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This zine's soundtrack includes songs by Danny 
Baranowsky, FamilyJules, cupcakKe, Masked Intruder, 
Thutmose, Post Malone, Swae Lee, Blackway, Black 
Caviar, Jed Whedon, and Neil Patrick Harris.

Listen to it before/after/while reading the essays:

	 Spotify	 	 	 YouTube

  http://tiny.cc/g3ydez	 	 http://tiny.cc/25ydez

The art on the cover is by Ted Martens and comes from 
the game Crypt of the NecroDancer by Brace Yourself 
Games.

More credits and thanks at the end.
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I'm white & as a kid I was almost never

  exposed    B
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	 When I saw Masked Intruder perform at The 
Depot (SLC, 4/6/19), I'd never seen or heard of them 
before. From the get-go I was trying to grasp their 
bizarre stage persona. They wore indistinct black 
clothing and referred to each other by the color of 
their ski masks: Red, Blue, Green, and Purple.
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	 "Yellow couldn't be here, but we brought 
someone new! Purple right here. She's a lady, which is 
cool."
	 I wasn't sure if Purple was a permanent addition 
to the band or not, but it seemed kind of weird to 
immediately highlight her sex/gender like that. The 
shtick made more sense to me after they played a few 
songs. Their music is mostly about lonely, possessive,  
and romantically inept love. But not in the 2000's emo 
music, "my mom thinks I'm cool," kind of way. Masked 
Intruder know they are dorky, weird, and even creepy. 
It's probably satire?
	 They even brought a hype man in a cop costume, 
who trolled the venue acting authoritative like he was 
about to arrest the band and all their fans for breaking 
and entering (a recurring theme in their lyrics). My Dad 
caught me on camera giving him a good shove in the 
mosh pit. #CrimingWhileWhite

But seriously, 40% of cops are domestic abusers.
http://tiny.cc/tn1dez/
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	 So anyway, they asked for a "cute lady from 
the crowd" to come on stage and sing some song 
called "Heart Shaped Guitar" with them. To their 
credit, they didn't just pick the most conventionally 
attractive woman to raise her hand--the gal was a bit 
plus-sized, and I thought that was pretty woke for 
however cringey it could have been.
	 Before launching into the song, the frontman 
asked the volunteer a series of questions.
	 "So you know the song, right? You can sing 
along with us?"
	 "Yeah, I love it!"
	 "And tell me, true or false, I've never seen you 
before in my life?"
	 "That's true!"
	 "And true or false, even though we've never 
met, I've got an awkward crush on you and it's 
making you feel uncomfortable."
	 "That's true too!"
	 I thought to myself, What the hell is going on?
	 And then they sang it:

Front man:

11



12

2nd verse,
sung by
Audience
Lady:

	 I had no idea what I was watching. Was this 
three prominent male performers owning up to and 
lambasting toxic softboy masculinity as the centerpiece 
of their ouvre? It was so in-your-face and divisive! I 
kinda actually loved it.
 	 After they left the stage I overheard someone 
(who looked pretty queer/non-binary, so I cared about 
their opinion) grumbling "Yeah, joking about 
objectifying women. Real funny. Idiots."
	
	 In the next month, along with many mixed 
feelings, Masked Intruder's albums became a part of my 
heavy rotation. Yeah, three albums of debatably self-
aware stalker-adjacent gimmick lyrics is probably 
problematic. I can see how it could even be triggering 
for some. But also... I am all of these songs.
	 In high school, I crushed like crazy on a girl I'd 
never spoken to. I told my best friend about it. He 
would often make fun of me, but in a loving way. Let's 
call him Effortless Chad. When he heard about my 
hapless heartache it got him thinking he could help me 
"man up" and win her heart.
	 "All you have to do is talk to her. We'll make 
sure she bumps into you in the hallway and then you 
just say hi and introduce yourself." 
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	 Well, time after time we made carefully 
orchestrated "random encounters." But each time, I'd 
get so nervous, I couldn't even open my mouth.
	 I think Chad thought if the stakes were higher, 
he could make me overcome my fear. So he made my 
crush a meme. He'd pass me in the hallway and shout 
her name to egg me on and embarass me—with the 
amicable subtext that "This will be a thing until you 
find your courage and say something to her." I was 
constantly mortified.
	 I can only imagine she happened to overhear 
Chad shout "Nat loves Laura Anderson" at least once, 
and it freaked her the fuck out.
	 Around this time, we found out she had a Dance 
class during my free period. I convinced Chad—or he 
convinced me, or both—to skip class and come with 
me to "audit" the class and finally talk to her that 
way. I knew this was basically stalking but I was out 
of other ideas. I have rarely felt more like an awkward 
trainwreck in my entire life.
	 We'd heard the Dance teacher was lax and 
welcoming, so we just opened the door in the middle 
of fourth period, introduced ourselves as prospective 
dancers, and asked if we could jump in. We hopped in 
among a class composed entirely of cis young women. 
Facing a wall-length mirror, I watched in horror as I 
tried to mimick the moves of the group, moving my 
body like an off-putting wooden puppet. After the 
length of just one song, mortified, I grabbed Chad's 
arm and pulled him out the door, still without having 
spoken a word to my crush.
	 (Fun fact: Two years later I enrolled in the same 
class on my own terms, and it was life-changing.)
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	 The next week, her brother found Chad in the 
hallway and told him, "You and your little friend need 
to stay the fuck away from my sister." Fair enough; we 
did everything possible to deserve that!

	 I am still awkward, needy, possessive, obsessive. 
I fall too hard, too fast. I'm trans lesbian but I don't 
usually shave, so most women probably feel my 
presence as just another male gazer. Resting Creep Face. 
Social cues go right over my head—I basically don't 
speak body language, and because of that I've made 
multiple people uncomfortable by blundering to act on 
my feelings. I feel like a Masked Intruder myself, like 
the kind of person who could only find love from 
someone with severe Stockholm Syndrome. ("Stalk-home 
syndrome"?) I am constantly terrified that I'll hurt all 
the femmes in my life.
	 Sometimes I can't tell if Masked Intruder 
celebrates that grossness, drags me deeper into the 
problem, or if it's cathartic, excising those demons in a 
safe artistic context. Most of the time I'm sure they do 
both. I love their work. Is that so crazy?

	 Maybe even we
Could rob a bank or three,
Ain't no tellin' what we could get away with

Use the money to get married,
Maybe even start a family,
We could get a little place down on the beach
Maybe even
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Bonus page! here's a list of awesome Salt Lake City 
bands that are cool




