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contents. 

 

The theme of this issue is 
FTM: Men's Issues.  It is an 
issue by and for female-to- 

male transexual people, 
transgenderists, and cross- 
dressers. They are collec- 

tively known as "FTMs," but 
there is no doubt that they 
are men, pure and simple. 

And not only men, but men 
who embody the best of 

what is masculine. Many 
FTMs hold onto the nurtur- 
ing, caring aspects of femi- 
nine socialization, even as 

they cast aside the physical 
shell. Unfortunately, many 
in the transgender commu- 
nity have yet to realize that 

the men are half of the com- 
munity, and zgnore, insult, 

and patronize them. Kudos 
to those who reach out to 
FTMs, and to the men for 

their patience. 

Jason Cromwell is guest edi- 
tor of this issue. Jason is a 

doctoral student in anthro- 
pology whose dissertation 

concerns FTMs. He is on the 
Boards of Directors of the 

International Foundation for 
Gender Education and 

AEGIS, and is past President 
of Seattle's Ingersoll Center 

The cover drawings are by 
Tone Cimino, from a card for 

Jason's 38th birthday. 
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By providing these voices, it 
is my hope that those who 
are FTM will find some com- 
fort with the daily struggles of 
being transgenclered men by 
reading about others like 
themselves, and that those 
who are not FTM will gain a 
broader understanding of 
what it is to be who we are. 

t has taken much longer than either 
Dallas or myself thought it would to 
pull this issue of Chrysalis togeth-
er. On one hand, it is my fault. As a 
graduate student who is nearing 
completion of my dissertation, my 
time is limited. Add to that the fact 
that I teach (to pay tuition) and that 
I'm a husband and father. . . Well, 
you get the idea. On the other hand, 
a problem I encountered was the 
lack of submitted material. After an 
unsuccessful call for submissions 
(which garnered very few items) I 
resorted to asking, cajoling, encour-
aging, even admonishing individuals  
I knew to write something, anything, 
from their perspective. Finally, there 
were enough FTM authors for this 
issue. 

Which brings me to a matter I'd 
like to mention here. I find it 
extremely frustrating to hear FTMs 
say that there is so little material 
about us, then to provide an oppor-
tunity for more material to come 
into existence, only to have such a 
poor response from the community. 
But I am not alone in this frustration. 
FTM Newsletter editor James 
Green as well as the editors of 
Tapestry and Chrysalis, have 
repeatedly asked for submissions 
from FTMs— to no avail. Why con-
tinue to complain that what is avail-
able is inaccurate, erroneous, and 
narrow, and not do anything about it? 
There are many venues for our voic-
es to be heard. We must take 
advantage of these. To this end, I 
am grateful to the individuals who 
provided materials for this issue. I  

applaud all of them for having the 
courage to speak out. 

The voices contained within 
these pages are those of frustration, 
anxiety, pain, and anger, as well as tri-
umph, happiness, peacefulness, and 
joy. All of these emotions are 
expressed via the following topics: 
what it is to be FTM; how to deal 
with friends, families and our chil-
dren; coping with being transgen-
dered and living within the 
in-between state of maleness and 
femaleness; the media's skewing of 
our lives by telling only part of the 
story; the addition of a condition 
such as multiple personality disorder 
and how it complicates being FTM; 
living with our bodies; changing inti-
mate relationships; dealing with 
"male privilege;" differences 
between us and others in the gen-
der community; being "out" or not; 
and last, but not least, the realities of 
surgery. These voices come 
through poetry, short prose, jour-
nals, and essays. With the exception 
of one poem and the lyrics to a 
song, all of the theme-related mate-
rial in this issue is by FTMs. The 
poem and song lyrics are included 
because they express an outsider's 
point of view that is both insightful 
and humorous. By providing these 
voices, it is my hope that those who 
are FTM will find some comfort with 
the daily struggles of being trans-
gendered men by reading about 
others like themselves, and that 
those who are not FTM will gain a 
broader understanding of what it is 
to be who we are. 
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Over the past few years, I have 
talked with and listened to hundreds 
of FTMs express what it means to 
them to be transgendered. The 
common denominator among us is 
this: We have always known that we 
were men, even when others did not 
recognize us as such and even when 
we were not living as men or doing 
anything about our feelings that we 
were men in women's bodies. 

I would like to end with an 
excerpt from a speech I gave at the 
Southern Comfort Convention in 
October 1992. 

As children, what we 
dreamed about and knew deep 
inside ourselves was that we 
were boys (despite all the evi-
dence to the contrary) who 
would grow up to be men. But 
when puberty hit, we were told 
and we learned that the only 
way we could become what we 
knew we were would take some 
pretty drastic measures. 

Many of us at some point in 
our lives took (or are taking) all 
or some of those measures. At 
this point in our lives, we can 
choose to spend the rest of our 
lives mourning that we weren't 
born as males. But if we do, we 
will never discover the wonder-
ful life that lies within and 
beyond us. 

Some of you may be thinking, 
'THIS is wonderful. No, I didn't 
choose to be transsexual.' And in 
a sense, I agree. We didn't choose. 
But in another sense, we did 
choose to do something about our 
self-knowledge that in spite of our 
bodies, we are men. We choose in 
varying degrees to be men. But 
the question remains: What is 
wonderful about being transsexu-
al or transgendered men? 

I believe it is a gift. A won-
derful opportunity to be unique 
men. How many men truly 
know what it is to be treated like 
a woman in this society? We 
know, and because we know, we 
have a special knowledge that it 
is more than a penis that makes 
a man a man. We know that it 
takes more than genitals to 
make the man. 

I think these sentiments are 
clearly expressed throughout this 
issue by all the authors who took the 
opportunity to share with the read-
ers of Chrysalis their thoughts and 
feelings about being FTNL 

-Jason Cromwell 
Guest Editor 

We're pleased to be, so far as 
we know, the first national transgen-
der publication (besides the 
newsletter of FTM International, 
of course) to have FTM issues as 
the theme of an issue. It won't be 
the last time for us, provided that we 
receive materials from FTMs. 

We've been publishing materi-
als by men all along— Stephen 
Whittle, Erich Trapp, James Green. 
We understand that FTMs are half 
of the transgender community. We 
understand that men are not 
impressed by talk about makeup 
and womens' clothes. We under-
stand that there is a paucity of litera-
ture for men; that surgical 
techniques are, to make an under-
statement, primitive; that prosthet-
ics leave a lot to be desired. We 
know that men are marginalized and 
treated insensitively by some fac-
tions of the transgender communi-
ty. We know that Standards of Care 
developed for MIT people don't 
adequately address FTM issues. 

We don't like it either. 
We named our new publishing 

division after Lou Sullivan, a trans-
sexual man who fought the medical 
establishment for his right to love 
other men as a man. Sullivan Press' 
first publication will be Recom-
mended Guidelines for Trans-
gender Care, by Gianna Israel and 
Dr. Donald Tarver. The authors have 
taken pains to get the input of men, 
and to adequately address FTM 
issues in the book. 

In 1994, AEGIS announced 
that we would award $500 to any 
group which would match that 
amount for purpose of putting on a 
national conference for transsexual 
and transgendered men. FTM 
International took the challenge, 
and we awarded the money in 
February, 1995. The conference, 
the first for men on the North 
American continent, will be held in 
San Francisco. Appropriately, it 
kicks off on my birthday, 18 August, 
1995. 

We're very proud that our chal-
lenge provided the stimulus which 
has resulted in the FTM Confer-
ence. It wasn't much money in an 
absolute sense, but it was in a rela-
tive sense, as it represented a major 
portion of our budget. It is money 
well spent 

1995 is a watershed year for the 
transgender community. It has 
seen the acknowledgement of 
transgendered academics, a grow-
ing recognition that it is a society 
which cannot accept diversity 
which is sick, rather than transsexu-
al and transgendered persons, and 
maybe, just maybe, it will be the 
year the guys got organized. 

—Dallas Denny 
Editor-in-Chief 
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Editor: 
I'm in the middle of my monthly 

perusal of TV-TS newsletters 
preparatory to writing my 'Alison's 
Femail Box" in the Emerald City 
News. 

I had to stop and tell you how 
very disturbing it is to be skimming 
through "Wilma's Trip to the Mall," 
"Valentine Party a Success," and 
"Spring Is On Us and It's Time to 
Consider Changing Wardrobes"—
and suddenly be stopped dead by 
52 pages of intensely interesting 
reading in the Winter Chrysalis. 

Alison Marsh 
Emerald City, Seattle, WA 

Dear Ms. Denny: 
Thank you for the bibliographic 

material on voice and laryngeal cos-
metic surgery that you provided in 
response to my help line call. It was 
also most gracious of you to call me 
to say that the information had been 
sent. 

Your rapid and thorough reply 
could serve as a model for the med-
ical departments of other educa-
tional organizations dealing with 
gender issues. As a physician, and 
as a transgendered person, I under -
stand the importance of timely 
answers to professional queries; and 
I'm glad you do, too. 

Anne L., M.D. 
Seattle, WA 

Dear Dallas: 
I have wanted to write you for 

some time now. I had not felt that 
I'd really had anything worth saying. 
After reading the latest issue of 
Chrysalis, I could not remain silent 
any longer. I have to tell you of the 
enormous positive impact you and 
your magazine have had on my life. 

The first thing that really struck 
me was the cover. Here was a visual 
representation of how I feel about 
all the photos I've ever been in. I 
can look at them and not even see 
myself present because the image 
recorded is not the image I hold of 
myself mentally. By the time I 
reached your article, I was sitting on 
the floor, rocking in place and bawl-
ing my eyes out, which by the way 
made it very hard to read... some-
thing I didn't want to stop doing. 

Without getting into a lot of 
needless details, I would like to 
share with you how your magazine, 
along with a letter from a very 
sweet friend named Robin Pringle 
helped keep me out of possible 
enrollment in the Charter-by-the-
Sea hospital. Things had been 
going badly for me emotionally and 
I was getting deeper into depres-
sion and starting to get completely 
overwhelmed by feelings from my 
past that were just now deciding to 
come up. My therapist asked me 
to admit myself, and I told her NO. 
Then my psychiatrist called and 
asked the same question. Again I 
said no, but agreed to see him in a 
week to re-evaluate the situation. 
Things were looking really down to 
me until the day before the 
appointment. A letter from Robin 
came, as well as Chrysalis. The 
next day when we met, my psychia-
trist asked what it was that had 
caused such a major change in my 
mood. I told him about the previ-
ous day, and for the first time I told 
him "I am a transsexual!" Not that 
he didn't already know it, but I had 
never come out and told him. The 
earth didn't move or anything, but 
my spirit sure did. Thank you again. 

Michelle link 
St. Mary's, GA 

t7tZ 
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Wrong Body (for Jason) 
by Dallas Denny 

I am not in the wrong body 
Wrong body 
Wrong body 

Jam not in the wrong body 
I'm not "trapped" 
I was never trapped 
It's just that this body developed in ways 

I would rather it had not 
And it was necessary to do a little 

Shall we say 
Social and physical re-engineering 

to make things more to my liking 

It wasn't a question of wrong body 
It was a question of right body, 

wrong characteristics 
And a tune-up was required 

And so I have resculpted it 
Made it more to my liking 
Gained this, lost that 
Paid technicians to make some modifications 
Took pills which made me 

grow in important places 
And shrink in important places 
And I have gone under the knife for things 
That the pills could not give me 

I may not have liked everything about it 
But it was not the wrong body 
It was never the wrong body 
It's the right body 
It has already been the right body 
It's my body 
And now it's just as I have always wanted it 
What could be simpler? 
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Perfectly Modular Male 
A song by Dallas Denny 	 67 

I'm a Perfectly Modular Male 
I bought the one I'm wearing at a rummage sale 
I have one for every occasion 
I have one for every need 
I have one of every size 
And I have one to stand and pee 
They come in designer colors 
And they serve me without fail 
I'm a Perfectly Modular Male 

I have one that's made of fabric 
(Well, it's really just a sock) 
But it comes in very handy 
When I need to have a cock 
I've an assortment for the bedroom 
And they never kiss and tell 
I'm a Perfectly Modular Male 

I have one called Widowmaker 
I have one that gives off sparks 
I have one that's fluorescent 
And it glows red in the dark 
I have one I can inflate 
Until it's hard as any nail 
I'm a Perfectly Modular Male 

So if yours ever disappoints you 
If yours ever doesn't spurt 
You can always just go shopping 
At the mall right after work 
And if you see one that you fancy 
You should buy it without fail 
And be a Perfectly Modular 
Perfectly Modular 
Perfectly Modular Male 
I wrote the above the day after Jason showed me an assortment of prosthetic 
devices. I was singularly unimpressed by the lack of quality of some of the 
commercial devices (I was dating an FTM at the time). It occurred to me 
that the perfect prosthetic is not one all-purpose device which does a number 
of things poorly, but an assortment, one of which fits eveg need perfectly, 
like the various detachable arms of the protagonist of Robert A.Heinlein's The 
Moon is a Harsh Mistress—Dallas 



Kirk Read is a 21-year-old Echols Scholar at the University of 
Virginia. His fiction and poetry have appeared in Genre, 
Christopher Street, Empathy, White Crane, and Out in Virginia. 
He recently published Word Party, a collection of poetiy and mono-
logues. Kirk is also an award-winning playwright. 

The Poetry of Kirk Read 

White Hot 

I think I'm ready to fall in love again—
the nights of wild impulse are over 
I've done my oat sowing and now 
I feel barren 
Like South Dakota 
You know you're ready to fall in love 
When you feel like a Plains state. 
I can see him in movies and books and strangers— 
the lonely cowboy who smokes and cries only occasionally 
and wipes his feet twice before he steps into your house—
waiting for me 
to kill the lonely part 
to feed it to him with cinnamon 
at dawn, before he steps into the sunrise—
he's waiting for me 
to nuzzle his back while he shaves 
to spoon him to sleep and adjust my breathing to his 
to ride shotgun closer than normal 
to allow him to smoke less and cry more 
to go to his Mama's church and sit in the third pew 
to help him paint fences 
and irrigate the fields so they don't burn up 
and he wouldn't ignore me in the morning for 

some newspaper 
and as he watched the evening news he'd hold me and 

stroke my hair 
as the weatherman predicted no rain no rain 
and my mind wouldn't wander to other cowboys as I lay 
beneath him. 
And I know I would be happy 
with this cowboy. 
We would shuck corn 
and skin bucks 
and shoe stallions 

and hold hands 
and laugh gently 
gather kindling 

split wood, stack the pieces, strike a match, 
set fire 

to our hearth—
afire that will consume everything around us 
until all that we've built 
is swallowed up by white hot flames 
so blinding I can't imagine boredom 
anymore. 

Danny, age 16 

Maybe maybe maybe 
if I got it if I got, you know, IT 

I could cut it out of me with a knife  Or  suck it out 
and spit out the poison part 
and get my blood cleaned— drained like a rock & rolljunkie 
Keith Richards or somebody 
maybe I could cut off the parts that have it 
my dick my butt my mouth my throat my stomach. 
My brain can't have it yet 
my heart my arms my legs 
They didn't do anything wrong 
My eyes saw plenty but they didn't do it. 
Maybe my fingers 
maybe my chest. 
not my hair or knees or elbows 
Most of me is innocent, I swear 
Maybe I could cut the rest out, 
the wicked parts, 
siphon them out and leave them in a roadside dumpster 
Maybe I could cut deep enough to find it 
and make it go away. 
I swear I'll never do it again. 
I swear I won't ever do anything wrong. 
I'll hide in my room. 
Maybe i [J don't tell anyone it'll go away. 
Maybe i [I cut myself deep enough it'll go away. 
Maybe if I pray hard enough it'll go away 
Maybe. 
Maybe. 
Maybe? 
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International Congress a Success! 
Nontransgendered, Transgendered Scholars Attend 

In February, 1995, more than 
300 transgendered and nontrans-
gendered scholars met in Van Nuys, 
California for the First International 
Congress on Gender, Crossdressing, 
and Sex Issues. The conference 
was Hosted by the Center for Sex 
Research at California State 
University at Northridge, and 
chaired by Vern Bullough and James 
Elias. The congress was co-spon-
sored by AEGIS, FTM International, 
IFGE, Renaissance, The Society for 
the Scientific Study of Sexuality, and 
Tri-Ess. 

The Congress was of special 
importance because for the first 
time, transgendered and transsexu-
al, as well as academic credentials, 
were honored. 

Scholars presenting papers 
included Ray Blanchard, Walter 
Bockting, Anne Bolin, Holly 
Boswell, Vern and Bonnie Bullough, 
Sandra Cole, Jason Cromwell, Dallas 
Denny, Holly Devor, Milton 
Diamond, Richard Docter, Gretchen 
Fincke, James Green, Richard 
Green, Bill Henkin, An Kane, Bo 
Laurent, Roger Millen, Niela Miller, 
Roger Northway, Friedemann 
Pfafflin, Virginia Prince, David Prok, 
Joann Roberts, Martine Rothblatt, 
Joy Schaefer, Kim Stuart, Jayne 
Thomas, Marilyn Volker, Janis 
Walworth, Frederick Whitham, 
Stephen Whittle, Walter Williams, 
and Ken Zucker (and we're leaving 
many out because of lack of space; 
sorry about that, folks). Roger 
Gorski spoke on the significance of 
recent breakthroughs in the biology 
of gender behavior, Stanley Biber 
talked about male-to-female sex 
reassignment surgery, and Xia Zhao 
Ji, formerly of the People's Republic 
of China, spoke about his innovative 
work with cross-transplantation of 
testes and ovaries. Dr. Ji's work was 
largely ignored in this country 
because of a faulty translation in a 

Reuter's report, which said the neo-
vaginas of his MTF patients were 
lined with leather (the proper trans-
lation was skin). Loren Cameron 
and Mariette Pathy Allen exhibited 
their photographs, and Veronica 
Vera of Miss Vera's Finishing School 
for Boys Who Want to be Girls gave 
a makeover demonstration on one 
of the nontransgendered profes-
sionals. 

Some of the presentations 
were deeply steeped in a pathology-
based model of transgender and 
transsexual identity, but a surprising 
number reflected the emerging 
sensibility that it is a society which 
cannot accept transgendered per-
sons, rather than transgendered and 
transsexual persons themselves, 
which is sick. William Dragoin, for 
instance, presented his speculations 
that transgender and gay identity 
and behavior is actively selected for 
in the Darwinian sense. Walter 
Williams pointed out that he consid-
ered the transsexual and transgen-
dered individuals at the conference 
the true experts, which offended 
some of those who were nontrans-
gendered. 

There was hot discussion-
around the issue of access to hor-
monal and surgical treatments, and 
tempers wore thin on several occa-
sions, but for the most part, the 
more than three hundred attendees 
shared their data and theories in an 
atmosphere of mutual respect and 
trust. 

The sponsors of the Texas "T" 
Party, which ran concurrently in San 
Antonio, took offense at the timing 
of the Congress. The two confer-
ences were very different in nature, 
and many Congress attendees felt 
their criticism was unreasonable. 

The Second International 
Congress will be sponsored by the 
University of Pennsylvania; it will be 
held in Philadelphia in 1997. cCf 
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/ know Mike well, and respect him immensely. He was an integral part of our support group until his 
move to the Southwest. In fact, he once saved the group from the forces of evil (a long story) by 
speaking his mind when the rest of us were too intimidated to. 

Privilege, or Payment Extracted? 

by Michael H. Brannon 

M y morning classes were over and I had a break before having to be back for 
my afternoon class. That would be just enough time to leave the campus, do 
some errands, and be back on time - if I hurried. I headed for the parking 
lot, cranked up the engine and started down the rows of parked cars. 
Momentarily, I came upon a woman who was waving somewhat frantically and 
calling out to me with a worried expression on her face. 

"Uh, oh," I thought to myself. 'What's wrong? Do I have a flat tire? Has 
someone bashed in the side of my car? Did I run over something of hers? 
What's going on?" Even as I asked myself these questions I was taking a 
quick mental inventory. The tires felt all right; I didn't hear any strange nois-
es. 

As I slowed, I heard her asking through the closed window, "Do you 
have any jumper cables?" 

So that was it. She needed help - a damsel in distress. Damn! If I 
stopped to deal with her I wouldn't have time to complete my agenda. Either 
I'd be late getting back or I would have to abort the mission and do it another 
thy. I considered driving on, pretending I hadn't heard. But, alas! Chivalry is 
not dead. How often do I get a chance to come to the rescue on my white 
charger? My male ego loves the challenge. Then again, I had been on hor-
mones only a few months. Did she see me as male? Would we get half-way 
through the encounter and she would realize she was dealing with another 
female? 

I lowered the window and bought myself a little time to complete my 
mental gesticulations by saying (a little bit truthfully), "I'm not sure if I do 
have jumper cables. We move them back and forth between cars and I'm 
not sure if Ihad them last." 

There was a look of expectation on her face. I realized many things 
about the reality of life and gender in that moment. I realized that this woman 
believed I owed her a "fix" to her dilemma, that I owed her a rescue. I real-
ized that the simple-sounding question, "Do you have jumper cables?" wasn't 
a straightforward request for information at all. It was a loaded request that 
really meant: "I expect you to have jumper cables and it is your duty to put 
aside your agenda, get out of your car, and stay here for as long as it takes 
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doing whatever it takes to get my 
mechanical problem solved and get me 

on the road again so I can go on with 

my agenda. Never mind that such an 
occurrence may happen in sub-zero 

weather and you don't have any 

gloves with you. Never mind that you 

may be wearing a $500.00 suit and will 

risk getting grease on it beyond sal-
vage. Never mind that you may scrape 

your knuckles, or slip and break a 

limb, or get a concussion attempting 
to do my bidding. You OWE it to me, a 
woman, simply by being a man (or a 

butch lesbian  —  I never did figure out 
who or what she thought I was, but it 

was clear that I was there to fulfill a 

male gender expectation), to rescue 
me from this situation at any cost to 

yourself." 
I got out of the car, opened the 

trunk, and did her bidding. It was a 

classic case. "I don't know where the 
hood opens. I think there's a latch 
thingy somewhere in the front." 
"What do I do now? Should I try and 
start it up?" "Can you close the hood 

for me? I just had a hysterectomy and 

I'm not supposed to lift anything 

heavy." "I just don't know what I 

would have done...." 

Part of me was relishing the role. 
After years of having society deny me 
my male role, here was one of society's 

best trained representatives acknowl-

edging it! I was being asked  —  nay, 

expected  —  to fulfill a traditional male 

function and I was successfully doing 

it. YES! On the other hand I was hav-
ing a quick study course in the price 

men pay for being men. 
Much is said about male privi-

lege. Some suggest that a prime rea-

son female-to-male transsexuals want 

to transition is to acquire that posi-
Wm\ of mate privilege. What a naive 
point of view. Yes, there is such a  

thing as male privilege, but it has been 

bought at an extremely high cost. For 
centuries men have been expected to 

fr,c and rescue — to do the "heavy lift-
ing." It was men who rode off to war 

at the risk of being maimed or killed. It 
was men who were assigned the risky 

jobs of society like policing the streets 

or entering burning buildings to res-

cue the inhabitants. It has been men 

who have traditionally fought the 

stresses of business and trauma and 
injury in the interest of protecting or 
cleaning up women, children and the 

elderly— often from the harm or mess-
es of their own making. 

I do not quarrel with the fact that 

injustices have been done to women 

throughout time, and that many have 

been precluded from participating in 
the rugged duties when or if they 

wanted to. I applaud, support, and 
participate in the feminist ideals and 

goals of bringing equality to all. But I 
have a new sense of the emerging 
men's movement point of view that 

women aren't the only ones who have 

been abused and taken advantage of 

by our society and others like it. Men 
have paid and continue to pay dearly 

for the much ballyhooed position of 

male privilege. Granted, the presence 
of testosterone may, and probably 
does, adapt the male personage to war 

and risk and stress and lifting more 
easily than the female personage. But 
it is not grounds for abuse or menial 

servitude. 
I'm glad that woman hailed me 

down in the parking lot that day. The 
event, inconsequential as it was in the 
course of human history, certainly has 
given me occasion for reflecting on 

that history and my place in it as an 

emerging male. Fortunately for me, it 
wasn't a sub-zero day, nor was I wear-
ing a $500.00 suit! 9:1 

No Stranger to Myself 
by Alan 

I work in a fishbowl. I swim 
cautiously, reading the motions of 
the fins, see the slow turning of 
other species, caught, as am I, in 
the necessity of breathing. They 
read my lines. The Southern smile, 
the easy greeting, stuck in my 
throat, lay a shadow through my 
chest. There is no ease of anything 
where Northern shark eyes peer 

My mouth barks a new laugh, 
deep and rough, a sudden cello 
sound, staccato and rich. I sing 
bass, full-mouthed, rib-rumbling. 
This voice which I hear as mine 
delights me like nothing else in life. 
The sound of me rings in celebra-
tion. 

I am standing in the sanctu-
ary of a Unitarian Church singing 
with twenty other mouths. Some 
who think they have seen me before 
cast nets between my legs. The 
tightness of my fear the heat of my 
anger — fill my voice with emotion-
al intensity. I become the song. My 
throat opens in full release, my 
mouth a cavern resonating with 
the need to have my beauty heard 

Dry shaving leaves sandpaper 
on my cheeks, and the sound of the 
razor's rasp roots me to the core of 
the earth. I shave the way a Mid-
western farmer harvests corn, know-
ing his work by the rows of stubble 
which the night deer come to glean. 
My fingers stroke my cheeks to hear 
the music of my soul. 

There is the acceptance of 
those who do not understand and 
the understanding of those who 
cannot accept and the curiosity of 
minds all sizes. There is one who 
touches me without questions, and 
yet questions me without touching. 

As I become no stranger to 
myself the world I knew is filled with 
strangers. 
Those who say gender doesn't matter 

I have a way of meaning that it does, 
or those who say it does mean it 
doesn't, and all they are really say-
ing is "frhy is  :?a  Ng deal to me?" 

To get it, I guess you had to be 
there. ccS 

I'm glad that woman hailed me down in the parking lot that 
day. The event, inconsequential as it was in the course of 
human history, certainly has given me occasion for reflecting 
on that history and my place in it as an emerging male. 
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Excerpts from a Journey 
(With My Body) 

by Jason Cromwell 

ecember 28, 1972: Masculinity is a very sensitive thing. Being transsexual is 
hell; you belong to neither sex, yet you belong to both, wanting only the one. 
Unconsciously, my brothers and my stepfather pose a threat to my masculini-
ty.... The hardness of their features, the deepness of their voices, the jokes 
they make about sex that I can't make because being virile doesn't belong to 
me. I haven't the necessary equipment to perform. I tell myself this doesn't 
matter, yet I know this does not cover up the facts. All my life I've fought 
femininity. So many men take their masculinity for granted. How does 
someone like myself explain to society that being transsexual is not homosex-
uality  —  that the difference lies in not just attraction, but in a need to change 
the body? I don't know. I only know that at times I find it unbearable. 

May 15, 1977: Three days ago, on my 25th birthday, I had a mastectomy. 
Even with bandages on, I feel better, more whole, more complete. I don't 
have breasts anymore. I don't have to bind anymore. Hurray! 

May 29, 1977: The doctor took the stitches out today. Except for my nip-
ples and the scars, my chest looks great. He gave me an article to read on 
penis construction. It looks like a real penis! It even uses a prosthesis so I 
could get an erection by pumping one of the testicles. The last pictures I 
saw were at least ten years ago. They made the penis look like a fleshy base-
ball bat without a scrotum. It was gross! There was no way I was going to 
have that surgery. I'd pretty much made up my mind that I'd never have a 
penis. But the surgery in this article looks really good. I don't know if I 
should go for this or not. I feel very confused. 

May 12, 1978: It's a year since I had breast removal. Except for the scars, 
which are fading, I'm no longer aware of my chest. I'm still thinking about 
the penis surgery Dr. 0 assures me he can do it, but he lied to me about what 
he would do on my chest. I still don't know what t.o do. 
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March 15, 1979: I've not written any-
thing about surgery. I started the 
phalloplasty at the beginning of the 
year. I have been too angry, too frus-
trated, too drained of energy to write 
about what has been happening to 
me. Slowly over the course of the 
months the base has eroded and died. 
What remains, fought to hold on. I 
resorted to natural medicines and 
finally have cleared up the infection. 
But the base is nearly gone and it 
hangs by a small piece of tissue. 
Slowly it has become that baseball bat, 
but only smaller. There is no scrotum, 
and no more surgery. 

April 30, 1980: Recently, I have thought 
about having surgery to remove it. 
But in a strange way I have become 
attached to this deformed, lifeless 
penis. It is all I've got. I still don't call 
it my penis. Sometimes I can't look at 
myself in the mirror. All man but that 
one part. I feel more like a man, yet I 
still don't have a penis and might 
never. 

February 18, 1981: I find myself watch- 
ing myself. Always watching. C asked 
me today what I think. How I am feel- 

ing. I do not know. I do not know if I 
feel anything, sometimes. These 
things seem so trivial. It is not much 
different being me now than it was 10 
years ago. I just pretend and play the 
games in different clothes. 

Yes, I am comfortable as a man in 
this world. With my clothes on, I do 
not hate my body, but I feel its limits. I 
wish I could take off my clothes and cel-
ebrate me in my nakedness. I haven't 
felt safe naked since before I knew what 
the word meant. I find no comfort in 
my physical being. Fortunately, we are 
not made of bodies alone. I find com-
fort, sometimes, in my mind. 

April 22, 1981: (The following was writ-
ten during a time when I had to be off 
of testosterone for medical reasons.) I 
can't take much more of this feminiza-
tion. Daily it builds up. My chest 
swells and is tender to any touch. Fat 
is being redistributed: my hips broad-
en and my waist narrows. My body 
becomes uglier and more disgusting 
daily. My nerves are on edge and I 
anticipate every sign of menses. I 
don't see how women can cope with 
the cycle every month for years and 
years. Surgery (hysterectomy) be-
comes imperative. July. No later. 

May 8, 1981: Even though I have been 
married eight years now, I find I do not 
know how to receive love from Bonnie. 
I do not know how to deal with my 
body being turned on by someone 
else. And too, I find since I'm not tak-
ing testosterone that my sex drive is 
very low and it takes more to turn me 
on. "Turn-on" makes me think of a 
light switch, and perhaps I am expect-
ing too much of my body. For many 
years I have controlled all of its reac-
tions — as a means of survival and out 
of habit — but always I have turned it 
off or on. Unfortunately, it has been 
off more than on. 

It seems whenever I tell someone 
about me, they think Bonnie is won-
derful; which, I think, bothers her a bit. 
At least, she has asked why people say 
so. It is because of the unusual cir-
cumstances surrounding my life, 
which she overlooks. Often I think she 
forgets that I am not a "normal" man. 

However, I think she believes that 
many men, even though they are phys-
ically normal, are not really men. 
Without Bonnie, I would probably be 
asexual, as very few women or men are 
accepting of me sexually. It seems I 
threaten their definitions of male and 
female, women less so than men. 

July 6, 1981: Sometimes I would give 
just about anything to be normal. For 
a day. A month. A year. But I think it 
would be harder to have it for awhile 
than to never have had it at all. This 
way, I can only imagine what it would 
be like to be wholly a man. I hate this 
paradox — half man, half woman. 
Unable to have a woman as a man 
would. None of the surgeon's magic 
can ever complete this emptiness 
inside, this hollow aching between my 
legs. 

Yesterday I looked at my wife's 
imperfect, beautiful little body, with 
breasts she has never detested, with 
shapely, feminine legs... a sure, confi-
dent woman's body, one which has 
never doubted its womanliness, never 
questioned which was right.  . .  the 
mixed-up mind, or the obvious 
woman's body. 

A body which was ugly and 
detested before has become mutilated 
and scarred by the surgeon's knife. 
Breasts that look like they are caught 
between a woman's body and a man's, 
uncertain of their masculinity. A scar, 
10-12 inches long, leading to a useless 
and worthless tube, not even a joking 
facsimile of a penis  . . .  but I hang onto 
the hope that someday it will be capa-
ble of erection and penetration  . . . 
and knowing it will never be real, will 
never know the warmth and comfort of 
a woman's vagina, never feel itself 
against my leg or even between them, 
knowing it will never be. 

July 14, 1981: Man. Woman. Gay. 
Straight. Transsexual. Somehow the 
labels aren't working and don't feel 
right. I don't feel like a woman, yet I'm 
not a man. And lately I've been won-
dering if I'm just playing a game with 
myself. I still don't know what a 
woman is supposed to be, but I've 
always been told I don't act like one. I 
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can't see me dressing or acting any 
different that I do now, yet I don't ever 
really feel like a man and a lot of that, 
I'm sure, is not having a penis. I know 
I'd feel different with a penis, but I 
don't know if I'd feel any better or 
somehow right. I guess I'd just feel 
different. 

January 1, 1983: I've lived the past 13 
years as a man. Anatomically, I'm still 
female. It's a fact I live with every day. I 
accept it as best I can. When possible, 
I've had surgery to correct it. Most of 
my life I've referred to my body as IT At 
times I've hated it. I'm now learning 
about my body. As I learn, I am con-
fused as my visual image meets my 
physical body. Each new scar asserts 
the truth. 

M says to be proud. I think she 
is right. Yet, I don't know how. Over 
half of my life, I've been ashamed and 
prayed no one finds out. My paranoia 
dissipates very cautiously as I've come 
out to a selected group of folks. It 
seems so many things have happened. 
So many changes in my life. 

August 5, 1983: Three days ago, Dr. M 
removed my uterus and ovaries. Like 
he said, I never needed those parts. I 
am relieved, although I don't feel any 
different, because I know I will never 
menstruate again. Today he gave me 
the first testosterone shot I've had in 
three years. Again I feel no different, 
but from experience I know I will. 

August 27, 1984: My self-esteem  is  up. 
Exercising almost daily — run 5  to 7 
times  per week, work-out at  the  Y 
three times  a week. I don't know  why 
these  things help my  self-esteem,  but 
they do. Perhaps because I am doing 
something nice for myself both in the 
long and short runs. When I run, I  like 
the  way  I feel, the way my body  moves, 
the  way  my posture improves, the  way 
the wind  feels  on my face, the  sweat, 
the tightness in my muscles, the feel-
ing  of  strength. 

November 9, 1984: When I was thir-
teen, I  had my first period. I realized 
then that it was finally true and  I  had 
to  face the facts. I tried to commit sui- 

cide that night. As I got more femi-
nine, as my breasts grew, as my hips 
widened, I became more and more 
detached from my body. I wish I had 
pictures from that time. I don't know if 
I would recognize that girl. I remem-
ber wanting so desperately to fit in, to 
be one of the girls. To have a boy 
want me.  From about  age 14 to 18 I 
was very  promiscuous. I  wanted to 
prove I  was  female.  There were  a  cou-
ple of  men  who I loved; they were a 
part  of  the man inside  me. Each was 
different,  but  yet so much of  what  I 
wanted to be. 

When I look in  the  mirror,  some-
times I like the man  who looks  back at 
me. I accept that  which is considered 
feminine. As I become more comfort-
able  with  myself, I become less 
ashamed.  As  I've gotten older, I realize 
that I  am both woman  and man,  that I 
have lived as both woman and man, 
and this is okay. 

September 12, 1985:  Bonnie's thera-
pist said  that  she is "making love to a 
man with a woman's  body." This is 
something we both have thought of 
but  not  put  into words. 

August 1, 1986:  I learned at an early 
age to  detach myself  from  my body.  To 
turn  off feelings of  pain  encountered 
by  my stepfather's strap. Without 
knowing it, I turned  off pleasure also. 
It is still difficult to let in pleasure. To 
enjoy  the  sensations of my own body. 
Even  harder  to  admit that  it is, indeed, 
my body. It  is something I  must work 

,  at, to let  in feelings  of physical plea-
sure, to allow my lover to touch me, to 
caress, to  bring  me pleasure as she is 
wont to do. I work at it. Sometimes it 
works,  but  never does my body allow 
itself to  feel the orgasm that  she  and  I 
want it  to  feel.  Nearly always my body 
rushes toward it, as though it  were a 
swift runner approaching the  crest of 
a hill, then the runner stumbles and 
falls with a headlong rush  to the  bot-
tom, left  feeling cheated of his accom-
plishment, as though in falling he'd 
forgotten  to celebrate. Then  I  lay 
there,  cold,  empty,  as devoid of feeling 
as a  body  can be and  still be alive. I 
watch  over  this man's  shoulder con- 

stantly— anticipating every move, cau-
tioning him to beware. 

Why am  I  so hard on myself? Why 
can't I celebrate the victories? All of us, 
the collective me, wants us to cele-
brate, to say "I am what I am." I want 
and need to quit battering my body. 
To leave it alone and to quit yelling at 
it, telling me, "Your body is ugly. Look 
at it.  Like  a woman's  but  with a dollop 
of  skin hanging in front  of your 'vagi-
na." Yes,  that  word  I  hate. "Vagina," 
"clitoris,"  not a  "penis."  Like  a child 
yelling insults  in  spite. Always stand-
ing  outside, looking  in  as  though 
watching a performance.  At every 
opportunity  we deny life. We need to 
affirm  it  and ourselves in  it.  To cele-
brate ourselves. To say, "I am beauti-
ful, one of the world's creatures." 

September  17,  1986: When I  drew this 
picture  (p. 12), I'd  felt  turbulent for 
days— roaring  and  pulsating inside my 
chest. Feeling ugly  and  avoiding even 
looking at my face.  I'd  had an urge to 
draw for several days. When I told 
Bonnie, she said, "Why don't you do 
it?" This picture came out. Every now 
and  then I look  at  this picture. I see me. 
I recognize  that hollow,  sunken chest. 



Afraid and not wanting to look at my 
body. A heavy sigh accompanying "my 
body." 

Sometimes around my hip scar, 
my leg feels numb and tingly, sore and 
tender in places, shooting needles 
toward my bones. I wish my body 
wouldn't hurt. My right side, some-
times heavy, cold. My chest, heavy 
with a weight forcing down over my 
liver. Sometimes I'm afraid my body is 
going to die. I want to love my body. 
With my clothes on, sometimes I do. 

September 18, 1986: I feel detached 
from my body. Like my genitals have 
been cut off and absent for a long 
time. As though all I have is scars. I 
feel so scarred. Inside and out. 

Growing up female. Living male. 
How many times have I said that I 
know what it is like to be treated 
female but I don't know what it is to be 
female? Nor do I know what it is to be 
male. Yet I feel male. A dichotomy that 
isn't supposed to exist. The world 
doesn't treat me female anymore. I feel 
more male, but detached, as though I 
don't belong. More than anything, I 
need to accept my body. The older I 
get, the more crucial this becomes. 

October 3, 1986: For the first time, this 
body of mine is feeling. Still learning, 
but feeling. Still scary at times. 

August 11, 1987: Drew this self-por-
trait (p. 13) a few days ago. S, my ther-
apist, and I compared it to the other 
one from a year ago. My self-esteem 
has certainly changed. I'm facing the 
viewer, my body less restrained, chest 
expanded rather than pulled in, arms 
looser but still not free. As I drew this 
one I tried to free the arms from the 
sides, but they looked unnatural. 

Losing so much weight has defi-
nitely improved my feelings about 
myself. The scars are not so prominent 
in this drawing. S said she would have 
noticed the hip scar, but not the chest 
scars. It's interesting that the drawing 
from a year ago is a mirror-image and 
this one is just the opposite. 

August 2, 1988: It is four years ago 
today that I had a hysterectomy. 

Ironically, driving home from dinner 
with T, M, and our children, the topic 
came up. It was quite funny. Bonnie 
was talking about the money she'd 
inherited from her Dad's death. M 
asked her what we did with it. Bonnie, 
without hesitating, said, "Jason had a 
hysterectomy." We all had a good 
laugh. Then T said, "Do you know 
how incongruent it is for me to think 
of you as a woman?" "Try it in my 
shoes," I replied. We all laughed 
again. 

I love being able to be free with 
who I am and where I started from. I 
remember that D (my first therapist) 
had told me that I was a "very congru-
ent man." I protested and mentioned 
the "so-called" feminine traits I had. 
She said that she knew many men like 
me. And then, of course, we had to 
talk about those traits. Not too sur-
prisingly, I have many of the same 
traits as my Grandpa. He was a quiet, 
gentle, caring man. He loved Grandma 
more than life. Like I love Bonnie. But 
he was strong of will and character. 
And I am about the same size as him. 
Grandpa was and is my hero. He knew 

Having experienced being 
both a man and, although 
many years ago, a woman, 
I'm often asked how it feels 
to be a man, how it feel to be 
a woman. My response, 
always, is I don't know — 
what I do know is what it is 
like to be treated like both. 

the meaning of "Nothing is so strong 
as gentleness. Nothing is so gentle as 
strength." 

May 7, 1989: Spencer came into my 
office today and gesturing at the wall, 
he said, "Dad, I don't get that." I 
looked up and he was pointing at St. 
Frances de Sales', "Nothing is so 
strong...." Well, I was surprised to hear 
his voice. I was so busy working I'd 
not heard him. Sometimes it is still 
very strange to feel so safe. It feels so 
unnatural to not have a part of me lis- 

tening, wary, anticipating, to not be 
closed down, to let my body be "off 
guard." Yet, it is so comfortable. 
Anyway, I stopped and looked up and 
said, "Am I gentle?" He said, "Yes." 
"Am I strong?" Midway through the 
last question he said, "Oh, I get it." 
God, he's incredible. I am constantly 
amazed at his mind. He has taught me 
to see again. And he has helped me to 
let myself love me. 

January 15, 1992: Having experienced 
being both a man and,,although many 
years ago, a woman, I'm often asked 
how it feels to be a man, how it feel to 
be a woman. My response, always, is I 
don't know — what I do know is what 
it is like to be treated like both. What I 
feel like is a person who mostly identi-
fies as a man, but occasionally-to-fre-
quently recognizes the femaleness of 
myself— but then I must explain what I 
mean. Specifically, I can't divorce 
myself from the femaleness of certain 
parts of my body. More generally, I 
can't deny that some of my behaviors, 
manners, and even some of my think-
ing have been criticized as being 
female. I don't care anymore. I am sat-
isfied with who and what I am. 

December 30, 1992: Had dinner with 
S, M, D, and B tonight. We talked 
about various and sundry things. 
Among them: hormones, mastectomies, 
how far we are willing to let surgeons 
cut on us, how we identify ourselves, 
how these identities change over time, 
etc. 

S said, "We have no culture, no 
role models, so we can be whatever we 
decide. We are the next generations' 
role models." For this reason, it is 
important that we articulate our lives. 
'9k are constructing the meaning of our 
lives in multiple ways. None of us, at 
this point, wants genital surgery. We 
all agreed that having an anatomically 
"correct" penis was not what made us 
men. D said that for him, "It's spiritual. 
It comes from within me, not from out-
side." I thought, but did not say, that 
what he calls "spirit" I call "energy." 

March 26, 1993: Part of the reason I 
came out of the closet and became 
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active in the gender community after 
being in the closet for 10 years was, 
in part, out of fear that someone was 
going to discover I'd once been 
female. Another reason had to do 
with the fact that the only person I 
could talk with was my wife. And 
although she is very understanding 
and extremely supportive, she admits 

that she can never really know how I 
feel. Especially during the times 
when I really wish that I had anatomi-
cal genitalia. Other FTMs can under-
stand my feelings. I don't get 
obsessed with not having a penis. In 
fact, I think it is the least important 
thing about being a man. I just occa-
sionally wish that I'd been born with 
male equipment. Usually, those feel-
ings don't last long and I realize 
what a wonderful life I've had and 
what wonderful people I've met that 
wouldn't have met if I'd been born 
male. 

May 24, 1993: Part of the reason I came 
back into the TS community is because 
of an unsuccessful phalloplasty. I real-
ly felt the need of support at the time. 
I didn't really start becoming proud of 
who and what I am until I came out of 
the closet. Since then I have taken 
pride in being different. I wouldn't be 
the man I am had I not been born with 
a female body. 

July 7, 1994: Looking over my journals 
and scraps of paper, I wish I had writ-
ten more about the times I felt good 
about my body. But not less about 
the difficult times. It has been an inter-
esting journey, "living in" this body. 
Unfortunately, I find it difficult to write 
when I feel good, happy, satisfied with 
life. It is always easier to express the 
'anger and sadness, less easy to 
describe confusion. I always feels trite 

and riddled with cliches when I write 
about the good times, the love, the 
tenderness, the comfort I have found 
in life. 

In retrospect, I know that Bonnie 
and Spencer are inextricably a part of 
the process that has led to my comfort 
with life, with myself, and with my 
body. Both of them have helped me to 

love me as I am, because they have 
always loved me for who and what I 
am. Somehow, in a way in which I can-
not understand, Bonnie has always 
seen past my body's imperfections 
and seen me as a normal man. Bonnie 
and I consciously choose not to hide 
my body from Spencer. He knows that 
my body is not like his and that it 
never will be. In March at I.F.G.E. he 
was asked, "What's it like to have a 
transsexual as a Dad?" He replied, "It 
doesn't matter. He's just my Dad." For 
him, I am also normal. Their seeing me 
as such has helped me to see beyond 
my body. 

Another turning point I can see 
or recall is when I came out and went 
to a support group. Meeting J, who 
was so like me, was an affirmation of 
who I was and what I had accom-
plished in my life. Everything I had 
read had made me feel as though I 
should be crazy. I wanted to go to the 
group for at least three years before I 
went. But the first group I'd gone to 
was anything but a support group. 
The facilitators were very indoctrinat-
ed into the mental illness model and 
most of the people in the group were 
on the verge of illness. In spite of my 
misgivings, I finally went. It was a com-
fort to be with others who had feel-
ings similar to mine. I could relax and 
let the bad feelings go. Grousing with 
others about how non-others make 
you feel is like a deep breath slowly 
released. Doing so made me realize  

that I wasn't crazy or confused, that 
the world was, and that I was right, 
they were wrong. 

I'd read as much as I could get 
my hands on when I was young. I was 
appalled then, I was appalled 10 years 
ago, and I am appalled now. What sur-
gical improvements there have been 
are insignificant and leave much to be 
desired. In spite of what every sur-
geon has ever told me, I have yet to 
see any surgery that can give me what 
the surgeon himself has, and until he 
can, I'm not interested. They can keep 
their neo-phallus, their penile implants 
and all their other so-called "phallic 
constructions." They may think that 
being a man means having a penis, but 
I have found that it doesn't. Penises 
are superficial. And until males learn 
that what they are is no more than a 
small part of their bodies which, com-
paratively, they rarely use, they will 
never be men. 

I've always known who and what 
I am, ever since I was very young. I am 
not buying into stereotypes or living 
a fantasy. I do not need a penis or 
scrotum to prove I'm a man. I know at 
the core of my beingness that I am a 
man. What do they mean by telling me 
(and everyone else) that I have the 
"wrong body?" Excuse me, it's MY 
body. It's the one I was born with, 
only slightly altered. No more so than 
Michael Jackson or Phyllis Diller. But 
the difference is, my body doesn't 
have its surgeries out in public; no 
one needs know that breasts, uterus 
and related parts were removed. I can 
pass. It could be my secret (but look 
what it did to Billy Tipton). Many 
people in society are frightened by 
potential secrets—some so much so 
that they would rather you didn't 
exist and, if you do, pretend you're 
not what you are, or have yourself 
cured. I can't pretend. I tried when I 
tried to be a woman. And I AM cured. 
Finally, in my life, I feel whole. And, 
thinking so or writing it down does 
not elicit an immediate response of 
"except my body." At last it is my 
body, with scars, muscles, hair, and 
skin that tells a story about who and 
what I am: A man who began life with 
a female body. cKS 

In spite of what every surgeon has ever told me, I have yet to 
see any surgery that can give me what the surgeon himself has, 
and until he can, I'm not interested. They can keep their neo-
phallus, their penile implants and all their other so-called 
"phallic constructions." They may think that being a win 
means having a penis, but I have found that it doesn't. 
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Some FTM Resources 
Note: For more complete information, contact FTM International 
or AEGIS, P.O. Box 33724, Decatur, GA 30033 (404) 939-0244. 

First (Inter)national FTM Conference 
18-20 August, 1995 
clo FTM International 
5337 College Avenue, #142 
San Francisco, CA 94618 
(510) 287-2646 

Support Groups 

FTM International 
5337 College Avenue, #142 
San Francisco, CA 94618 
(510) 287-2646 

East Coast Female-to-Male Group 
PO. Box 60585 
Florence Station 
Northhampton, MA 01060 
(413) 584-7616 (Bet Power) 
(617) 926-7691 (Lonnie) 	, 

Eden Society 
PO. Box 1692 
Pompano Beach, FL 33061-9316 
(305) 784-9316 

F to 111 Network 
Stephen Whittle 
BM Network 
London 
WC1N 3XX England 
s.t.Whittle@mmu.ac.uk  

Prosthetics 

Sensuous Skins 
PO, Box 3547 
Conroe, 7X 77031-3547 
(409) 539-3432 

Creative Growth Enterprises 
Rhonnie Reed 
4480 Treat Blvd., Ste. 227 
Concord, CA 94521 
(510) 798-0922 

Armand Hotimsky 
BP. 37 
93320 Pavilions slBois 
France 
teL 33-1-68,310.311 

Internet 

AEGIS Electronic Mailing List 
majordomo@mindspring.com  
in 1st line of message, include the message 
subscribe aegis-list <your e-mail address> 

soc.support.transgendered (USENET group) 
alt, transgendered (USENET group) 

World Wide Web 
http:11www.ftm-inttorg 

America On-Line 

FTMnews@aol.com  

Surgeons 

Michael Brownstein, MD 
Opera Plaza 
601 Van Ness, Ste. 2058 
San Francisco, CA 94102 
((415) 441-2777 
(Mastectomy, metadoioplasty) 
Dr Brownstein also has an office in Montana 

Stanley Laub, MD 
Gender Dysphoria Program, Inc. 
1515 El Camino Real 
Palo Alto, CA 94306 
(Mastectomy, metadoioplasty, phalloplasty) 

David A. Gilbert, MD., FRS(C), FACS 
Plastic Surgery Associates 
400 W Brambleton Avenue, Ste, 300 
Norfolk, VA 23510 
(804) 622-7500 
(Mastectomy, metadoioplasty, phalloplasty) 

Yvon Menard, MD, FRCS 
1003 Boulevard St. -Joseph, est. 
Montreal, Quebec 
H2J 112 Canada 
(514) 288-2097 
(Mastectomy) 

Morton Slutsky, MD, PC 
993 Johnson Ferry Road 
Bldg. C, Ste. 215 
Atlanta, GA 303242 
(404) 256-4760 
(Mastectomy) 

For information about British & other European surgeons, contact Stephen Whittle at Boy's Own. 
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Media Tells Only Part of a Story 

A Parent's Dilemma 
by Jerry Sousa 

FROM GAL TO GUY  .  .  TO GAL.  .  .TO GUY, 3 SEX CHANGES!" Thus reads 
the headline of my story in the August 21, 1990, National Enquirer. That 
was four years ago. Since then,  I  have questioned why  I  went public with such 
an  intense personal struggle. After weighing the matter as carefully as  I  know 
how,  my biggest regret is that the media, because of their constraints of time 
and  space, can give only limited focus to what they feel  is  important. The 
National Enquirer and all the national "talk shows"  I  chose to appear on, 
were,  I  believe, fair in their presentations of the parts of my life they chose to 
focus on. They were, perhaps, a bit eager to play up the sensational.  . .  that, 
after all, increases their ratings! They also allowed me to share some real per-
sonal human tragedies, such as the death of my 18 year old son in 1988. 

The estrangement of my two remaining children was the focus in 1992 
of the "Geraldo" shows'  ibp Ten All Time Favorites." Unbeknownst to me 
in advance, the "Geraldo" show brought my oldest daughter, Lori, from the 
Midwest to be reunited with me on the air in New York.  I  had not seen her 
for nearly two years, and she later told me she would never have seen me 
again had it not been for Gerald°. Lori had met Gerald° in 1989 when we 
appeared together on his show. At that time,  I  was presenting as a woman, 
clutching my Bible, and tearfully looking forward to the second coming of 
Christ and the resurrection morning when I would be reunited once more 
with my precious son. This belief was all that was keeping me alive then. I 
had returned to this belief in 1982 following the death of my lover of eight 
years, and the on-going life and death crises of my son as his kidneys gradual-
ly failed. 

I grew up with a very fundamentalist Christian doctrine. My dad, well 
before my birth and until he retired at the age of 70, was a "hellfire and brim-
stone" evangelist minister with the Seventh Day Adventist church. Dad, 
because of his own unresolved family-of-origin issues combined with his 
basic temperament, was a fire-breathing rager at home, inflicting emotional 
and physical pain with his verbal and "corporal punishment -  abuse. The 
wounds he inflicted were driven even deeper by his righteous justification of 
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his abuse, in which he claimed he was 
only doing what God wanted him to 
do as a father. After all, he rationalized, 
the Bible instructs parents to train 
their children in the way they should 
go and children are to obey their par-
ents. Furthermore, the Ten Command-
ments exhort children to "honor" the 
father and mother. Since my perfec-
tionistic father could never be pleased, 
only seemingly appeased through my 
pain and suffering, and since dad 
claimed to represent God on this 
earth, I came to believe this was God's 
way. Given my religious upbringing 
and abusive childhood, in 1979, when 
my son Andy's kidneys began to fail 
and my girlfriend, Jan, was diagnosed 
with breast cancer, I felt, therefore, 
these things were God's punishment 
for my "sin" of becoming a man in 
1969. Using this same line of "logic," 
three years later when Jan died, I firmly 
believed Andy was next on God's "hit 
list" unless I somehow appeased Him. 
The most punitive thing I could think 
of doing to myself was to return to 
presenting myself as a woman. One 
month after Jan died, this is exactly 
what I did. I fervently hoped this self-
punishment of returning to my false 
selfhood I had created over the years 
prior to 1969 would quiet God's wrath 
and spare the life of my son. 

In a desperate attempt to rein-
force my position I became a fervent 
born-again Christian. It was easy for 
me to become a religious addict; my 
dad had been a wonderful role model 
for this way of stuffing and denying 
internal pain. But in spite of my reli-
gious fervor, my hopes, and my adop-
tion of a false self, my son died an 
incredibly horrifying death from com-
plications of a doctor-supplied 
Demerol addiction. While, sadly, Andy's 
death was from chemicals, I also was 
dying by denying my true self. Maybe 
one day when I'm emotionally ready to 
examine those agonizing years more 
closely, I will use writing as a final 
catharsis to heal my inner wounded-
ness. Since I began dealing with the 
truth of my transsexualism in 1990, 
appearing on "talk shows" and talking 
to selected reporters has been thera-
peutic on a small scale. 

To say that I didn't begin to 
understand my transsexualism until 
the last four years would be a serious 
understatement! Both in early adult-
hood and again after I "found the 
Lord" in the mid-1980s, I went through 
periods of time believing that I was 
really a "lesbian." In my ignorance, I 
believed that transsexualism was only 

Following Jan's death in 
1982, I was so frozen emo-
tionally with unexpressed 
grief and coupled with the 
fear of losing Andy, I had lost 
all sexual feelings. In this situ-
ationally-induced asexual 
state, I could think and 
believe that God had deliv-
ered me from the "bondage" 
of homosexuality. So much 
did I believe this that I wrote 
a book, Bailing out of Homo-
sexuality. 

an extreme acting out of "ego dyston-
ic" homosexuality. Using the funda-
mentalist Christian's interpretation of 
the Bible, this was not only unnatural, 
but a huge sin as well. Following Jan's 
death in 1982, I was so frozen emotion-
ally with unexpressed grief and fear of 
losing Andy, I had lost all sexual feel-
ings. In this situationally induced 
asexual state, I could think and believe 
that God had delivered me from the 
"bondage" of homosexuality. So 
much did I believe this that I wrote a 
book, Bailing out of Homosexuality. 
My son designed the cover and the 
doctor-friend, who was supplying 
Andy with Demerol, paid for the publi-
cation of that sincere but sincerely 
misguided piece of literature. It actual-
ly came off the press a few weeks after 
Andy's death, and I, still caught, as it 
were, in the loop of denial, "promot-
ed" this book and all it stood for on 
"Geraldo" in 1989 with my daughter 
Lori. Several hundred copies of the 
this book were sold for a nominal 
amount or given away during that 
year. 

In 1990, after returning to inten-
sive psychotherapy, I read Dr. John 
Money's book,  Gay,  Straight and In-
Between (1988). My psychiatrist had 
given me the book, believing its con-
tents might help me in my search for 
sexual identity. Although I found the 
book to be quite esoteric and academic 
in its approach, I nonetheless was 
brought face-to-face with issues of my 
denied, repressed, and disowned trans-
sexualism. In reference to transsexual-
ism or "gender cross-coding," as 
Money terms it, he states that when 
"nature" (biology) and "nurture" (envi-
ronment) "interact at a critical period, 
whether in prenatal or postnatal life" 
the results of this interaction "may be 
irreversible or immutable" (p. 87). 

The emphasis on the words "irre-
versible" and "immutable" are mine, 
because they jumped out and hit me 
between the eyes. By then, mid-1990, I 
had found myself facing, once again, 
my "cross-coded" gender identity. 
After over nine years of total absorp-
tion in my son's life and his on-going 
medical care (from 1979 to his death in 
1988), my own issues had begun to 
resurface. I was panic-stricken! After 
the lengths to which I had gone to 
convince myself and others that "total 
healing" was possible, I was forcefully 
confronted with strong evidence to 
the contrary. 

In time, with the unwavering sup-
port of a totally accepting, non-critical, 
and non-judgmental therapist, I began 
to slowly face the truth about myself in 
the area of my transsexualism— namely, 
that it had existed since earliest child-
hood and, indeed, still is part and par-
cel of who I am. In deference to my 
own inner truth, I had to ultimately 
begin moving away from my past faulty 
belief systems toward developing my 
authentic gendered self. It has been 
hard for me to understand and accept 
the truth— that regardless of my XX 
chromosomes and my female anatomy 
(prior to surgeries and the effects of 
male hormones), my psyche, my inner 
self is immutably male. 

Finding myself chronologically in 
my early  50s with the emotional devel-
opment of an adolescent, I decided to 

Concluded on page 45 
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Resolve to be thyself 
and know that he 
Who finds himself 
loses his misery! 

—Matthew Arnold 
Self-Dependence 

My Life as a Man 
by Kitt Alexander 

ve spent the  better part of my life searching for who  I  am. This has been a 
long  and often rocky path, but  I  am finally comforted  in  the knowledge that  I 
am no  longer  walking this path  alone. Perhaps,  if I  share this journey, others 
may  have a  bit  of a map  to assist  them in  their search. 

All my  life  I  felt like a stranger. Though  I  was well-liked and had friends, 
there was a deep well of emptiness inside me. Waking each morning and 
haying  to  look in  a  mirror that  reflected  an  image  that  was not  mine  led me to 
the  edge of  insanity. I did not understand what I  was feeling, only that  I  was 
never comfortable  with  myself.  Bouts  of depression, drugs  and  alcohol, 
promiscuity, and a  whole host of other self-destructive behaviors marked my 
life  when I  was young. 

I tried to be  as  masculine  as  I  could, forging new  paths in  the world 
around me. I was  the  first girl in my high  school to take auto mechanics and 
the  first  to  get kicked out of school for disobeying the dress code by wearing 
slacks. These  things  were done under the guise of "women's liberation," for 
I  had no other outlet for expressing my masculinity. They were an assertion 
on  my part  (privately) that  I  was a guy. Just one of the guys. . . doing the 
"regular" stuff. Likewise my interest  in  sports: playing hockey and hours of 
practice in gymnastics. 

I  hung out with the guys and saw each of my early sexual experiences as 
conquests, just as the guys felt about each of the girls they made-out with. 
But,  of course,  I  was labeled "easy,'' while they were proving their masculinity. 
We were really doing the same thing. 

I  was never happy in dresses or skirts.  I  tried to make myself as gender-
less as  I  could.  I  knew  I  couldn't pass for a boy, but I made furtive attempts 
at it.  I  remember when my hair was cut very short, around the age of I I, I 
would look in the mirror and try to figure out how to pass. Though  I  made 
some minor attempts at trying on womanhood, such as makeup and curlers, 
I  was always left feeling non-committal. It wasn't really me. 

I hated my name (Rose Charlotte)— it was too obviously feminine. At 

various times  I  tried out different names. Ricky and Chuck are two that 
come to mind. 
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After high school, I went into the 
Army. Part of the reason I wanted so 
desperately to go into the military was 
I saw it as a "masculine" thing to do. 
What better way to prove my machis-
mo? Even though the Army did its 
best to make sure that the young 
WACs remained as feminine as possible, 
I was able to get around much of it by 
my choice of military specialty. In the 
end, though, the military turned out 
to be a great disappointment, for once 
again, I did not prove my strength and 
ability, but faced whispers of "dyke" 
and "slut." Funny how the very quali-
ties in men are despised and belittled 
in women. 

It goes on and on. The only time 
when things changed was when I hit 
age 27 or 28 and developed an over-
whelming urge to become a parent. 
The nurturing side of me, which was 
very strong, really took over. My mar-
riage 11 years ago was one of conve-
nience: I wanted to have a child. My 
part-time lover (male) wanted to get 
married. He was 17 years older than 
me, had been married before, and had 
had a vasectomy. He convinced me to 
marry him by making all the arrange-
ments for me to be inseminated at a 
local fertility clinic. My daughter was 
actually conceived the day that Ronald 
Reagan was shot. I had a dickens of a 
time leaving the clinic with all the 
Secret Service people and commotion 
going on. What a way to start! 

Little did I know what a hassle 
things would be after I married him. I 
do not regret having had my daugh-
ter. She is truly the love of my life! 
This beautiful child is growing into a 
fabulous person, who I am proud to 
know. However, when my daughter 
was 18 months old, I left my ex-hus-
band because of his abusive behavior. 
The divorce took eight years and I 
went through a lot of crap. He was 
just jerking my chain: He never want-
ed custody, but was pissed that I left. 
So I was fighting charges of "living in 
an open and notorious lesbian 
lifestyle that is detrimental to the 
health of the minor child." I won, but 
at a lot of expense. Thank goodness 
he didn't know yet about my dreams 
of gender change! 

Reading everything I could get 

my hands on, I really thought that if I 
could change my sex everything 
would be fine. But sex changes were 
only for the rich and famous, Christine 
Jorgensen and Renee Richards. And 
typically, there were no models of 
female-to-male transsexuals that I 
could find. So I lived as a bisexual 
woman. 

It took finally meeting a woman 
in the gender community to open my 
eyes to the reality that real people can 
and do change their sex. Meeting Jes-
sica was the answer to my many years 
of questioning. When we became 
comfortable talking with each other, I 
inundated her with questions. I 
poured out my soul to her, and she in 
turn gave me the sources of informa-
tion that she had. 

Here I am now, seven  months into 
my transition, living my life as a man. 
Being myself  for the first time in my life. 
%king each morning, looking into the 
mirror and smiling. Admiring the guy 
who looks back at me. Reveling in the 
growth of hair on my face. Singing 
along with the music on the radio, but 
now as a tenor and not an alto. Touch-
ing the hardening muscles and joyous-
ly working out so that my body will 
continue to metamorphose into the 
man who was always there, waiting. 

And I keep smiling, mentally 
recording the "firsts" in my new life. 
The first time I walked into a public 
rest room. The first time I was called 
"sir" by a store clerk. The first time 
someone didn't recognize my voice on 
the phone. And my first kiss as a man. 

This can't be bad  . . .  it feels too 
good. But with the good comes the 
ugly— a few friends who no longer 
call, and worse, a family who made a 
small attempt to try to understand, 
but now seem to be working hard to 
ruin everything I've accomplished. 

But they forget: I am a man now. 
And I won't be intimidated. My new-
found sense of strength and inner 
peace will not be dimmed or extin-
guished. I will stand tall, square my 
shoulders and remind them, "This is 
the person you have raised me to be." 
And if they can't accept me as their 
son, at least / will know that I have 
resolved to be myself and I am letting 
go of my misery. c(S 

Transgenderism: What is le 
By  Alan 

it is not about being trapped in the 
wrong body. 
It is about being expected to live a lie. 

It is not about sexuality but about gen-
der identity. 

It is not about being a feminine man or 
a masculine woman. 
It is about one's gender identity being 
what it is. 

It is not about preferences but basic 
truths. 

It is not a decision but a discovery. 

It is not a goal but a path. 

It is not about trying to be different 
but about trying to be yourself 

Neither is it about trying to conform or 
to hide 
but about honoring one's difference. 

It is not a modern phenomenon created 
by medical technology. 
It is a persistent pattern within nature 
and 
human cultures that, in a technologi-
cal society, 
has evolved to fit the times. 

It is not a pathology but a cultural real-
ity. Healthy 
cultures have never had a problem with 
it; sick societies 
obsess on labeling the unusual as sick 
without ever 
understanding 
the real pathology is the aversion to dif-
ference. 

It is about the subtle and myriad 
aspects of human 
diversity. It is about biological realities 
which science 
has only begun to discover and try to 
name. 

It is about getting one's insides, the core 
identity, 
and one's outsides, the biological and 
social package, 
to match. 

It is not about splitting one's self but 
about finding 
integrity and wholeness. 

It is not about being cursed but being 
blessed. ccf 
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Max is afounder of The Eden 
Society and editor of Eden 	 Roll 1th the Changes 
News. He is also chair of the 
Transsexual program for the 
1995 Southern Comfort. 	 by Maxwell Anderson 

S exual identity and gender identity are, I feel, as similar as apples and oranges. 
While the former defines who and what we prefer, the latter is a blueprint of 
who and what we are. When the Standards of Care were written, they were 
designed with the assumption that all transsexuals are heterosexual in nature. 
It is now known this isn't always the case. Some transsexuals identify as gay or 
lesbian, and many identify as bisexual. And for many, as in my case, our sexual 
identities have shifted throughout our transitions. 

Eight years ago I walked into a gay bar in Chicago. Uke so many others 
before me, I fell into the gay scene early on. When you have a female body 
and you're attracted to women, you are generally seen as gay. It doesn't mat-
ter that you identify as male gendered; as long as your body is female, most in 
society will see you as a homosexual woman. Thusly, I rounded my corners 
just enough to fit into a faction which would accept me most readily. 

I met my significant other in that bar on that night. There was an imme-
diate mutual attraction, and we have been together ever since. We've had our 
share of ups and downs, and we fight, as all couples do. But no matter what 
happens, we've always been there for each other. 

I've always been the man in our family, so after I finally mustered the 
courage to admit my transsexualism, it didn't seem to come as much of a sur -
prise to my partner. She took it so well. Actually, she accepted this knowl-
edge better that I did; the first step, admission, is always the hardest. 

From day one, when I told her, I was Max. She always referred to me as 
"him." From the very beginning she had no problems with pronouns or with 
my transition. I count myself extremely lucky. 

I had been living hill-time as a man for almost three years when Karen 
and I decided to marry. We had moved from Chicago to Fort Lauderdale, and 
shortly after arriving in Florida, I'd had all my identification updated to -male."  
So, in Florida, we could legally obtain a marriage license. We were legally mar -
ried in a small but beautiful ceremony (with an outrageous reception after -
wards) in September, 1991. 

Throughout our eight years together, I've acted as the typical man and 1 
admit that I have been somewhat selfish. My transition has eaten up much of 
our money, and a lot of time has been spent on my ReIings and my emotions. 
I'm not necessarily self-absorbed, but I'm not very observant either. I never 
saw how all of this affected Karen. I never noticed how unhappy she was at 
times or how depressed she could get. Most of all, I didn't understand 
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Surgery Doesn't Always 
Make the Man 

by Maxwell Anderson 

A few years back, a friend made 
the following comment: "Because I 
am willing to take short cuts, because 
I will use and abuse and manipulate 
anyone to get what I want, that 
shows that I want it more than you 
do." He was talking, of course, about 
surgery. 

I was outraged at first, then 
insulted. Who did he think he was to 
make such a ludicrous statement? 
Surgery was his answer, his solution 
for all the problems of his life. Once 
his body parts were altered, he 
thought, he would be perfect. 

That same day, however, he told 
me about an experience he had had 
only the night before: he'd gone to a 
nightclub, and after seeing a pretty 
woman and trying to "pick her up," 
he was read. She actually laughed at 
the sock in his pants. He also confid-
ed to me that a barber had refused to 
cut his hair because he did "not do 
women." 

What I was hearing from him was, 
"When I have surgery I'll be a man, 
and no one will laugh at me. In order 
to have my surgery, I'll do whatever it 
takes." 

As transsexuals, we all make sac-
rifices to afford the costs of our tran-
sitions. BUT: "Whatever it takes" 
should not include deception of any 
kind. We should not lie to obtain 

hormones  and  falsify documents for 
physicians or  surgeons.  We 
shouldn't go to doctors who will do 
anything for the Almighty Buck.  Most 
importantly, we must never believe 
that sex reassignment surgery will 
cure our every ill. 

Too many of us fall into the line of 
thinking that we cannot pass in 
everyday society without hormones 
and surgery. Unfortunately-, many 
also believe that without having 
basic surgery quickly, we will always 
be read. I personally believe this to 
be ridiculous. I have lived as a man 
for more than four years and I have 
not been read despite the fact that I 
have had no surgery. 

I did not "become" a man when I 
started hormone therapy, or when I 
legally changed my name. My friends 
did not "become" men when they 
had their breasts removed, or when 
they had hysterectomies, or genito-
plasty-, or even phalloplasty. They 
were already men. I was already a 
man. 

I have been on hormones for four 
years. I have not had  any  surgery yet 
because of finances, but I am proud 
to say I am not questioned in my 
everyday world. I am confident in my 
gender, and this is what people see. I 
recently attended a gender confer-
ence and received a great compli-
ment: A nontransgendered man 
asked me why I was there. He 
thought I was nontransgendered, 
too. And while I may not be a genetic 
man, I most certainly am a man. ca 
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how my transition could bother her 
so much, when in the beginning, she 
had handled everything so well. 

It never dawned on  me that 
Karen was experiencing a gender 
conflict of her own. I had thought to 
myself, "She couldn't possibly be jeal-
ous of the emotional and physical 
transformations I've been going 
through." I was wrong. Not that she 
was jealous, but instead, envious. 
How was I to know that every physio-
logical change I experienced was one 
that she wished for herself? 

Just as it took courage for me to 
admit my condition, it took even more 
for Karen (now Jake). I have not been 
as good about accepting Jake's tran-
sition as he was with mine. I screw up 
pronouns constantly. I have to make 
a conscious effort to think before 
speaking. It hasn't come as naturally 
as it did to Jake. 

Our  relationship has definitely 
taken some interesting  twists. We 
have lived as lesbians, as  husband 
and wife,  and  now as two gay  (I  prefer 
"bisexual") men. Jake  and I  are going 
to stay together. My  transition  has 
brought forth new  realizations about 
me and my sexual identity. We are still 
growing and learning about our-
selves and each other. After eight 
years, we still have a lot of growing to 
do, and I thank God that Jake and I are 
doing it together. 

If you find that in your own tran-
sition, your desires or sexual prefer-
ences have shifted or altered, don't 
feel that this is unusual, because it 
isn't. Although my story may be 
unique in its own way, there are oth-
ers with  very  similar tales to tell. 

We  are  offered a wide spectrum of 
choices in our lives, and in the trans-
gender community this is no different. 
We each lead our own lives, drawing 
daily from a palette of variety and 
alternatives. Our sexual identity is 
just one aspect of our lives. As we 
grow and change, this too may war-
rant alteration. I've learned to stop 
Worrying  about  it. As  for Jake, he likes 
to quote from one of his favorite REO 
Speedwagon songs: "I'll be here 
when you are ready to roll with the 
changes." ccS 
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The ICTLEP Conference, held 
every summer in Houston, 
Texas, brings together the 
finest legal minds to address 
transgender & transsexual 
issues. Contact Phyllis Frye, 
5707 Firenza Street, Houston, 
7X 77035-5515 [Phone (713) 
723-8368. 

The following was presented at the 1994 International Conference on Transgender Law and 
Employment Policy. All rights reserved. Copyright 1994 Michael M. Hernandez Do not 
reprint without permission of the author 

Presentation for  Law Conference 
by Michael M. Hernandez 

have been asked to discuss the FTM perspective. As we run the gamut of 
human existence, coming from all walks of life, races, sexual orientations and 
spiritualities, you can see what a difficult and broad topic this is. Some of  us 
prefer to be called FTM, while others prefer the term transgendered. Some 
of us are homosexual, some bisexual, some heterosexual. In some cases, we 
are asexual. Some of us require strict adherence to the "proper" gender pro-
nouns. Some could care less. Some believe that we are strictly male and 
there is no room for anything else in us. Some believe that we are all of both 

* 
and neither of either. A walking contradiction. A third gender, so to speak, 
pioneers in our own fashion, navigating the waters of a turbulent bipolar soci-
ety, where you are forced to choose the gender box that you will reside in. 

In a sense, women have an advantage over men. There is broader lati-
tude when it comes to the expression of emotions and the choice of cloth-
ing. For the most part, no one thinks twice about a woman buying a man's 
shirt, but a man in the lingerie department is outrageous, whether or not he is 
there to shop for his girlfriend, wife, or mistress. Ask any MTF about her first 
experience purchasing clothing or accessories during her initial transition. 
The muted comments, stares, and murmurs of disapproval rudely loud 
enough to hear, but not brazen enough to be clearly asserted. Whereas for 
the majority of us, the experience was, "What can I do for you, young man? 
Will you be using your mother's credit card or your own?" 

What we tend to forget is that for every freedom there is a cost. To a 
greater degree there are disadvantages for women such as lower wages, dis-
crimination, clothing and accessories that are more expensive and less 
durable. There is also the added fear for personal safety. However, women 
are able  to  express affection without stigma. They touch each other from 
time to time. They are able to hug when they meet and preserve their sem-
blance of sexual identity. There are no hushed whispers of "lesbos." No one 
will  look twice at the two elderly matrons dancing at a wedding together. That 
feeling of -oh, how cute" would implode immediately if they were two men. 

I  practiced law as a woman for four years. In that time, I was required to 
wear pantyhose and heels, a business suit or skirt, and a blouse to work every 
day, just in case I needed to go to court in an emergency. I noticed that I 

* When I came across this phrase while 

editing Michael's article, I was imme-

diately transported back to the '70s— a 

scary thought, to be sure. Those of you 

who were fans of Kris Kristofferson 

may remember these lines: 

He's a  walking contradiction 
Partly truth and partly fiction 
Takin'  every  wrong direction 
on his lonely  way back home. 

Kris said that when he wrote those 

words, he was thinking of a number of 

folks, including ferry Jeff Walker Chris 

Gantry (who I always wondered 

about), and Ramblinjack Elliott. But 

maybe they describe a lot of us, MTF 

and P7M alike— Dallas 
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was replacing three to four pairs of 
shoes every six months. It was more 
expensive to launder my blouses. 
(Digressing from the point, has any-
body been able to figure out why 
women's blouses cost more than 
men's shirts to launder? They use the 
same soap, same washing machine, 
and same press. For the most part, 
starch is not requested. It's the same 
material, and often of smaller dimen-
sions. It seems to me that women's 
blouses should be cheaper to laun-
der.) Generally "ladies" suits lasted a 
couple of years before they started 
falling apart. Pantyhose purchases 
had a life unto themselves. Inevitably, I 
ruined a pair every three days. That is, 
if I was lucky. 

As a man, my suits are more 
expensive, but have lasted far longer. 
My shirts cost less to launder. My 
shoes have not yet needed to be 
resoled. In short, I am spending less 
money for more durable goods. I 
-don't buy the argument that women 
are more fashion conscious and that 
their clothes are made with that in 
mind. I have known men who are far 
greater clothes horses and could care 
less that fashion changes. They just 
go out and buy the current threads. 
However, the price paid by men for 
their relative freedoms is a rigid code 
of behavior. Real men don't cry, don't 
eat quiche, and certainly don't discuss 
anything which could be perceived as 
a sign of weakness by their so-called 
brothers. Male bonding consists of 
slapping each other on the back and 
making off-color jokes to hide the fact 
that they even touched. God help you 
if that hello hug is not accompanied 
by a couple of hearty slaps. By this lit-
tle ritual, they are able to avoid the 
specter of homosexuality. What is 
absolutely bizarre about all of this is 
that a sexually aroused male can, with-
in reason, be convinced to try some-
thing that smacks of homoeroticism. 
Women are more circumspect when it 
comes to crossing this line, yet they 
are freer with their affections. 

I believe that little by little the 
stereotypical role model of what is 
appropriate behavior is changing. 
With the advent of the men's move- 

ment, there is some progress being 
made in this regard. More opportuni-
ties are becoming available for men to 
have the opportunity to discuss what 
ails them without being pounded into 
the sand for being weak or a "sissy." 
For women, the struggle is still being 
fought slowly and painstakingly. 
There is no forward motion to termi-
nate the wage or other disparities 
which exist. 

As transgendered individuals, we 
have had the opportunity to experi-
ence both sides of the fence. Whether 
FTMs choose to acknowledge it or 
not, we did walk on this earth being 
perceived as women in some way, 
shape, or form. As such, we have 
experienced discrimination, whether 
obvious or overt. We can and should 
help change this world and this soci-
ety by not falling into the macho-man, 
back-slapping, tobacco-spitting, 
beer-guzzling syndrome. We can and 
should speak out when women are 
being demeaned or marginalized. We 
can and should refuse to out-spit, 
out-piss, or out-screw our biological 
male counterparts. We have the ability 
to disagree with the opinions of 
other men without being less manly 
or "discovered." 

We must keep in mind that our 
way is not always right for someone 
else, that for every opinion we have, 
there is someone with a contrary one. 
Each one is based on a different set of 
experiences and has its own validity. 
Instead of getting angry, invalidating 
the opinions or beliefs of others, and 
inflaming passions on both sides, we 
need to take a deep breath and hear 
each other out, and in the worst-case 
scenario, agree to disagree. We must 
each walk the path of our own choice, 
whether it be straight, narrow, curvy, 
or uphill at a 90-degree angle. 

We can cry, and laugh, and talk 
about our fears with at least one per-
son, whether it be a friend, lover, or a 
member of our community, or, for 
those of us who are less fortunate, 
with a therapist, or in the modern age, 
by plugging into cyberspace. 

In a sense, we are sexual outlaws 
forging a new frontier. The absence of 
clearly defined transgender role mod- 

els permits us to define who we are, 
who we sleep with, and whom we love. 
We get to decide what behaviors are 
acceptable for us, so long as we spew 
the appropriate catch phrases to the 
medical providers who have the power 
to stop us in our tracks. 

By the same token, the lack of role 
models results in the lack of a frame of 
reference within which to work. We 
have more options than we did in the 
'40s and '50s. We should avail our-
selves of these freedoms and benefits. 
How, you ask? By coming out. 

I can see the sweat beading on 
many faces when I used that phrase. 
What does coming out mean? 

The first closet that I subsisted in 
was as a lesbian. I had my doubts 
about my sexuality and called a high 
school friend who had "come out" 
during our senior year. I asked her if 
she thought that I was a dyke. She 
laughed and basically told me that 
only by sleeping with women would I 
be able to answer that question for 
myself. While at the time that advice 
was the most aggravating and frus-
trating thing that I had ever heard, I 
later realized she was teaching me one 
of the most important lessons I could 
ever learn. It was what I thought and 
felt that was important. To live my life 
by anyone else's standard would 
doom any happiness that I could ever 
hope to achieve. 

In short order, I followed her 
advice. I proceeded to jump out of the 
closet, boldly asserted to the world 
who I was in my best Ethel Merman 
voice, and proceeded to slam the door 
shut so hard and fast that it shattered 
into splinters behind me. What can I 
say? Youth is wasted on the young. 

I was working at a prestigious law 
firm in Beverly Hills at the time, and 
wouldn't you know it, not only did 
they fail to offer me a job after passing 
the bar exam, they tried to fire me 30 
days before it. The fact that I was 
working 60 hours a week on a salary 
with no overtime pay or comp time and 
going to school at night conveniently 
slipped their minds. Fortunately, I 
convinced them to let me stay until my 
results came in. It was at this time that 
I realized that the splinters from the 
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shattered closet door were lodged in 
the back of my head. Needless to say, I 
had them painstakingly removed. 

I knew in my heart that I had been 
and was being discriminated against, 
but could never prove  it. That experi-
ence  taught me caution, if nothing 
else. So why  am  I here, even suggest-
ing that you come out? 

Because you can  make the differ-
ence for all of us. No one is suggest-
ing that you wear a sign stating  that 
you are transgendered. You don't 
have to leap out of the closet or even 
come out for very long. You don't 
even have to turn on the light if you 
don't want to. Just start by opening 
the door. 

If and when you feel comfortable, 
stick your  head  out and look around  a 
bit. If you need to go back  in and 
close the door,  then  fine, do that.  For 
the most  part, people tend  to view 
coming  out  as  an extreme  process. 
The image  of a deer frozen and thereby 
trapped  in the  lights of  an oncoming 
car comes  to mind. If you want it to be 
this  way  it can, but it does not have to 
be. 

By  starting the road to transition, 
you  have, in  essence,  come out to 
yourselves,  which  is the  first step. If 
you  have started taking hormones you 
have come out to your medical 
providers. If you have had  to  go to the 
Department of Motor Vehicles to 
change the gender on your driver's 
license you  have come out to them too. 
The point that I am trying to make  is 
that  every  day that we live and breathe 
we come  out  to  some degree. Paul 
Monet, a gay  writer, said "When you 
finally come out,  there  is a  pain that 
stops, and you know  that  it will never 
hurt like that again, no  matter how  bad 
you lose or how  bad  you die," 

Coming out is not  the end-all  and 
be-all to happiness. No one is sug-
gesting  that  you  will be teleported  to 
a Disneyesque setting where birds 
chirp  all the  live-long day  and  the 
"bad guys"  never win. Quite the con-
trary,  there  is  vulnerability and associ-
ated risks. But what are the options if 
you  stay in the closet? 

Closets  are musty and reek  of  fear: 
the fear  of  discovery,  of humiliation,  of  

fear for our personal safety in the 
world. Whether or not we choose to 
see it,  the  closet communicates to oth-
ers  that  we  are ashamed  of who we are 
or who we  once  were. So, you see, 
closets  portray an  illusion of safety, 
but in actuality they  are not. There is 
no lock on  the  door. People who want 
to  hurt  us either physically or emo-
tionally can  smell  that  fear and sense 
that shame.  By being out, the impres-
sion  that  we  have  no fear is conveyed, 
whether  it  is true or not.  I  can illus-
trate this perfectly. 

I would conclude that at least a 
majority of you think or have at some 
point since  I  started  this  speech con-
cluded  that  I have no fear of public 
speaking. This impression is totally 
false. See, you too can fool the  world 
to a  certain  degree. 

In this day and  age,  with  the  reli-
gious  right  closing  in  around us,  we 
cannot wait for the world  to  change 
so  we are accepted. i have permission 
from the author,  S. Gardner, to read  the 
following passage to  you  which, by 
the way, is stated better than I could 
have ever written it: 

1 was waiting patiently for 39 
years then 1 got tired of waiting. Ten 
years ago, 1 would never have 
dreamed of sharing my thoughts on 
this subject with even my closest fam-
ily members, let alone total strangers. 
I would never have dreamed of being 
so bold as to openly buy my own skirts 
and blouses in stores. Now 1 know 1 
can't wait for society. 1 have to take 
some small action myself We all do. 
Wt. all have to do what we can to help 
ourselves and to help others to have 
the courage to change society's per-
ceptions of men and women. When 1 
began to question my own situation 
with respect to my gender and my role, 
the thing that really haunted me was 
not my own pain (which was never-
theless real), but instead my complici-
ty with the infliction of pain on 
others. If I didn't start to make some 
minor moves to help move the rock off 
our chests, how could 1 look in the mir-
ror? Then 1 read Signorile's Queer in 
America, and realized how far ahead 
the non-transgentlered gay movement 
is and how much happier life is for  

gays now than it was in the fifties 
when 1 was born. 1 realized how much 
life has changed for gays, and 1 saw 
how much it could change for us if we 
only began the small steps now that 
will lead to major change in a few 
years. 1 vowed to never answer any 
questions about my transgendered sta-
tus with a lie  —  ever 1 wouldn't rub 
anyone's nose (yet) in my gender, but 
won't lie now either It was a very lib-
erating experience, and the joy con-
tinues. Every day, 1 get a little bolder 
about letting others know who 1 am 
and why, and that makes me feel so 
relieved. Closets kill and closets make 
other closets. 1 realize now that 1 am 
not the only one in my closet — my 
closet also helps imprison others in 
their closets, and every crack 1 hack 
from my own closet door lets light into 
a million other closets. 

\* cannot  sit  back and  rely on  the 
talk shows to portray  us  in an appro-
priate or favorable light. While  it  is 
good  that  we  are garnering greater 
visibility through the media, the media 
cannot be trusted. Their goal  is  differ-
ent than ours. We are not concerned 
about how many papers are sold or 
what the ratings are. What does con-
cern us is that we do not have the 
same basic inalienable rights and  free-
doms others enjoy. We are not free 
from discrimination in housing, 
employment, or any facet of life. This  is 
slowly changing. We want to be treat-
ed with the same level of decency and 
respect as anyone  else.  Not as a 
bunch  of  sideshow freaks.  If  we sit 
back and wait  for  it  to  happen,  our 
persecution will  continue  and  more 
than  likely increase. 

There is a famous quote by Martin 
Niemoeler: "In Germany, they came first 
for the communists and  I  did not 
speak up because I was not  a  commu-
nist. Then they came for  the  Jews, and I 
did  not speak  up  because I was not a 
Jew. Then they came for the trade 
unionists, and  I  did not speak up 
because  I  was not  a  trade unionist. 
Then  they came for the Catholics and I 
did not speak  up because  I  was 
Protestant. When  they came for me, 
there was no one left to speak up." 
What that  sentiment illustrates to me is 
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that not only do we have a duty to get 
involved, but that we cannot rely on 
others to speak out for us or to pro-
tect us. 

We cannot rely solely on the gay, 
lesbian and/or bisexual communities 
to do our work for us when they are 
busy ostracizing their own because of 
a purported "negative image." This 
includes drag queens, crossdressers, 
transgendered individuals, and any-
one not in line with the Izod shirt, 
Banana Republic chino pant, penny 
loafer, Wonder Bread image. 

While a faction of the gay commu-
nity is willing to embrace us with 
open arms, an even more vocal fac-
tion would like us to bury our heads 
in the sand. We are told to wait by the 
sidelines while they garner support 
and gain acceptance. Then and only 
then should we step in. I don't trust 
this any more than someone who 
starts their sentence with "honestly," 
and then expects me to believe the 
remainder of whatever they are telling 
me. 

It has taken the gay and lesbian 
community 25 years to even get close 
to legal protection. If we agree to wait 
by the sidelines it will take longer than 
25 years to get where they are today. 

By coming out, whether globally 
or on an individual basis, we touch 
people's lives. By being honest and 
open about ourselves, we educate 
others that we are no different from 
them, irrespective of our unique quali-
ties. It is easier to disparage and 
destroy that which is not close to 
you. In other words, distance and 
dehumanization make us easier to 
obliterate, and therefore constitutes 
the greater threat to our existence. 

Political Activism 

I used to believe that being politi-
cal meant going out on a limb, that 
politics involved long meetings with 
lots of arguments, and nothing being 
accomplished. Of promises made and 
broken only to be resolved with a lot 
of last-minute scrambling by the same 
few people to get the conference or 
newsletter or event together at the 
last minute. That politics involved a  

lot of pain and sacrifice. I deluded 
myself into believing that because I no 
longer do any of those things. I am 
not political. 

Fortunately, someone with a very 
large needle burst this bubble. Talk-
ing to people is political in nature. 
Telling someone your story or aspects 
of your journey in transitioning is 
political. Every time we stand up in 
front of one person or many and say 
"Hey, this is what life is about for me," 
we are being political. This work, in 
addition to all of the other work, must 
be done. We must find our own niches 
and ways to help and be supportive of 
our fight for civil rights. 

You can get involved without 
coming out. You don't have to be 
transgendered to write your con-
gressperson or senator. You can write 
an article anonymously and present it 
for publication to  Tapestry Chrysalis, 
F7'M  Newsletter  or any other publica-
tion. You can write anonymous letters 
to the editor. You can stuff mailing 
envelopes, donate money or time to 
one of our organizations. You can 
post your thoughts, opinions, or 
advice to others on the Internet, and 
in that fashion make it easier for some-
one else to come out or to start think-
ing about us in a different light. 

Rift in the Community 

There presently exists a rift 
between MTF and FTM communities. 
This is not due to transgressions or 
bad blood. The rift is gradually 
becoming smaller, but exists 
nonetheless. I believe that this stems 
in part from the bi-polar nature of the 
society in which we live. The world 
forces you to choose what box you 
will live in  —  male or female. There are 
only two spaces available on motor 
vehicle forms, credit applications, 
insurance forms, medical histories 
and the like. There is no box marked 
"other," "both," or "neither." Even in 
our own community, gender ambigui-
ty is a no-no. It's no wonder that we 
are persecuted. We make people 
uncomfortable. This is another rea-
son why talking to other people is 
imperative. 

In essence, transition involves 
rejection of the prior self both overtly 
and subliminally. This is further com-
pounded by that ever familiar pre-op 
body image discomfort. I have known 
FTMs who have said, "Why would any-
one want to be female? The panty-
hose, the makeup, the dreaded heels, 
the pressure to be feminine!" Don't 
laugh. There are MTF's who have 
expressed that testosterone is poison. 

While I have no desire whatsoever 
to be feminine, I cannot deny that the 
look of a feminine woman is  —  well  — 

more than just appealing. Without 
invoking my 5th amendment rights, I 
freely and voluntarily admit that a 
shapely pair of legs in black stockings 
can render me speechless on the spot. 
My desire to be masculine does not 
preclude my appreciation of femininity. 

Also, I have noticed a trend 
among FTMs to leave the community 
after they have completed transition. I 
myself, although still in transition, 
have not been around at all this past 
year. Please do not take my prior 
statement as a slight. If it weren't for 
the few FTMs who have stayed and 
heard the same questions and dilem-
mas a million times, I would not be 
here before you tonight. 

MTFs, on the other hand, tend to 
stick around, continuing to get and 
give support. I have not quite figured 
out why this is. Part of it may be that 
MTF's have more information to absorb 
than we do. Let's face it, learning how 
to apply makeup properly is much 
more difficult than learning to knot a 
tie. I have tried to walk in heels before 
and can tell you it's an art form I never 
was able to master. 

The fact that there are fewer FTMs 
around to interact with each other 
also means that there are less of us 
around to interact with MTFs. I have 
no clear solution as to how to narrow 
the rift. Conferences such as this one 
and IFGE's "Coming Together, Working 
Together" provide a place and oppor-
tunity for us to interact and work 
toward a common goal. 

Life is too bloody short. If it feels 
good, and in your heart is right, do it. 
Don't live to work. Work that you may 
live. cCf 
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As a transgendered physician, Sheila Kirk is in 
a unique position to help transgendered persons 
improve their overall physical and emotional 
well-being while providing insight and instruc-
tion to medical professionals. She is a board-
certified obstetrician and gynecologist with 27 
years of medical experience in private prac-
tice. She is a member of the Board of Directors 
of IFGE, Director of IFGE's Division of Medical 
Liaison and Research, and a member of AEGIS' 
Board of Advisors. She is author of Hormones, 
and co-author, with Martine Rothblatt, of the 
recently released Medical, Legal, and Work-
place Issues for the Transsexual. 

by Sheila Kirk, M.D. 

1. Is there a testosterone patch available 
to FTMs, and if so, does it work? 

Testosterone, usually given by 
injection, can be given to the female-to-
male transsexual by the topical route. 
Testosterone is incorporated into a patch 
applied to the skin in the genital area of 
the body. This method was developed for 
hypogonadal males. These are genetic 
males whose testes are underactive for a 
variety of reasons, and whose blood 
testosterone levels are lower than neces-
sary to achieve and/or maintain masculin-
ization. The fact that the patch must be 
placed in the genital region for maximum 
effectiveness— in fact on the scrotum of 
the male— is an important one. This is 
not possible for the female-to-male indi-
vidual prior to surgery. After surgery, this 
device and mode of therapy is available, 
but at this time, the effectiveness is 
unknown. There is need for research to 
determine if this treatment is as effective 
as injectable hormonal therapy. 

This transdermal approach is in 
marked contrast to the estrogen patch 
developed for the genetic/biologic female, 
which is very effective when used by male-
to-female transsexuals. The Estraderm 
patch can be applied to the trunk, but-
tocks, or thighs, and will produce good 
tissue response. 

2. I have mild blood pressure elevation. 
Should I have any concerns about the use 
of testosterone? 

If your blood pressure is elevated 
before the start of testosterone, there may 
be some aggravation once testosterone is 
begun. If blood pressure is only mildly ele-
vated before treatment and controllable by 
regulating weight and diet (especially 
cholesterol) without medication, your 
blood pressure should remain the same as 
long as you follow your plan. You should 
have had pretreatment baseline evaluation 
of your cardiovascular function inclusive 
of EKG, possible stress test, and other 
measures to insure your cardiac health. If 
your blood pressure increases, additional 
testing may be necessary. Blood pressure 
medication may be needed. 

Even if your blood pressure is 
high, it is very possible that by dieting, 
controlling your weight, and taking medi-
cation, you can remain on testosterone. 
However, frequent medical exams will be 
needed— physical exams, blood studies, 
and cardiac testing. 

One last thought: if you smoked 
before the start of testosterone treatment, 
you should have stopped completely 
once you started your medication. And as 
hard as it is, you must never start again. 

3. Lately, I've heard of an operation that 
will 'free the clitoris." What can you tell 
me about it? 

The surgical procedure you refer to con-
sists of freeing the hood which sur-
rounds the upper portion of the clitoris, 
thereby allowing much more exposure as 
the clitoris grows with stimulation by 
testosterone. It can be performed in the 
hospital or at an out-patient facility, pro-
vided anesthesia is adequate, and surgi-
cal technique allows for the technique to 
be done as an out-patient service. 

An increasing number of female-to-
male transsexuals are opting for this 
operation. 

4. Will 1 experience different emotions or 
mood swings when I begin to take my 
testosterone treatment? 

Many individuals taking testos-
terone report notable changes in mood 
and affect. You may be much more forceful 
and dominant in the workplace, in athlet-
ics, and in sexual activity. Your libido will 
increase. You may be quicker to anger, 
and your anger /may be more extreme. You 
may have difficulty controlling your anger 
at times. Much of this will moderate with 
time, but it could create tension and 
problems in relationships with family 
members, co-workers, and lovers. It may 
be necessary for you to practice self-con-
trol, and for those around you to make 
allowances for what you are experiencing. 

5. How necessary is it to have my uterus 
and ovaries removed? 

Very probably, the only surgery 
you will really need to consider in order 
to live full time as a man is breast reduc-
tion/chest reconstruction. Some female-
to-male individuals will want the removal 
of the uterus and ovaries once they have 
begun hormone treatment; however, there 
are sometimes medical reasons for this 
surgery. Many surgeons can remove the 
uterus and ovaries through the vagina; 
however, a portion of the vaginal wall is 
used by some surgeons in phalloplasty. 

Removal of the uterus and ovaries 
ends the need for yearly pelvic exams and 
pap smears, which should otherwise be 
done yearly by all female-to-males. c(S 
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Perhaps we can help!  Since  1985, CDS has provided transgendered people with the quality 

information they need to make informed decisions. Our publications and videos cover every sub-

ject of interest from how to look your best to how to change your birth certificate. Write or call to 

request our free catalog. Log in to the Internet and view our On-Line Transgender Resource Guide. 
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Your Information Source For The Next Millennium! 
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