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GSA ACTIVITY IDEA:
STUDENT-LED LESSONS
Submitted by Ellen R.

Directions: Take turns allowing students to
make a small lesson or presentation on an
LGBTQ+ related topics, history, or public
figures.
Supplies Needed: Lesson materials as
needed (ex. projector, laptop, paper, writing
utensils, etc.)

A GUIDE TO FINDING TRUE LOVE ON
A WALK IN THE WOODS
By Crow D. (they/them)
Yarrow was on a quest. Really, though, it was just a walk. A walk through
the woods, which was not something everybody was prepared to do, but
still a walk. There was also a lot of stopping to drink or eat or feed a
lonely duck swimming alone in a very small pond. Yarrow had named the
duck Hermit in honor of his solitary life. Yarrow tore a bite off of a piece
of bread and tossed it into the very large puddle. Hermit swam to it
instantly, gobbling it up with one happy quack and then looking back at
Yarrow expectantly.
“That’s all I can spare, my friend,” Yarrow admitted. “But I understand. I
am also a great enjoyer of bread.”
Hermit, seeing that he wasn’t going to get more bread, turned away and
swam away from Yarrow. He reached solid ground where he got out and
began waddling away with many distressed quacks. Yarrow was instantly
on alert. Hermit had heard something, and now they thought they could
hear it too. Something was coming toward them. Whatever it was, it
wasn’t very good at sneaking up on people. Yarrow could hear the rustle
of leaves and crashing of bushes grow steadily closer until finally…
Yarrow screamed and raised their arms over their head. A person
screamed back. Yarrow’s eyes widened and they stopped screaming.
“Oh… Um, sorry. I thought you might be a bear,” they explained.
The person narrowed their eyes. “So you tried to… What? Be a better
bear than me?”
Yarrow almost laughed. “No. That’s what you’re supposed to do when
you meet a bear. You try to be loud and big to scare them away.”
“So you are trying to be a better bear,” responded the other person.
“I guess so,” Yarrow replied grudgingly. They were painfully aware of this
stranger’s eyes upon them, and they stared pointedly at the ground.
“I’m Sage,” said the stranger.

“Yarrow.”
Somewhere in the trees above them, a bird whistled. Sage began to
whistle along with it, rocking back and forth. “Nice day isn’t it?” they
remarked, glancing at Yarrow.
“Do you know anything about true love?” Yarrow blurted.
Sage stopped rocking and whistling. “No, not really. Why?”
Yarrow bit their lip. “I’m– Someone told me I could find true love in this
forest, I think. I don’t know. But that’s why I’m here. So I was wondering
if you knew anything about it.”
Sage made a face. “That’s stupid. I don’t think you can find true love. I
don’t think it’s real.”
Yarrow suddenly felt very foolish. “Oh. Ok. Then do you at least know the
way out of the forest?”
“You’re already here, though. Why leave now?” Sage grinned. “Have you
seen the oldest trees yet?”
“No. But I think I want to leave.”
“Come on. Let me show you one thing.”
Yarrow shrugged. “Fine.”
The tree trunks were wider than houses. Yarrow stood, arms
outstretched, breathing in the sight of them. They felt miniscule, and it
felt amazing.
“Yarrow!” Sage called. They were standing at the base of one of the large
trees, one foot planted on a root rising out of the earth. “Come look at
this!”
And Sage began to climb the tree. As Yarrow approached, they saw
grooves in the trunk, too orderly to be natural. The grooves seemed to be
nothing more than dents in the bark, but they were large enough to
climb. When Yarrow reached the base of the trunk, Sage took a few more
steps up the tree.
“Are you coming?” Sage yelled down.
Yarrow shook their head. “I don’t like heights.”

“Alright. You’re missing out, though.” Sage started the climb down,
jumping the last few feet to land in front of Yarrow. “So was this worth
the walk?”
“Yeah. Yeah, I think so.” Yarrow’s face stretched into a smile so large it
hurt. “Anything else to show me?”
After the old trees, they saw the caves with their echoes and shiny rocks,
then they lay in the grass and watched the smallest creatures go about
their daily lives, and as the sun was setting, they sat on the edge of the
forest, sharing the last of Yarrow’s bread.
“So no true love,” Sage remarked. “But a good day?”
Yarrow nodded, swallowing their bite. “I don’t know. Maybe I did find
true love.” They lowered their head quickly, avoiding Sage’s eyes.
Sage wrinkled their nose. “You’re not talking about me, are you?”
Yarrow opened their mouth, then closed it again, staring off in the
distance as they chose their next words. “Not in an I-Want-To-Kiss-You
way. Because I don’t. I don’t think I want to kiss anyone, really. But I like
spending time with you, and I want to be with you.”
“I don’t believe in true love,” Sage said. “But you’re pretty cool. I like
spending time with you, too.” They laughed. “Sure. That’s true love. Why
not?”
Yarrow smiled. “So…We can come back here sometime?”
“Did I not just declare this true love? Of course!” Sage gestured at
Yarrow’s satchel. “Now pass me more bread.”

LESBIAN BEE YELLING
By Abby/Bee (she/they)

LGBTQIA+ SIGNIFICANT DAYS CALENDAR
Arranged by Ellen R. (she/they)
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