red 
sweater makes her dark hair all the richer. “Are you two all set up over there?” she 
echoes towards the entrance. 
  
“Has anyone seen my bag? I swear I left it by this old thing,” Judith says as she walks 
away from the front doors and deeper into the lecture hall. Judith’s blonde hair frames 
her face; it follows the contours of her cheeks, and then curls just below her chin. Her 
green pleated skirt hugs her figure and climbs down her shins. Her belt gathers the 
bottom of her cream silk cardigan, while the rest of it settles smartly on her bust and 
shoulders. There’s a bronze statue at the far end. It’s a rendering of a Tibetan Tiger; its 
wiry hair cast in metal makes it seem all the more grumpy and old. Judith pauses in 
front of the statue, before puffing out her ample chest in defiance of the beast. She 
looks at the Tiger straight in its stony eyes. “Did you take my bag, mister? If I found out 
you were nothing but a dirty thief, I’d have to report you to the Dean,” then she touches 



the corners of its eyes with her smooth hands, impressing herself as a detective, 
searching for answers. 
 
“Judy, would you quit it! I moved your bag and coat into the closet along with mine and 
Delilah’s - don’t go thinking you are special. You hear me?” Marcia berates as she 
unfolds chairs, set up under a bright banner overhead – “Feminists United.” Marcia 
stands taller than Judith; she parts her afro down the middle, lustrous and perfectly 
coifed on either side. She sports a long suede coat, a black, fitted turtleneck sweater, 
and crisp khakis that hug the curve of her legs to release at her calves. There’s a snap 
in Marcia’s voice, not ruthless but affirming.  
 
“I know I’m not special, so don’t play that card with me, Marc!” Judith retorts. 
 
Delilah lifts two fingers to her mouth and whistles for order. “Would you two knock it 
off? You can tell each other how special you are later. Right now we have a workshop 
to host.” With that, the case is closed.  
 
Judith runs to Marcia, and then sways side to side, gazing at her. “That’s a great name 
for you – Marc. I love that nickname. I think I’ll keep it.”  
 
Marcia blushes. “How one woman can be so charming is beyond me. Anyone would 
join your team.” 
 
“No need to repeat things I already know,” Judith coos, and with that Marcia invites 
Judith to sit. “A bunch of girls watched me canvas. I suspect a good turnout.” They 
take a moment, looking into each other, into their lives and experiences.  
 
Just then, a group shoves the double doors open, snow whirling in behind them. “Even 
in this God-forsaken snow, you know how to bring in a crowd.” Marcia watches flakes 
of snow enter with them through the open doors. The snow hits the floor and melts at 
their feet.  
 
[music] 
 
Group by group, collegiate women from many walks of life fill the lecture hall. Everyone 
watches one another with their guard up. They could see amongst them, see the depth 
of desire and belonging in their eyes – these women were not the women that paraded 
through campus on the arms of men. These women wanted more than a life of 
motherhood and domestication, maybe even wanted something different entirely. 



Whenever a new group of girls sits down, Delilah turns her head to greet them. Every 
time, her hair takes flight and gently swirls around her head.  
 
A slim, rugged young man steps up to Delilah. Delilah jumps and drops her chalk. “I’m 
sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.” They pick up the chalk and hand it back to her, 
“Just want to say that I’m excited to be here, and to thank you. My name is Beau”. 
Delilah smooths the chocolate hair out of her face, and sees Beau with clear eyes. She 
can make out the binder around their chest. It needs adjusting; perhaps Beau’s had a 
long day, or possibly a long night before. Beau’s intolerably handsome, but torn up – 
Delilah could see it as she’s seen it many times before. Their voice is soft and husky. 
Beau wears a mock Air Force leather jacket with a white button down shirt and an 
undershirt, fixed with denim jeans. A true farmer’s son; at least, here he stands, the 
image of Beau crafted. Delilah admired it. 
 
“Thank you. I’m Delilah,” and with that they shake hands. They linger in this compact, 
not just to touch but to feel each other’s hands. The skin, every finger and knuckle, the 
smooth parts, and the parts where life bit back – the hands are where people’s stories 
begin. Color floods Beau’s face and then they disappear into the aisles.  
 
Judith and Marcia close the doors of the hall, and make their way towards the front 
with Delilah. Marcia and Judith stand on either side of her. They hold one another’s 
hands as they raise them over their heads. Delilah bellows:  
 
[music] 
 
“Powerful womyn! Movers and shakers! Bright, strong, graceful, handsome, powerful 
womyn! Look at the bonds of sisterhood around you! Together, we can change the 
world outside this hall, outside this school! 1975 - Look around you! Feminism is now! 
Lesbian is now! Queer women, you have the power – today, we will give you the tools!” 
Delilah kisses Marcia’s hand and then Judith’s hand, the exclamation at the end of her 
testament.  
 
***  
 
Delilah replaces the eraser and chalk. She turns and sees Beau in the aisle. Beau 
continues to sit, merely to take in all of Delilah. Beau ruminates in a mental fire that 
Delilah stoked. Delilah collects stacks of papers into her bags, looking away but 
acutely aware of Beau’s gaze on her. Beau watches her move: her hair as it bounces 
and swirls around her shoulders, her steps as they complement the lightness of her 



strides, and her face as it softens thinking about the workshop. Delilah can’t help it, 
color flushes her cheeks. Beau catches that too. Beau crinkles their brow and wonders 
which moments could make her blush. Delilah cleans the table in front of her. Beau 
continues to bask in her glow.  
 
“I’m taking these girls to a bar on 19th street, that alright?” Marcia shouts as she folds 
up the table and chairs at the front of the hall. Attendees crowd around Marcia, 
watching Delilah in earnest.  
 
Delilah approves, “That’s fine with me, but where’s Judy? Is she going?” Just then 
Judy pops her head up from the sea of girls behind Marcia. Marcia rolls her eyes.  
 
“Are you kidding? Judy’s the ringleader tonight. I don’t stand a chance!” Judy moves 
away from the crowd of adoring fans and wraps her arm around Marcia’s waist and 
nuzzles her cheek.  
 
“We’ll see who cracks the whip tonight!” Judy poses. With that, Judy, Marcia, and the 
girls button their coats and open the double doors. Marcia turns back around towards 
Beau, and nods her head.  
 
[music] 
 
Beau gets up and stands in the wing. “I was hoping I could help you, but it seems like 
that’s the last thing you need,” then looks to the ground, scuffing their boots.  
 
“You’re right, I don’t need your help, but I do thank you for coming. We could all use a 
community to belong to.” Beau and Delilah lock eyes again. Beau walks right up to 
Delilah, and smiles. They check behind them to see that everyone has left. 
 
“I don’t mean to be rude or insulting, but,” and then Beau trails off, looking at the Tiger 
statue. “Marcia and Judy, are they- are they just friends?” A piece of Beau’s hair falls 
from their ear, and Delilah reaches up to put it back in place. 
 
“Not yet, but I think they’re in the early stages of something. We’re all busy, with 
protests, workshops, and coalition meetings – we meet the most amazing young 
women, really full of life and love, but we barely have a nickel of time to get to know 
them. Maybe Marcia and Judith are in love, or maybe they’re lonely. I think it’s too cold 
to tell the difference. Anyways, it’s hard to tell these days, don’t you think?”  
 



The moment slows down, like honey cooling on a summer evening. Beau leans into 
Delilah, their nose touching her cheek as they lock lips, long and tender. Beau pulls 
back, blushing. Delilah sighs loudly, and giggles at her audible admission. Her lips are 
charged and her voice stimulated.  
 
Beau starts, “I hope I’m not hard to tell. May I walk you to your car?” Delilah blushes 
and smiles. She leans back and takes Beau in: the leather jacket, the worn jeans, the 
crisp button down, and the smoothed back hair. Suddenly, Delilah looks closer at the 
jacket. She halts, her eyes fixing on the sleeves.  
 
“Is there something on my arm?” Beau tugs at their left arm, but Delilah grabs at it and 
turns the fabric in her fingers. After a moment, Delilah returns from the past.  
 
“You seem lovely Beau. I just don’t think I’m ready to see anyone. Not yet.” Delilah 
squeezes Beau’s shoulder tightly, “This community is here for you though. Please don’t 
forget that – you may need it more than you know.” Beau hardens. “How can you know 
what life is like for me? Most times I can’t even figure it out myself.” Twisted, Beau 
marches outside, back into the cold world – a world that understands as much as 
Delilah does. The leather jacket burns a hole into Delilah’s memory, the same jacket on 
a different lover.  
 
*** 
 
Jeanne wasn’t Delilah’s first lover, but a first in other ways. The first time she cried to a 
lover. The first time she danced at a gay bar. Jeanne was the first person who truly 
understood her. Delilah burrows into her coat as she locks the lecture hall.  
 
Jeanne had the best smile Delilah ever saw. Her hair was thick and luscious even 
though Jeanne kept it short. It was brown to most people, but Delilah knew the strands 
of auburn and ash that appeared in the summertime. Jeanne had a strong jaw and 
square face, and she was shorter than Delilah but far stronger. She worked any job she 
could come by; her muscles ached constantly, either from work or fending off bigots. 
Delilah remembers every scrape and every bruise like they were hers. 
 
[music] 
 
Delilah walks through campus, shielding her face from the cold. She parts her eyelids 
just enough to keep her moving in the right direction. She crosses onto the sidewalk, 
marking the end of campus. She faces shops and restaurants that offer a roof and hot 



food, not the sort of shelter that Delilah craves; the kind that every queer woman 
craves living in a straight world that leaves you exposed and empty.  
 
She sees the sign for 19th street. She steps into the street to cross, but hesitates. She 
wonders if Marcia and Judith are happy. She wonders if the other women feel 
encouraged. She thinks of Jeanne, and heads back up the opposite street. She turns a 
few blocks later, marked by the end of restaurants and by the start of white-picket 
fences. She passes, determined to ignore each home as the cold bites harder. Nearly 
at the end of the street, she stops. The snow and cold beat down, but she stalls. The 
small house, not ornate but not unenviable, has a sizeable yard. Likely a father owns 
this house, and a mother cooks in it, and that mother watches her children frolic in the 
summer, and perhaps they have a golden retriever to round out their perfectly normal 
life. Delilah stares at the only plant still visible in the garden…Milkweed.  
 
Milkweed is native to the area. The seeds make their way through town until mid-fall, 
when they descend underground and wait out the cold. Dormant, the roots and stems 
brace themselves against the winter.  
 
Delilah doesn’t so much look at the stems as look past them. She sees visions of the 
previous summer. Milkweed filled the air, when Jeanne lived here and sowed their 
garden of tomatoes, herbs, and flowers.  
 
Milkweed is an improbable flower. It spreads tough seeds, made of nature’s finest 
armor. The seeds are trapped inside their shells, but they need their hard exterior. The 
shell helps the seeds to survive the cold, and yet the seeds need the mercy of winter to 
wear down their shells. When the harsh world thaws again, when the world is ready to 
offer the plant warmth and safety, the shells dissolve and the seeds begin to sprout. 
These were Jeanne’s favorite flowers.  
 
***  
 
Later, Delilah sits at her dining table, an arm’s reach from the kitchen, plus another skip 
to the living room. This apartment is much the size of a chicken coup in the 
countryside, but it’s cozy and her one heater manages to reach the entire apartment.  
 
Delilah revises her lesson plans, papers scattered about the table. Despite the heater, 
she wraps herself in a wool coat. She scratches her arm as she turns the pages of her 
book. She crosses one leg over the other, lifting the coat up on one side. She’s 
wearing something black, and trimmed with lace. Exhaustion kicks in, and she yawns. 



She looks up and stares into the kitchen. She closes her textbook, and upon standing, 
her coat opens to reveal her negligee, black sheen sparkling against the dim lamp light 
of the room.  
 
In the kitchen, she boils water, and pulls tomatoes, garlic, onion, and pasta from the 
pantry. She stands up on the counter to reach for some red wine, her negligee hiking 
up. As the lace moves up past her backside, she grabs the bottle and descends from 
the countertop.  
 
In no time, Delilah leans over her pot and breathes in the aromas. She ladles the hot 
tortiglioni into the sauce, and then drizzles olive oil over the pasta, savoring the 
marriage of the scents. She pours herself a glass of wine and takes the glass to her 
nose. She doesn’t move, only breathing in the bouquet. The coat shifts as she heaves 
steady breaths in and out. With a firm, steady hand she moves over her breast. Her 
palm eases over her nipple and rests there.  
 
[music] 
 
She can see it so clearly, her and Jeanne making pasta in this kitchen. Jeanne grabs at 
Delilah’s thighs to steady her when she climbs the countertops. They play, feeding off 
one another’s energy. Wine poured, Delilah stirs the pasta and reaches the spoon to 
her lips, but Jeanne intercepts. Delilah shoves Jeanne, but Jeanne steadies her in her 
arms. Jeanne holds her gaze, clasping her hands behind Delilah. Jeanne doesn’t move, 
doesn’t dare. Delilah runs her hands through Jeanne’s hair, smoothing it back. Delilah 
purses her lips and moves her mouth to Jeanne’s neck.  
 
The pasta sizzles with a vengeance when Delilah realizes she’s daydreaming. She runs 
to the burner and turns off the gas, allowing the seething sauce to simmer once more. 
She pours the pasta into a dish, and then sprinkles parmesan over the top. She 
finishes her wine and sets it down. She closes her eyes again, and reaches under her 
coat between her legs. The memories of that night flood back to her mind.  
 
Delilah gropes Jeanne’s pants and hips, pulling Jeanne into her body. Jeanne moves 
her mouth over Delilah’s wrists, arms, shoulders, searching her curves for pleasure. 
Delilah runs to the bedroom. She throws her heels in the hallway as Jeanne walks after 
her. Jeanne arrives, and Delilah leans on the bed, legs crossed and back arched. She 
looks like a pin-up model as she basks in the moonlight shining through the window. 
The light shines on her midriff, her skin sparkling as her sighs deepen and her body 
draws in and out. Jeanne walks to the edge of the bed. Delilah lifts her foot and teases 



Jeanne at the crease in her pants. Jeanne kisses Delilah’s foot and holds her leg as 
Jeanne kisses the length of it up to her inner thigh. Delilah releases a sound from deep 
in her chest. Jeanne moves on top of Delilah and reaches for the nightstand drawer. 
She opens the top and removes a dildo and harness. She leaves them on the bed next 
to her as she removes Delilah’s blouse. Delilah rips off Jeanne’s Air Force jacket, and 
then traces the muscles in Jeanne’s arms with her fingertips. Jeanne kisses Delilah’s 
neck and chest, lingers on her breasts as Jeanne’s tongue flicks each nipple. Delilah’s 
legs naturally straddle Jeanne’s waist as she moves her pelvis slow and deep.  
 
“Fuck me,” Delilah commands. Jeanne grabs the harness and fastens it over her briefs. 
She packs the dildo in place, and kisses Delilah.  
 
“Lead the way,” Jeanne insists. Delilah giggles and throws her legs higher into the air. 
She grabs the cock and moves it inside of her. Jeanne watches as Delilah relaxes 
against the shaft, and kisses her forehead. When Delilah nods her head, Jeanne starts 
to catch her rhythm. They work slowly together but increase their speed and thrust as 
they fall deeper into each other’s arms. Delilah grabs at Jeanne’s back, while Jeanne 
steadies herself against Delilah’s hips and thighs. Before long they lose themselves 
completely in one another. Their movements synchronize, they can hardly tell which 
body pushes and pulls the other. Their sounds harmonize, like coming from the same 
breaths of air. Their moans complement each other. Jeanne shivers over Delilah as 
Delilah reaches her climax. 
 
Delilah gasps, trying to catch her breath. She lies on top of her bed, her coat scattered 
near the nightstand. She can smell the faint aroma of pasta in the kitchen, and snow 
has begun to flurry outside her window. Despite the cold, she’s covered in a light 
sweat – she smells sweet and hot. She brushes her hair out of her face, her breath 
steadying. She feels cum around her fingers and wrist. She raises her fingers to her 
mouth, and licks the length of them. She lays there for a moment in silence, and then 
quietly begins to cry.  
 
[music] 
 
*** 
 
Relentless snow rushes through every seam of Delilah’s coat. At 4 o’clock in the 
morning, sunlight has barely cracked the frozen air. The whole world, every part Delilah 
sees and knows, is frozen.  
 



Wrapped head to toe, Delilah runs out of her apartment and heads towards the main 
road. She walks along the tar with her thumb out. It takes nearly 30 minutes before a 
truck bothers to pull over, but together they rush off into the storm. After miles upon 
miles, she offers her ride a pack of cigarettes and a dollar. Before he can ask her for 
anything else, she jumps out of the car before it has fully stopped. She loses her 
footing, but catches a wind and keeps running. She’s on a rough side of town; unlike 
the noble oaks that line the campus, she’s surrounded by dry brush, long frozen by the 
weather.  
 
Row upon row of tenements mark the only structures, save for a foreclosed dive bar 
and a small chapel that hasn’t seen God since the Great Depression. She stops 
running, unsure of exactly the direction she needs to go. She chooses a road and turns 
down it, bracing against the howling wind.  
 
As Delilah walks the neighborhood starts to awaken. The snow continues to fall but the 
wind lets up. A few clouds part enough to let the sun shine through in the distance. 
One by one, front doors open and housewives send their husbands out into the cold. 
She passes door after door, looking for something familiar, but it doesn’t take her long. 
She spots the Indian Chief motorcycle before she registers its acquaintance. Jeanne 
was so proud of that bike – took her nine months of savings to afford it. It still looks 
great.  
 
Delilah looks from the bike up towards the apartment above. Her heart races a million 
miles a minute. She looks to her left and almost bursts into tears. A garden, frozen 
over, but she can make out the transplants, Milkweed among them. She sucks in air 
and the chill of ice fills her lungs. She turns and heads back towards the road.  
 
Delilah hears a door creak open behind her. She sucks her teeth, unnerved. She turns, 
following the footsteps up to the door where Jeanne stands before her. Still wearing 
that same Air Force leather jacket.  
 
Delilah notices the hormone therapy right away. The stubble on Jeanne’s chin is 
scattered but present, and their face has filled out considerably. The angles have 
sharpened; especially the jawline. The Air Force jacket fits differently, Jeanne’s 
muscles have grown. She catches a glimpse of Jeanne’s chest and doesn’t notice a 
binder. She doesn’t notice breasts anymore for that matter.  
 



“You stuck by your vows. You look good.” Delilah looks quickly at her own feet but 
then moves her gaze back to Jeanne. She takes a deep breath and scans Jeanne 
again.  
 
Jeanne looks so much older already – older than anyone can see in the lines of 
someone’s face. It’s been a long winter, and the world was no doubt cruel. Delilah 
catches the yellowing skin around Jeanne’s eye. A shiner, perhaps from the last 
weekend – did Jeanne still go out? Delilah doesn’t know what to say or ask.  
 
“You look beautiful.” Jeanne lets the words fall out but holds Delilah’s gaze.  
 
“Thank you. You’re still so handsome. Your face has even more power to it now,” as 
Delilah moves towards Jeanne, Jeanne falls back. Delilah stops, and they watch each 
other another moment.  
 
“I’m sorry I left,” but Delilah chokes on her tears before she can explain. Jeanne stands 
there, frozen solid more than the ice above them. Delilah shakes herself to stop from 
crying.  
 
“I thought I taught you what I knew about standing up for yourself. What I didn’t know, 
Jeanne, was that I needed you to teach me too. Teach me what it means to be there 
for you. And I will. I need you to teach me how to fight for you. I love women, but I 
didn’t realize I love you more than anything else.”  
 
Jeanne crumples into the snow. Delilah moves toward Jeanne and crumples around 
them, her arms keeping Jeanne together. Jeanne buries their head into Delilah’s chest.  
 
“I’m scared out of my mind. I don’t belong anywhere, I don’t know if I can survive.” 
Delilah feels Jeanne’s shoulders, broad and aching, and extends her arms wider to 
cradle them.  
 
“Jeanne, I love you. The world may not understand you, but it has love for you too. 
When it’s harsh out there, you know you’re tough enough to protect yourself. Please, 
please Jeanne – when the world melts away, let people crack it. I love you. I love you.” 
Jeanne hugs Delilah’s waist. They embrace in the snow as fresh powder falls past 
them. Even now, the snowflakes come lighter than before. 
 
[music] 
END 


