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freak out for no reason (as does my partner). 
!e other night Agnes and I went to a 

straight couple’s birthday celebration at a bar. 
Apparently, I’m an annoying femme, because 
as I got dressed for the occasion I waited for 
Agnes’ glance and eyebrow raise followed by 
the inevitable, “Damn, you look hot.” It nev-
er came. Do I really need her approval that 
much? Yes. When the girl-half of the straight 
couple picked us up in her mini dress and 
heels she got the glance and eyebrow raise 

I was yearning for. I quickly shut down and 
tried desperately to hold back my tears. 

When realising my heartbreak, my insta-
bility, and most of all my disappointment, 
Agnes reminded me, as she usually does, 
that she compliments other girls for their 
self-esteem. I usually believe her. She was also 
busy while getting dressed, stressing over her 
skinny jeans and the mediocre "ve pounds 
she has gained. 

Am I insanely sel"sh? I should love myself 

enough to not need her reinforcement. She 
is also a pretty girl with insecurities a#er all. 
Maybe I wish she would grow a mullet and 
be happy in $annel. Us girls can’t change 
overnight, following years of reading roman-
tic love stories and expecting the passionate 
soulmate we see in the movies. But I am also 
the girl who gets jealous when my partner ig-
nores me and opts for the a%ection of the cat. 
I’m jealous of my own pussy. 

I have put aside my jealousies of Agnes’ 
video games tonight, realising I should be 
writing and searching for ways to change the 
world – that perhaps our relationship will 
survive this couple of hours we spend on our-
selves and others. A#er all, women can’t just 
be hot anymore. We also pressure ourselves 
to be successful, hilarious, intelligent and 
rich. I search the internet for endless volun-
teer opportunities, animals to save, gardens 
to plant, groups to join. I take time out from 
my relationship in order to avoid obsession. I 
also glance over at her every twenty minutes, 
just to remind myself that anything is possi-
ble and perhaps there will soon be a part two 
to the honeymoon phase.

I had a memory the other day of a woman 
in my life as a child. I can’t recall exactly who 
she was. She told me that when I started 
dating I should never shack up with a man 
that may be more attractive than myself. If I 
did, I would certainly end up wondering if 
others were concluding he could do better 
and it would ultimately be bad for my self 
esteem. Good advice? I never thought so. 
Now I have to wonder, and is it more true 
in lesbian relationships? 

We always say women are hardest on each 
other, compare ourselves to standards of 
beauty and those who hold it. When there 
are two females in a relationship, who are 
both interested in other females, there are so 
many boobs, legs, and asses to take into ac-
count that it simply isn’t worth all the time 
we devote to beating ourselves up. 

If your partner says you are beautiful, and 
does the work to back this notion up, it’s 
probably true. She probably really thinks 
you’re beautiful. Really. Really! 

If you don’t tell your girlfriend how perfect 
she is, constantly, well, take a warning from 
me and do it. 

“We spent months gazing into each other’s 
eyes... What caused our sudden inability 
to put the past behind us?”


