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THE SOLIDARITY MANIFESTO
Everyone is bisexual and/or transgender enough regardless of your experiences 
and background. You count and you are a valued member of this community.

We are mindful not only of the “what” of our activism, but also the “how”. The 
content of our work is just as important as how it makes people feel.

Our goal is to create communities that are healing, safe, loving and fun and that Our goal is to create communities that are healing, safe, loving and fun and that 
extend beyond organised activities into a network of genuine connection, 

friendship, and support. 

For us, a “safe community” doesn’t mean never addressing hard or negative topics, For us, a “safe community” doesn’t mean never addressing hard or negative topics, 
nor that there is never confrontation or disagreement. It means that we are 

mindful of how we engage with those things and with each other. We don’t address 
anything just to be right or righteous, we do it to grow as a community and as 

individuals. 

We treat each other with kindness, respect, and transparency. 

All members of our community are important and valued, regardless of how All members of our community are important and valued, regardless of how 
respectable they appear. We welcome people who are confused, promiscuous, 
non-monogamous, and flamboyant just as warmly as those who fit societal 
expectations, because we see stereotypes as having subversive power, not as 

something to be ashamed of. We don’t leave anyone behind. 

We understand that joining an established group can be challenging and we make 
an effort to make newcomers in our community feel included and welcome.

Our community is not just for extroverts or for people who have an easy time Our community is not just for extroverts or for people who have an easy time 
participating in groups. We understand anxiety and shyness and do our best to 
welcome and accommodate everyone. We don’t put people on the spot or pressure them 

to participate in any activity they don’t want to.

We understand that LGBT+ vocabulary can seem confusing and intimidating and that We understand that LGBT+ vocabulary can seem confusing and intimidating and that 
not everyone is familiar with it. We assume that people in our community have good 
intentions and are doing their best. We treat mistakes and misunderstandings with 
empathy and patience. People have a right to make mistakes, learn, and grow 

without facing resentment, personal attacks, or the fear of losing their community. 
We believe that being a kind and compassionate person is more important than 

knowing the politically correct terminology of the moment. We can never be perfect, 
but we can be kind. but we can be kind. 

We honour, explore, and create bisexual and transgender culture, politics, and 
history beyond the internet and American media.

We create an environment where people feel safe to be open and vulnerable. 

We respect and value every body regardless of size, disability, and presentation.

Humour is a powerful tool for tackling hard topics.

Language is our tool, not our end goal. The endless variety of ways we understand 
and define our genders and sexualities enriches us. Our community was never meant 
to be easy to understand, nor to swallow, and we embrace that. We don’t let ourselves 

be limited by language, and we have fun with it. 







Ljuba PrennerLjuba Prenner (1906-1977) 
was a Slovenian writer and 
lawyer. He* was baptised as 
Amalija Marija Uršula, but 
started calling himself Ljuba in 
early childhood. In high 
school, he got a short, men’s 
haircut and started wearing haircut and started wearing 
men’s clothes. Because of his 
gender (presentation) he had 
to work a lot harder than his 
peers to pass and had to 
transfer high schools several 
times, all while supporting 
himself, but he persisted and himself, but he persisted and 
moved to Ljubljana to study 
law after graduating high 
school in Belgrade. He earned 
a PhD in law in 1941, and 
started working with the 
National Liberation Front, 
saving Slovenian prisoners saving Slovenian prisoners 
from Italian prisons and 
concentration camps based 
on a fake law he fabricated, 
until Germans caught him. He 
fought for justice his whole 
career and was very 
passionate about saving passionate about saving 
people from the death 
sentence and staged trials. His progressive political views often clashed with authorities and he was 
banned from practising law for seven years, expelled from the Slovenian Writers’ Society, banned 
from writing, and sentenced to a working camp for two years.

Despite the problems he encountered as a writer, he published many short stories, children’s stories, 
and had two theatre plays and an opera libretto staged. He also went down in history as the author of 
the first proper Slovenian detective novel (allegedly written on a bet). He also wrote first person 
(using masculine grammatical gender) love poetry for his lover. He loved art and was friends with 
many important artists of the time.

Little is known about his romantic life. He lived with maths professor Slavica Rems, who also kept a lot Little is known about his romantic life. He lived with maths professor Slavica Rems, who also kept a lot 
of his unpublished manuscripts, and was later close with teacher Štefka Vrhnjak. They planned to 
grow old together, but Štefka died of cancer, a tragedy which broke Ljuba’s heart. He met Štefka’s 
niece Marija Mrzel Krenker and her family at the funeral and started spending a lot of time with them, 
eventually moving in and living with them as a family member. Jerca Mrzel, one of the daughters, 
says that the children saw Ljuba as a father figure and referred to him as “striček” (uncle).

LJUBA PRENNER
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Transitioning Bisexually
Bisexuals sometimes transition. In the same way that I once transitioned Bisexuals sometimes transition. In the same way that I once transitioned 

socially from male to female, I’ve had to transition now and then “bisexually”. 
Once upon a time, I was a guy with a girlfriend. Although I knew that wasn’t 
quite the role I wanted to play in life, it was definitely in contrast to later 

being a guy with a boyfriend. Walking down the street with my girlfriend was 
easy, in some ways, although I knew it reinforced this dysphoric concept of me 
as cis straight man. No one harassed us. We could kiss without thinking about 
who was watching. But when I kissed my boyfriend in public, my dysphoria who was watching. But when I kissed my boyfriend in public, my dysphoria 

slightly alleviated by leaving the territory of “straight cis man”, 
I was frightened. 

 Taking my girlfriend home to meet the parents wasn’t a big deal. Nothing 
could make my mother happier than me finding someone I could impregnate. 
But while she wasn’t homophobic per se, there was tension at the idea that I 
might “end up” with a guy. I wasn’t so much encouraged to bring him home.
 I’m rarely seen as bisexual; I’m either gay or straight. Now, having traded 
out my gender, holding hands with my girlfriend in public means I’m seen as a 
lesbian. But even when I was single, people saw me as gay or straight. In the 
workplace, I had to be careful what I said, which ex I spoke about, who I 
found attractive, because this would dictate whether I was a gay person or a 
straight person in that environment. Once you’ve been established as gay, it 
doesn’t matter that your dating history is diverse - people assume you were 

just confused when you dated so-and-so. just confused when you dated so-and-so. 
 Transitioning gender was a choice, to some degree. But having to wasn’t. I 
didn’t have any interest in having a gender to begin with, but people kept 
giving it to me. If I didn’t shave my body, if I didn’t wear a bra, I could easily 
be gendered as a man without my consent. I didn’t like that. And there was 
never any inbetween. I tried for the inbetween, I really did. It’s a nice ideal, 
but, as with bisexuality, not a realistic one. People chose for me. So I learned 
all the right stuff and I changed my gender presentation until people gendered 

me as a woman instead of a man. I liked that better. me as a woman instead of a man. I liked that better. 
 While I transitioned my gender just the once, I transition my sexual 
orientation all the time. It’s not about what I wear, it’s about the words I say 
and the hands I hold. I don’t much like these binary options. I wish people 
could see that I’m more than all this gender nonsense. I wish they could see 
the freedom and fun and love that make up my real life, rather than what they 

insist on projecting onto me. Their loss.
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you’ve learnt to suppress
the voices of a kinship.
the tension that
would force you
to not remain silent.
 
fearful eyes meeting any good news.fearful eyes meeting any good news.
and rage welcomes the bad ones.

after a while you’ve adopted the face.
given onto you by others.
and I.

I worry for you in your desperate desire
to not be

I shout at you, into you.I shout at you, into you.
.
child!
I see you in your size, your whole scale of 
selves
and I despise your sheepish self-sedation!

.
you frown upon my vision_you frown upon my vision_
you tear my vision of yous_
 
but after all
didn’t you – too

-          want to trust
your worthiness.





Chill notes:

BEING MONOGAMOUS
DOES NOT ERASE YOUR SEXUALITY

BEING ASEXUAL OR AROMANTIC
WHILE CREATING CLOSE BONDS 
AND PARTNERSHIPS WITH PEOPLE
OF DIFFERENT GENDERS STILLOF DIFFERENT GENDERS STILL
DOES NOT EXCLUDE YOU 
FROM BI COMMUNITY



Toyen 

TOYEN



Erotic Revue 1930-33 Justine
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Photograph of the artist and her child by Marie Zandálková, concept by the artist
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