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Abstract

In this article, I offer a personal and critical analysis of The Pink Supper,
a protest-performance created in collaboration with Bifio Sauitzvy in 2019. It
is written using three modes of expression: (a) critical writing, which appears
in roman type, (b) internal conversations, in italics and (c) excerpts from the
performance itself, in bold. In engaging three distinct voices, I take a queer
approach to writing. The polyphony tears up traditional rules of top-to-
bottom knowledge transmission. It abandons formal narrative structures.
In their stead, I actively embrace a somewhat ‘disorganised’ rhetoric by
tightening horizontal bonds with queer writers who have adopted a similar
approach.

Keywords: Live art; queer performance; trans murders; The Pink
Supper; Brazil

Introduction

In this article, I offer a personal and critical analysis of The Pink Supper,
a protest-performance created in collaboration with Bifio Sauitzvy in 2019.
It is written using three modes of expression: (a) critical writing, which
appears in roman type, (b) internal conversations, in italics, and (¢) excerpts
from the performance itself, in bold. In engaging three distinct voices,
I take a queer approach to writing. The polyphony tears up traditional
rules of top-to-bottom knowledge transmission. It abandons formal
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narrative structures. In their stead, I actively embrace a somewhat ‘disorga-
nised’ rhetoric by tightening horizontal bonds with queer writers who have
adopted a similar approach. This triangular methodology engages life writ-
ing, auto-ethnography, and, perhaps more immediately, what Paul
B. Preciado has called a theory of the self, or self-theory.*

I am mindful that writing about something as ephemeral as perfor-
mance is an act of betrayal. In committing it to language, I rob it of its
essence, which for Peggy Phelan is disappearance. Performance, for
Phelan, constitutes ‘a unique mode of representation without
reproduction’.? The multiple voices I use here merely allow me to
summon up a fugitive notion of The Pink Supper to the reader. To fix
it in place through the written word would only starve it of its oxygen.
I will resist that pull.

Caress the imagination.
Intrigue the mind.
Dance the memory of pain.

Background

The original idea for The Pink Supper came to me after the presidential
election of Jair Messias Bolsonaro in 2018 in Brazil, my country of birth.
‘Messias’ is Bolsonaro’s middle name rather than his family name. It is
important to state this: we are not related. I do, however, use this
coincidence in my creative process. The present chapter and the perfor-
mance it explores are defiant acts of remembrance of all trans lives lost in
Brazil and around the world. It is my obligation to spell out precisely
what is happening. It is my duty as an artist, a citizen, an individual, to
try to stop the normalisation of hatred and the oppression of minorities.
I must begin with what I know: my birthplace.

In reflecting on my creative process, I attempt to make sense of the victories
and failures it has engendered. I may not find answers, but the questions are
pressing. Paul B. Preciado’s concept of nation-dysphoria® is critical in this
search as a tool of intersectional investigation, confronting patriarchal notions
of self-determination, body autonomy, and nationhood. ‘Nation dysphoria’
allows me a lens through which I can investigate my sense of being in
temporary suspension, of feeling politically and socially vulnerable. This
reflection opens up my own sense of nation-dysphoria and the costs associated
with it.
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The Journey

It is December 2018 when I visit Brazil to see my mother. It is a time of
great reckoning for me. I travel to retrieve my past. There is a certain
urgency in doing this. If I don’t do it now, it might be lost forever. I am
a reverse Orpheus. He looked back too soon. If T wait too long to peer
over my shoulder, my past might — like Eurydice — retreat back into the
shadows of the underworld and never resurface again.

I have come to collect my childhood drawings and photos. My mother
has kept these safe for me in the home where I grew up and she still lives.
This rescue is imperative now for two main reasons: my mother’s mem-
ory (her recollection of the past is faint at best and nonexistent at worst)
and the election of the right-wing president, a shock which unleashed
waves of fear through the queer community.

At home, I use the voice memo app on my phone to record my
mother telling me stories about who appears in some of these old
photographs. Time feels abstract, warped. We leave the present. We
revisit the past. Me as a child and she as the mother she used to be.
I still remember her. I have passing glimpses of her former self as we sit
on her sofa now and laugh together. Despite the jollity, I witness her
essence slowly disappearing before my very eyes. She is lost in a fog of
dementia. Her ghost retreats progressively into the shadows like
Eurydice, like my past. Her body remains present.

My mother’s mind is no longer the great repository of my childhood
memories. Her wardrobes and drawers, on the other hand, still contain
precious clues about what I was like as a child. It is in these same
wardrobes that I would find her high heel shoes as a little boy.
I especially remember a pair of pale blue, marabou-lined mules — way
too big for my tiny six-year-old feet. I would secretively put them on and
mince around the house feeling every inch the princess. Despite my
efforts to disguise the act, I suspect my parents always knew.

I stand on the same threshold from where I used to watch my mother
do her makeup, repeating her beauty rituals before the mirror in pre-
paration for work. I can still recall her gestures: suck cheeks in to apply
rouge, blink on index finger to remove excess mascara, rub lips together
to even out lipstick. Standing at this same threshold now, I watch her as
an ageing mother. I can feel myself ageing with her. This threshold is
like a portal, a liminal point between past and future. At my age, this visit
marks the beginning of my transition into the second half of my life.
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In my mother’s wardrobes, as well as childhood photos and drawings,
I find my birth certificate. It states my gender — ‘male’ — and my race —
‘white’. Two decades have passed since I looked at this document. I am
surprised to read that it lists my race as well as my gender. Why? I wonder.
I question the legitimacy of what it appears to authenticate as legal fact.

Am I really male?

Am I truly white?

My father once told me his great-great-grandfather married a black woman
Who produces these definitions of terms: race, sex, nationality?

Who has nccess?

Where does one draw the line between black and white, male and female, past and
future?

Do ordinary citizens have any chance of rewriting them?
How to redraw the line?

How to delete it, even?

Yet, as Preciado reminds us, ‘making a body, bearing a name, having
a legal and social identity, is a material process: it requires access to an
ensemble of socio-political prostheses (birth certificates, medical proto-
cols, hormones, operations, marriage contracts, identity papers)’.® In the
eyes of the law, I am what these papers say that I am no matter what
I think. I do not fit these definitions. Here is a clear example of how my
nation-dysphoria manifests itself. It comes with a price.

Amongst all these keepsakes, I find my early school reports. Always top of
the class. Perhaps being a ‘straight’ A student was my way to regain some of
the dignity and respect I had lost for being the bullied, effeminate boy I was.

Also here are my baby vaccine cards and booklets registering assorted
doctor’s appointments. These booklets seem crucial to my understand-
ing of who I was as a child. They give insight into who I have become as
an adult. Sessions with psychiatrists, hypnosis and what I even remember
as being electric shock therapy — or ‘electro-convulsive therapy’ (ECT)
to give it its ‘proper’ medical term — are recorded here. Both the
psychiatrists and the electric shock, I assume — and partly remember —
are forms of treating my effeminate behaviour, my so-called gender
dysphoria.® 1 received a non-invasive form of this treatment, which
upon further research I discovered is used to treat a variety of conditions
such as anxiety, depression, and headaches. There is little evidence of
effectiveness for this therapy.

Another one of these booklets is from a place called Mens Sana,”
a treatment centre founded by a Catholic priest. ‘Conversion therapy’
is not named in these booklets but the treatment seems consistent with
its methods. I question my parents’ judgment in taking their young child
to an evangelical psychologist. I am hurt that they did not fight
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a diagnosis of gender pathology. In 2019, a senior jurist of the Federal
Supreme Court in Brazil suspended a lower court’s decision to allow
psychologists to perform ‘conversion therapy’.®

These booklets are record that my parents did indeed know about my
wearing my mother’s clothes. They are also proof of how they felt about
it. To them, I was a pathological child who needed curing.” It is no
wonder that I wanted to leave home when I got older.

How could I have forgotten the EST sessions?
Mummy and Daddy didn’t love me as I was
Mummy and Daddy wanted to corvect me

Mummy and Daddy wanted to protect me from the world

Arriving in Brazil

Things in Brazil were much worse after the 2018 election. In the fifteen
years since I left the country, it had only moved backwards.

As soon as I step off the airplane, the memory of oppression attacks me.
I am reminded of the reasons that led me to flee this country. I am invariably
welcomed by what I have come to call the ‘elbow brigade’. They are my non-
welcoming committee, nudging each other to call attention to my presence,
demanding with that gesture that their companion gaze at me. They gape.
They glare. They gawk. Their conspicuous performative act is designed to
Other me.

When will you get tived of making me the Other so you can be yourselyes?

In these lands, my body is made public. It no longer belongs to me. The
elbow brigade thinks itself discreet. It thinks I can’t see their mocking
gestures, can’t hear their taunting words — Uicha’, ‘boiola’, ‘marica’,
‘veado’. Their words of violence enact deeds of violence. ‘One need only
consider the way in which the history of having been called an injurious name
is embodied’, Judith Butler has argued, ‘how the words enter the limbs, craft
the gesture, bend the spine’.°

The animosity is familiar but now, in 2018, it feels significantly more
dangerous. The elbow brigade don’t seem to care if anyone notices their
bigotry. They don’t even try to hide it. They take pride in it, in fact. Bullies
and haters have a champion in the figure of the newly elected president.'!
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I want to shout

I have the right to live in a place wheve I'm not constantly in fear of
discrimination and violence!’

I refrain
We all know that place is not here

That is why I left

Bolsonaro is known as ‘the Trump of the tropics’, a moniker he wears
like a badge of honour. He Publicly declared that he ‘would rather have
a dead son than a gay son’.'?> The Human Rights Watch report ‘Brazil
Events of 2019”, published in 2020, concludes that ‘President Bolsonaro
has made homophobic statements and sought to restrict the rights of
lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgender (LGBT) people’. ‘During his
first year in office’, it continues, ‘President Jair Bolsonaro has embraced
an anti-rights agenda, }fursuing policies that would put vulnerable popu-
lations at greater risk’.'?

Human Rights Watch goes further: ‘President Bolsonaro said in April
that Brazil must not become a “gay tourism paradise”.'* ‘In August’,
the report continues, ‘he said that families are only those made of a man
and a woman’. Mercifully, in September, Brazil’s Supreme Court reaf-
firmed that same-sex unions are families.

If the President’s ostentatious homophobia were not grave enough,
there is his misogyny too. Before being elected president, he publicly
declared a fellow congresswoman ‘too ugly to be raped’.!® Later, as the
aforementioned report shows, his administration ‘instructed its diplo-
mats to argue that the word ‘gender’ means ‘biological sex: male or
female’. ‘In July’, it reveals, ‘it criticized a UN resolution on violence
against women for including a reference to ‘sexual and reproductive
health care services’, declaring that the expression ‘has become asso-
ciated with pro-abortion policies’.*®

Bolsonaro’s words are distressing for me to even contemplate, never
mind to write down. Words, as Butler argues, are not simply words.
A word does not simply signify a thing. Rather, it enacts the thing it is
supposed to signify. Violence, according to Butler’s Austinian reading,
can be enacted through speech as well as through deeds.'” This is not to
say, however, that the power to incite is not unequally distributed.
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The Pink Supper

This is the context out of which The Pink Supper was created: a personal
coming-to-terms with my reasons for leaving my native country. Reasons
which included not only how society treated me but how my family
‘treated’ me as a result of my gender expression. To these personal
insights are added Bolsonaro’s administration’s shameless rejection of
international standards of basic human rights.

Despite its image as a sexually liberal, loving, partying nation, Brazil is
the number one country for trans murders in the world.'® I remember in
my body what it felt like to live as a gender non-conforming, trans
person in such an environment. I suffered verbal abuse on a daily basis.
The moment I stepped out of my front door, I would brace myself for
the insults, the abuse, the micro-aggressions, the elbow brigades around
every corner. Most of the time, the violence was wielded through words,
looks, derisive laughter, and pointing fingers. Sometimes through spits
and shoves. On a handful of occasions, the abuse was physical and I was
beaten up.

I once had to run for my life in stiletto heels as a gang yielding clubs
chased me. As they pursued me, they shouted that they were going to
kill me when they caught me. Luckily, providence intervened and a taxi
driver stopped and hailed me in. “That was a lucky escape’, he said with
eyes seemingly bulging out of his head — I with my heart in my mouth.
“They would have killed you’. His comments confirmed I was not just
having a paranoid phantasy. His taxicab was my pumpkin coach. He, my
Prince Charming. Did I lose a crystal slipper?

I write this account not to portray myself as a victim. I know I am not.
My intention, rather, is to convey what living in Brazil was really like for
me and remains for those who continue to live there. I should not have
to sugarcoat my lived experience. The truth is: I bad to leave. The
average life expectancy of a trans person in Brazil is 35.°° T am lucky
to have lived longer. Even though I survived, I still remember those who
have not and I feel guilty for merely being alive.

21
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22. Again, I am stating 22

the number of deaths
of trans people. The

total recorded deaths
of LGBTQI+ people
is 46-more than one
a day in

February 2018.

It is horrifying to read the graphic accounts. It is also utterly crucial to
name what is going on now. No sugarcoating. I should not have to filter
my experience to a non-queer, European audience in order to make it
palatable.

Departure Date: First of January 2019
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I left Brazil this last time on the first of January 2019, Bolsonaro’s
inauguration day. I planned my return to Britain for this very day, afraid
of the consequences of staying for even a day longer. Who knows what
could happen? I could be thrown in jail for being a homosexual. This,
I know, is paranoid phantasy. At least at this point in time. Prison, as we
know, was a real threat for generations of homosexuals, including those
living in Britain until 1967. Homosexuality is still a crime enshrined in
law to this very day in sixty-eight UN member states. In twelve of those,
consensual same-sex sexual practices is punishable by death.?*

Bolsonaro and what he represents frighten me. If I manage to leave
the country, I might not be allowed back in. Like Preciado, I also,
‘contemplate not returning. Deserting the family, the way you desert
a war’.>* Refusing to come back to Brazil would be my form of protest.
In deserting this quasi-battlefield, I am aware that, once again like
Preciado, I would be also deserting my family. I would miss my mother
even though she is no longer the mother I remember having.

Although I acknowledge some of these fears might be paranoid (even
if the evidence suggests otherwise), the fear I have for sexual and gender
minorities in Brazil is real. ‘History’, says Preciado, ‘teaches us that the
most absurd, most brutal thing has always been politically
conceivable’.?® T know this from my own personal experience.

In my hand luggage, I carry the souvenirs I have come to fetch. As
I stand on the threshold of the airplane, I am reminded of Carlota
Joaquina, Queen Consort of Brazil (1816-1822). She famously hated
the country, forced as she had been to escape there from Portugal with
the royal family just days before Napoleonic forces invaded Lisbon.
‘From this country’, she allegedly said as she embarked on the ship
back to Europe, striking the soles of her shoes together with her
hands, ‘I don’t want to carry anything, not even the dust’. Should
I throw all my memories of this country out too before stepping onto
the airplane? Should I too rid myself of this country’s dust? Why am
I carrying all these distressing relics from my past?

1 identify with Carlota Joaquina.

This makes me feel ashamed.

I have internalised the voice of the coloniser.
But how could I not?

My memories of this place are harrowing.

Regardless of my remorse for replicating the voice of the coloniser, I am
aware of my reasons for it. I could never find my place in this nation. But
then again, borrowing Preciado’s words once more, I wonder

how to talk of ‘nation’ when some of us have been refused the right to be
born? How to speak of a land when we have been placed outside of what
should have been our house? How to speak of a mother tongue when no one



26.

27.

28.

Preciado, ‘My People
are the People of the
TlI-Born’ in An
Apartment in Uranus,
253.

Even those who
would otherwise have
chosen to stay have
had to leave under
pressure from
Bolsonaro’s adminis-
tration. Jean Wyllys,
one of the president’s
main political oppo-
nents and advocate of
LGBTQI+ rights,
‘resigned his seat in
Congress in

January 2019 after
receiving death threats
and fearing for his life’
in Brazil Events of
2019, Human Rights
Watch World Report
2020. Wyllys currently
lives in exile. He was
replaced by ‘David
Miranda, who, like
Wrllys, is openly gay
and has also reported
receiving death
threats’. Ibid.

Literally ‘for the
English to see” but
used to mean ‘making
things look a certain
way’. For instance,
when Brazil hosted
the Olympics in 2016,
homeless people were
moved out of city
centres to temporary
accommodation to
‘sanitise’ the urban
landscape. This move
didn’t address social
inequalities; it merely
removed them from
view.

53

wanted to listen to what we had to say? Since the medical powers diagnosed
me as gender-dysphoric on the pretext that I didn’t identify with the gender
assigned to me at birth, I claim today to be nation-dysphoric.°

Along with my memories, I carry the weight of my guilt. I can get on
a plane and leave the traumatic reality of Brazil. Others are not so
fortunate. They seem trapped. I am ashamed of my privilege just as
I am ashamed of having internalised Carlota Joaquina’s voice. What
can I do to help those who are left behind?

Upon my return to the United Kingdom, an art commissioner tells me
those who stay behind are not, as I suggested, ‘martyrs’. Maybe they
choose to stay. Perhaps this person doesn’t stop to think that this
thought has already occurred to me. Of course, some people choose to
stay. They are much more resilient than I am. They can fight the system
from within. They are braver than I could ever become. They are valiant,
courageous, and strong, but I am not talking about them.?”

I am talking about those who are crushed by the relentlessness of the
daily abuse. I am saddened that this commissioner does not realise they
are shaming me. I know they have visited Brazil and worked with dis-
advantaged communities there. Having done so, perhaps they feel they
understand the country and its marginalised people better than I do.
Their voice — not mine — is the true voice of the coloniser. They fail to
grasp that their champagne visits to Brazil merely reveal a rose-tinted view
of the country. What is portrayed to them is only ‘para inglés ver’®

You know nothing of my fear and shame. To have no ability to fake, to be
incompetent in avoiding danger, to take an insult silently or be punched in
the teeth. You don’t know the reality of existing in the margins, to have
Sfingers pointed at you. The pain gets lodged in your body as trauwma. How
dare you try to explain my reality to me?
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It strikes me now as I write this that I never actually said any of these
words out loud to the art commissioner. I am astounded to contemplate
my fear in this situation. If I speak up, I might be excluded, banned,
rejected. I might never get work from them again and so I remain silent.
The power dynamics are clear.

Despite this commissioner’s opinion of me, I know that I escaped with
courage and fear, with dread and panic. Perhaps I was a coward. It was
a choice I had to make between leaving the country or dying there.
I chose life. I am lucky to have exceeded the average life expectancy of
a trans person but where are my elders? I have lived longer than they did.

Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpn
My fault, my fault, my most grievous faunlt

Catholic Upbringing and an Evangelical Brazil

In recent years, Brazilian politicians have engaged religious rhetoric in
order to dehumanise and strip LGBTQI+ people of their human rights.
The Brazilian Minister of Human Rights, Family and Women between
2019 and 2022, Damares Alves, is an evangelical pastor. The climate of
religious discourse and moralising values sits uncomfortably in a secular
country and amongst its social practices.

At the time of her nomination, I was especially bewildered by one of
Alves’s pronouncements. ‘From now on, in Brazil’, she declared, ‘the
policy will be that boys wear blue and givls wear pink’. This seemed so
childish and naive. So petty. Alves’s declaration triggered all sorts of
reactions in me. None more painful perhaps than the one experienced
from the perspective of the wounded little boy in me. The one who wore
his mother’s shoes and dreamt of being a girl in pink. He, who was
diagnosed as dysphoric. He, who according to this new government in
Brazil, would be seen as sinful too.

Bolsonaro’s and his evangelising cabinet ministers’ hypocrisy granted me
inspiration for my protest-performance. Their fighting words kindled a fire in
my stomach. They sparked my imagination. Herein lies my power. I dreamed
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an artistic response based on the tropes of religion and the colour pink. This is
how my queer version of the Last Supper had its genesis.

The iconography of the Last Supper felt strangely relevant even
though I had refrained up to this point from using religious content in
my work. The story has added personal value in that my surname
‘Messias” means ‘Messiah’ in Portuguese. Being Bolsonaro’s middle
name, I wanted to talk back at him too.

In this fabulous world I created, everything had to be pink: the set, the
costumes, the makeup, the props, the napkins, the food, the drinks.
Nothing but pink was allowed to exist. I even created and decorated
with my own hands a set of thirteen pink plates with images of twelve of
my own queer icons plus a self-portrait. This dinner service sat as an
installation outside the performance space. Meanwhile, inside the per-
forming area, I made space around the table for twelve queer disciples —
artists, activists and followers of my work who, like me, identified as
exiles in some way.

The feeling of being in exile from my motherland for my so-called
‘gender dysphoria’ is one more thing I share with Preciado. ‘The trans
person’, he has written, ‘is represented as a kind of exile who has left
behind the gender that was assigned to him/her at birth (the way you’d
abandon a nation) and who is now seeking recognition as a potential
citizen of another gender’.?” “In politico-legal terms’, he concludes, ‘the
status of the trans person is comparable to that of the migrant, the exile
or the refugee’.?® We are doubly exiled.

I confess that I have never really liked the colour pink. Maybe the little
girl I wanted to be liked it. Maybe my apparent dislike of the colour is
really just a symptom of an internalised prejudice. The truth of the
matter is that I became completely obsessed by pink during this creative
process. I compulsively bought every single item of pink clothing, pink
accessories, and pink makeup I came across for months. As long as
I could afford it, I had to have it. This baffled me. Why invest so
much in a colour I seemed not to appreciate? Looking back, I realise
I wanted to construct this pink reverie not for myself but for my inner
child, for that little girl inside me who was never allowed to grow. The
pink was an homage to her.

Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpn
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A Memorial Mass Service Performance

I could no longer escape the religious rhetoric. It was the last barrier. My
work has always been about systems of oppression: society, the law,
nation, patriarchy, hegemony, the nuclear family, medicine, psychiatry.
Powers that make no room for people like me, that actively exclude us
from their self-serving notions of normal, legal, healthy, straight. The
Pink Supper was a deliberate act of freeing myself from this last taboo:
pseudo-religion.

I structured the piece around recognisable tropes of a Mass service. To
start, I rang a bell to announce the beginning of the performance. I then
walked through the space in procession, accompanied by my fellow
queer celebrants. I organised the space of the art gallery to replicate
the configuration of a place of worship: a central aisle with seats on
either side of'it. I placed myself, the president, at the high table and gave
my twelve queer disciples seats of honour near the altar with me. I gave
the audience pink wafers instead of bread as part of our communion.
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The wine was, of course, rosé, with pink lemonade as a non-alcoholic
option.

I selected songs by what I would call queer artists with religious
themes: ‘Agnus Dei’ and ‘Gay Messiah’ by Rufus Wainwright, ‘Gloria:
In Excelsis Deo’ — ‘Jesus died for somebody’s sins but not mine’ — by
Patti Smith and ‘Losing My Religion’ by R.E.M. My gestures and my
choreography mimicked the ritualistic movements of a priest performing
the transubstantiation. I symbolically offered my own body as a sacrifice
in performance.

Since religious rhetoric is being used against us, I felt I had the right — or
perhaps, more strongly, the duty — to make an artistic re-appropriation.
With tongue in cheek, I even cast myself as the Gay Messiah. I needed to
talk back to power, to bastardise this fake Christian argument that was
being railed against us, to queer the religious tropes, to use my voice and
my body to decolonise this canonic text. In using my body and my
voice, I centred my lived experience at the heart of the narrative. I made
this story of death, rebirth, and redemption my own. In talking back and
refusing to remain silent, I regained my agency.

Having been brought up Catholic and educated in Catholic schools
by Catholic priests, I believed I had a stake. I had to voice my own
experience. Through my Catholic upbringing, guilt was drilled into my
bones. Shame still lives inside me and continues to plague me even when
I have a rational, conscious understanding that it does not belong to me.

Power Grab

As noted, religion is not one of the major concerns of my work in
general. I am, however, aware that refuting the interpretations being
used by populist figures as a way to incite hate gives me agency as an
artist. I might not be personally responsible for the hundreds of deaths
of trans people but I am responsible for the response I choose to make.

Christianity is just one more institution which, along with heteronor-
mativity, the State and patriarchy, practises power-grabbing through
institutionalised discrimination and violence. The Scriptures are pep-
pered with texts condoning slavery, the subjugation of women, and
the condemnation of same-sex love. Yet, I see it as part of my inheritance
too, sometimes in rather mundane ways. For example, my father, who
goes by Messias and lives in the town of Nazareth, is a trained carpenter.
I cannot help but try to find meaning in this.
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a queer reading of Du
Bois, see Muiioz, The
Sense of Brown.

Neither can I willingly disconnect from previous generations of
religious striving to be a ‘good Christian’. I have Jewish heritage too,
which complicates things. My intersectional Judaeo-Christian religious
identity amounts to internal conflict, a feeling that could be described
by using W. E. B. Du Bois’ expression ‘the double consciousness’, the
psychological challenge of reconciling the subordinate position with
that of being a contributing member of an oppressive society. Du Bois
talks about the experiences of Black people living in a racist society. His
concept has been deployed to investigate other minority groups in
patriarchal societies. My perspective here is from a queer position
with Jewish heritage in a Christian country. I descend from
Portuguese Catholics, who persecuted and even burned Jews alive in
the 1500s. Those two sides — the subordinated and the powerful — co-
exist in me in battle.!

Just as I am unable to voluntarily negate my ancestral religious
makeup, I am unwilling to detach from my secular efforts to be
a good and liberated queer human being, to act morally and ethically.
My main goal in creating The Pink Supper was therefore to define my
own terms, to create my own narrative, to be my own saviour, since
being officially normal, legal and sane has never been a privilege that
I could afford — not as a child, not as a teenager, not as a young adult. In
my middle age, it is still not a privilege I am granted.

The Pink Supper is not only an act of protest and remembrance. It is
also an act of contrition where I deal with my guilt and shame for having
left my blood family and trans siblings behind. It is a performative act of
atonement. I confess and repent of my sins. I perform my death, offer
my body and am resurrected as the Gay Messiah.

My choice to leave the country was a political act. It was an inter-
sectional protest against transphobia, the burning of the Amazon
rainforest, the institutional and systemic racism and the colonial, pro-
capitalist mentality of a developing country that cannot help but
repeatedly shoot itself in the foot. Some of these attitudes, I realise,
are deeply entrenched within me and so the performance is also an act
of coming to terms with my own colonial views and unconscious
biases.

Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa
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Conclusion

I wish I could say that through the process of creating The Pink
Supper, 1 resolved my anger, that I have atoned for my sins, that
I have let go of my unplaced guilt. I wish I could say I have a solution
to the violent deaths suffered by LGBTQI+ people every year in Brazil
and abroad. In reality, I have resolved nothing. Instead, I have more
questions now than when I started.

I see my parents not as perpetrators but rather as victims of a system.
They belong to a society unable to deal with difference, a society with no
provisions for those who cannot or choose not to live according to
oppressive rules. Working on this piece has allowed me to understand
that I am oppressed from within by shame. That insight has gifted me
the ability to let go of self-imposed tyranny and to create my own
narrative where I am the protagonist.

I have learnt that remaining passive and silent is not a solution for me.
It is never too late to become the person you have always dreamt of
being despite what others say or think. I have the right to self-
determination and to a life free from fear and violence.

The idea of creating this piece was to challenge the status quo, to stand
up for the human rights of trans people who, like me, suffer daily violence.
Although my intervention addresses the specific context of a transphobic
Brazil, it cannot help but touch on an increasingly transphobic United
Kingdom, where I have come to live and work and contexts further afield
where trans people are exposed to violence and discrimination.®? The Pink
Supper is a visual experience in resistance and protest. It goes beyond the
visual, in fact. It is haptic, embodied, felt, olfactory. We drink the wine
and eat the bread. It is about desire as much as it is about protest. The
Pink Supper is a way to say that the way things are is not the way things
ought to be.

I still have my fading childhood drawings, my disappearing memories,
my family photographs. For some reason, I also kept the doctor’s
appointment booklets. They give me strength to carry on with my
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work. With the insight I gained, perhaps I can continue on my journey
to try to help ameliorate the living conditions of trans people who are
still struggling to survive. All I know is that I can continue to speak out.

I exit the stage of The Pink Supper wearing a pink-sequined mini dress.
In my hand, I hold a torch whose light gloriously projects the hot pink
luminosity of the dress onto the walls. My pink sequins illuminate the
way ahead. In harnessing my introjected shame, I transform it into light
and project it onto the walls. Hopeful, I make an exit. The light shows
me the way.

This essay is dedicated to the LGBTQI+ victims of violent crime in
Brazil and the world.
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