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Preface

| believe there is power in all words: drawn, sighgpoken, sung, and written. People who
have struggled with transgender identity and issuesgte this powerful collection of words for
you. Some of these people are transgender therssaldtieers are activists, allies, educators;
friends, ministers, and relatives; some fit intorenthan one of these categories.

When | think back on my own life thus far and answe question;Where do you get
your courage?,”’l can truthfully answer that my courage stems fitbm foundation my Unitarian
Universalist church and faith have bestowed uponirhave met too many people in my lifetime
who cannot say the same. This collection is myngiteto remind all of us that religious people
are involved in transgender issues and transgepel@ple are leading religious lives. We lead
intersecting lives, where paths cross and plurakgins.

| am grateful to all the people who took a chanod aontributed to this collection. It is
my hope that it will make a difference in the wandvhich we live. May you find some of the
words contained in this collection comforting arttlers challenging and still others thought
provoking. And always, remember that you hold urgelf the power to change the world.

In faith,

Mr. Barb Greve

Program Associate, Office of Bisexual, Gay,
Lesbian and Transgender Concerns



Introduction

Transgender people challenge so many of our assumspt | write as a straight, black,
able-bodied man. But when | say “our” assumptibase, | mean, of course the assumption of
non-transgender people, like me.

Unitarian Universalism has done a great deal ofkwar the “categories”, Black/White,
Gay/Straight, Disabled/Abled. It is around gend=ues however, that we can point to our
greatest success. Early acceptance of, and IHienation of women’s empowerment, gender
inclusive language, men’s work understanding malgl@ge, more than half of our active clergy
are women. Though we have more work to do on gemwdes is a record to be proud of.

We have developed some capacity to look at howsogrety gives privilege to some
categories (male, white, able bodied, anglo, dttaignd is oppressive others. We most often
think about this work on categories as justice mgkand it certainly is. We've gotten
comfortable in this conversation.

But there is a deeper theological issue here. daffiemation of the inherent worth and
dignity of every person.

Transgender people push us out of our comfort .zokeleast they push me out of my
comfort zone. Their lives challenge the conceptcafegory. | used to think of gender as
immutable, unchanging. It seemed the most basisidn of the human family. “Male and
Female He Created Them.”

When | began actually paying attention severats/ego, | realized that | had some work
to do. | needed information, yes. But | gradualliso realized that transgender people were
eliciting reactions in me | was neither proud ofyr runderstood. Luckily, the Unitarian
Universalist Association’s Office of Bisexual, Gdysbian and Transgender Concerns was able
to help, by allowing me to attend a training for Nistaff on the issue. Well, truth be told, it took
me two of the training sessions to begin to undesimy reaction.

This manual is intended to offer you, and yourgregation, a resource to help you begin
sorting through your feelings and reactions.

Though Transgender people are few among us, thesience calls us to, yet again, discern
what it means to live out our values. Last yean bf our congregations settled the first “out”
transgender ministers in our movement. We aren¢aBeginning steps toward tolerance.

But our theology, our faith, calls us to a staddaigher than tolerance. Affirming the
inherent worth and dignity of every person, eveosthwho make us uncomfortable, calls us to
examine our assumptions, to recognize our prejsdicel preconceptions, to gather information
we need, and to move into honest relationship {tte other.”

Our goal is to live as one human family on thisalirblue planet. | believe this manual
can help us recognize the blessing of real, livetidn experience.

We have much to be proud of. But our work isamte.

In faith,

Rev. William G. Sinkford
President, Unitarian Universalist Association



Sorry, I’m in the Wrong Room

—Alex Myers

Between the conscious and subconscious, the erplaand the understood has always
been the resting point of my gender identity. Frearliest childhood, | had a deep-seated
conviction that | was, in fact, a boy. | was awérat others did not see me as such, but | also
knew it was not a matter that could be put intodsothat could be made explicit. Rather, | had to
grow up, to become and in that process of maturanrgsform.

Though it sounds too stereotypical to be trueisitWhen | was a child | believed
everything | read, everything | was told. Thankfullve didn’'t have a TV at home. This would
either have led me to believe the ludicrous or,enikely, lose the ease of my belief. As it was, |
read a lot. We had dozens of comic books at mydiolisere were the traditional comics, Archie
and Uncle Scrooge, but also comic book versionsladgsic books likePrisoner of Zendaand
Mutiny on the BountyThe Bible too appeared in comic book form, | tegest vividly Samson
fighting off his attackers with the jawbone of aasaAmongst all these were comic book versions
of Greek myths, Hercules, Jason, Ulysses. These mgifavorites.

At this time, my parents wanted to introduce meé ary brother to different religions and
so we went to a Reform Jewish Synagogue as wélingsrian Universalist church. Both creeds
had an aversion to teaching much about God, bid ledirn a number of songs, and that it was
important to keep an open mind. | took this to heamnd not finding any God in these places, |
found them in my Greek myths. (It is worth notitgt | found no God in the comic book Bible
either, except for His appearance in the burninghhun these myths, the gods appeared just like
the humans, and were frequently moved off their mi@ia to assist the heroes. It all sounded good
to me. And so, at night, | would pull up the covever my head and pray to Zeus and Hercules to
make me a man when | grew up.

I don’'t know what | expected, whether | wantedeaentual, somewhat postponed destiny
as a man, or rather desired to wake up the nexhimgrtransformed in a Gregor Samsa like
manner. At any rate, within a year or so my faitithe Greek gods diminished. So too did my
parents’ ecumenical streak, | now attended Hebrelwo& exclusively.

Throughout the rest of my childhood, religion ajahder occupied much the same place in
my life. Both were slightly annoying, but | was mja@d to take part. Hebrew School took place on
Sunday mornings and, living in rural Maine, theselst synagogue was an hour from home. Thus,
religion meant | was deprived of another day oégieg late and was subject to carsickness on the
ride there. These negatives were balanced by ttietiat my father treated us to hot chocolate
after Hebrew School, and the Hebrew alphabet peaval wonderful code in which to write notes
at school. Gender wise, | was mistaken for a bogtrabmy childhood. I threw such fits when my
mother brushed my hair that she finally just cuélitoff. This was a joy. Almost every single
storekeeper, waiter, or new acquaintance thougtttitivas a boy, a situation that tormented my
mother and delighted me. | didn’t quite see what greblem was. When | had a teacher who
thought | was boy for the first term of school (sivasn’t corrected until parent-teacher
conferences) | was lectured on why | had to tetighe | was a girl. | didn’t get it. | knew | was a
boy. | also knew | had to play along, and thateéhgas no point trying to convince others of what
| was. My parents were as convinced they were r@ght was. | suffered through dressing up for
special events and engaging in activities that wesgant for girls and generally amused myself by
causing mayhem in all the women’s restrooms | virgiot

| left the woods of Maine where | had lived my widife to attend Phillips Exeter
Academy when | was 14. Upon realizing that, indekdre was more to life than pine trees and
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cows and that people existed in a wide varietyoofns, | came out as a lesbian. | announced this
to a few friends and proceeded to have relatiosshiph several women, become a vociferous
feminist, and furtively attend a few lesbian avengeeetings when the opportunity arose. With
equal nonchalant | continued my involvement witldalam, there were few Jews at Exeter, but
many more than there had been in Paris, Maine. 4 plaased with my new communities,
surrounded for the first time in my life by othevho had common interests, shared rituals, mutual
attractions.

With time, my initial delight wore off; beneathettsurface similarities there lay profound
differences. Being a Jew from Paris, Maine wasauptal to being a Jew from New York City.
Whereas | had spent my childhood being asked bssiiates where my horns were, they had
blithely assumed that most of the world was Jewsti, for that matter, most of the world drove
BMWs. In the lesbian world, despite the fact thatny of the women had identified as tomboys
when they were kids, few shared my desire to beaa.rRerhaps it was a wish they had once
coveted, but they had grown out of it, whereasunfb myself more and more growing into that
wish.

And so it was, the summer after my junior yeahigh school, that | found myself in the
basement of a church in a support group for GLBIitlyolt was my first meeting, and the topic
was, by some coincidence, gender identity. We ha#dn into three groups: boys, girls and
transgender. | sat with the girls, listening tonthalk about how some of them had been mistaken
for boys as children (me too!), how they had alwaspsited to be as tough as the boys (me too!)
how they had resented the ease with which boysdoexjpress their attraction to girls while they
had to stifle theirs (me too!) but no one said thay still wanted to be a boy. Even the butchést o
the group spoke of how strongly she identified asoman, and how she hated it when waiters
addressed her as ‘sir,” how that experience rolfterdof her identity. Her words sent my head
spinning. Then it was my turn to share. | stood ‘Gorry,” | said, “I think I'm in the wrong
room.” And | got up, walked through the door, aaoh¢d the transgender group.

A year later, after senior year at Exeter as a,rh&mund myself in Greece. The trip was
my graduation present, | went with my friend whosw@reek and, though not trans-identified,
passed easily as a boy. We were on the island oti&hfor a week, clambering through ruins,
swimming in the Mediterranean and eating ice cre@m. one of the island’s mountaintop
churches we walked the stations of the cross uaddrower of pink laurel blossoms. We walked
through the dank catacombs of the church, squintirige darkness to examine wall carvings and
painted icons. It was silent, heavy, and the dakn&as disorienting. We emerged from the
basement into the daylight; the air was sweet Ardbteeze cool. Tourists came and went as we
sat and lunched. That night we biked to the acispwl Rhodes. The moon was full, with not a
cloud in the sky. The acropolis sat atop a hill aaking the old city of Rhodes. All that
remained of the main temple to Zeus was a comer complete columns and one broken in half,
jagged in relief against the night sky. The stadhad been reconstructed and signs marked where
the temple to Heracles and Athena had been. A wistled the pine trees as we climbed to the
top of the stadium, gazing at the skeletal coluntnhsar of Greek teenage girls drove, shouting
and honking. | asked my friend what they had sédy handsome men up here? No, just some
little boys,” was the translation. Enjoying the tuwss of the air, | sat in the ruins in silence.
Slowly | realized that here | was, in Greece, a nidinought back to those nights under the covers
praying to the gods the ruins of whose temples $ waw sitting in. Had they answered my
prayers? Had my childhood dreams been fulfilled?

Certainly | had not envisioned it this way whends six. My transition at age seventeen to
life as a man was marked by nothing more dramhbta imy asking to be called Alex instead of
Alice. There was no surgery, no hormones, not evdraircut. | had simply left one room for
another, finally refused to ever wear a dress agaid returned to class at Exeter following boys’
2



dress code: a coat and tie every day to class.l Hadgined something more dramatic, like being
struck by some gender bending equivalent of Cupadfew or Zeus’ lightning bolt? But here |
was, living and passing everyday without effortislis what | had asked the gods for.

It has been seven years now that | have livedraara | still pass easily in everyday life,
though | am most often thought to be sixteen yeacs As | write this | am, in fact,
procrastinating from my scholarly work, my purseoita Ph.D. in Judaic studies. Daily now | read
the Bible and the Mishnah, study Plato and theyeahurch fathers. On Fridays | attend
conservative Jewish services; sitting in the baokv rin a tie and yarmulke and | am
indistinguishable from the other members. In clasglissect ancient texts, pull apart the words to
explicate the theology, consider the social setéind the motives of the writer. God and gods are
all around me in my daily life. Books written bysired men, passions splashed across the page
as everyone searches for his own meaning.

And, like prayer, | am still caught between thensmous and the unconscious, what is
explained and what is understood. Fascinated byt véhaot said, wondering whether speech
predicates existence. For certainly physical ngaldes not, for | say | am a man, and indeed | am.
What is formless is better, and though we are &aige made in God’s image we are never told
what God'’s image is. Therefore at night, and inrtf@ning and whenever | pray | am not entirely
sure whether | am thinking of a moonlit hill in @ee and the gods that did and do still live there,
or whether my thoughts reach the vaults of heaweltlae Holy One, Blessed be He.



Transcendence
—Rev. Paige Getty

It's just weird.
It makes me uncomfortable.
Why do they have to be so in-your-face about it?
Why can’t they just accept who God made them to be?

Most discussions which acknowledge gender(s) omitsite socially acceptable feminine and
masculine ones (woman, man, girl, boy) are shrouddte discomfort—and often fear—of the
unknown. Indeed, there remains a vast and gergmmalance about what transgender is, beyond
our limited exposure to Hollywood'’s representatadriransvestites and cross-dressers. Therefore,
many initial reactions to the real-life introducti@f authentic transgender people often involve
sentiments such as the ones above. Many of us aemify comfortably with the gender typically
assigned to our biological sex simply are discaedfiby the existence of those persons who
challenge our collective, societal certainty abtha relationship between gender and biological
sex.

The discomfort about transgender is understandalffer all, except perhaps for a select
few (who exist, I've heard, but whom I've never inetery single person is born with a gender,
assigned by someone else and based on perceivediba sex. From the moment we are born—
and often before that—our very identity is gendetedhe point that parents are offended if their
infant male child is called a girl or vice versaoim our given names, to the clothes we wear, to
the expected roles we play, our existence is gedejeendent. And our language certainly is
gendered. Try speaking for five minutes about enfitior family member without using even one
distinctly feminine or masculine pronoun or refdréirhis gender mentality is so ingrained that the
very idea of someone having a gender identity segiyiopposed to their biological sex
designation is utterly unfathomable to many people.

Our discomfort with the unfamiliar is natural. Bhis discomfort is not a valid excuse for
consciously choosing to remain ignorant. After aig Unitarian Universalists pride ourselves on
our open-mindedness and our use of reason, and wetdeinforce the status quo simply because
it is easier to do so. No, we inform ourselvesyfuind we speak the truths we have learned.
Admittedly, though, the difficulty of informing oselves about transgender rests in the fact that
transgender is best known through relationship experience and not through disembodied
verbiage. A theoretical, intellectual understandingply is not sufficient.

In my life, such lessons have transpired througtegences outside the formal classroom
or workshop setting. In casual, relaxed interactiaith other people, | have gained insight into
the complexities of human nature and the commamggtes we share. In these interactions we are
the most honest and authentic with ourselves anld etner. And it is through such experiences
and relationships that | have learned truths abansgender. These truths, in fact, are truthstabou
being human.

How easy it is for us to make assumptions aboberst and their choices, to make
accusations of weirdness and in-your-face-ness. dasy to ask people to make choices that
makeus feel more comfortable. How easy to point fingensl aelinquish responsibility for our
own biases and tendencies. But when we open oesséivthe opportunity tknow people, such
attitudes are decidedly more difficult.

Through genuine relationship my own misunderstaggliabout transgender have been
corrected. No longer is the “transgender othernasg’different than a normal, human otherness.
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Rather, | have a greater understanding of myselfray own relationship to gender identity. And |
have a greater appreciation for the individual'gitgito know oneself and for the courage it has
taken for transgender people to honor that selffaespite a near universal lack of acceptance or
support. It is a true transcendence of gender asawve understood it.

My dedication as a Unitarian Universalist to tliz@cacy of transgender rights—indeed,
to transgender visibility—is not rooted solely inrovidely popular first principle (that we will
affirm and promote the inherent worth and dignitywery person), for we can affirm one’s worth
and dignity without true acceptance or supporthBatl am called more strongly by two of our
other principles:

We, the member congregations of the Unitarian Uniwsalist Association, covenant to affirm
and promote...

A free and responsible search for truth and meaniigs principle, | believe, affirms our
individual and collective right to seek truth inrolives. This truth extends both outward and
inward, informing our communal relationships, ondarstanding about faith and divinity, and our
understanding about ourselves. Therefore, whenmsopénows that their own gender is different
from that which is socially accepted, we must hoti@t personal knowledge. Perhaps science
knows how to define biological or genetic sex chaastics, but true gender is known only to the
individual.

Acceptance of one another and encouragement td@usigrowth in our congregations.
Once we acknowledge and affirm the above principle, also must remember that spiritual
growth is central to the purpose of our congregatiand our Association. And if we are to affirm
each other’s right to growth—and assist in thatgho as well as our own—we must accept each
other. Then, we truly will learn and grow.

As we work diligently against the abundance of regpions in our society, we are
distinctly aware of the great lack of public awass about transgender identity. Although
analyses vary, there is an extensive understarafimgcism. The normalcy of homosexuality is
more prevalent in mainstream society, on televisand in movies. So, what can you do in your
congregation to begin to be more explicitly welcognand open to the transgender people in your
community?

¢ Install non-gendered restroom facilities on youuarch property (handicapped-accessible
restrooms often do this by default). How wouldeelfto you if only men’s rooms or only
women’s rooms were available?

¢ Pay attention to the use of language in worshipices and other activities. Do not ask
women to sing one verse of a hymn and men to snoghar—a transgender person is
categorically omitted.

¢ Ask questions. Especially when we attempt to reaghto new groups of people, it
probably is good policy for every participant inrmongregations to ask questions..(what?)
So ask, “What can we do to meet your needs as aerenh our community?”

¢ Discuss and learn the usage and nuances of tradegkmguage and terms, such as the
following: female, male, intersex, man, woman, dhgender, transgender, transsexual,
transvestite.



Transparent

—Anonymous

“Guess what, Catherine!” My daughter Rose’s voishrill with excitement, carries
through the room. We are in Breezewood, Pennsyvahiis the Wednesday night before
Thanksgiving and the mediocre restaurant is fullveéry travelers. “When you grow up, you can
have a doctor turn you into a boy if you want to!”

My partner Anne and | look around nervously atpgkeple around us. Anne fixes her gaze
on me and raises an eyebrow, as if to say, “YOUtdis.” She is still upset that, a few days
earlier, | imparted this piece of information torainild. | give an invisible shrug and listen. “I'm
going to do that!” continues Rose. “I might, toggplies my niece, but with little of Rose’s
amazement or excitement.

My partner does not think this is age appropriatermation for a four year old. | don’t
know. | only know that a few nights before, lyingthvher at bedtime, when | asked Rose, “What
do you hope Santa will bring you for Christmas?é simswered my question with a question, very
seriously. “Mom...could Santa Claus ever turn a gitb a boy?” | felt that she deserved an
equally serious answer. “Yes,” | said, “but onlyognups. Sometimes grownup women decide
that they want to be a man and they have a doelprthem.” My daughter is aquiver with interest
and excitement, almost ecstatic. “HOW DO THEY DOAT?” she shouts. “I'll tell you all about
that when you're twelve,” | respond, a standardyr@pour house for complex questions.

After this conversation, Rose keeps gender chéedere her as an option whenever she
discusses her future. “Well, | might be a soldfdim a boy,” she says, “But | don’t want to be a
soldier if I'm a girl.”

Since she was a baby, people have assumed thatviResa boy. When she was a baby,
and Anne and | (two femmes) still got to choosediethes, people on the street would lean over
her stroller, take in her pink flowered OshKoshralls, and say, “Well, hello, little fella!” At the
park, mothers would turn to us from the bench yhiget away and say, “He’s an active little
guy!” We never corrected them, because we felt pleaiple cut Rose a lot more slack to be the
rough and tumble child that she is when they thospk was a boy.

As soon as Rose could select her own clothespititeoveralls were set aside. At home,
she might wear a dress or a tutu for fun, but oube world she is strictly a sweatpants and polo
shirts gal. A standard response to a piece of iclgtthat comes into the house is, “Would a BOY
wear this?”

When we went to her teachers’ conference at heschoml, the teachers reported
nervously that “Most of the kids don't believe tHbse is a girl.” They looked at two lesbian
Moms and asked, “Dgou ever wear dresses?” Swallowing my irritation, plred, “I do, quite a
bit. And one day when | said to Rose, ‘But, lobkke to wear dresses!’ she replied, ‘That’s great
that you respond to them, Mom. | don’t.” and thaisvihe end of the subject.”

But clothes are the least of it. What | notice abRose is that, in imaginary play, her
identity of choice is ALWAYS male. It used to suga me, now | take it for granted. She’s never
the mom, always the dad. She’s Karl Karl, the boggy. She’s Sir Robert, Knight Errant. | don’t
know if this is true at school, but at home | amvneery surprised if she chooses a female role in
imaginative play. Her frequent playmates who arés giccept this and play Maid Marion to her
Robin Hood. The boys and she run too fast for mentaw their play identities.

One day, reading a giveaway local parents’ magazmmostly to see if there are good
events going on at the libraries or anything, | startled to come across an article entitled,
“Gender Variant Children.” The man who wrote itlatal psychiatrist, runs a group for the
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parents of these kids. | catch my breath in exateimuntil | read all the way through. By the end,
| am disappointed to learn that there are no parehgirls in the group. It is all parents of boys
who love Barbie dolls and make-up and lip-synchiodrittany Spears. It's harder to tell with
girls, says the article, because somewhere betWweand %2 of girls are “tomboys” and identify
with boys.

| wish they had said that a little differently. ish they had said that, in a world where
everything from diapers to clothes to toys, havenbassigned gender, the boys’ assignment is
infinitely more interesting and many girls choosé/Ne buy a ‘boy’s toothbrush’ because 1 think
Buzz Lightyear is more fun than Barbie to look aery day! Sometime, when you are feeling
brave, go to Toys R Us and look at the toys. Litgréghere are aisles called “Boys Toys” which
are all action figures, superheroes and militagst@nd aisles called “Girls Toys” which are so
pink they practically blind you, and are filled Wilittle brooms and ovens. Where is the aisle for
“Transgender toys”?

Rose is not the only one asking, “Would a boy wkat?” about clothing...| have heard
parents at a cash register, where the father wast dpat the mother chose a onesie without a
football moniker or pirate on it...their newborn bayght look like a girl! From infancy onward,
every aspect of a child’s life in the U.S. is endgred. Small wonder, to me, that any smart and
creative child wants to break out of these prismmd defy expectations. Still, | watch Rose grow
up and | wonder who she will choose to be. Andinge to be in a room where adults are laying
out gender expectations for children with no thdutpat they are limiting and oppressive. This
always happened to me as a feminist, now as Rosa&’s, my sensitivity is incredibly heightened
to how destructive it is.

| have always known how interconnected sexism, dpdmbia, and trans-phobia are, but
when you see all three coming at a tiny being, @aflg when you love that tiny being more than
life itself, it is a constant challenge to figuretovhat to ignore, what to verbalize, when to
confront people who are diminishing her being, wteeteach her to blend in and accommodate.

For instance, last Halloween, our neighborhood mégpin on a magician. Rose was
dressed in a suit of cardboard armor she had ldbbeed to make. Most girls were fairy
princesses or ugly witches; besides Rose, two ba@re knights. The magician’s behavior with
the children had me furious, and | could only htist Rose was not yet conscious of it—though |
seriously doubt that. Each time he needed a vaduntee magician would crack himself up by
calling the girls boys, and the boys girls—and tpeopose that they marry each other...you get
the picture. My child sat very still and never emlsan eager hand to join him up front even for a
moment.—did not engage in the show as the othddrehi did. At the close of the show, when |
tried to tell him how oppressive this behavior whs, rolled his eyes and showed no sign of
listening. My neighbors looked at me affectionately no one joined me in voicing discomfort.

Or: One winter day my four year old nephew camerdw visit, and we decided to go to
the park. He had not brought a warm enough coat,tetd him to choose one of Rose’s. He
reached behind all of her unisex parkas and vestsuaearthed a pink shiny nylon jacket which
neighbor girls gave to Rose and which, needlessayp she never chooses to wear. As he very
happily zipped it up, rubbing its shininess witleagr pleasure, his mother emerged from the back
of the house on the way out the door. She gaspduwbiror. “Take that off right now!” she
snapped, and then snarled to me, “This is RIDICUSOUrhe poor boy looked ashamed and
bewildered as he was stripped of the coat of hiscehand shoved into one of the many butchier
options in the room. | wondered what this expemenould teach him about girls and his own
gender identity. My father, behind me, murmuredhé$S afraid you'll turn her son into a
lesbian!”

Anne and | went once to see the counselor citetthenparents’ magazine for a session
about ‘gender variant girls.” She asked us a lastgof questions, which it was a relief to discuss

7



with someone, such as, “Does she pee standingttipg €lown, or both?” Both, was our answer.
She’s quite good at standing up, a skill she talngiself over a long period of time, but she’s
usually happy enough to sit down. “Some kids gey vigid on that one,” the counselor told us.

After listening to us for close to an hour, sheggasted some good, practical
advice, which | pass along to you:

1. Open up language about different kinds of girls diffgrent kinds of boys. We now use household
language about ‘girly girls,” ‘boy-y girls’, ‘girhpboys’ and boy-y’ boys. This gives kids some room
to move around. If Rose is clear that she thinksy'girls’ are boring; she also thinks ‘girly bdys
are boring! Neither wants to play knights or salglie

2. There are some books that have been written on ttigic of parenting and gender
identity...especially “Beyond Pink and Blue”

3. The counselor said that, with boys who love Barlaied lip-synching, there’s a good likelihood
they'll grow up to be gay. Much of the work witheih parents is helping them make peace with
that fact, and becoming their ally. She said thénnilsing parents need to do is to let their kids
know that whoever they are is absolutely fine. 8kscribed the kind of problem-solving that
parents can do with their kids to make the kidgedi easier: for instance, one Mom carries her
son’s Barbie doll in her purse until he can scauttbe safety in a given room for him to claimst a
his own.

4. The counselor encouraged us not to jump to coragsabout Rose’s gender identity, to give her
plenty of space to wonder who she is without pgttier into any kind of box about it. She thought
it was completely appropriate that | had told Raseage four, that people could change their
genders when they grew up. She thought it helpfuptovide all kinds of role models and
opportunities for Rose to talk to grownups withaiety of gender identities. But she said it was
not yet helpful to presume that Rose would be gander, though it is certainly a possibility. So
many girls are tomboys, she kept stressing, wha/ gqoto be so many kinds of women.

5. When | asked her if our being lesbians might comfR®se about her gender identity (that secret
fear that every parent holds that we make our ahild destinies) she immediately laughed. “We
see some of the butchiest moms with little girly#® she replied. “And the most male-identified
moms. And the same variety with the dads. Kids gustwho they are!” In their groups, she said,
there were no gay parents at all. (When | am riakithg like a crazy person, | know how true this
is. Close friends of ours, both butch lesbiansghang since passed along to us some of the sports
equipment and rugged outdoor wear they purchaseghraige sales while their daughter was a
baby. This is a child who dresses for the playgdoinra tutu, patent leather shoes, and a tiaras Kid
are who they are!)

| have no doubt that Rose will continue to be whe s, and that my partner and | will do our
best to make this possible for her. Still, as Itevtthis, | wonder even how to use pronouns to
describe such a complex, fluid, gender identity.sMol let Rose instruct me. | introduce her as
‘my child,” not ‘my daughter.’ | follow her lead albt how she describes herself. Right now, Anne
and | are having our annual conversation about leneb let her have the crewcut she wants for
summer. All in all, she helps me to see gendemstéditions, which look puny indeed next to her
boundariless spirit!

The author, a UU minister, has changed all nameprtiect the privacy of her child. This is in noywa
done from a sense of shame or personal disconfifortfrom a deep desire to allow her child the fremd
to be without well-meaning strangers’ interferemmceexpectations.



Transgender and Sexism

—Rev. Sean Parker Dennison

I've been watching this [listserve conversationuts@xism] with interest. Having been on
both sides of the "gender line," | do, of courseyéna unique perspective on all of this. | normally
wouldn't add my point of view because | think tlowersation about sexism is too important to
be co-opted or sidetracked by my relatively tinyspective. However, when D asked, “The
"isms" are interrelated and also distinct, so wdws it serve to ignore such a major segment of
injustice?” I'm really interested in knowing whetes fits into our UU reality today. It began to
seem like | might add to the discussion rather ftihetnact from it. | do so with some trepidation
becauseny experiencéas been that the people who have the most diffievith what | have to
say areoftenthe women whose feminism and activism | most admiihe issue of sexism and the
issue of gender (and gender identity) are finelwevo Sometimes they seem tangled. But this
might be an opportunity to work together to do s@uoed.

My transition from female to male has only made mmare aware of sexism. Now that |
am male, | no longer have to imagine the privilggen to men in our society. | feel it, experience
it, resist it, and capitulate to it every day.rft hot to capitulate, but for honesty's sake, lehty
include it.) This is true in my day-to-day life amdmy ministry. | can feel the added respect that
is conferred upon me when people (in the searcbess) most recently) decide that | am a "real
man." It's accidental and subconscious but notyrgaly subtle. Once they put me in the category
"man,"” things change. Because | am "out" aboutg#&iansgendered, this may be about going
from "other" to one of the "proper" categories, bdbn't think so. | lived 30 years as a woman,
and this is different. So my first point is: sexigmeal, it's still active, and | see it every day

My second point is a little more controversial.fleo get questioned about whether my
transition had to do with moving toward that pregke and/or "betraying” feminism and becoming
one of the boys. Truthfully, this is the issue thatrestled with most as | made my decision to
transition. Why couldn't | just make "woman" bigoeigh to include me? That would help break
through the stereotypes, etc. which would be goodif women.

| wish | had an easy answer to that. What | knowhad in order to live with integrity—to
make my outside reflect the truth of my inside—Hdha physically transition. To look like a
woman, to be called "she", etc. felt like a lie.tNb@cause | don't like women or femininity but
because it wasn't me. However, | still don't bedi¢lve categories male/female and man/woman
are absolute. How could they be when | crossed?Memw could they be when I've been both?

This is important. | think it's a place where feram and the nascent transgender
movement can work together. If the categories ateahsolute and gender is invented based on an
oversimplification of a biological continuum, théinere is even less basis for sexism. In other
words, those of us who change genders or thoseemntoup in the middle somewhere actually
help prove that the premises upon which sexisnbased are false. The isms are connected here
in a big way! What | did when [ transitioned wad ao abandonment of feminism, but one radical
enactment of it. Gender is not a category upon lvhie should (or can) judge people's worth. Not
only because that kind of prejudice is wrong, betduse gender itself is fluid, and the categories
don't really exist.

So, the next question is: how can we work togetbatismantle both the sexism and the
transphobia that hurt us? How can my perspectiye fe®pen the issue of sexism in the ministry
and in society at large? How can my feminist friebeé allies for me as | fight to be accepted as a
fully human, healthy, and valuable minister? | khihere are wonderful possibilities here!



NATURE LOVES A CONTINUUM

—Mary M. Boenke
(member, Roanoke U-U Church)

My husband and | have three wonderful children, whturn have two just-right spouses
and five bouncy grandchildren. It is our middleitdti however, who has taught us the most. She
came out to us after her freshman year of college lesbian and, 18 years later, as a transsexual.
We were taken by surprise both times, but wouldtremde those two journeys, nor change our
son, for all the world. One of the concepts wenedrfrom our transgendered friends is a new
perspective on our Western assumptions about tsie bature of our world.

It was Aristotle who crystallized a mode of thingjrthat has become integral to Western
civilization's way of seeing the universe. Calted Law of Identity, he said A is A; it cannot be
non-A. Many of our doctoral theses and other reteare stated all yes or no statements,
statistically proven to be true, false or not pravEhis kind of thinking has been a real boon ® th
development of science in many areas and thuspobly, to our civilization, our whole culture
and our quality of life.

However, another result of this kind of world vieand a language, which reflects this
cultural paradigm, is that we tend to think in padf opposites; we see the world in dichotomies.
A or not-A, Bigl/little, tall/short, rich/poor, mindor spirit/body, successful/unsuccessful,
master/slave, good/evil, Christian/non-ChristianadR/white, gay/straight, and male/female,
smart/stupid, and perhaps most significantly, reyid wrong, just to name a few.

It is what we've come to identify as left-braimpéythinking. It leads to focus, discipline,
obedience, frequently to a simplified clarity — jaiktty useful, way beyond science. This type of
thinking has been with us since recorded histdrgah even be a poetic world view. Consider the
familiar passage from Ecclesiastes: There is a tea@ and a time to sow, a time for war and a
time for peace, etc.

My point is not that we could or even should do pwath this type of thinking altogether,
but to know WHEN we are doing this, and to stop aadsider whether that is the best way to
look at the topic, person or issue under consigeratVe must realize it is a useful shorthand way
of describing things, but it eclipses the full isal

One of the dichotomies that has been the focusiptiwilization for centuries is mind or
spirit versus body. With our tendency to label g¢sirgood or bad, the mind or spirit became the
good side of humankind and the body was identdigthad, evil. Then we fit male and female into
this paradigm and male became equated with goodgint while female became identified with
bad and bodily functions. Day and night, Sun an@mavhite and black, master/slave all fit the
scheme of things. Up came a civilization where ¢éonbale was good, spiritual, enlightening,
mindful, the master, and to be female became kmdat dark and wicked, silly or mindless, for
many centuries, almost a slave.

Time, which we measure in seconds, hours, yeaen) éght years, is seamless; those
measurements are our own arbitrary conventionsadher planet, a day would be altogether
different. And Space, which we measure in inchel§, hiles — is likewise seamless.

In more modern times, General Semantics has ideshtAristotle's Law of Identity, also,
as the Law of the Excluded Middle. We have oftest kight of the beautiful variations of nature,
much like having tunnel vision It is the artists @rg us who have brought attention time and
again to the nuances of color, or meaning, thatynois simply do not see.

Similarly, we have often denied ourselves oppottesiand choices that we could not see.
At the national Unitarian-Universalist General Asddy several years ago | attended a talk
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because it was identified as the Starr King Présiesward-winning sermon. The title was
"Intersitial Integrity.” What in the world could @ah mean? Rev. Rita Nakshima Brock spoke
eloquently about the stresses of growing up in tloigntry of Japanese parents and the tug and
pull to conform to the ways of her ancestors vettespressures to adopt the ways of her new
country. She felt for many years that she had tselone or the other and neither felt quite right.

Finally, she said, she discovered that she hadghe perhaps even the moral imperative,
to pick and chose what felt right to her from eaahure, to package a unique identity, somewhere
in the space between two cultures — hence, herimerstitial integrity.

By boxing ourselves into oversimplified opposite® make it more difficult to deal with
different points of view. This world view has antency to push our thinking even beyond
dichotomies, on to extremes. When our views argggated, it is more difficult to find a
common ground with our enemies, or even those \iffier dvith us on social issues — abortion or
no abortion, Republican or Democrat, war or no war.

Finally, What is even worse, we have excluded PEHORAGm our view! For many years,
we classified people as Black or White. If you wene-sixteenth Negro, you were BLACK. And
Black folks could not marry white folks. There rastly WAS no middle ground. Mulattos had no
legal standing and, virtually, did not exist in #nges of the law.

The Kinsey study, several decades ago, identifischée between straight and gay, hetero-
and homosexual - but then we, myself included, geded to forget about the large number of
bisexuals in our midst. Perhaps even, in anothergmermissive and accepting society, the two-
humped orientation curve would actually becomelbdueve, with most of us falling somewhere
in the middle.

Finally, we find that even the male/female dichoyothme bedrock of our civilization, that
most basic of all opposites, is subject to thatpsry slope of gradations. | had come to that U-U
general assembly with the recent knowledge thatbaautiful longtime lesbian daughter, just
come out a second time, as a transsexual and veag sbbecome a man! As you may know,
some people find they were born into the wrong baligt their inner reality does not match their
outer form; to be consistent, whole, to be seenaukhowledged for who they really are, they
must change that outer form. Others are born sormenin the middle, with mixed chromosomes
and/or genitalia. Typically they have been subgdie the arbitrary decisions of the medical
profession, the pediatric surgeons, deciding fenththat they MUST be one or the other, with
tragic outcomes, which | will not elaborate heré.cOurse, almost every application blank, every
public restroom, every drivers license, every nageilicense, every legal document of any kind —
all force one to chose EITHER male or female. & baen especially hard to learn to see those
who do not fit even this dichotomy.

And make no mistake — not SEEING people for whoythee is one of the cruelest
punishments, a form of harsh violence. It is like thild who constantly raises his hand in class
asking to be recognized and never is recognizedimechool, not in traditional churches, nor
even at home. The suicide rate is very high.

What we are talking about is a shift needed indmeply rooted cultural paradigm. Away
from the old simplified, somewhat arbitrary waylobking at nature to a more fluid, open ended
model that allows for the continuum. We, as UnatarUniversalists, have a leg up on this one.
We at least TALK about accepting everyone, and nobghe time we do a pretty fair job of
practicing what we preach. Let's all become morarawef the heavy price we pay when we deny
ourselves and others that "interstitial integrityp@ beauty and richness of nature's continua.

| am personally indebted to my transgender frieimdsmaking me aware of this cultural
bias toward dichotomies. It has been a deeply pais@ha" experience for me. | see us all so
much more closely connected. Not like separatdiesttaught on the web of existence by some
external flament. Not even just as totally intgrdedent for sharing the earth and the elements
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essential for our life. Yes, we all came from tkers we are all made of the same basic stuff, the
elements. But it is also that we are all definexhglthe same continua; we take our places next to
each other, in very close proximity. We are moee same than we are different; or if you prefer,
our differences are in degrees rather than in kirfédel a new bond with all people, all living
things, all the universe. Internalizing this coninconcept has truly been a kind of religious
experience for me.
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Story of Fire

—Rik Fire

it's all Spirit. it always has been. it always vik. there's been so many twists & turns on
this long, hard, ecstatic road of self-identitys i path of discovery that will never end. and
although i'm unsure of any final destination, imade life-altering choices along the way and i
keep plugging along because that's what Spiris ca# to do.

I try to stay in the Present. many times i falbghof that mark. i've delved deep into the
past & the cob-webbed corners of my soul. sometithese are answers. sometimes the ?s
confound me & i get tangled in the web of self. g, my identity, my experiences are the
fragile, rich, complex, dichotomous, strong webavé woven & that the Ancestors have woven
for & with me. i, the shape-shifting spider connto weave myself.

ever-growing; ever-evolving; ever-changing. thet prthe adventure specific to gender
started to unfurl after i was rooted in both my tdnan Universalist & my earth-based spirituality
faiths simultaneously. a synchronistic unraveling events occurred. i was named by my
Cherokee Ancestors & acknowledged & embraced thatsi a birthright two-spirit Cherokee on a
shamanistic path. i called forth the intention tariMest my Highest Vision led by Great Spirit &
my Ancestors & began to strive for true balancenyninnermost being. divine mentors, some uu,
were strategically placed along the way for meiscaver.

the vision questing process led me to pursue tioeegs of gender reassignment and
almost 2 1/2 years ago, i completed the processaokitioning from female identity to male
identity: hormonally, surgically, and legally. mpist is two-spirit & always will be, even as the
outside package of ME is ever-changing.

i was an active lay leader in my congregation fuow 5 years before i started to delve into
this gender-related process of self-discovery. wiHest joined my congregation, i presented as a
feminine, straight/somewhat bisexual female. noamnia man. i was a single-parent mama. now
i'm the daddy of a 2nd grader & have been in a citted) live-in relationship with my girlfriend
for the past year. i've had some support fromviddals involved in our congregation's
Interweave (Unitarian Universalists for gay, leshiabisexual, transgender concerns &
heterosexual allies)chapter. for the most part,trooegregational members have been silent on
the issue of my transition—to me at least. a sigaift number of folks that had been involved
with our interweave chapter, primarily lesbiangpgted participating in the group & stopped
speaking to me altogether.

also, i am queer-identified & claiming that idéythas appeared to have taken a substantial
portion of our membership, particularly our laydesship, to their breaking point of tolerance.
while i have received support from my district glmincerns board, of which i am a part, i have
received no significant on-going support from mym@congregation or its leadership for my
gueer identity. i have been ostracized & feel idhaeen forced into silence. i continue to be an
active lay leader in my congregation & this issas bembedded itself into my heart & it pains me
that my fellowship home is not truly welcoming, tigh the fuchsia welcoming congregation
poster is prominently displayed in our social hall.

i continue on. there are bumps in the road. tihet@eath-taking scenery along the way.
there are scars in my flesh & psyche & there isgloeous landscape of experience & awe within
ME. i continue to weave the web with Great Spititding me all the way. it's all Spirit. it always
has been. it always will be.
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Transgender and Ordained

—Rev. Erin K. Swenson

On a sunny spring day in 1995 | made a phone @dlladyd Greene, who was then chair of
the Committee on Ministry (COM) for the PresbytefyGreater Atlanta (Presbyterian Church,
U.S.A.). The COM was the point of contact betweesamed clergy and the Presbytery, and so
this call was important to me. | needed to changename with the Presbytery so that my pension
and insurance benefits would continue without unchraplication. When | asked Dr. Greene how
one went about the name change, he obliged, “Siragtress a letter to the committee telling
them what you need. By the way, what do you wanthange your name to?” “Erin Katrina
Swenson,” | replied, fully aware that this was agavay from the “Eric Karl Swenson” that was
listed on the roll of Presbytery.

“Why do you want to change your namehat?” he replied, obviously confused.

| braced myself with a brief pause, “Because Ic@anging my gender expression, and this
name will fit better with my new gender.”

Another awkward space in the conversation, therepked, “I'll have to get back to you.”
The phone clicked dead almost simultaneously.

He did get back to me, not more than twenty minlager. He requested the letter he had
described, but he also asked for two additionaktjoes to be addressed. One was to describe my
process of gender transition. The other seemedamirHe wanted to know what my intention
was regarding my ordination. When 1 told him thatidn’t want to change anything about my
ordination... that | only wanted to change my genelgression... he said that that was fine but
that he wanted that in writing in the letter.

So | wrote the letter he requested. In it | tdld tommittee that | wanted to change my
name from “Eric” to “Erin” and that | was planninig have sex reassignment surgery in the not
too distant future. | then repeated in writing thgblanned to continue my work in pastoral
counseling and marriage and family therapy, antltivas not requesting any change in my status
as an ordained Presbyterian minister. While | hadllasion about the unusual nature of this
request, | also had no idea exactly how unuswes. It seemed to me that surely in the fifty or so
years that people had been changing their gendt(we used to call sex change) someone in
the clergy had undertaken such a change. | hade®that | was entering a path that no one had
yet succeeded in walking to its conclusion, attleathin the stream of mainline Protestantism.

| received a letter not long after from the COMiag that | meet with them in person to
discuss my request. And so | met with the commitie@ Tuesday afternoon in April, 1995. They
were very respectful of me and had clearly doneespreliminary work. We talked about many
things, from the history and development of my genssue to psychology and theology. | left the
meeting with a real sense that we had listenecath @ther and understood. This was borne out
when the committee made its recommendation to Ri®sh a unanimous decision supporting my
request to change my name and, although | hadegoested it, to “sustain” my ordination. | was
thrilled. However, one more hurdle remained. Theuttee’s report and recommendation would
have to be adopted by the Presbytery as a whols.cBme up on Saturday, June 27, 1995. At the
suggestion of the Presbytery Executive, | decigeckefrain from attending the meeting to avoid
undue awkwardness. It was about 5:00 in the afterrdmeefore | heard from one of my friends on
the committee. He said that the Presbytery hacoo¢pted the committee’s recommendation, but
they had sent the issue back to committee for éurtudy. The Presbytery was uncomfortable
with the fact that apparently no church had evesraged of a minister who had undergone a
gender change. They felt it needed further study.

14



| heard nothing for the remainder of that sumn@me Friday in late August, however, |
received a call from the Presbytery Executive agkior my fax number. He said that the
committee had met and had assembled several questi® would fax them right over to save
time because the committee required that | submiitem responses to all 52 questions by the
following Wednesday at noon. That gave be baralg flays to write answers to 52 difficult
guestions.

| chafed at the request. | even called a lawyienér to ask if they could really require me
to answer all these questions in just five day,"Me said, “They cannot require you to do that.
That is unless you want to keep your ordinationyimch case they can order you to do just about
anything they want.” Not the answer | wanted torhé&o | cleared my counseling schedule
through Wednesday, put in a supply of munchies,sahdo work.

The questions were all over the map. Some wamtdachow my life history while others
asked for interpretations of particular biblicattee One asked me to comment on a book by James
Nelson that | had not read at the time. A few goest were remarkable in their hostility and
ignorance of basic human sexuality. They wante&now why | should not be required to go
through the whole ordination process again as aamosince | had been ordained originally as a
man. | quietly wondered what part of me they thdugby had ordained.

One question, however, stood out. It was precigegded in a legalistic style. | was later
to learn that this was the substance of an ecslssah legal complaint that had been filed against
me by one of my fellow Presbyters. | want to repicalthe question along with my answer here to
give you a sense of the debate that stirred betwsémthe Fall of 1995.

How do you answer the charge that you are livindgesof public deceit contrary to Holy Scripturecgour
Constitution? — that your behaviors are deceitful and a denfajaur creation? — that your behavior
will bring shame on the Church and offend manytb&‘least of these?”

| have “saved” this question for last because hkht deserves special attention. | am
aware from other conversations that this is pertlapsubstance of the Accusation that was filed
against me by one of my Presbyterian brothersligvethat it must be answered not only for him
and the others joining him in the accusation, lmutthe church as a whole and for myself in
particular. Hence | have made it the “wall” offwhich | wish to make my theological statement.

| have struggled with the virulent anger that dripom these words and wondered the
source from which such anger flows. As | have gled with the other questions in this
document, | have also found myself wondering wiigel like | am defending myself more from
existential rage than from real theological arguméys | have wrestled with this, | came to
recognize the anger, for it is not only the angemg accusers, or of the Committee, or of the
Church, but it is my anger as well. It's as if theslity standing before you, a reality that clathe
my own soul, threatens the very foundation of whkatbelieve. | have spent the best years of my
life wringing enough energy from myself to carry as husband, father, and minister against a
personal reality that seemed wholly unacceptablaatoonly others, but to myself and God as
well. It seemed that | had either truly been exetliftfom the realm of heaven, or God was playing
some kind of cosmic trick on me.

This couldn’t be true. So | spent enormous resssinc trying to make it not so. | not only
entered psychotherapy but also became a theragslinl have been in therapy so long | can

! The reference to “our Constitution” means theaidfi Constitution of the Presbyterian Church (USwich is
composed of two parts, tiBook of Confessiorand theBook of Order

15



honestly not really remember what life is like vaith a therapist to talk to regularly. I involved
others in my personal struggle. | married believingt this had finally “answered” some need in
me, and | was freed from my gender burden. Not parsued what appeared to be a normal male-
life pattern in the desperate hope that becauieisosho one would be able to see the terrible truth
about me. | wanted to be female against all reaswhagainst all that seemed right and good to
me. And | lacked faith in my community, perhapsmiy God, to be able to nurture and see me
through whatever dark valley | seemed to be trageli

So | carried on, burying myself in work, resporigyy and depression in order to hide
from the terrible truth within. | applied myselfpesially hard to the task of living and working as
a male, and succeeded. In my arrogance | even rmmmgvimyself that | could hold the terrible
truth within me for a lifetime, dying with my setrstill intact. But the depression and denial
began to take their toll on my health and the heaft my marriage. | lost my marriage, not
because of my gender problem, but because of nmlingnkss to deny the truth and therefore
destroy my self-respect and the respect of my partn

And so | stand before you bewildered. | am beweddehat | am being charged with deceit
now when my experience is that | have, at great, emsled my deceitful life and devoted myself
to living in the light of the truth.

And so the central question for all of us to wanadeer is, why does my proposal that the
Presbytery accept my transgender expression causeush visceral objection? Simply put, |
believe this is so because the church’s strugglle me parallels the church’s struggle with itself.
In a sense, the church has also been strugglifmgangender change.

I must thank the committee member who posed thestopn regarding the sacredness of
sex organs in the Old Testament, for this one questabove all others, has helped me to
understand our struggle. You see, the OT view demsax organsvasthat they were sacred in
ways transcending all other aspects of human byoldge ancient Hebrews felt, understandably,
that the source of future life was contained exeklg within this part of the male anatomy. The
homunculus theory of human reproduction viewedntiade seminal fluid (inaccurately thought to
come from the testicles) as containing a smallresiopic in fact, human being; a homunculus.
This homunculus was deposited, during the sex iati, the woman’s womb for safekeeping
where it grew, nourished by the mother, to the sgeessary for birth. Naturally, the source of all
life would come to be revered.

And this ancient “scientific” view fit nicely intdhe strongly patriarchal culture that
belonged to the Hebrews. Men, therefore, becamedhter of Hebrew social and religious life.
Women were viewed as not only second class buabygiof a different order altogether. This was
common in ancient patriarchal cultures where wonvere often viewed as chattel, lives worthy
of ownership and use by men. But movement away ftrpagan patriarchal world had already
begun. Both the Priestly and Yahwistic creatiorrie) that come to us through our Hebrew
forebears and recorded in Genesis, say someththicatdor their time. Both stories, in different
ways, place men and women next to each other rdathigeating them together (“He created them
male and female”) of making a clear biological cection between the bodies of men and the
bodies of women (Adam'’s rib).

God’s people continued to struggle with this, ahd cultural and religious attitudes
prevalent in Jesus’ time were once more confrobteod. Women, before seen only as valued
property that could be cast out at the will of titvener, now were seen as human beings needful of
respect. Jesus, in his discourses with the Pharigkeut divorce, continued to drive this point
home. And even more profound is Jesus’ friendshipb\aluing of women in his ministry. And in
spite of Paul's early teachings on family life, tharly church clearly began to count women
among her leadership.
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Today, two millennia hence, we still struggle wiplatriarchy. In spite of ourselves,
probably all of us continue to hold the status @hnabove the status of women. | experience this
as mostly an unconscious thing, one that has basralpy illuminated by my transitioning from
having the social role of male to female. For althet first two months after | began living full
time in the female role, | was having a problem pung into people. At first | thought it was
simply a kind of emotional dizziness that had cdnoen allowing me full expression of myself
for the first time in a long life. But as | wentoalg, | began to notice that my collisions were
almost exclusively with men. It took much self-aysé$ before | realized that men and women
navigate differently in public space. Men tend talkvdirectly toward their destination, and
women tend to walk toward the more circuitous rolitecalized suddenly one day after another
such collision, again with a man, that what happsertbat men take precedence over women in
public space. Even the men who would hold openslémrme or allow me to enter the elevator
first would also walk right into me. | realized themen have the right of way! And having
navigated most of my life as a man, | simply wasigeting like a man in public while men were
expecting me to navigate like a woman. Hence wideal!

My entire life has been filled with a struggletesf with God, about the difference between
what | looked like, how | was treated by otherg] amat | felt like on the inside.

Now | am not so arrogant as to believe that Galdmmehow made me to be transgender
to “teach the church a lesson,” but | do beliews thod uses us somehow to work God’s purpose
out. I would sing the lines to that hymn, populathe seminary chapel, and completely miss that
they could somehow apply not just to my theologezhlication but also to the transgender nature |
knew myself to contain.

| struggled my entire life with my own patriarchaklings and attitudes. | felt it somehow
shameful that | felt like a woman and wanted desjgdy to be one. | knew for certain that | would
become a miserable outcast were | to reveal bibtertruth. And the portrayal by the media of
others with my “affliction” did not help. These veenot people with whom | could identify. | felt
no relationship whatever with bizarre prostitutad aude dancers.

But, you see, God has throughout history beeinggieople away from this ancient myth,
that men and women are somehow of different substand therefore profoundly different from
each other. God has continued to lead us away finenprejudice and ignorance we all are victim
to, toward the light of truth. The church, an ingion characterized by strongly patriarchal
viewpoints (in spite of it's being the Bride of @t), has entered a time when the church truly
faces its own transgenderism. And my request tmatchurch simply recognize my transgender
reality comes at a time when we as the church @&eridnted by our own (as the church)
transgenderism. | don’t believe, incidentally, ttie@ church is moving toward a matriarchy. As |
have stated elsewhere, | have never really beemarg and | know that | can never really be a
woman. | am transgender and will always remainviphope is that the church, too, will be able
to recognize its transgender nature and discovee findly God’s love for us humans not because
we are male or female (or anything in between)siaply because we are all God'’s children.

So | deeply disagree with the charge that | amddeceitful and a source of shame for the
people of God. On the contrary, | believe thattiiugh | live in is a truth the people of God are
struggling to understand. The church, as it isentlty, may not be able to recognize or appreciate
this. Nevertheless, we are all desirous of finddagl’s will, and it will be done.

| faxed this along with about 50 more pages badké COM just in time for them to read
prior to their meeting. Strangely, | never heargthimg back from them about my answers. In
fact, it would be almost ten months before | wobkhr anything at all from the committee.
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During this time | completed my real life experiehand had gone to Wisconsin where | had
undergone surgical sex reassignment.

| realized | was in trouble when | received adefrom the COM in the summer of 1996
asking me to respond to their concern that | hadged my gender transition at great cost to both
my family and the church. My anger almost overwhelnme as | realized that during all of this
time not one member of the COM had contacted myilyawith any concern whatsoever about
their well-being. Now they were, in my estimatiaelf-righteously accusing me of a lack of
concern. The fact was that my gender transition éradked a decades-long struggle with severe
depression, which had, in itself, cost my familydg and ended my marriage. When | showed the
letter from the COM to my ex-spouse, Sigrid, shealpee even more outraged than | had been
over the COM’s self-serving accusations. Within @ew Sigrid and | had both written the COM
confronting them with their misplaced concern foe tvell being of my family and assuring them
that they were very wrong about my selfishnessursging a gender transition. Not long after,
Sigrid’s father, Hal, who himself was a Presbytemainister (and former Dean of Students at a
PCUS seminary) added his own input on this magtepporting me in the strongest language
possible. The committee seemed satisfied.

Perhaps the fire had been put out, but the aslkes still smoldering. | realized that the
committee would soon be required to make a remoRresbytery, and knew in my heart that
anything less than unanimous support from the COMbUld make a positive outcome at
Presbytery all but impossible. It seemed that ti@VCwas a very long way from its previous
unanimous support.

| knew that | would only be willing to accept datdf it came from an honest rejection
from the COM and the Presbytery. A rejection basedgnorance and fear would be hard to
swallow. | resolved to do everything | could to lbetly and openly address the issues, and so | set
about to meet with each member of the committewihgially, giving each person a chance to air
their concerns and fears about my continued seinidbe Presbyterian Church. It took several
weeks and lots of lunch money, but it worked. Whes COM made its report to Presbytery on
the outcome of its study, the vote was unanimolike issue was docketed for the Stated Fall
meeting, to be held on October 22, 1996.

And that day did come. | stood in front of theeambled Presbytery of Greater Atlanta as
myself, dressed in a green jumper and medium h&aks.committee described its process and
made its report, recommending once more, as itiha®95, that Presbytery record my name
change and sustain my ordination as a ministerasfivand sacrament in the Presbyterian Church,
U.S.A. There was a period for questions from thesBytery. Some of the questions were sincere
attempts to understand, others were thinly veilegressions of hostility. | remember praying
silently for God’s reassurance that all would bdlwe matter the outcome and praying for the
assembled brothers and sisters.

The questions came to an end at a time that thgbltery had previously agreed, and we
moved to a vote. | remember the moderator askimgtfe ayes and nays, remember feeling
overwhelmed at the energy behind the people whe wpposed. Someone asked for a division,
and the moderator then asked for those in favastdad. | stood for myself but could not bear
looking as the clerks counted the votes. Momenés labecame official. In a vote of 186 in favor

2 The treatment of individuals seeking medical daregender reassignment (or change) is governeghby
organization called the Harry Benjamin Internatic®ander Dysphoria Association, or HBIGDA. HBIGD#\ i
controversial among transgender folk, some of wi@shthat access to medical treatment (particullaslymones and
surgery) should be open to any adult who choosedegareatment without professional “gatekeepii@ne of the
requirements set up in the HBIGDA Standards of @Gafer a year long real life experience whereittdvidual
seeking treatment is expected to live in the taggeider identity 24/7.

3| believe that there were two abstentions in thigng.
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to 161 opposed the Presbytery of Greater Atlantadvto sustain my ordination. | became, as far
as we know, the only mainstream Protestant mintstéiave undergone a gender change while in
ordained office and retained ordination.

It has been almost six years since these eventsndythat time | became the Parish
Associate at the Ormewood Park Presbyterian Churaoutheast Atlanta, served on the COM
myself, and been given the opportunity to lecturd teach about gender identity issues in many
places. Some of my own understandings of what @mado be gendered have changed as | have
traveled the country and become acquainted witlerstivho have walked similar paths. The
church seems quiet, for the time being, about $sae of gender identity. | have discovered that
gender expression can change, and the way peadple @ahd feel about it can change as well.
While much has changed, one thing has not — thisyond wonder | have discovered in being a
child of God.
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Person of Doubt

—Lorraine Donaldson

| lived about two blocks from a huge Baptist cliuwchen | was growing up. Several of my
friends went to church and | was curious so | titedPut simply it left a bad taste in my mouth.
The stories were neat, but | was too much for tbenan that was left in charge of the kids. | had
tons of questions. Unfortunately, what were to mecent questions, were to her an attack upon
“The Holy Faith.” The Bible was meant to be takiéerally, not <gasp> questioned especially not
by a snot nosed seven-year-old. Because | was slodeéy by my own choice, unlike most kids
placed there by parental decree, | was free tcelelagid. To this day | find gospel music vaguely
uncomfortable.

Growing up | was afraid of Christians. | found rheoarticularly scary because in my
studies of religion | had learned that Christiaasl lburned witches, fought crusades, conducted
inquisitions, and otherwise behaved very unple&ganhe few Christians | knew did not inspire
in me any great confidence that these tragedieddnmat be repeated. Hearing about how God
created AIDS to “punish Gay people” pretty effeetiwnegated hearing about the “Love of God”.
| also found these people threatening on a perdewmal. | wasn’t gay, exactly. | wasn’t even
interested in guys, but | wasn’t exactly a guy eith

| was a teenager when | realized that | wasnitguseird kid. | didn’t know the word then,
but | was transgendered. I'd never wanted to beng gut it wasn’t that important until | hit
puberty like a brick wall. | started changing irdoman and | freaked. | was convinced that I'd
never be able to be accepted if people knew. Haokagined that my Christian neighbors would
hunt me with torches and pitchforks if they knewivegh the statistics on murder in the
transgendered community I’'m still not convinceddsmvrong about my neighbors. Fortunately |
was soon old enough for college and was free teeleadid.

Despite leaving home, | stayed deeply closetedutabeing transgendered. | did start
talking with a therapist through the schools colingedepartment. We focused more on dealing
with my anger issues than my gender issues, detast I'd told someone however confidentially.
It took me a lot of years to slowly but inevitaldgme out of the closet about my gender. | learned
the word transgender and discovered that | coulthbegyerson | want to be. Over those years |
tended to avoid religion although I've remainediaus about it and read a lot about it.

Part of what made it difficult for me to acceptsaif as a transgendered person was my
belief that | was male. Everything told me | waslenay body, my family, my first therapist,
society, and | all agreed | was male. Unfortunatelg were all wrong. | tried to be a man until |
was 30. | failed. | recognize now that there areamaptions than male and female and that neither
gender entirely suits me. It took all those yedrsrying and failing to live as a male before |
learned that.

Since coming out, I've met people for whom religiewven Christian religion, is not just a
mask for prejudice and hate. I've started to explwariety of belief systems. I've found groups
for whom the fact that I'm transgendered is notissue. Except it remains an issue for me. For
example | have real problems with the concept afyDes male or female. Likewise any religion
that dictates different roles or behaviors basedeander is incomprehensible at best and offensive
at worst.

| would probably be an atheist, but | find mysetfutting the rationalism that says
everything can be explained by science alone.Ha@ experiences that | can’'t explain. One of the
most recent is meeting my significant other. Pot@y | made a wish. | asked the universe to put
me in touch with someone who was a good match foramantically. Through a series of what |
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have trouble accepting as coincidences | found thysading an article less than a day later
which was written by someone eerily similar to eontacted Cynthya over the Internet and we
are currently dating. Although | have trouble ursti@nding how we managed to meet I'm glad we
did.

Science provides a framework for understandinguthieerse. Religions also each provide
their own framework for the same purpose. | finelsén"maps” of the universe fascinating. But my
inner seven-year-old refuses to accept any mapdiesn’t match the territory of the world in
which | live. In order to accept myself as transtgned | had to overcome the belief of everyone |
knew, including myself, that | was really male. Tiwéce for this is that I've become unable to
believe anything else that doesn’t match my expeds. | simply can’t accept anything on faith.
I’'m an agnostic. I'll probably always be a Persdmioubt. In my opinion it was worth it.

21



Agnostic. and Gender Agnostic, Too

—Cynthya BrianKate

I've spent more time exploring my gender than miyiuality. Then again, they're similar;
they're both non-typical, both might be seen asfusing by many and both are interesting. I've
never really settled down to one definitive answar either. | guess that makes me not just
agnostic but gender agnostic.

Not only am | not sure if there’s a God or Godd&ss,I'm not sure what gender is. I've
never seen anybody have any definitive evidende adether there’'s a God or Heaven, and I've
also never seen anyone have any definitive proafven any answers when I've asked them
“what makes a man/what makes a woman?”

| have no idea what a man is, or what a womaitis. never exactly felt myself to be
either. | may be on what society considers “ferengide” but | know that's a made-up (pun
intended) distinction people use. Why do peoplendpso much time and energy dividing
everything into “guys’ stuff’ and “girls’ stuff’? fiis brings me back to the questions I've been
asking my whole life....what is a man, or a woman....?

I'd been asking these questions to myself sinceibage 4. My questioning began when |
realized my family would think there was somethftige matter” with me for being born with a
penis wanting to play with pink stuff, and evercan started being around other kids....and could
just sense they knew themselves as being boysrisr ithink this knowledge might've come
from having never had that feeling of being “borbay” or “born a girl” myself, so | was able to
spot it in others around me....or maybe it was joat they followed “the rules” and | didn't.

As | started being open about having a gended@0% one or the other, | started asking
friends and acquaintances these same questionsneaed got any answers that made any sense.
The problem is so many people take having one gemdine other as being as simple and given
as the sky being blue....even the sky being blug Emple if you think about it. When I'd ask
what they thought made a man or a woman, they’pored with answers that made sense only if
you had a “clear idea of what a man or a woman isSa.when | asked them to explain in terms
that an alien to these concepts could understheg,douldn’t.

Telling me a man has a penis didn't do the trick] &now some really manly men who
were born with vaginas, and besides, | have a pamdsyet I'm not a man....telling me women
have breasts didn’t work as | myself grew a pagergly....saying women have vaginas didn'’t
work for the same reason, as | know some amazingesmowith penises....saying women give
birth didn’t cover women | know who don’t want kjds who can't...

So I'm starting to think that everyone has a ndtdieection they're meant to be, and
society makes arbitrary divisions as being “mas@affeminine” or "man/woman.” Nobody seems
to know what any of this means, but so many seethitk so. Instead of knocking myself out
trying to establish “what each means” and whereay rie on whatever scale is used to measure
these binaries, I've decided to just start enjoyiragvever I'm meant to be. So I've developed
philosophically even if | haven’t had as much gpal exploration.

When it comes to spirituality/faith, I'm even lessre. I'm still looking for a spiritual path
that feels right. I'm still undecided, and I'm neten sure what | believe...or if | believe in
anything.

| was raised Catholic...or at least baptized such.y..@atholic upbringing began and
ended there and then, and as | was a few daysdwnd't think it made much impression on me.
That’'s how it works with my father being not-qujteacticing Catholic and my mother being what
might be considered anything from Existentialisbteak atheist.. I've seen my father in church
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only for weddings and funerals....as for my mothen; $pirituality is best described as “you’re
born, you live, you're dead, you're worm food” witio soul, God, Heaven or even reason for
existence. So obviously | was never raised in arjiqular faith.

Though some aunts tried getting their hands onaseyell as laying their hands on me.
Seems I've a few aunts in a sort of doomsday UFDartuved at by mixing bad science fiction
with bad religion, where the “faithful” who beliewsithout question will be beamed up by
Spaceship God while “unbelievers” will be rippedhypbio-mechanical demons.

I've never had too much of a sense of faith. | ddm'ow to what extent this comes from
maybe being a “born skeptic” (as | never even kelilein Santa, let alone God) or to what extent
this comes from not having a religious upbringihgust know that one of my fears has always
been that my mother is right and that when | digust cease to exist. Though another fear was
the usual “going to Hell.”

| almost fell prey to my aunts for a while,. As yhesed my fears of Oblivion and Hell to
try making me think that | had to follow their idear else...including on gender. Since they
preached all the old stuff out of Leviticus and Beanomy | started worrying that my gender
might be “wrong” or “sinful”....until | realized thatheir “Love thy neighbour” didn't have as
much room for gays, Jews or African-Americans. Tinatle me realize this was not the path for
me, as if the demand that | be a “Real man” or eldeHell wasn’t a big enough clue. So it may
not have been Exodus exactly (the official “ex-gaktirch) but | may qualify as a “Dos Equi” (as
in “Two Xes” as in “ex-ex-genderqueer”).

Since then I've figured out that not all people wielieve in Jesus are messed up just
because these aunts were. | actually like a ldhioigs I've read that Jesus is supposed to have
sad, and I've also figured out that he said notlgagd or bad about gender or sexuality. I'm just
still not sure if I'm sold on whether he did somfetltese miracles like resurrecting the dead, or
whether he is the Son of God, or a philosopher loatwThough | definitely respect people who
embrace him sincerely and see that it's not abordirig “faith” or others. I've one friend who
says she’ll “embrace Christ but won't use the w@dfristian’ because so many idiots do messed
up stuff in his name.”

| kind of tried looking into Judaism for a littlehae. I've some friends who teach at a
secular Judaic school, and they were among thepirsple to embrace me and my gender, so |
became pretty close with them. | considered Judasmanother possibility.....but it didn’t feel
enough like me either, though | still celebrate tkddah with them occasionally.

I’'m still not sure whether there’'s a God or an difie so | guess that still makes me
agnostic, but lately I'm wanting to explore sometloé Pagan paths | was starting to gravitate
toward since | was a kid.

I’'m not sure if have ever felt actual faith, buvd’ always felt drawn more in general
direction of Goddess rather than God if there is ont there. And I've also felt some kind of
special connection with the moon that | don’t uistiemd let alone know how to explain in words.
And lately I've had at least one thing happen tothr has made me wonder if there might be
some actual power to what some call Magick.

I've found love recently, and depending on whi¢lus you ask, a spell might have been
involved. For years I've had major difficulties diimg someone who’d go out with me, as most of
the people I'd tried dating didn’t want to deal vihe whole “ambiguous gender” angle. So |
finally decided to write an essay, or a rant, aldoaw hard it is to find love if you don't identify
along traditional gender lines and published iAmything That Moves’ final issue. At the same
time my significant other had met someone who seepremising, but wasn't interested in
transgender people, and as she was at a Pagan warspe “asked the Universe” to send her
somebody who'd appreciate her and love her andkbg with her gender. Very soon after, guess
what magazine ends up at her local gender groupe.ahe with my essay in it, along with my
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contact info, which I'd included just to see if @amg agreed with my views. Instead, | ended up
finding love, as we’'ve been going out since. So feluad me by “asking the Universe” and I'm
starting to think that sending that essay out \wassame thing.

Seems like out of all the spiritual paths out th&aganism seems to be the one that | like
the most from what I've seen so far, and it seaemisatve enough room for me as a genderqueer
person. I'm still not sure if have real faith ifGaddess or afterlife, but | at least like the path,

I’'m gonna check it out. So | guess I'm an “Agnodtinar Pagan.”
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On My Faith

—Sara Davis Buechner

During the years of my gender transition, | retart@ my childhood faith of Catholicism.

It seems to many an ironic choice; obviously théhGlic Church does not have a good track
record in areas of personal tolerance, and thdtsestiits closed-door approach to sexuality are
currently apparent to all who read the newspapfeeshaps | am a “bad Catholic,” because my
own embrace of this magnificent faith does not meamdores of agree with many of the church’s
temporal policies and deicisons. Like any orgamrgtit has profound flaws. Rahter, my coming
home to the Catholice Church was my way of accgptie practice and teachings of Jesus Christ
into my life, at a time when | needed to be surengfdirection. My mother, who left the church
when | was a child, has joked that my reversiorCatholicism shocker her more than my sex
change. Life-defining choices are usually challeggio others, be they matters of faith, principle,
avocatioin, love, or any number of other importardgas. Faith is a test, and it should be. God is
not easy.

The moment of my gender decision remains in menagrihe defining religious moment
of my life. | was walking through Central Park orsanny November afternoon, some six years
ago, and lay down on a rock to look at the sky.Hiog skyward has been a favorite activity since
childhood, and when | can sense the fullness dhdmow heavens above | feel myself as a part
of the greater mystery embracing all. That dayaswxhausted. For thirty-six years of my life had
been driven by inner unease, discomfort with tmeiféne interior and the masculine person | was
known as. | needed resolution and found it that ttay day that God asked me if | wanted to “go
there.”

“There,” | felt at the time, was the world of thenfinine, and on that day | said “yes.” As
the years have passed, | know that “there” refetoea far greater world — the world of truth, of
beauty, of integrity. The world of simple grace amteptance, the world of Jesus Christ and His
Love.

In prayer and the Mass | found an ongoing plaagetder my spiritual life and thoughts. In
my days as a man | cared deeply about prestigecarekr, and | was to many a “successful”
person. When | became the woman | am, | lost mddhis “success” and had to confront the
ugly truth that most people do not present themdsd faces in public, nor are they able to look
beyond the outer physical reality of things. Theame consequences to doing so, as Jesus
discovered.

A large part of my lesson in transition was abootiges and their foundations. When |
built my house upon professional achievementsfoimdation lay in financial and career gain.
That house came tumbling down quickly when peomabted my ability as a transgendered
woman to continue that life and work. But that wa®en | found a house with a real foundation,
the house of Jesus and his Catholic Church. HErenld love and forgiveness and understanding.
Here | found acceptance and a way of life which wawver be withered away or destroyed, even
by mortal death.

| am not a preacher and, the concept of religiangban extremely intimate one to me, feel
a little strange writing about my faith for a joainLike music, it is most deeply heard within,
silently. Catholicism helped me to understand thgtgender transition was not really a change at
all; it was just part of my opening honestly to theer self, to the true self, to my core as Jesus
created me and wished me to be. For all the hgsddhihave endured in becoming a woman, |
have no regrets. There is only joy that | couldritaa truth within and live to experience God’s
love. | am grateful.
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Transcending Physical Boundaries and Sick Religion:
the story of a Transsexual Mystic.

—Ashley Moore

M y name is Ashley Moore and what follows is as maahstimony about the growth of

my faith as it is a statement of how | came to napsition as a transsexual being. Until just a few
years ago my life felt like one endless story airake and suffering. But in my darkest hour, | was
able to confront my worst fears, face the truthwbio | am and, in so doing, was finally able to
bring all of myself to God. It was only then thatduld finally heal.

| was the child of a violent, alcoholic father amdo-dependent mother who both grew up
under repressive Christian doctrine. The productwaf mixed marriages, | experienced racism
from within and without my family. We were poor aspent half of my childhood on welfare. We
were forced to move so often that by the time | waghteen, | had lived in sixteen different
places. | have been beaten, kicked, thrown, burteaked, cut, shot at, and told daily that | was a
flawed, useless mistake that would never amouahyohing. The neglect at home was so bad that
| once had a terrible fever, unconscious and deigifor nearly four days, and no one in my
family called a doctor or even checked my tempeeatiwas so unhappy that | was only six years
old the FIRST time | tried to commit suicide. Evgaity, | became a runaway, homeless addict, a
felon, a sexual user and a suicide risk that waalfi abandoned and ostracized by my family. As
a result of all this, | never felt like | belongddNYWHERE, never had a sense of home or of
community and never had any real friends until bvi®. | had come to believe that God was
making me suffer because | WAS abhorrent. The réagver since | was four years old, | felt
that | was supposed to be a female.

When | was really young, | just believed that THA&&s who | was, what | would grow up
to be. By the time | was eight, | realized that stiimg wasn't right as | was being told that | was
a boy and had to behave certain ways. My fathero(whurns out was struggling with his
transgendered feelings), even triedé&at my femininity out of me. My classmates teased ne: an
called me "sissy" and "faggot" no matter what s¢hattended. And while | was certain that what
they were accusing me of (being attracted to mal@s)inaccurate, | had an increasing awareness
that | was different. But with all the turmoil inynfamily life, the issue was obscured by other
circumstances. So | would sit quietly in my gradbo®l classes longing to be one of the girls and
not understanding why | felt this way.

Then when | was nearly ten years old, my motherldradl a discussion that would change
my life for 20 years. | was asking her why my fativeas so angry and why he had been
institutionalized for a while. She told me that Wwas "very sick" and had been questioning his
sexuality, and that he had sometimes dressed inewsnalothing. She went on to say that she was
going to use this information against him in theéivorce because "that type of behavior is an
abomination in God's eyes." Effectively, she comioated that feeling gender conflicted was
wrong, offensive, a sickness and a sin that washyaf public humiliation and abandonment by
loved ones. That day | began twenty years of deamdl a struggle to be loved by a God who |
believed would not accept my flawed nature.

From that day on | tried to act more masculingadrg months working on my walk, trying
to adopt a tougher exterior, to be less emotiveemeserved in exchanges and more aggressive in
sports. By the time | was in Jr. High school | vaeady well versed in hiding my pain and
sadness: | was doing my best to fit in and not likela freak because of all that our little family
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had been through, the upheaval and unsettlednessvéké all trying to get on with our lives. Of
course no one knew that | was growing more confasedafraid about the things | was feeling.

For a while, in ninth grade, | crossed the line bedan to be ornery, even abusive. | found
that | didn't like myself at all. (Today | can deewv THAT path would have led me to be just like
my father). And all along | kept thinking "maybeattying this or that will make me feel like a
man and make these feelings stop." | tried nobng for lipstics, skirts and dolls, stopped sewing,
cooking and making crafts. But the feelings corgohand | would still find myself alone, dressed
in my mother’s dresses and makeup, trying on Imgysti

My father's daily beratement of my value as a huilm@ng and constant reminders that |
was a mistake only fueled this state of mind. Bytilne | was a senior in high school, | had come
to believe that these feelings were proof posithet my father was right. | used to BEG God to
make me stop feeling this way, to make me normal aot to forsake me. The effects of
abandonment, violence and alcoholic-fueled co-dégenbehavior of my family all served to
reinforce this denial as well. Driving all this feia me was the simple need to be loved and not
rejected by my family.

By the time puberty began, | was already well idemial. | had always found females
attractive and this became both affirming and csimigt | couldn't be gay, after all, if | liked girl
But | still wanted to BE a girl. Eventually | begém wonder, "how do | know I'm not gay?" All
the guys in my school seemed so sure | was - mawas and didn't know it. So | experimented
with boys as well, but it didn't feel right.

Meanwhile my relationships with females were distreg. The girls would treat me as
one of their best friends, which was fantastic. Bhg moment something romantic or sexual
would happen, the energy between us would shift @wdrize and | would find them placing
masculine role expectations on me that would mageun. And as my body began to change, |
felt betrayed even by my body.

At some point | learned what a transvestite waseamng a sexual deviant - and it made
me nauseous! This was never a sexual thing withButthere was no other information available
to me that would describe what | felt. So where alldhis leave me? A) | didn't feel like a male,
felt like a girl, B) wasn't attracted to males, bemales, C) didn't have a fetishistic involvement
with women's clothes, but dressed like one on #re occasion that | could and then would
apologize to God and beg his forgiveness.

As a result, | was a teenager who was lost andbuaontrol. | had an arrest record, ran
away from home, sought solace in sex and all maoh#legal substances, parented a child by a
girl who didn't love me, all the while filling boskand tapes with my own songs about what | was
going through. | was desperately depressed andgdiing with gender issues.

Although my 12 years as a drummer provided a vadaautlet for my distress, it was only
when | picked up the guitar and began writing soag4d3 that | began articulating my inner
turmoil. And as my need to find solace in musiongrédiscovered that the persona of a "musical
artist" gave the people around me a way of accgptny "otherness". | could be sensitive,
emotive, and even vulnerable. | could wear my laig, wear brighter colored clothing and
distance myself from the "jocular" pursuits of mglmpeers. So | began crafting another layer of
false masculine identity in order to just be acedpt

Finally my need to be "normal”, fit in and be lovedormed most of my decisions. My
eagerness to land in a stable and long-term rektiip with a female at seventeen was a part of
this. It was then that | met the woman who becanyepartner of 15 years and who was the
daughter of 2 Unitarian ministers. To not have nexuslity questioned any longer was
remarkable. To have the intimacy in which to growd &e supported was a dream come true. But
all along | kept thinking "maybe this will make rfeel like a man and make these feelings stop."” |
even thought that on my wedding day, "Perhaps#llif ends here".
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None of this is to take away from her at all. Ilyrdboved her and still do. But our
relationship was doomed to fail because | was ¢ryinhide myself within it. In the early nineties
| was struggling to find a balance in the guisedtensitive” man and an artist. | had gotten into
therapy, had addressed my issues with my family teeghn healing all those wounds. She was
struggling with her expectations of me, wantingtmée both the loving and sensitive partner that
| was, while still wishing | could be the archetyfstrong Knight” coming to take care of her. All
the while my feminine feelings were growing.

The Unitarian church, and the Universalist ideolodmad presented a new way of
understanding spirituality. Since | believed | wibulever be good enough for Christ, | spent the
next 10 years looking for a belief system whereuld have a personal relationship with God. |
studied the major religions as well as various mgbtand indigenous practices. Still, 1 did not
find a way to have the experience of the divind tHaew was possible. It took me many more
years to realize that it was the belief that Heldmot love methat preventeane from having the
intimacy | longed for.

Meanwhile, my early adulthood only served to malkemore convinced of my damnation.
At nineteen, both sets of my parents had disownedlmas broke and living at the heart of one
of the worst ghettos in the Bay Area, and afteadirertently becoming mixed up with gangsters,
had a price on my head. That same year, | watcldd Erotective services tear the remainder of
my family apart, which led in short order to my lk@ts suicideln the years that followed, |
became heavily involved in some radical politicabanizations focused on eliminating the
sociopolitical inequities around race, class, aeddgr rampant in the capitalist cultures. You
might say that | felt compelled to help others aghbijustice over the inequities that resulted from
the traits they happened to be born with. But itwelvement lead to more heartache, harassment
and death threats.

At this point | turned to my music full time. Musiead been an outlet for me through all
the traumas of my life. In it | found my only ematal comfort, a source of true joy and my sense
of connection to the divine. In 1989, | wrote a pothat included the line: “I lose myself in you,
my dearest music; the only constant of my life. Mgrapist, friend and lover who has never
turned on me.” | reasoned that if God had giventineetalent to perform, compose and “capture”
music, it would be through this anointing that vk find my way into His grace. The elements
of mysticism, social justice and healing qualitefsmusic were to coalesce in the life of Bob
Marley, whose work began to profoundly influence life.

The one advantage to relocating frequently was thaad been presented with many
different opportunities to use my talents and wasuhate to perform with award winning vocal
ensembles, drama departments, jazz and marchims ldrstatewide competitions. After | moved
to Boston and put myself through music collegeured the US playing guitar and singing in a 9-
piece funk/R&B/world music group. Later, | becante tproduction manager of a nightclub
showcasing national acts. | was also staff engiaéeeveral recording studios. Before long my
name was on records all over the world and | wgadlto New York & Los Angeles, shopping
acts and negotiating record deals with some ofribst powerful people in the music industry. |
had my own studio business, a house, two carsgaashal a “successful” fifteen-year relationship.
But in my heart, | was miserable. In 1993 my filatit” experience exploring my transgendered
self had led to my being raped. This turned intsitaation where | was blackmailed into
maintaining contact with this individual which imably led to further sexual abuse. This
experience seemed to affirm my fear that such espyas of my feminine identity could only lead
to evil.

In the mean time, | had gotten on the Internet. &®ery short period in 1996, | began
assuming a feminine persona and was surpriseddadtiat there were other people who had these
feelings too. In short order, | chatted with sonighese people, learned the terms transgendered
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and cross dresser and for the first time in my lifealized that the word transsexual had some
relationship to myself. It scared me to death!dhjared up all my fears of abandonment and
ostracism. | stopped going online and began the mtense period of denial in my life. But that
information had caused a permanent fissure in raltye

Whenever | stopped working, my brain would turntliese unanswered questions about
gender identity. So finally | stopped having an éomal life at all; | began working non stop (16
hours a day, 7 days a week for over 2 years), sthgming home most nights and only found
"peaceful” sleep by drinking myself to sleep. Angery single day | wrestled with the idea of
suicide. | never felt farther from God. In thoseasge | began to long to achieve success and
wealth, for | had been deceived into thinking thebuld use my talent to earn enough money that
| could buy my way out of despair. | began looking freedom in my golden calf. But God was
about to make a way.

In the last months of 1997, | was working on a @&bspcord with some clients at my
studio. As the recordings progressed and thesetyngghgers sang their heartfelt praises, | again
found myself longing to know God. By chance, on¢hese sessions was cancelled which allowed
my wife and | had a rare, spontaneous date. We teathie UC Theater in Berkeley to see a film.
On the way out to dinner afterward, | grabbed thtnlg of up coming movies for the theater. As
we ate dinner, | scanned the listings. A moviedt'Let Me Die A Woman" caught my eye. The
description said something about "a documentaigwohg the lives of three transsexual women,
which features rare footage of a sex change operatUnbeknownst to anyone else, when the
day came, | went to see that move.

In retrospect, it was the harshest, most inhumante dreary portrayal of transsexuals |
could have witnessed. Made in the seventies, limef@iatured three women talking about their life
experiences, featured clinical explanations andgm&tions by their dispassionate doctor and had
the worst production values | have EVER witnes3éxd total affect was dismal. And yet, when |
walked out of the theater | understood for the firae in my life "I AM a transsexual.” | sat in my
car for an hour and cried my eyes out. Suddenlyytivag made sense and | knew that my life
would never be the same. | went home and prayedaiddio God, “Lord, you know | have been
fighting this my whole life and | have begged yau 20 years to make me stop feeling this way.
But Lord, if this is the truth, if this is the wayam supposed to be, then | need you to show me the
way. You will have to lead the way. | will trust you to see me through.” At last | faced the truth
of who | have always been and was finally ableringoall of myself before God. That very day,
for the first time in my life, | felt the Lord Gocbmfort and lead me. And He has been leading me
ever since.

Very quickly | realized that | needed to get infzesialized therapy. | began researching
the subject of trans-gender with every spare morhkatl. To my relief, most of the first things |
found were related to being a transgendered Cémistil was so thankful for the guidance and
began to praise God from the depths of my beinghWi3 weeks | had begun therapy, told two
close friends what was going on and began prepanysglf to tell my wife.

She took it really well - we held each other anedrall night. "It all makes sense now,
everything fits," she murmured. "We'll try to ghtdugh this together.” And to her credit, she did
try her best to be OK with it and make it work. Buter own ways, she was just as stuck as | was
and her personal growth limited by the boundarfesuo relationship. Finally, we realized that the
best thing for both of us was to leave the marri&ge are still good friends.

But even before that, it wasn't long before thibhggan to unravel for me, as things do for
people who've been living a lie for so long. | haddeal with my denial and all the unhealthy
choices | had made to get me there. As one wriligs i, "Sex is screwing. Everything else is
gender.” As | began to remember all the ways inctviiihad tried to masculinize myself out of
fear and as | began to be aware of how gender nolesn everything we do, | began to have a
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major identity crisis. | was peeling back the lasyef my shell, back down to that ten-year-old kid
standing with Mom in the hospital that day. | felhad finally found my inner child only to
discover she was a scared little girl and thatd teagrow up all over again. | finally found that |
HAD to start making changes and begin telling peopl

In that same time, | read the Bible and found @Gadl in Christ was very different from the
religion 1 had been taught. When | learned that the worddsexual first appeared in the bible in
1946 and that the scriptures used against queeesmistranslated from the original texts, | began
to realize that | had been given a distorted viéWsod. And once | saw that both the Hebrew and
Christian texts affirmed Eunuchs, that universaldtigender in it's many forms, | was freed from
the prison that had been built out of other pesgles. Instead of feeling cursed, | began to feel
blessed and became increasingly determined todpineae truths so that others will not suffer as
| did.

As | transitioned, | found strength in Him evenl &sst everything | had worked so hard to
achieve - the wife, the house, the business etceten as it was coming down around me, | had
hope for the first time in my life because | fiyaknew Christ and recognized that | too am
wonderfully made in His image. | KNEW that His lof@ me was unconditional and that He
would deliver me into His plan if only | would letim.

More than three years have passed since then.el imade many changes in my life, my
body and social role. Today, I live "full time" asvoman. | am now legally and socially known as
"Ashley Moore". | have changed my gender througkerées of reassignment procedures following
the American Medical Association's guidelines andent protocol for the treatment of chronic
gender identity dysphoria, and now live as a femialeave been on hormone therapy for almost
two years and became a candidate for sex reassnjrsmgery in January of 2001

More than this, | am extremely happy. Since | fotmel courage to begin taking the steps
to face my truth, my life has opened in so many desful ways. In that time | have found a joy
and inner peace that | had never known before Kitiet of peace | had almost given up hope of
ever experiencing. My transition has been a jourmtg my faith in God, and | am deeply
spiritual as a result.

They say that happiness is not a destination, bo&a@ by which you travel. That you have
to choose to be happy in your life. For me, acogpthe truth about myself was the beginning of
that choice. Giving my life to Jesus and surremdeto His will was the choice that set me free!

Just as my marriage ended and my Grandfather wiag diym Leukemia, | was called
into my first act of ministry. | helped him renewsHaith, which allowed him to make his peace
with the family, which in turn healed many woundibat led to my first act of music ministry as |
sang my Grandfather’s favorite Hymn at his funelrdw Great Thou ArtThat song later became
a powerful vehicle that the Lord has used to comfitis will for me. And | began to have mystical
revelations as He moved through my life. As | begautive in the Transgendered community, |
began to hear others talk about what they weregghirough and express how they felt abandoned
by God, For the first time as | talked about myg,lit helped others and helped them find their way
to God. Suddenly | began to thank Him for all thhtd happened in my life. | began to see how
my suffering and my opportunities had been preganre for ministry. As | began to ask for
confirmation of this, | began to be led to placdsere | could find answers. | began to be called
upon to share the word and the love of God. Whechrhe a year later to my wonderful church,
the City of Refuge.

The Lord had been leading me strongly for a cogblereeks and it had built to a fever
pitch in the days prior to going to my first sewiat Refuge. I'd had a profound series of
conversations, revelations and messages so thas linva deep praise the night before. At that
service on October 2, 2000, every single thing teg spoken or sung seemed to affirm all that |
had been experiencing. And | was overwhelmed, tsecéinad not dared believe such a church
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existed - an institution that reflected the Godatlltome to know. Yet here it was and | wept for
sheer joy at the beauty of it. | felt like | had® home. Here was the spiritual community | had
needed and searched for my whole life. It was dn@e most powerful experiences | have ever
had. In this church I have found the community d in@ver known. And | am so thankful for His
mercy and His love that | still weep for joy at ewservice.

The Lord was guiding me to create a music mini&irnthe transgender community. With
the encouragement of people at the City of Reftigis, became a choir. As it turns out, the
Transcendence Gospel Choir, an all transgenderad, ¢ the first of it’s kind in the world. We
sing praises and minister to trans people aboutfAattonditional love. And transgenders seem
to be an acutely spiritual people. Perhaps thizesause once you reach the point of saying that
who you are transcends your physical form, then goaimmediately aware of yourself as a
spiritual being. Maybe this is why transgenderedpte throughout history have been closely
associated with spiritual worship. Regardless, gl gs not to convert anyone to Christianity but
rather to let those who have been driven from tfaih know that Godloeslove them forwho
they are not what they call themselves or what tteose to wear. Jesus said simpiyhdsoever
believes in me shall have everlasting life."

All of this has allowed me to face the world hohesind as a complete human being. |
have been blessed to have most of my friendshiggete to know greater love and compassion in
all of my personal relationships, and to find geeudevotion and support in my professional
relationships. | now live with my lesbian partnerAlameda, California and work really hard to
maintain a healthy union while enjoying life as mus we can. In the years ahead, | plan to move
into ministry fulltime and thereby give all of miyd to serving God.

Ashley’s Credo:

| believe that there is only one God.

| believe that God is devoid of all ego.

| believe that God is composed of many attribuagh as love, compassion, forgiveness, faithfulreess$ more.

| believe that God is a god of many names and arsstoehem all.

| believe that no one book could contain all there know about God or God’s path.

| believe that there are many holy scriptures usestify, build, empower and change lives so thaytcan become
more like God.

| believe God to be all inclusive.

| believe that everything was created by God.

| believe that God is within all things.

| believe that God is the life force.

| believe that God is the sustainer of all life.

| believe that we are all one with God, earth, rafand all creation.

| believe that all life is sacred. Do no harm.

| believe that God is omni-gendered.

| believe that that all people were created in Gantiage and are aspects of that image.
| believe we all have the right to rituals and saeents that will enhance our lives and expressibi&od.
| believe in the importance of congregational wgysind fellowship.

| believe that Jesus Christ was the incarnatioBa@d and an example of the incarnated God in eatitridtual.

| believe that Jesus Christ was the divine exaraplaclusiveness.

| believe that Jesus Christ was the divine exarmaplenconditional love.

| believe that Jesus Christ’s purpose was to teachway of life; to show us that faith lies betwélee individual and
God, to remove the corruptible intermediary ofitugibnalized religion.
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Where am I going, God?

—K.T.

“I'm really, really angry at you God!”

Those were the words | wrote in my notebook whiiting at a rest stop off the
Massachusetts Turnpike trying to make my way baaky parents in New Jersey. All around me
were couples and families, happily on their waydme fun adventure together. My life seemed
dead, no joy.

Just a month earlier, my close grandmother passeag.avly dearest grandfather had died
a year earlier. My partner and | had recently aalgdal seven years together and now she had just
broken up with me. The reason: both of us weregtmough the difficult task of who we were
as transgendered individuals, both of us born amevobut with the realization that was not who
we were inside. No wonder | was so angry at Gods Was not the journey | had signed up for...
if I had indeed signed up for one.

| was thirty seven and suppose to know where neylids going. | was supposed to have a
loving and supportive spouse or partner and magbekids. We should be on our way down the
road on some happy adventure like everyone elasdqa by that day.

It's now been five months since | felt like turningy back on God and saying to hell with
it all. God has been there with me all my life arv more than ever.

If 1 was like my sister and brother, I'd be marrietcepted in this world, and not have to
ask the deep questions | ask now. | would not wstded what it is like to see myself in the
mirror but not recognize the body or the face, heeavhat my mind thinks | am is not the same. |
wouldn’'t know what it's like to be given presentsat are foreign to me like purses and pretty
sweaters while my cousin next to me is openingdifvant, a tool set, a nice warm flannel men’s
shirt. He walks up to Grandma and thanks her wtealgkdly for the gifts he loves. | walk up to
her and thank her because she cares so much akouatirthe while hoping she will not notice
that | never wear the sweater she gave me.

| don’t fit in this world as it is. | can’t decidél should use the men’s or ladies room. My
dad didn’t dance with me at my brother’s weddingntroduce me at my grandmother’s funeral.
He is embarrassed by who | am. Why God? Why dwé @ go through all this?

Although my partner and | are together again, tgldach step of this journey one moment
at a time, the only constant in my life, since tlagy | was born, is that God is with me every step
of the way and in every decision | make, even whgell at him and tell him | give up. | know
that because he is around me, in those wondroogstisee in nature.

Last night | was driving down the highway, teaneaming down my face, once again
begging God and my grandparents, are now there imth to tell me what to do. | had so much
fear and anger inside me because of yet anottteh gh my life.

It was twilight, my most favorite time of the dajhe moon was almost full and shining
above in front of me. The watering of my eyes cdube moon’s glow to cast a beam of light
down towards me. | tried to guess what God watgthe to do. | now realize it was God telling
me he’s still here and when the time was rightpuild know what to do. And | did!
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—Julianne Wastlausky

| always knew | was different from most people,reback when | was six years old. Even
then, I had this funny notion that | was reallyttd girl, even though my parents assured melthat
was a boy. When I'd play with the other kids, I'ttem take the girl’s part in the role-playing. |
was much more prone to crying than my father wddde wished. Sometimes he’d ridicule me
for my behavior, saying, “Well, maybe we shouldtjpat dresses on you, then, and you could be
our little girl.” His derisive tone told me that this was supposete a bad thing, but | always
thought that it would be just fine, with me. Oncedrbalized this to him, and it made him so
furious, | never had the courage to do it, again.

My first experience with a Sunday School was wité University Unitarian church, which
at that time was located in Seattle’s Universitystbet, about 6 blocks from my home. Mom
would attend the adult services upstairs, and leagewith the caring, supportive staff in the
basement. Some of my kindergarten classmates tlere, too. | loved the creative time, the
drawing and painting, the stories, and the trdassill carry the memory of a demonstration by
two of the adults, how it is possible to tell ifrseone is smiling when they speak, even if you
can’t see them.

My parents were active outdoors enthusiasts, andadywas always taking us away to go
hunting, fishing, and camping. When | was very ygpuinwas left with my grandmother on those
weekends, but by the time | was 6 or so, | staitdoe taken along. Our calendar always included
Opening Day of lowland lake fishing, Opening Daydeer season, and all the other hunting and
fishing dates that avid sportsmen observe, theseaye folks observe religious holidays.

| learned from my mother that the Unitarian chuinglal taught her that God is everywhere,
and that we don’t have to be in a church on Sunttaygorship, or experience communion with
the Divine. | grew up with this notion, and as neysibilities matured, | came to realize that being
in a forest, or next to the ocean, or seeing tigatreky, were ways of connecting with something
larger, and more powerful than the Self. | dombw exactly when, but at one point, we stopped
going to the Unitarian church, and the Sunday sklattogether.

In Junior and Senior High school, | discovered tihat other boys tended to pick on me
because of my slender build, my feminine behavitdt aensibilities, and my obvious lack of
physical development. Anybody that different lgst to be somekind of queer. Often they
referred to me as “a woman”. Little did they kndthey were right.

Many years later, as a freshman in college, | ieliwith friends who enjoyed deep
philosophical discussions, Eastern religion, pwditiactivism, alcohol, and psychedelic drugs. |
read books by Herman Hesse, Alan Watts, and lidteéméiscussions about and readings from the
| Ching, Allan Ginsberg, and Jack Kerouac. | t@okinterest when my English literature classes
required readings and discussions of Walt Whitniadph Waldo Emerson, and H.D. Thoreau. |
listened with interest as my friends discussed réadings they were doing in their Eastern
Religion classes. | never read Carlos Castanedauth later in life, but many of my friends were
profoundly influenced by these folks, and it sdrtubbed off on me. This was a sort of Spiritual
Seeker period in my life. It was not until many gehater that | would | again attend a Unitarian
Universalist church.

My undergrad years at the University marked a jgeabtrying to ignore my inner sense
of being female, and of dismissing those feelings@me sort of crazy obsession that might go
away if | ignored them. | kept myself well-anaesthed with every psychedelic drug then in
fashion on weekends, not really looking at why.tixtes, | felt | had some profound spiritual
awakenings and experiences. The ones that trulg ew@akenings, put me in touch with the inner
feminine self that | was working so hard to keepkbd up in the back recesses of my psyche.
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These | found disturbing, and so | sought to igrtbem, and redouble my efforts to “be a man.”
The damage was done, though, as my mind was fopggeccupied with a sense that my trying to
be a man was just a sham, and that anybody lo@inge must know it. A bell once rung, cannot
be un-rung. | haunted the open stacks and cartbgataf Suzzallo library looking for information
about transsexualism, and transvestism. My seargleéded very meager results: the Reader’s
Guide turned up magazine articles on Christineeltsgn, and a book about transvestites entitled
A Year Among The Girl$still didn’t have answers, or a direction to go i

| was not ready to accept myself as who | truly &found every excuse, and every futile
tactic | could, to deny my essential nature. | @wasember of a fraternity, and worked hard to be
like the other men, to study them, to learn froranth to behave like them. It didn’'t work, of
course, and | always felt like a spy in their camp.

My learning history thus far in my life’s journehp®@ved me that anybody who is different
will be ridiculed, harassed, ostracized, and evssaalted. | sought to avoid these things, and so |
pretended to be other than who | really am. | tteethugh along with others at all the queer jokes,
and when | joined conversations, pretended to agréeall the homophobic, anti-gay comments
and jeers.

There were long periods of denial where | tried loeihg in love with a woman, marriage,
and parenthood. | still felt alienated from my inself, and alienated from society. My true spirit
was still very much caged up, although | yearnedhiake off that feeling of oppression. | shared
with my wife that | had a need at times to dressagm woman. | couldn’t explain, and didn’t
understand, myself, why these brief interludes ganee a sense of release and freedom. She
pretended to accept it, and gave me the space whad the courage to ask for it, to express
myself in this way. She was not supportive, andheeiof us cared to have her see me dressed “en
femme.” Once | was walking down the street towawthl, and she drove past in our car, not even
noticing me. This taught me lessons about mindset,authenticity.

The layers of guilt drilled into me by society totileir toll, though. Although for a short
time I'd feel good while | was out and about exgreg myself in the feminine gender, | always
felt guilty and angry with myself for doing it afteard. It was always a letdown for me to have to
“go back” to being a male—almost as if | were retog to a prison cell, in a spiritual sense.

The lack of acceptance by society in general ofsgandered and transsexual people has
led many I've talked with, and corresponded with keep this side of themselves hidden, as |
tried to do. Most feel some kind of inner tormegtjlt, shame, and fear, which prevents them
from expressing who they really are. Some of us logeak free from that, but it requires a
determined effort, and emotional support. | dohihk anybody can do it alone. At least, I've
never met anyone who has.

| tried to deny that being female was an essepaal of my character, psyche, and spirit
off and on during the first 50 years of my lifdobk back and smile at the irony that my first real
job out of college was at a residential treatmeamiter for adolescent girls, in a houseparent role
that had been traditionally held by women. Appdyetite Executive Director saw something in
me that | wasn't yet ready to admit to myself. \évatr the case, | excelled in the position and
advanced to the Child Care director’s job. | fettemtain freedom relating to the women staff, and
the adolescent girls who were residents, withouahdy to put the sort of barriers up that men are
expected to do in relating with others on an hgnesitotional, straight-to-the-heart level. It was
OK to be supportive and caring, however “unmanlydge behaviors might seem in the world
beyond the campus grounds.

| brought my wife and ten year old son to a senatéhe Olympia Unitarian Universalist
Congregation in 1995. My wife did it to fulfill olagreement that we would both have input into
the selection of a church in which to “raise” myupgest, and to give him “a moral upbringing.”
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She had been raised a very strict fundamentaligti®a and her idea of proper religion was
confined to what was printed between the coveth®King James Bible.

Neither she nor | had had much interest in “churghiour first two children. | had
attempted to instill in them a sense of wondehatgower of nature around us, a reverence for the
web of life, and a sense of fair play and hondstyade all my various college texts and spiritual
reading books available to them. | tried to showelsgmple that living one’s life by the golden
rule, and being accepting of diversity is a way ties worked for me.

We all seemed to be content with thasssez-faireapproach to religious instruction until
my middle son started to go out of control. He ghexgbout of school, fell in with bad companions,
and made some bad choices, which included a cdaaergifary. As parents, we were both shocked,
dismayed, and angry. Most of all, we questioneds@lves about what we could have done
differently to prevent this. My wife decided it wdsecause there wasn’t a strong spiritual
upbringing to teach the children good morals. hdreed, as we are very moral folks, and taught
the kids all the right things. | allowed as howeduldn’t hurt to expose our youngest to what it's
like to go to church, though, even if this wouldné&cessarily guarantee he somehow wouldn’t end
up like his older brother. We agreed that we waudit some churches, and before choosing “the
one”, we’'d have to consent that this would be &attery to both of us.

Attending the OUUC that day is one of those watedsimoments, | think. | was taken by
the bright, cheery open space. | loved the sernmyoRdverend Sandra Lee. The sense of caring
and community was palpable. 1 liked the idea @wing spiritual wisdom from all the major
religions of the world, and the open demonstratiorthe belief in the fundamental worth and
dignity of all people. At the end of the services all held hands for the reading, and final song. |
felt emotionally stirred, spiritually free, and kmeight away this was the church for us.

As we left the sanctuary, my wife said to me, “Wkiad of a church is this? Why aren’t
these people carrying their Bibles?” She saidutlg, and | started to feel embarrassed. | asked
her what did she think of the service? She saidindgudly, “There is no God here.”

It was clear to me that she just didn’t get it. tilat spirit of community, which I'd felt so
strongly, the wonderful words by Reverend Lee,dbese of communion with a universal spirit,
were completely beyond her. | very much felt a eesfsconnection with a Greater Whole, and she
saw a bunch of godless folk who didn’t carry Bibles

| resolved then that | would attend this churchereif members of my family chose not to.
After this outright rejection of the church | felias “the right one,” | lost interest in having iripu
into the selection process. Vetoing all the otherices didn’'t seem like a productive way to attain
our goal, and so | resolved to just let her chabgechurch, knowing she would end up with a
fundamentalist sect anyhow.

It was at this point that | realized that all thiner reasons for divorce that | had been
keeping pushed aside over the past 27 years deserbe looked at, and acted upon.

At midlife, we traditionally look back on our livase analyze and critique our journey thus
far, and then look ahead, again analytically, dmcktabout how the rest of the journey should go.
Perhaps this was the reason | began to take aabbkw | have been living my life, and how I
want to do it in the future.

Perhaps this incident at the OUUC tipped the badncadding one last nugget to all of
the various negative things I'd ignored over thstgparter-century of my marriage. Whatever the
reason, | came to the realization that | had bgearing, or sublimating, the fact that | need @i
my life for myself, and that | am the one respolestbr my own happiness.

If I had been wavering before, a large incidentnsteed the negative side of the balance
down hard when | became the victim of a fraud agdry perpetrated by my then-wife. | told
her this meant divorce, and | took the necessapssto initiate what in Washington State is
known as gro sedissolution.
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Like dominoes falling, the divorce set other thing motion, in my life. | found | no
longer had a reason to deny my true inner self. jbheney of self-exploration I'd begun very
timidly, and secretly using the resources of therld/@/ide Web suddenly seemed important, and
| spent more time at it. | found a support grouptie small chatroom inhabitants at a
transgendered chat website, who directed me to docaé resources, and supported each small
step | made in the direction of self-realization.

| joined the Emerald City social club in Seattlensisting of crossdressers, transsexuals,
and other gender variant folk, and found that | hmgth in common with some of them. They in
turn directed me to the drop in groups at the IsgieiGender Center. It was through Ingersoll |
got a referral to a qualified gender therapist. 8ypport network was growing, and included
people I'd met online and In Real Life, as wellnmembers of the Emerald City and the Ingersoll
drop-in groups.

| prepared the divorce petition, got my soon-toelreto agree to it, and set that wheel in
motion. | commenced therapy every two weeks in tieand after 6 months was approved for
beginning Hormone Replacement Therapy.

| found it liberating to spend time away from home Julianne. | attended the weekly
Blues jams in Olympia, and played my bass guitahat4” Avenue Alehouse and Eatery. The
other blues musicians who were also regulars aedepie as Julianne, and | formed some good
friendships, adding some of these musicians to atgtypvork quilt of a support network.

My former spouse at last found a fundamentalist thslt was extreme enough for her, and
commenced going to two Sunday services (morningearethiing) and a Bible Study on Thursday.
| took the opportunity on Sundays to dress feminared to go out to spend a liberating day as
Julianne. At times, I'd attend the service at thgn@ia Unitarian Universalist Congregation, and
always found a warm welcome, and supportive, acogpttitudes.

The divorce became final on 10/7/98. As a bonugjas also able to have my name
changed legally to Julianne Michelle as part of final petition. Washington law provides that
spouses can have their names changed at the samagithe divorce, but | wonder how many
choose to have their given names, rather than shemames, changed in this way.

| continued to live and work in my male persona aade, so set up my bank account in
both my names, with John as an “a.k.a.” to avofticdities with cashing paychecks made out in
some guy’s name. | also set up all my charge c#éndsutilities, social security, and myriad other
things in my new name.

On December 1, 1998 | made an appointment with ops o discuss a personal matter
with him. After work, closeted in the business @i | told him | planned to change my gender.
He was, of course, surprised. This despite my etkrears, long hair, smooth face, feminine
demeanor, and the fact that | wore womens’ jeadgank tops to work.

On December 14, 1998, | got an early Christmaseptesf a severance check, and said
goodbye to the position I'd held as an Automobiézfnician for the past 12 years.

On December 15, 1998 | decided there was no eamthlson | needed to be presenting to
the world as John anymore, and commenced livindif@myull time as Julianne.

When some of the members of the OUUC church dedidlexlit away and set up a new
Unitarian Universalist community in Lacey, | wasviked to be part of it. Since many of the
people I'd found to be supportive and friendly te mere involved in creating this new entity, |
attended the meetings of this fledgling organizafrom the outset. We voted to call it All Souls
Unitarian Universalist Community.

When | was destitute, the Board offered me a @éposition typing up the meeting notes,
and doing other administrative chores for themjuidiong preparing the monthly newsletter. |
always got ready hugs, smiles, and kind words femeryone. | could see people living the UU
principles in their daily lives. They respected thieerent worth and dignity of every person. They
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showed Justice, Equity, and compassion in humaatiosak. They modeled acceptance of one
another and encouragement to spiritual growth incmngregations, as well as the other three
basic Unitarian Universalist principles. | knewddfound a spiritual home, as well as a strong,
supportive group of friends.

This really came home to me when | was invited aotipipate in the annual Unitarian
Women’s Association retreat. During the closingeoeony at this event, all 40 of the women
circled and gave each other hugs, and includechrttad. This kind of acceptance is so touching, |
can't find adequate words to express it.

When the time came for me to have my Gender Reassgt Surgery, | was
overwhelmed with the outpouring of help and suppain the members of my little All Souls
community, as well as the members of the affiliaBddBT groupTriangles.

Kay took time off from her volunteer job to driveento Portland, and to stay with me
before surgery. The Triangles put together a fumdbdy our hotel room the night before my
check-in at the hospital. This fund also paid faeatal car for my return trip home again, after
surgery.

Kathleen, Laurie, Barb, and Charmagne scheduleadgbles to bring in my mail, and to
feed my cats while | was away. Billie opened hemk to me for a month, so that | could keep
warm, have help if needed, and not have to riskirstrg myself doing household chores like
chopping firewood or wrestling with propane bottlgghile in the hospital, Maggie drove down
from Olympia to visit, and gave me flowers. Jeamamel Gina visited me in the hospital, and
brought me Jeanne’s lovely old Gibson guitar topkee from going mad for lack of a musical
outlet. Eileen came down to Portland, gave me my, mad drove me home in a rental Cadillac
with soft cushy seats.

This support from my beloved UU community is onetlod most precious memories |
have. It also makes me determined to try to givekha kind to the community, however | might
be able.

On June 9, | participated in the Pride Service aord of musical coordinator, which
included arranging and practicing with Elayne aatieJto perform music for the service, and to
write an original song and perform it, myself. Atetconclusion of the service, the entire
community surprised me with a Birthday Celebrationmy recent surgery and metamorphosis.
Many brought presents. All signed a card, and thaye me flowers. There was a cake with
butterflies on it. What amazes me more than thetfet they did this for me, is that they were
able to keep it a complete secret. | was so toyclieat | wept. A visitor gave me her
handkerchief, and shared a story about how she&h lggven that handkerchief in a similar
situation when she’d been installed as a deacbmerathurch. | hope I can pass it on, similarly.

This group has inspired me to do greater thingseyThave been very supportive and
encouraging of me.

| was touched, and pleased to be an elected mevhbiee Board of Trustees on June 30 at
the annual members’ meeting. | accepted withouitdtes, seeing this would be an opportunity
to serve, and “give back.” | currently serve asBoard Secretary, responsible mainly for writing
and distributing the notes of the Board meetings,abso for writing other things, like the recent
anti-war resolution we voted on at the October 2tng.

Another example of the wonderful support I've reeei from this group, is that the Board
agreed to move its monthly meeting from tieThursday to the it Wednesday, because | had
recently started as a facilitator for the Gendentdy group at Stonewall Youth of Olympia, and
these meetings were scheduled for tha@Hursdays.

My life’s journey as a transsexual, and as a Ul been blessed many times over by
wonderful, caring, supportive people who put intagtice in their daily lives, the fundamental
UU principles. They continue to be an inspirationte.
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What Choice?

—Janet Flecher

Bored?

Want to have some fun?

Some real fun?

Then | have the perfect choice for you. | sugghat &t the age of. . .say around 42. .
.while living in the heart of the conservative Migest that you transition from male to female. It's
fun. Take my word on this. . . | know. | did itmlade a choice.

But that choice is not what you think. There hasrbeesams written on whether or not
Transsexuality is a choice. | know, | have writeemd | have had published more than my fair
share on this subject. | could write for hours o @bout the scientific basis of Transsexuality,
the physiological, psychological, biological, hommad suicidal, financial, relationships, sexual
preference, etc., basis involved with changing fro@e to female. And more hours and more
reams of paper about the choices involved with gimnfrom female to male.

But that is not the choice that | am concerned witthis essay. Rather | want to look far
deeper. Into a far more personal, more . . . I'msuoe what words to use.

About me, because in the end, this essay is abguytaersonal choices and me. | am 50.
Now female. | was born male in mid-western Penrayile. Grew up in a conservative Catholic
home as the oldest of 9 children. | received aistartbased education in the Pennsylvania State
College (now University) system. Returned (origindbr a brief time | believed) home, found a
wife, married, settled down. | eventually started at-based business that | had for about 20
years, developed friendships and interests. Sefatty normal, there are a lot of people just like
described in America’s heartland. Then about 9s/ago | shocked everyone in my world when |
started transition from Male to Female.

On a spiritual level, things were a bit differevithile in college, | left the Catholic faith on
the advice of a very wise priest. This gentlemageized that experiences that | had fell outside
of the dogma and teachings of the Catholic Chuftiese experiences, which | have long since
became very comfortable with, were at the time esr@ly confusing and outside of any
experiences or knowledge that | had had or beeas&to.

The problem was, | was talking to God. Talking teodesus, or a Saint, or the Virgin Mary
(these options were OK at the time for Catholissipposed) but directly to God. | was raised to
understand that prayer was conversation with Gad. tBis was different. This was dialogue.
There were also the occurrences of what | belieatethat time to be miracles (since then my
definitions and understandings have changed). Italasg to God and he was responding. There
was a voice in my head directing me, telling me woado, offering advice, making things
happen. | was struggling with GID (Gender Idenfigorder) at the time, but this was not about
GID or Gender/Sexuality issues of any sort. This whout who and what | was on the spiritual
level. About my relationship and responsibilityGod, about my relationship and responsibility to
family, and about my responsibility to me.

In 1970, conversations with God were not part ofnstaecam Catholicism. | am not sure
that conversations with God in 1970 were part of @ainstream anything to be honest. However,
that wonderful priest gave me insight to understdmat there were people like me (he knew
nothing about the GID, this was about the God sioff) and that | should begin a search to find
community where my experiences were both acceptedre normative.

Soon after | started my search | found the QuakbesReligious Society of Friends. And
soon | was borrowing, begging and even buyingditge and books, and attending Meeting for
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Worship. Spending endless hours in conversatioh watigious counselors brought me to the
conclusion that | was a Quaker. That's how you bee@a Quaker, a Friend, you finally and
simply become convinced that you are, indeed, ak@ud became a convinced Quaker in the
months that followed.

| continued to actively practice being a Quakermythe balance of my college years and
unto relatively recently, | have always considenegkelf a Friend, perhaps a distant Friend, but
still a Quaker.

After college, | returned to my family's householthe choice | was given was pretty
blunt. | could be a non-practicing Catholic, butauld not be a practicing anything else. So the
Quakerism was placed on hold. Later, with marriagd career choices, attending any Church
became very difficult. My partner/wife and | livéolo far from the Quaker’s to participate, and no
other faiths were attractive to either of us.

About the age of 40, all hell literally broke looseéhe GID, which has always been
present, raised its very ugly head, | ended upidaliclepressed, sought help initially outside of
therapy, then within a therapeutic framework, amdave my life, changed my sex. The cost was
high, business, family, friends, career, and mgeia paid the price paid by most transsexuals.

However something else happened. A chance meetitwgocsupport groups | belonged to
was held at a Quaker Meeting House. My then wifd hattended. On entering the Meeting
House, | was overwhelmed and knew that | had rethirome, to my spiritual home.

| also began to seriously think about what it metnbe Quaker, which implies being a
Mystic, and how my Transsexuality had to be viewedot only from a
medical/physical/sexual/relationship basis, but i@ my Transsexuality mean to me on a
spiritual basis.

What | discovered, what was revealed to me, sca@dnd continues to scare me. | began
to look at Transsexuality from a different viewppione that there were very few guideposts. |
began to see Transsexuality not as a curse, asdiseat as a gift, a gift from God.

I'll admit. Being born TS is not a gift | would wato wish on anyone. | often tell hardcore
Christian Fundamentalists that | have no fear efrgty in hell, having lived on earth as a
Transsexual.

| began to ask a more basic question, why? Why Wik® Transsexuality? Why did this
God who | so often in my life talk with, who hadcbua strong presence for so many years chose
for me to be born Transsexual? What was the meaofitlgs choice on the part of God? Since |
believe in a God that not only takes an interesnanand my life, and had been at that time an
active participant in my life for 20 odd years, wilig he want me TS? | knew that it was not my
choice (remember, this is an essay about choiglet?). So if it was not my choice, who'’s was it?
| had definitely become convinced that it was ai@hoSomeone had made the choice that of all
the afflictions | could have been made to suffavak selected to suffer GID. Who?

My conclusion was God made this choice. The nexglyimportant question was why?
Why Transsexuality and why me? These were hardestouns. Some of the answers | considered
included:

“God was bored”. OK, this is a good one, you seed @ets bored sitting on his royal
throne so he gives us “challenges” to make us gleugp that he can watch us in amusement. OK,
thin, but | thought of it! Didn't fit the God | kive

Then there was “God wanted me to suffer so he magla Transsexual”. This is actually
fairly common in the TS community. Many come toié&ed that Transsexuality is literally hell on
Earth, punishment for some sin committed by thaihdrs or their selves in some past life. But
this did not work for me. For me, God has alwaysrba source of solutions, not of pain.

Then there was “God simply does not care.” Thishis random God approach to the
problem. Kind of like a combination of bingo anckthotto. The God of Vegas. | can remember
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the theme to Candid Camera running through my reimdlessly. . . “When you least expect it,
your selected, you're the Star today. . . “ Thigeraeally worked either.

And finally, “God needs me to be a TranssexualisTdnswer felt from the beginning to
be most true, most real. One of the concepts thatdgvelop after 20-30 years living as a Mystic
is that God’s gifts are not evenly distributed. Qerss have a saying. “From each according to
their ability, to each according to their needdlisTis a reflection that every individual is unique
and as such, has a unique set of gifts given tdh@nby their creator, by God. This set of gifts
includes the ability to know the presence of Gothimi and the ability to communicate directly
with that presence.

But why would God need me to be a Transsexual? Wiyld God need me to suffer?
Why to go through living a life that | openly hadescribed as “Hell on Earth”?

The answer came to me from experience. From limydife. One truth that | have learned
from 40-50 years of living is that when it comesgmwth, no pain, no gain. This is for any
growth (except weight gain, that seems to defy &qulirpose for the world). You want the
growth, you do the work, and you pay the price.dswaying the price, but why? Why was |
asked to pay this price?

In her book, A History of God, Karen Armstrong ge®mthe Sacred Tradition of the Sufi’s
“When | love him, | become his Ear through whichhears, his Eye with which he sees, his Hand
with which he grasps, and his Foot with which hdk&& When | recently read this Tradition |
felt an affinity to the people who wrote and beédwthis Tradition over one thousand years ago. In
answering the question of “Why me?” | had come tweay similar understanding of my
relationship with God. | have come to understarad ttam the eyes, by which he sees, the ears, by
which he hears, | am his voice by which he spetleshands, by which he does. | both a witness
for God, and | am a tool for God. | came to underdtthat all humans are tools of Gods, both
tools of witness and tools of action.

For me, for my relationship with God, it is importdo understand that | both receive and |
give. | not only take from God, but | give to Ga&k | ask of God, God too asks of me.

And in his asking of me, God has asked me to chaHgeasked me to change from
Catholic to Quaker (and then much more recentlynf@@uaker to Unitarian). And he asked me to
change from male to female. Did | have a choicei® Ehan essay about choice after all. . . Yes |
did have a choice. But not necessarily the choieeyrbelieve that | had. It was not a choice of
accepting his asking. God simply asks, as we askoaf. We have no choice in what God asks of
us. Rather it was a choice of understanding. Unaleding why | was being asked. Why me? Why
Transsexuality? Me because God choose me. Traraggxoecause God chose Transsexuality.
And since this is not the God of Vegas, not a ramdoawing of random numbers, but a deliberate
choice, then why?

The answer lies within my belief that | am God’sceoand his hands. | am a tool of God.
And as every carpenter knows, tools need to besthrtp be made, to be sharpened. The better a
tool is forged, the sharper it can become, andrtbee effective the tool then is. | am God’s voice
and his hands. | am his tool.

| am also God’s eyes and his ears. With my eyesnanéars | witness for God. | cannot
choose what | witness. | can choose to be blindrexido acknowledge, but truthfully, what | see
and what | hear is often not a choice that | h&&ample, when | am discriminated against, | have
no choice in the discrimination. It is happeningne. | witness the discrimination for God.

Transsexuality was the forge, which God has chasarse to forge this tool, to sharpen
this tool into effective voice and hands. It wasoalhe forge by which my eyes and ears for forged
into tools of witness. | personally cannot choosé to witness. Being a witness for God is not
something we can often choose to do or not to dsk Anyone born blind, or mentally
handicapped, or black, or gay. We witness for Gad wwhich he created in us. By our gifts. Being
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a witness is not about how the witness uses thg, gnfit how the rest of God’s creations react to
and how they treat those with God’s gifts. We wsthéor God the acts of others. That is why we
are God'’s eyes and his ears. It is through our thaasthe evidence that God collects is collected.
It is not for us to judge, but to experience thadm which judgment will be made.

Many of us cannot choose to be or not to be a sétrier God much of the time. We can
choose how evident we make those gifts which makes withess some of the time. And we can
choose to follow paths revealed to us by God, whwlh make us into God’s witness. But for
many of us, there simply is no choice. We simpb/@od’s witness.

A simple example. Ask five blind from birth men fay basketball against five
professional basketball players. The five blind neannot choose not to be blind, but they can
choose to attempt to play, or not to attempt ty pldbasketball game. In the asking, the five blind
men are asked to give witness. They can choosertbnae that witness or not. In the asking
alone there is cause for witness.

But what about his hands? What about God’s voice?tihese our choices? God makes us
into the tools he needs. We are shaped in the difexperience and life into the tools that God
needs to do his work. | was shaped by the forgay&xperiences. Sharpened for a task | did not
ask for, did not want, do not want. But nonethelessGod’s will that | have been shaped.

My choice, because at last | do have a choice histiwer or not | will choose to be God’s
tool. His voice, his hands. My choice is whethenot | open myself to God’s asking. Do | accept
his calling. Do | do his work? Speak his words?e3s Ministry? Teach the lessons that he has
crafted within me the skills and knowledge to téach

| did not choose to be a Transsexual, | was bom tius | cannot choose whether or not
to be a witness. | did not choose to become a kly&od simply started talking to me. | did not
choose to change my sex; | chose to do anythimglldao stay alive which included changing my
sex. | did not choose to suffer as a result of mgiglon to remain alive.

| did chose to acknowledge God in my daily lifeditt choose to understand why God
chose me. | do continue to choose to allow myselid fully used both as a withess and as a tool
by God.

And finally, 1 did choose to write this essay.

That was my choice.

Or was it God's?
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Gender Change 1n the Real World of Work

—Marsha Botzer

| made my gender transition toward the end of 1@ryen Local 32, Plumbers and
Pipefitters. | did not leave because of poor trestin Rather, there was support - perplexed
support, but honest help nevertheless. And this iwa981, when few in the labor movement
knew about Transgendered workers. So, | was vekylu

And still, today, lots of people don’'t understanate the basics, so here it is very briefly.
Transgendered people feel their bodies do not miditein sense of self, and they go through a
process to make their bodies match their identi#ess| did, they change their bodies. We do it
with hormones, appearance, mannerisms, clothes@meétimes, but NOT always, with surgery.
We do it because the “I” inside us is as strong@ragne else’s: it just doesn’t match our bodies.
Lots of research has shown what we transgendereplgo&now, that this “gender identity” is
established by the time we're two or three yeads ahd it's stubbornly resistant to change.
Therapy, religion, jail, hospitals — none have bseccessful, and they've all been used against us.

The Transgender condition isn’t sick, it isn’t oyait isn’t evil or wrong, it just is. Today,
there is an accepted medical and psychologicatiniesa process that a person can go through; it
takes a long time, requires a lot of work, plustaof cash. The end result, feeling whole, is worth
it. But no one would take on this transition lightl

Of course, we change genders in the real world,thisdmeans we change at work. Just
like everyone else, we have to keep working to feaywhat we do. Because of harassment and
ignorance, Transgender workers often need Labappat to get through this time. The point is
to help a fellow worker keep going without intimialen or discrimination. The same things
anyone needs in the workplace. A union contrach wiénder identity and expression in it, a
steward who isn’'t afraid to fight, a community afipporters — these things can mean the
difference between life and death.

Our media tell us all will be fine if we don'’t trble ourselves about the next person, or
join together, or fight for each worker’s rightanrd especially if we just get out there and buy
something. Who stands against this view? Laboitsimistorical role as protector of all working
people. | believe that ultimately, people who deviail, and those who unite for equality shower
the world with joy. Transgender workers are one anget of willing hands, ready to fight for
equality and for the triumph of human beings over tavages of greed. The time for equality is
now.

Marsha Botzer is an OFLC/Seattle PAW member asasadl board member of the NGLTF.
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God's A God Of Love And Not A God Of Hate

—Joni Christian

There is a God above who watches over us.
A God of love who created you.

You are unique, though maybe not complete -
Yet you belong to Him.

[Chorus]

Yes, you are god's, thought of from the start
You're a very special part of the universe.

Created not for harm, but to be cradled in his arms
For god's a god of love and not a god of hate.

There are angels up above, created with pure love.
These angels are watching over you.
Protection, strength and hope they give us eveyy da
Just claim their mighty powers today!

Remember—

[Chorus]

Yes, you are god's, thought of from the start
You're a very special part of the universe.

Created not for harm, but to be cradled in his arms
For god's a god of love and not a god of hate.

Equal all are we, given freedom to be
Individual expressions of God's love ...
Know that we can be one world in harmony.
For this is the vision of our God!

[Chorus]

Oh, yes be sure to see to see the winds that therseas -
The seas of healing waters that make us all free -

Free to be one world in harmony.

For this is the vision,

Oh, this is the vision,

Yes, this is the vision of our God!
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A Transfigured Name

—Cameron Partridge

Almighty God, to whom our needs are known beforaskeHelp us to ask only what accords with your
will; and those good things which we dare not,ropur blindness cannot ask, grant us for the sdkeoor
Son Jesus Christ our Lord. Amén.

“God, let me be transfigured” | had prayed allidgrthe season of EpiphafyLet me be
figured as trans, transformed as you would haveformaed, created anew in your image as |
believe we all are re-created every day—whateviar \ilill mean, wherever this will take me.
Amen.”

All of that year, as | drove between Boston and Ndawen for a final year of divinity
school, | had been struggling to imagine how | wdnto embody my gender. | had been
uncomfortable being seen as female for as longcasltl remember, and my consciousness of that
discomfort had grown increasingly acute over myleg# and graduate school years. | knew |
wanted to change my way of being in the world, udahg my body, but how exactly? | couldn’t
quite grasp where | was headed. | also had a teetin vision would clear when | had enough
courage to see. What would | look like? Whauld | look like? What would myife then look
like? My imagination had hit a block that | wasitiy to pray my way through.

Several times a week strange experiences would &ohirror up to the queerness of my
gender. During my first month at a New Haven ditjirschool | had come out of a stall in the
women'’s restroom and was washing my hands. Asddstbere at the sink | heard the bathroom
door open and remain open. | could sense someaniegsat me. This had happened enough times
in various places that | knew what was going on—wenan in the doorway thought | was in the
wrong restroom. Figuring out how to respond to stetlarations had become quite a challenge. |
wasn’t one to say something like “Hello?! I'm a wam—I belong here!” because | didn't feel that
| truly was a woman, and on some level | didn’tl feactually belonged there. At that point the
men’s room didn’t exactly beckon to me either;dai®d the bejesus out of me. Earlier that fall |
had stopped to use the bathroom at a rest stopsahdas walking into the women’s room a man
started calling out to me. When | realized he vedisiig to me | paused and turned around in the
bathroom doorway. The scruffy guy was six inchesayadrom my face and looked acutely
embarrassed. In a stage whisper he said, “uh, b@utao go into théadies room! | wondered
what to say. Then | responded, “I know.” He staatany face, then at my chest, and sputtered,
“Oh! Sorry!” If I didn’t know for sure that a unigebathroom would be in my immediate vicinity,
one of my partner’'s family phrases — “pee now oever hold your pee”—was the watchword

! Book of Common PrayéNew York: Church Hymnal Corporation, 1979) 39439

2 The term ‘Transfiguration’ refers to the storyJefsus’s glowing appearance in the company of Masd<£lijah on
top of a mountain. This story appears in Mark 8;2-uke 9:28-36, and Matthew 17:1-8 and is refetceth 2 Peter
1:16-18. In many Protestant denominations inclgdie Episcopal Church, to which | belong, the ehthe
liturgical season called “Epiphany” (which followse seasons of Advent and Christmas and precestgsahd
Easter) ends with a Sunday known as “TransfigungBonday.” Liturgically—in the worship practice of
Episcopalians — transfiguration therefore marksliineshold between Epiphany and Lent, just astaifeaf the
gospel story is that just after this revelatiordesus on the mountain, he tells his disciples heiisg to die. There is
also a Feast of the Transfiguration on AugUswich originated in the Eastern Christian traditiorransfiguration
thus also marks the threshold between Jesus’nidedaath, and suggests that his crucifixion, restion, and
ascension are all of a piece. Transfiguration markarrative space where time is congealed, émses events of
earlier and later moments come together and cness-drans means ‘across’ in Latin—normal chronological and
spatial boundaries. Transfiguration Sunday isdless to say, one of my favorite days in the chyedr! The
Oxford Dictionary of the Christian Churdi©xford, New York: Oxford University Press, 199B897) 1636-1637.
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before leaving home. So finally, back in New Havénurned to the confused woman in the
bathroom doorway. “Are you okay?!” | asked. “Uh...Ul.She looked at me, then at a stall door,
me, stall door, and muttered, “I thought you... Iugbt this was...Uh...” And then she just went
into a stall.

One experience in particular had perfectly illustdamy peculiar reality. Kateri and | had
gone to a hip Boston synagogue to observe a fiieadtion as a newly ordained rabbi. We were
seated alone in a pew listening to her when arrlgldentleman made his way down our row. He
was holding a kippa, a small round head coveringilyg worn by men in synagogues, and he was
scowling at me. | was seated closest to him, addenly felt distinctly uncomfortable. When he
reached my side he thrust the kippa toward me.i®eglwhat was going on and wanting above
all else to be respectful, | reached for it. Bugrtlsuddenly, before | could grasp it, he snatched i
back. | was confused. He was staring at me. Thdrelteit out again. | reached for it. He snatched
it back. When he extended it again | was able ke & from him and put it on my head. It
wouldn’t stay put. At this point the poor baffleérgleman turned and made his way out of the
pew, and | turned to Kateri who was trying verychaot to crack up.

On the one hand, | considered—and still embraceydiminal gender as a gift. | believe
its pervasive influence in my life can open my eyesvhat William Countryman has called
“border country”—the spaces and times where wepmeive the Presence of the divine in the
created realfh— more clearly than | might be able to otherwi@m.the other hand, it's also always
felt like unfinished business. While certain strangublic encounters were emblematic of my
gender liminality, they were few and far betweempared to the interactions that unambiguously
gendered me as femdldf gender is viewed in the United States as a kihdeesaw, we all tend
to get plunked down on one side or the other. tl f@yself to be more in the middle, though
definitely leaning toward the masculine side of tvisame gender theorists and even some
scientists are articulating as a continuum. Yetagaxically, my masculine leaning wasn't often
being recognized through people “plunking” me ittte “man” box; | was continuously pushed
into the one category to which | felt keenly thatidn’'t belong, the “woman” box. Yes, | believe
strongly that women can be whoever they want toabe, that women should be able to express
their gender in whatever way they desire. Ultimgted me, freedom of gender expression is an
ethical mandate. That includes women being freleet@s masculine as they want to be and men
likewise being as feminine as they desire. Butisbancludes the—for the most part concretely
unrecognized — reality that there are more thangeralers. In the everyday world in which [ live,
move, and have my being, however, a different tyea most often enacted. In all sorts of
mundane ways, | was getting corralled in a box wes increasingly feeling like a cage. | felt like
my internal reality was completely invisible to mggople | encountered in the world, that this
gender enactment was becoming an unbearable sthgnblock. | needed to find a way to
transform my gender, that for me it might becont@merstone.

That fall in New Haven, while reading for a couseAnglican Theology, | had stumbled
across a quote from the first Letter of John. érped to the heart of my quandary: “See what love

3 L. william CountrymanlLiving on the Border of the Holy: Renewing the Bifimod of Al(Harrisburg, PA:
Morehouse Publishing, 1999) 8.

* | view gender primarily as a process rather thatatic, reality. | see it as a combination of bigital and cultural
influences, of ongoing processes hormonal andioekt but | don't think it’s at all clear just hoglistinct the cultural
and biological influences truly are or how and viteetone source or the other “predominates.” In $eofithe way |
understand us all to be “gendered” on an ongoirsisbdm deeply influenced by the writings of Judutler,
including her insistence that we can't simply willrselves out of the larger cultural system of gerudfurcation. |
don't believe we completely lack agency in our ayemdering, but likewise | don't think we’re entiyein control”
either. See Judith ButleGender Trouble: Feminism and the Subversion oftltierfNew York, London: Routledge,
1990), andBodies That Matter: On the Discursive Limits ofxSéNew York, London: Routledge, 1993).
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the Father has given us, that we should be calédren of God; and that is what we are. The
reason the world does not know us is that it didkmow him. Beloved, we are God’s children
now; what we will be has not yet been revealed. Wleado know is this: when he is revealed, we
will be like him, for we will see him as he i3.'had been lying on my bed trying to keep my eyes
open when this passage jumped out at me. It wdhocagih God was speaking to my queries,
through the written witness of an ancient communjitu are one of God’s children now, you're
not alone, yes the world around you doesn’t know. yidne more it gets to know God the more it
will be able to recognize you and others like yées, you're worried about where you're headed,
what you will even look like, but it isn’t time ftrat just yet. What we will be has not yet been
revealed.And then the final verse echoed in my hesivhat we do know is this: when God is
revealed, we will be like God, for we will see GmdGod truly isLying there on my bed, | knew
that the author of this text technically was spegkabout the end of days. But to translate its
message into my own life there and then, | hadstrese that the more | could open myself to
God’s abiding presence, the more my heart couldedgtperceive God working in my life, the
morewhat we will becould be realized in my life, as a foretaste of wha all finally will be in

the heart of the divine. It was this message tbadtnhe to pray later that winter, “God, let me be
transfigured.”

The summer that followed that prayer was full o§st as my partner and | prepared to
negotiate a long distance relationship. Kateri vi@sded to California for a post-doctoral
fellowship while | was to begin my doctorate in Bos In the midst of this pain, the question of
how | was to be figured as trans increased in wgen

That autumn | went about my life with the strasg@sation that | was falling. | felt it as |
walked through the park on my way to class, watghire yellow leaves flittering and swaying to
the ground. When would this leaf finally land? Hdid | personally need to embody this identity?
How might | want to change my body? How might | wam intervene in the ongoing social
process through which | could feel myself being dgred every day? Consciously and
unconsciously, all of these questions had beerisgiaround in my head for years, but now they
had kicked into high gear. My gender identity wi® la volcano that | had determined—no,
decided — would lie dormant several years back whexalized how overwhelming it all was.
Occasional gender earthquakes had rumbled theirtkrayigh my life, shaking me up but then
leaving me in some measure of peace. But smokestaatkd forcing its way through the cracks
again that summer and now earthquakes were getiorg numerous. Having long considered
whether | would eventually have a mastectomy argbicheconstruction, | had just decided that
very week to finally do it. | had gotten to a plagbere | could imagine my chest flat, with semi-
circular scars and grafted nipples, and the imaffeshcred, holy, even sacramental. Of course
there would be scars, | had realized. Scars repregeere we have been, who we have been, and
serve as a reminder of how we are always beingftvtamed. This major decision brought on a
new question, one upon which | could act sooner thagery: what to do about my name?

In one sense, | had always liked my given nam€atherine. | had loved that it started
with a C, not a K, and that it was “-erine” and fatyn” or various other permutations. My
parents, | had been told several times, had waotedme me Holly. But then, as my dad would
say with a certain tone of pride, “we took one gémak at you and said, ‘This baby is not a Holly.
This is a Catherine—a Catherine witlCd Thank God!To my dad I'd always been “Big C.” |
used to dance around the living room to Cookie NMemsinging “C is for cookie that's good
enough for me...Oh cookie, cookie, cookie starts with.C! C was my letter. All through
elementary and high school | was the only Cathdrkreew. But then in college | was just one of
many. | even began to notice that there appeareeé two distinct kinds of Catherines: maculine-

®1 John 3:1-2. All biblical quotations are fronetNew Revised Standard Version.

46



leaning and feminine-leaning ones. Seriously, thmeé seems to have a certain power that gets
harnessed in rather butch forms on the one hardisart of voluptuous, feminine ways on the
other, almost as if the two express a reactionmsg@ach other. As one who never grew out of my
tomboy “stage” | can now see that | was never wempfortable with this strange dynamic in my
name. | was further disappointed to learn that &atle means “pure.” Nicknames only helped to
a point. | especially detested being feminized athZ Then some friends started calling me Cat
one summer at camp. | liked its androgyny, and lag¥en had a “Cat in the Hat” t-shit for good
measure. Eventually | had started wondering if cafild ever pass as a guy’s name, though. “Cat
Stevens!” | thought, “One of my favorite singersadif time!” But by that fall | knew my gender
expression exceeded the name’s capacity.

Over time, as | became aware that | was reaclmaghreshold of my name’s range, | had
begun trying to think of a new one. Envious of sgender author and activist Leslie Feinberg,
whose name seems to speak to hir unique gendaregpur wished | had a name like that. | can
recall filing through names in my head while driyito and from New Haven: Chris, Pat, Sam...
but none seemed to fit. Then one day while badgaston | went to get take-out at a local ‘Asian
Fusion’ restaurant, ‘Jay’s’, whose name | had es@msidered in my covert name shopping. It was
a Friday night at the end of a long week, and Kated | were in need of some excellent take-out
sushi. She sat in the car, double-parked, whinlin. | told the person behind the counter | was
there for take-out. “What's the name?” he askedth@rine,” | said. “Cameron?” he asked. “No,
Catherine,” | replied, thinking, “Hm... but I likdhat name!” | ran back to the car with my bundle
and breathlessly told Kateri, “I just heard a ndmeeuld actually imagine inhabiting!...Not that |
wanna actually do that right now, but...” From thatment on, the name had been there, in my
pocket.

Every now and then | would take the name out amtipoit, but never for very long. Until
one week during that autumn, one year after my @meo with the first letter of John, as my
gender identity was crashing all around me. | wtdsg across the table from a friend, talking
about these matters, when she asked me, “havewarwcensidered changing your name?” | was
mildly surprised. “Actually,” | replied, “I have.l proceeded to tell her about how the name
Cameron had come to me at Jay’s. Her eyes lit olp, that's a great name—I could totally see
you with that name!” That was food for thought. Aticht was a Tuesday afternoon. Four days
later the name just would not leave me alone.

So there | was on the afternoon of Saturday, Octb#dewondering what it would be like
to inhabit the name Cameron. “Cameron Partridgenétan Partridge...” | kept repeating to see
how it sounded. Where was this going? “Okay, fleeme find out more about this name.” So |
got online. | went to Google.com and typed in “narhdhis took me epregnancy.com. | sat on
the living room floor as banners of pregnant worfieated across my laptop. “How appropriate,”
| thought. | typed in “Cameron.” The website regdirme to choose whether | wanted the boy’s or
girl’'s version of the name. | chose the boy's wamsand found myself staring at a series of
comments from expectant mothers. Each mother waélthe name and then explain her rating.
The first comment was from someone who put “no kis&nn the name slot. “It's a little too
wussy for a boy I think. It reminds me of the sicklimp onFerris Bueller's Day Off..Wuss!”
“Hm, lovely,” | mused “No gender agenda there, eliié second entry reflected familial gender
angst, “I love the name Cameron. | think that &'sweet name. My husband on the other hand
thinks it’'s too girlish. | had chosen Cameron JordAut he says no.” Dad’s afraid of having a
‘mama’s boy,” eh? | read on. After one positive coemt, another mother explained, “Our son is
named Cameron Garrett. The only problem | see thithname Cameron is the ability for people
to shorten it to Cam. | cannot stand that nicknantieink Cameron suits my little man just fine.”
“Aw, your little man—how very cute!” | chucked, “Bwhat’s wrong with Cam?!” | happen to
like that nickname. After all, there’s Cam Neelyhel name was growing on me. Then this
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comment caught my eye: “I love this name. | namgdohdest son Cameron and it fits him very
well. It's a great name...very masculine.” Very ocudime—interesting how the same name could
be seen by one person as “wussy’ and by anothenady. Another woman commented,
“Cameron is a strong name.” | liked that. Then filllowing comment made me wonder what on
earth the name could mean, “We are going to namaexond son Cameron Reilly Michael. We
all know what Cameron means, Reilly means couragaod Michael means like God... Everyone
we've told the name Cameron to absolutely lovesd it is a name that will suite a child or an
adult. Our son is due in June and he already hashames (from my husband) ‘Cammers,
Cameroon, Crazy Cameron’ It's cute.” Cute indeedd Aonce my family could get over what
would surely be an initial period of shock, perhaipsy could keep my own crazy nicknames,
which | realized would still work with this new nam. But what was this “we all know what
Cameron means” business?! This comment, plus d feféection piqued my curiosity: “I
absolutely loved this name. | have a guy friend thade fun of it because of Cameron Diaz, but |
checked it out and it's originally a boy's name.f&ol have seen the meanings: crooked nose,
crooked stream, crooked hill, crooked individualiyell, whatever the real meaning... he'll be
crooked!” Choosing to ignore the Cameron Diaz comimiehad to double-check those meanings.
| clicked on “definition” and read, “Cameron: Cel®rigin, MeaningCrooked nose. Nickname of
a Highland chieftain with a crooked nos&he name essentially meabentor crooked—*Oh my
God! It means QUEER!! What could be more fittifg?!'said out loud, our two cats peering
quizzically at me. | had long equated ‘bent’ oro'cked’ with queer in my head, and had laughed
with glee when | once heard Frank Griswold, thesklirg Bishop of the Episcopal Church,
pointedly preach the saying from Ecclesiastes: Stier the work of God; who can make straight
what God has made crookef?”

So | sat there on the floor, letting it all sink Ircould feel the name staking a claim on me.
There was no mistaking it. It had to be mine. “Shithe process of asking my loved ones to call
me this, to recognize my trans identity in thisweonscious way, was bound to be painful. But
nothing could have been clearer than that thismwasiame. So overwhelming was this revelation
that | lay there on the floor for a long time. Thedt to me likekairos God’s eternity breaking into
my chronostime. | recalled how the first eleven women oredimpriests in the Episcopal Church
in the United States experienced their moment.eCateyward and Alla Bozarth-Campbell had
both referenced the conceptlafirosin their written reflectiond.“The ordination was not simply
an ‘event’ in the life of the Church.” Heyward résa“It was part of aprocess,which neither
began nor ended in Philadelphia. A process in whailhos bursts—intrudes—into the order of
things. A process in which the Spirit moves, remgathe church. In it, and with it, and by its holy
power, we are graced to move with this God to ¢aretebration, and peac®To me it was as
though the living room had suddenly become thendnmom of the Almighty, that cherubim and
seraphim were calling back and forth to each dtHety, Holy Holy” right there in my presence.

After settling down a bit, | tried to call Katetilonged to hear the warmth of her voice.
Maddeningly, though, her cell phone was out of earicknew she and an old friend of ours were
in the mountains, and that she might well havealbroe by the cabin’s landline, whose number |
didn’t have. | then called my sister. | figured skieuld probably be understanding of this latest
twist and serve as the excellent soundboard shayalvs. After all, only a few months eatrlier,
when we had been remarking upon our dad’s new beadthe phone, she had suddenly asked,

® Ecclesiastes 7:13

’ Alla Bozarth CampbelWomanpriest: A Personal Odyss@yew York, Ramsey, N.J., Toronto: Paulist Pre§3;8)
129-130.

8 Carter HeywardA Priest Forever: One Woman’s Controversial Ordinatin the Episcopal Churct{Cleveland,
Ohio: The Pilgrim Press, 1976, 1999) 132.
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“have you ever wished you had a beard?” When | gduaghast that she’'d stumbled upon this
secret desire, she had said, “Geez, if you havkiné about it...!” I'd then admitted that, yeah, |
did think facial hair would be very cool. I'd sinta@ld her | understood myself as trans, definitely
not female, and certainly not stereotypically meide’'d been very supportive. So now she
listened to what had just happened with my name,hen response was instantly reassuring. Plus
she really liked it. A while later Kateri calledn&was supportive, loving, and excited for me, and
she was also terrified, wondering if | was goinget@ntually transform beyond recognition. | had
no concrete answers for her, and we tried to censath other in both love and fear. Nevertheless
| finally went to sleep feeling very alone.

When | woke up Sunday morning | felt like I'd beem over by a train. The previous
day’s revelations and conversations hung heavilyngrshoulders. | dragged myself to church and
was asked when | arrived if | could do the firsadimg for someone who couldn’t make it. |
agreed and took the bulletin to a seat to revieavtéixt. It was from the thirty-second chapter of
Genesis and described Jacob’s impending confrontatith his brother Esau and four hundred
men. After sending servants ahead with preserdappease his brother, that night Jacob had taken
his family to the other side of a stream leavingp lslone. There, “a man wrestled with him until
daybreak. When the man saw that he did not preagainst Jacob, he struck him on the hip
socket; and Jacob’s hip was put out of joint asvhestled with him. Then he said, ‘let me go, for
the day is breaking.” But Jacob said, ‘I will net {/ou go, unless you bless me.” So he said to him,
‘what is your name?’ And he said, ‘Jacob.” Then then said, ‘You shall no longer be called
Jacob, but Israel, for you have striven with God atith humans, and have prevailed.” Then Jacob
asked him, ‘Please, tell me your name.” But he,s&ithy is it that you ask me my name?’ And
there he blessed him. So Jacob called the placelPsaying, ‘For | have seen God face to face,
and yet my life is preserved”Reading this first in my pew and then aloud durihg service
from the lectern, | felt as though | was recountimaj only my own previous night, but also the
past year. | was astounded to come to the endeopdlssage, where God gives the protagonist a
new name. | had long known of this biblical pattefme-naming, and had studied the significance
of naming in Genesis as well as in other texts,that morning | truly understood its significance
for the first time. It was as though God was resjog to my latent fear in all that | was
undertaking, as though God was taking me by the haassuring, blessing, and giving me a new
name.

| started using my new name almost immediately. Mioee | shared it with the people in
my life, the more organic it felt. In November,indlly broke down and asked my dad if business
might bring him to my city soon—we needed to tMkithin a week of my request we had lunch
at a Vietnamese restaurant. It was a strange eepfia conversation we’'d had nine years eatrlier,
when I'd come out to him as gay at a Chinese restduWalking out of the restaurant afterwards,
he’d put his arm around me and come out to me stmaker. Sitting across the table from him
now, | told him about this new twist in my crazyjaey. When | got to the part about my name
not working anymore, he couldn’t stand the suspé€iidid you choose a different name—what is
it? What is your namé™e was looking at me with intensity, but was snglat the absurdity of
the question he’d just asked. My own dad, who gaeghe name Catherine instead of Holly, now
was asking me what my name was. “Cameron” | tohd. iCameron” he repeated, “okay... that’s
gonna take some getting used to.” Then he askedl\@hghosen that name rather than a more
masculine name. This response reminded me a ltiteofeports of the dads on the epregnancy
website. Of all the aspects of my transition withielh my dad struggled, the name seemed to
crystallize the very real sense of loss. Four medker, after numerous difficult exchanges, this
name became the catalyst for an estrangement frbichwve still have not recovered; where

% Gen 32:24-30
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before | had signed emails “C”, | now signed a phiatort with my new name. His response
began with a reassertion of my old name and endéud an expression of love and then an
unspeakably painful “God bless, good luck, good’bye

Almost one year later | learned of another fathghdcexchange that somehow gives me an
odd sense of hope. While reading John ColapirdgsNature Made Him-the story of David
Reimer who, after a botched circumcision, was thizg Brenda — | got to the point where Ron
Reimer tells his daughter Brenda that she had beema boy. Ron had picked up then teenaged
Brenda from a doctor’s appointment and taken heafoonciliatory ice-cream cone. After pulling
into the family driveway he finally “found the wasdche needed.” As he spoke, Brenda “just sat
there listening, real quiet,” Ron says, almost tdecades after this extraordinary encounter
between father and child. “I guess she was sorfassl with thisunbelievabletale that | was
telling her.” Brenda did have a question for hahéa. It concerned that brief charmed span of
eight months directly after her birth, the onlyipdrof her life when she had ever been, or ever
would be, fully intact. “What,” she asked, “was mgme?*° Originally his name had not been
David. It had been Bruce. When he chose to tramshiack to male, he purposely chose a different
name, actually picking two and letting his pareot®ose which one. David had especially
appealed to him because of the Hebrew Bible storyhich, against all odds, David had defeated
Goliath. | loved that. And reading of David’s pa®rhonest, human struggle with the choices
they made, | find myself reaching out to my dadnind and heart, hoping for reconnection.

But months earlier, on that crisp October morniwgh both trepidation and elation, |
knew that claiming my name was just the beginnirfglt — as | still keenly know—that | had a
long, difficult, unknown journey ahead of me. Omttimorning, bent as the day | was born, | was
filled with gratitude. Even in the midst of ongoistruggle, | had the sense that God was telling
me that, like David, and like Jacob before him,alllsomehow prevailed. In words to which |
know | will always need to return, St. Paul artatels palpably what | felt: “We are treated as
impostelrls, and yet are true; as unknown and yetwaik known; as dying, and see—we are
alive...”

Come down O Love Divine, seek thou this soul oéramd visit it with thine own ardor
glowing; O Comforter draw near, within my heart &ap and kindle it, thy holy flame
bestowing.

O let it freely burn, till earthly passions turn doist and ashes in its heat consuming;

And let thy glorious light shine ever on my sigirtd clothe me round the while my path
illuming.

And so the yearning strong with which the soul Witig shall far outpass the power of
human telling; for none can guess its grace tilve@reate a place wherein the Holy Spirit
makes a dwelling’

19 John ColapintoAs Nature Made Him: The Boy Who Was Raised Asla @iew York; HarperCollins Publishers,
2000)180.

12 Corinthians 6.8b-9a

2 Bjanco da Siena (d. 1434?); tr. Richard Frederitledale (1833-1890), alt. Music by Ralph Vaaghwilliams,
“Hymn 516,” The Hymnal 1982(New York: Church Publishing Incorporated, 1982).
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Holy Week

—Cameron Partridge

Almighty God, whose most dear Son went not upytbyo first he suffered pain,
and entered not into glory before he was crucifigi@rcifully grant that we,
walking in the way of the cross, may find it notieeothan the way of life and
peace. Amenh.

“And here we offer and present to you, O Lord, selves, our souls and bodies, to be a
reasonable, holy, and living sacrifice unto you?.EVvery week from about seventh grade through
high school | recited those words in my head, alontp the celebrating priest in the small
Episcopal congregation | attended. Something ablmeitphrase always captured my attention,
even though it came near the end of what often sdean interminably long series of prayers. It
just seemed to get at the heart of the matter ¢¢y Bommunion; that phrase voices our human
action in the intersection and exchange that tpkase between the self-offering of God and that
of God’s people on earth, “that [God] might dwaellus, and we in [God].” Every Sunday morning
| prayed those words with careful intention, and semething about them, or about my own
efforts, always felt slightly off. An insistent ggteon would swirl around my head: what does it
mean to present onet®dyto God as a vessel, a living instrument of praiséffing up my soul
felt less complicated to me. It felt right and trae offering of my very being. But this offerin§ o
body muddled the whole experience, making me fikel 1 was being slightly disingenuous.
Disingenuous because | took very seriously a sayth@ncountered in my Latin classknow
thyself--and I knewthat my body felt wrong to me. More specificallis gender felt wrong. |
lived with a constant sense of disjunction betwdenway | felt and saw myself and the way
almost everyone in my life treated m&nd on top of that disconnect, | felt guilty abauty
experience and knew instinctively that | shouldtatk about it. That strange compound of
wrongness and guilt had pervaded every fiber ofbmiyng for as long as | could recall. By the
time | was reciting those words in my head, kneglis an acolyte in the sanctuary, my body had
begun cooperating with those around me who sawsrefamale. The sense of foreign-ness was
intensifying. So how, then, could | offer my bodyGod? Was it enough simply to avoid the issue
of embodiment and just keep trying to offer my &otlihe recurrent presence of that phrase “our
selves, our souls and bodies” kept prodding meutjinout high school.

In college and divinity school, however, the comgtions in which | worshipped used
different prayers. | had since come out as gayjalty assuming that my years of gender-
discomfort were over, and had come to associatéath#iar prayers of my growing-up years with
my denomination’s struggle around the issue of aktyu But when a progressive anthology
entitledOur Selves, Our Souls and Bodiess published to address that wider Anglican confli
| wondered if, at last, | had found a source t@hak through my own longstanding muddle. Just
as it had when | was growing up, the title phraad Bounded off in my head like a bell. My
partner Kateri gave me the book for Christmas 1861 9nscribing it “that you may come to better
understand and integrate all the wonderful partyoaf” As | perused the book, once again, |
found myself curiously detached from what | assumenlild be a consistent undertone of
celebrating embodiment. Again | wondered how tcedivanks for and offer up a body that felt

LA Collect for Fridays,”Book of Common Prayg¢New York: Church Hymnal Corporation, 1979) 99.

2 Book of Common Praye836.

% Charles Hefling, edOur Selves, Our Souls and Bodi&xuality and the Household of G@@ambridge & Boston,
MA: Cowley Publications, 1996).
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wrong? That longstanding sense of alienation from lbody’'s gender encoding had been
increasing during my first year of divinity schodlhad never been more aware of it than | did
then; | could feel it hanging over my life like arbe fog, hampering me from living as fully as
God intends.

During those years of college and divinity schbbmled to make sense of my predicament
by reading both theology and gender theory. Thaiersection, | found, lay at the concept of
“embodiment.” As | encountered it in feminist thedembodiment” did not prove very helpful to
me. Nor did | find much help in forms of spirituglithat are body centered. In fact, | downright
hated them. | especially loathed yoga. | knew aegpected the fact that such approaches to
gender theory and to spirituality worked for mahyf when it came to my life, focusing on my
experience of embodiment proved a dead end oveoagrdagain.

So when one week, four years and numerous thealogitd gender-theoretical tomes
later, my spiritual direct8rClaire introduced the topic of embodiment into bour of prayer and
reflection, | held my breath. This had been sughoaluctive and safe space for me thus far—was
that about to evaporate? Indeed, this very wisgemavoman had been totally nonplussed by my
revelation the second week that | had come to vigiself as transgendered and that | wanted to
use spiritual direction in large part to make sewfs@y gender journey, to consciously invite God
into it and cultivate an awareness of how God wesady at work in it. Not only had she been
totally accepting, she had seemed downright pleasbéd working with me around this topic. But
when she raised the issue of embodiment | tensedamzerned that certain (to use the gender-
theoretical termessentialist well-worn paths of bodily interpretation were ggito get imposed
on me as they had so many times before.

That day we had begun our time customarily with pingyers Claire would read from
various sources, especially the Anglican priestGmiter. But then she had paused to tell me that
this week she’d been inspired to share a poem bthan spiritual writer, Anthony DeMello. In
fact, she explained, she had used this poem irtusdidirection with survivors of various kinds of
abuse. Obviously, being trans was a significanifiigient issue, she said, yet something about the
poem had struck her as potentially helpful. 1 hiad $ense—in fact she may have professed it
herself—that she felt she was taking a significasit in using this same material with me. |
respected both her instincts and her caution.l&me¢hed forward, perching myself on the edge of
my chair, elbows on knees, eyes closed, tryingpenomy heart to whatever wisdom the poem
might have to offer. In a steady voice, she begaead:

* Spiritual direction is vaguely akin to therapy yttie focus is on ones relationship to the diviné how one
participates in that relationship (e.g. how oneypyawhat it's like, etc. Spiritual directors araihed to guide people
who want to focus on their life of prayer. Sometinpeople meet with a director as often as oncevpek, but more
often it's something like once per month. | methaitine for one year, once every two to three wek&s so
grateful for the insights | gained through that kvdram also incredibly grateful to my therapisttwivhom | also
worked for a year, beginning a few months afteénished spiritual direction. I highly recommendripial direction
as well as therapy to anyone in discernment argemdler issues. For a guide to the tradition oitsgirdirection in
my denomination, see Peter Bélhglican Spiritual DirectionCambridge, Boston: Cowley Publications, 1998).
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THE VESSEL

| ask God for a special kind of body I must be just as frank.
and get the one | have right now. We keep at it till we are reconciled
What thoughts and feelings do | have about this and understand and love each other better.
body?
We must then state explicitly

We hear of saints who hated our expectations of each other.
or were neutral to their bodies.
What attitude is mine? Before we end the dialogue
Where did | get it? | ask my body for a word of wisdom.
In the blueprint | have drawn up for my life Scripture reveals my body’s spirituality.
how does my body help or hinder? It says my body is God’s temple,
the spirit’'s dwelling place.
If it could speak, What does that mean?

what would my body say about the blueprint?
It further says our bodies are not ours but Chast’
so he can say of me, “This is my body.”

My relationship with my body Again | wonder at the meaning of those words.
powerfully affects my life for good or evil.

The finest way to heal, | see myself go through the actions of the day
or deepen, the relationship (eating, washing, playing, sleeping)

is dialogue. with the consciousness

that my body is the home of the divine.
My body must be frank in expressing its
resentments— Or caring for it
and its fears—of me. as for the body of my beloved.

Finally | speak to God about my body.
and listen as [God] speaks to me

As | listened, at first, | felt quite tense. Buieh | began to appreciate the probing,
inquiring spirit of De Mello’s words. Whats my attitude to my body and where did | get it—
that's a damn good question, | thought. My relattop with my body does indeed powerfully
affect the rest of my life, for good or ill—no dauldhen Claire read the lines about my body
needing to be “frank in expressing its resentmerse—its fears—of me.” That line struck a
chord. And | can still hear her saying, clear ag, damust be just as frank.” Indeed. Then the
guestion as to what on earth it means for my bodyet God’s temple echoed in my head, closely
followed by the equally enigmatic and rich concémt Christ could say of me, “This is my
body.” Speaking to God about my long-standing seisdienation from my own body was long
overdue on my part. This poem became a springbaase|lspring to which | repeatedly returned.

Why did | feel so repelled by questions of emboditfiel knew it had everything to do
with my gender. What then to make of the fact thgtbody, which was to be a temple of the
Holy, felt so alien to me? | surely did not feeétBpirit at work in my bodily alienation, and no
amount of trying to accept my body as-is was gdmdpelp with that; I'd been trying that for

! Anthony De Mello, S.J., “The Vessel” Wellsprings: A Book of Spiritual Exercisg@arden City, New York:
Doubleday & Company, Inc.,1985) 23-24.
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years. Where was the Spirit, the Holy One, Godthis profound, ongoing sense of dis-

integration? It wasn’t that God felt absent to metlee whole—I had sensed the Spirit working in
my life for years and in ways | could never predlmiit it was never connected with my body.

Often | sensed the Spirit in the words and actimingthers, in reading, listening, in relating. But

not in my body. This wasn’t a fact of which | waopd. Especially, again, because | was fully
aware of the rich contributions being made to tbgplby feminist theologians, concerning the
intersection of the body, the erotic, and God. Bjutst wasn’t there. Nor did | consider myself

some sort of trans Neo-Platonist. | believed tlat fiaat we all have bodies is significant, neither
all-important nor meaningless. As my partner’'s bawcription had forecasted years before, |
wanted to find a way to integrate my experiencesatever they were, but so far all efforts of
making spiritual sense of my body fell short. Oa tthole, in fact, they tended to make me want
to puke. They tended to use spiritual terms taaldie “normal” gender customs.

* * * * * *

I'll never forget my grandmother, whom | adoredeefing me at the door of her real estate
office after school one day. She worked just acthesstreet from my bus stop. No sooner had |
walked in the door than she reached under her aedlsaid at a volume that might as well have
been enhanced by a bullhorn, “I got yobra!!” God help me. | was utterly humiliated. | don’t
recall exactly how old | was, but it was later ththe other girls as far as such rites of passage
were concerned. | was a “late bloomer'—an even mappropriate epithet now, it seems.
Gramma had noticed what even | had recently addn{te myself) was happening. It had really
hit home when I'd seen a picture of myself with tlest of the Middle School Choir in a
newsletter. There were about fifteen of us, soaswasy to pick myself out. We were all standing
in a semi circle with hands clasped behind our backests puffed outwards. When | looked at
the photo, what shouted out to me was this stgrthaised horizontal line across my shirt. It was
like a neon sign proclaiming: this one’s gettingdsts! There was no longer any denying that |
was a girl. Not that | had literally thought othése on a conscious level. Not since | was quite
little anyway, and even then | didn’t think | wasay so much as that it was ridiculous that |
wasn’t, and that perhaps, somehow, it could stpgen. My ninety-two year old grandfather to
this day sums up my childhood attitude toward mgdge by imitating my six-year-old response
to my mom who had told me to wear a dress to g/ phecause that's what girls do”Dbn’t you
understand?!”l screamed;l don’t want to be a girl, I want to be a boy!!”

Getting breasts was the single most horrible thinag ever happened to me. Well, maybe
the second worst thing ever. “At least they probatbn’t get very big,” | consoled myself. The
idea of breasts dragging me down while | ran araimedplayground playing football, baseball or
basketball was a nightmare. Several close fem&éves were pretty small-chested— that boded
well, 1 thought. But as luck would have it | endgol being somewhat of a family fluke, having a
much bigger bra size than any of my immediate fantixcept Gramma. Gramma was, well,
grandmotherly in her proportions, and | was tezdfl would becoming like her—44D. Thankfully
that never quite happened. But | nearly faintedttme she offered to give me old bras she no
longer needed-she actually thought | could wear thosé®creamed inside my head as | walked
out of the room.

My grandmother seemed to have my feminization @&taproject. The bra-buying and
(attempted)-sharing incidents were just two inrglstring of embarrassing moments. Once, | was
reaching into her medicine cabinet to get her sasprin when she commented from her bed,
“You do have nice figure after all'” | hadn’t knowshe’d been appraising it. She then told me |
could still improve it by doing certain bending esises. Other times she had warned me that |
shouldn’t throw the ball so hard in the backyardhwny grandfather because | would develop
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muscles that were too masculine. What was becomimgexplained, were long lean muscles, not
short fat ones. Then there were the shopping t8ps. liked to buy clothes for my sister and | on
occasion, and for me this always meant close erteminf the jealous and humiliating kind. One
incident in a shoe store burned itself into my mgmad was about six or seven, and was
determined to get new sneakers that (I just kn@u)dcenable me to beat my best friend Jesse in a
running race. As always, | gravitated to the clethits shades of dark blue, there, no, those are
the boys shoes!! Come over here to the girls sideg saleslady and Gramma were in cahoots. |
turned various shades of purple. All the girls’ ehiavere pink, or baby blue at best. | couldn’t
stand them. “Why can’t you act like a young lad@aamma would ask me later? | didn’t know. |
just couldn’t. It killed me. And Gramma knew thedp. She loved that about me, admired it, and
even to some extent identified with it, paradoxicalhat was the source of our deep bond. We
just understood each other. But that understana@vgr enabled her to stop trying to make a lady
of me. Countless times in the years that follow#dpugh high school and visits home from
college and divinity school, she would slide cagalto me across the kitchen table, corners folded
over to mark dresses and skirts in which she emwvesl me. Every time | walked into her kitchen
she would look me up and down with a critical eg@nmenting on my appearance. “Jeans are for
shoveling manure,” she had commented more than. dweealways loved the colors gray, dark
blue, cranberry or port, forest green, but she dingee to wear bright colors, so much so that
Gramma'’s refrain “love you inred!” has long been an inside family joke. Two daysobefshe
died, when | was twenty-seven, while lying in hespital bed, she asked my mom, “When will
we ever get Catherine to wear dresses?” Though @eamas and will always be one of my tall
trees, her repeated insistence as to how | shalddha-and ultimately embrace—my physical
form helped to drive further the ever-present wedg@een my soul and my body.

At the same time as | pushed up against the femiekpectations that made me miserable,
however, | also found outlets, and familial suppdor being myself. These too, shaped my
experience of embodiment. Recently | asked my dedhdr if he had a “zoot suit” | could
borrow. A friend was throwing a 1940s themed paggyd | thought | remembered Gramps
mentioning he’d liked this style in the past. I'd@frequently tried on Gramps’ clothing when |
was growing up, so the request wasn't that unusdaé picture of me with three friends when we
were about five shows us wearing Gramps’ absurdiyehNavy uniforms. Another shows me
about five years ago in a reprise, wearing the saiow perfectly fitting outfit. When recently |
discovered that my hands remembered how to tie md¥ér knot, | realized that Gramps had
taught me. His response to my request surprised“mdgon’t have a zoot suit, Champ-- the
Gamma would never let me wear one. She thoughtltoed too radical. Only the fringe people
wore them, and she didn't like that.” At a restaatif@r “the Capricorns’ birthday dinner a couple
of weeks later (Gramps, my mom, sister, and pawfidit into that category), he recalled the suit
request. “So Champ,” he asked, “do you have twadwedres now?” | was a bit confused, and
frankly shocked that Gramps was directly addresgiegsubject of my transition. “No, just one.”
He persisted, “what did you do with all your olatties—qget rid of them?” As if I'd had a ton of
dresses to begin with? “Yeah” “—When did you gdtaf them?” “Oh, gradually, over the years.”
“Well don’t get rid of them all—you might just watd go back someday.” “Oh Gramps, no, those
days are gone.” This exchange followed one thadt pdace while | had been away from the table.
Upon my return, my partner had leaned over quittdlyelate, “We were just discussing what
bathroom you use now.” I'd looked at her incredslgu“The men’s room.” I'know that, your
mom and sister know that, but your grandfather veoad.” “What?!” She winked at me. Later she
recounted Gramps chortling, “So, what bathroom do think the Champ uses now, the men’s
room or the ladies room? Or maybe both?!” No opdied. Gramps seemed to have come a long
way from his declaration to my mom the previousryaféer | had told him | was transitioning
from female to male: “The Champ’s got a seriouschsjogical problem.” Yet like Gramma,
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Gramps loved this part of my personality that wamnifesting itself now in my transition from
female to male. He had reveled in playing ball,ghing his basement punching bag, teaching me
wood-working and archery—even to the point of agllme “Champ!” And yet he couldn’t seem
to grasp the continuity between the little persathwhom he’d played and the adult who was
now fully and finally choosing to be himself in bods well as in soul.

Though it was my mom and not Gramma and Gramps rals®d me, somehow their
exclamations, their expectations, their pride dmahse in my gender difference loom particularly
large in my memory. As | hear Claire reciting therds| must be just frankn my mind, Gramma
and Gramps and the complexity of their abiding ld®aps onto this page. “It's probably no
accident that you didn’t decide to transition uafter Gramma died,” my mom commented to me
a few months after | made my decision. Yes, thatagdy is true. Over and over Gramma has
come to me in my dreams, and each time | foggigfize that she has died. When this thought
comes to me, | turn to her and tell her how gladhlto see her, and she hugs me. Once | asked her
what her life was like now, what she experiencedd-gtie feel like she’d finally arrived at God’s
very Presence, as though the journey truly was?Weo,” she replied, “it's more like ‘Guide Me
O Thou Great Jehova.” | woke up, looked in my hyirand cried in recognition of one of my
favorite hymns:

Guide me, O thou great Jehova, pilgrim through thasren land; | am weak, but thou art
mighty; hold me in thy powerful hand; bread of haawread of heaven, feed me now and
ever more, feed me now and ever more. Open noeryktal fountain, whence the healing
stream doth flow; let the fire and cloudy pillarak me all my journey through; strong
deliverer, strong deliverer, be thou still my stgém and shield, be thou still my strength
and shield. When | tread the verge of Jordan, bydamxious fears subside; death of death,
and hell's destruction, land me safe on Canaardg;ssongs of praises, songs of praises, |
will ever give to thee, | will ever give to tHee.

In waking reflection I've wondered what Gramma ®srabout my decision to transition. On the
one hand, I've assumed she would have had a haeiith it in this life. On the other hand,
though, | believe she now has a perspective orgshihat neither she nor anyone else caught in
the matrix of time can perceive, and so | sense gha understands. | also see us as on similar
journey’s; all our mortal lives and beyond, | beée we live in constant motion, moving ever
closer to the divine and an ever truer realizaind actualization of our selves as God draws us to
become. Always, we are becoming. That's certairdw H experience transition, and life as a
whole, and | sense that Gramma was saying somesinmtar in my dream.

* * * * * *

Somehow | feel as though this eternal striving;eternal progress” as Saint Gregory of
Nyssa famously put it, has been and must contiouee tinstrumental to this process of transition,
this embracing of the body that God has given®riéernal progress, an ongoing movement of
body and soul towards union with the divine— thigjoing pulse or current in my life has always
somehow been inextricably tangled with my gendeoni’t entirely understand it. What | can say
for certain is that | reached a point right arotinel time | began a year of spiritual direction with
Claire when | knew without a doubt that | neededirid a new way of understanding and relating

2 William Williams (1717-1791); tr. Peter William4122-1786), alt. MusicCum RhonddaJohn Hughes (1873-
1932) “Hymn 690,"The Hymnal 1982 New York: Church Publishing Incorporated, 1982).

3 Gregory of NyssaThe Life of Mosesans. by Abraham J. Malherbe & Everett Fergu$tew( York, Ramsey,
Toronto: Paulist Press, 1978) 111-120.
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to my body. My very survival felt as though it deged on it. Tectonic plates had long been
moving beneath the surface of my everyday life, theére was now a blockage. Pressure was
building up and had to be alleviated. As | prayed aeflected on this pressure, one potential
action, one way of embracing my body, kept comiagkbto me, begging for scrutiny: chest

surgery.

What | would give never to have had breasts. Bsitp@ecause | had them didn’t mean they
needed to stay. Some of my lesbian friends eveadi@bout how apparent it was to them that |
hated having breasts. Sometime over the previougle®f years | had gone online to see pictures
of surgery results. At first | couldn’t deal. Theass! They seemed so prominent to me. Why did
that bother me so much? Did they signify sheer latign? What did scars mean to me? As |
reflected on them | recalled words of Adrienne Rilcat had resonated with me years earlier. In
“Meditations for a Savage Child” she reflects onaivtone can know about the interior
experience—literally the inside of the head-- obther person, particularly one wounded by and
alienated from the social context in which onedive

The most primitive part

I go back into at night
pushing the leathern curtains
with naked fingers

then

with naked body

There where every wound is registered
as scar tissue

A cave of scars!

ancient, archaic wall paper

built up, layer upon layer

from the earliest, dream-white

to yesterday’s, a red-black scrawl
a red mouth slowly closing

Go back so far there is another language,
go back far enough the language
is no longer personal

these scars bear witness
but whether to repair

or to destruction

I no longer know4

This poem had led me to see scars as markers eagmsstory-tellers of painful events and
witnesses of survival. Scars do indeed bear with@skestruction—a destruction of life as it has
been formerly. Nothing can ever be the same—ingbase scars mark death. Simultaneously they
represent healing. But healing does not mean exasuwhat has gone before. Rather, to me
healing is a passagieroughwhat has happened already. What will be is alvieyscted by what
has been. No amount of healing can make past ejues go away. That need not leave one in a
state of permanent disillusionment— | have expeeenenough unexpected changes in my life

* Adrienne Rich, “Meditations for a Savage Child"Tihe Fact of a Doorframe: Poems Selected and NeWw-1984
(New York, London: W.W. Norton & Co., 1984) 180-181
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made possible specifically by losses and wounds, thwabearably painful as they can be, |
nevertheless choose to, strive to embrace thenfirshdome way of integrating them into my life.
Not mere acceptance, butegration and ongoing meaning-making. This is what the €iam
story of death and resurrection means to me atéepest level. “Whether to repair or to
destruction I no longer know,” says Rich—yes, | koot either at various points. And so | try to
find out.

Slowly | brought together the insights of Rich lwithe questions of De Mello: how might
my own scars, past and future, emotional and phlysenable me truly to experience my body as
my own, as God’s, even as the body of Christ? Thess | realized suddenly, were the key to this
whole enterprise. Were | to have a bi-lateral n@stay with nipple grafts, as the procedure | was
contemplating was called, | probably would hav@ectic set of scars. There would be two fairly
prominent, curving lines marking where my breastd ended, and these lines would be placed
where (with some work at the gym...) eventual ped¢tonascles might curve. There would also be
thin lines around my nipples. On each side of mgoaten, under my arm pits, would be a tiny
round dot of a scar marking the place where for week drains would empty fluid from my
reconstructed chest. In my case, given my comptexatl of these lines would probably start out
red, then fade to pink and maybe finally to whitdis would be reality, unless there was a
problem in healing, in which case the scarringgrattcould be different. Picturing this in my
mind, it both seemed overwhelming and strangely@ppate that my chest should end up with
such scars. Appropriate in the sense that theydvweyrhbolize the journey I've been on my whole
life. They would mark the courage it would takectmose to embrace my body as my own and
not simply as others would have me make meaning dhese lines would mark years of pain,
and the beginning of years of healing, neither elng the other out but both weaving together
into an ongoing, ultimately holy integration of rdiand spirit, soul and body.

As these thoughts filled my mind another memoogatied to the surface, crystallizing my
train of thought into a specific image. It was &qa I'd studied in an Art History class years
earlier, a small, carved ivory panel from the “Geagian” period, the era of the French ruler
Charlemagne in the ninth and tenth centuries ofxb@mon Era. It is “Doubting Thomas” from
the “Magdeburg Antependium.” The subject of thisrivis a moment in the Gospel of John when
the resurrected Jesus invites a disbelieving Thamaelieve that it is truly a resurrected, living
Jesus who stands before him. “Put your finger ek see my hands.” Jesus invites him, “Reach
out your hand and put it in my side. Do not doulnt lelieve.® The ivory, as my textbook put it,
shows Thomas explor[ing] the wound in Christ’s sie kind of climbing, aggressive curiosity.
Christ, his right arm raised to reveal his sida)ydseover Thomas in an attitude that wonderfully
combines gentleness, benign affection, protectisgnand sorrow. The figures are represented
entirely within the context of emotion; the conaatibn on the single act of Christ’s revelation to
the doubter, the emotional vibrations that accorypae doubt, and the ensuing conversion of
Thomas determine every line of the rendefing.

What had first moved me about this image, and égedescription, was the vulnerability
of Jesus, allowing a skeptical Thomas to “expldns’side. Later another aspect of this scene and
its depiction struck me, however: the fact thatudesdeath is not smoothed over in this
resurrection appearance. He is someone who haktliveugh one of the cruelest forms of torture
conceived by the ancient world, and the marks ef ghffering and death that ensued from it

® “Carolingian Schools” ifThe Oxford Dictionary of the Christian Churdhird ed. (Oxford, New York: Oxford
University Press, 1997) 290-291.

® John 20:27 (New Revised Standard Version)

"Horst de la Croix, Richard G. Tans&ardner’s Art Through the Ages: Ancient, Medievad &lon-European Ast
Eight edition. (San Diego, New York: Harcourt Bralmvanovich, Publishers, 1986) 336.

58



became crucial to the earliest Christians’ conoeptof what resurrection meant. It meant
engagement with suffering and death as means oflifevand of healing. No turning away in
disgust, no denial or sweeping the pain under dige resurrection and death are two sides of the
same coin. Only through death, through confrontaiwith and acceptance of human finitude does
new life become possible. For years the Churchggtea with this intensely painful concept,
refusing early on, to depict it in art through dfxgon imagery. But by the Middle Ages the
wounds of Jesus were routinely and prominently ldiggd. In these depictions the scar on the
right side of Jesus’ body stands out, just beloswiipple, as a red half moon.

As | drove down the highway towards school one Eternoon, suddenly | realized how
closely FTM chest surgery scars resemble those dWatidepictions of Jesus. In my mind,
something clicked into place. In some odd way tiliswas beginning to make sense to me.
Medieval theologian Julian of Norwich meditatedtbe wound in Jesus’ side as symbolic of the
nourishing, ultimately creative role he plays ie tives of those who love him. She even went so
far as to imagine Jesus as a Mother pregnant withnaanity whose cosmic birth takes place in
and through Jesus’ dedthFor generations theologians have used the sympoliver of Jesus’
body—his transformed and transforming body-- asoadmap for the ongoing, nurturing
relationship of living faith. “I carry the marks desus branded on my body” St. Paul had said
within just a few decades of Jesus’ fifeOver a millennium later St. Francis of Assisi waarked
by stigmata, and was followed by over 300 othenviddals in this particular, peculiar brand of
embodied faitht® This kind of identification was not simply a unitindividual connection with
Christ; to be—or rather, ever becoming-- the botibrist is a vocation to which all Christians
are called both individually and communally. Getierss of believers in Christianity’s first few
centuries had been emboldened to embody their faitharious ways. The various Christian
ascetical movements arose out of a desire to live dife of faith in concrete, embodied practices.
The ancient Greek root of asceticisraskesis-emerges from athletic associations, meaning
“exercise, practice, training” to convey generadly‘mode of life or profession:* Christian
asceticism’s tradition of concrete, disciplinedhanfluenced the life of Father Damien de Veuster
of Molokai nearly two millennia after the birth @hrist. Damien was a Romantic-era priest
whose face, scarred by the leprosy he caught frenrcdémmunity in which he ministered, burned
itself into my memory from the time | first read loin in fifth grade'? | have always been struck
by how powerful, how concrete, how alive the fafhsuch individuals and communities can be.
And how all of this is motivated not truly by feait by threats of retribution, but by love, a love
so deep, so broad and so high that one’s emboiigedomes to take on its shape. This ascetical,
practical trajectory of the Christian tradition dedly shed new, unexpected light on the long-
stan;lliglg guandary of my own embodiment. | coulddsmdly see that its answer was written in the
scars.

As all of these images filtered together in my mihd&new | would have chest surgery
someday. When | wasn’t exactly sure. “You’'ll knowew it's time,” Claire responded.

8 Julian of NorwichRevelations of Divine Loy¢he Long Text, ch. 6, (New York, NY: Penguin Bepk998).
° 2 Corinthians 6.17b
10 «stigmatization” in theDxford Dictionary of the Christian Churgh544.
1« Askesis”in Liddel and ScottAn Intermediate Greek-English Lexicaeyventh edition (Oxford: Clarendon Press,
1889, 1991) 124.
12| don't know in which book I read of Fr. Damien whewas growing up, but | recently readery interesting,
cultural- and historical-critical biography of hiny Gavan Dawed-oly Man: Father Damien of Molokai
(San Francisco, New York, Evanston, London: Hagmet Row, Publishers, 1973).
13 This phrase was inspired by a song of Gary Chajshat’s long been a favorite: “Written in the &in Gary
ChapmangShelterArista Records, 1996.
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| knew it was indeed time a year later, shortherafeturning to Boston from California.
During that year my partner and | had begun livapart for the two-year duration of her post-
doctoral fellowship while | began my doctoral pragrin Gender and Theology. Upon finishing
my first semester of finals, | knew | had to puswagery date on the calendar. So | called up the
office of the California surgeon with whom | hadghbe corresponding a few months earlier. |
spoke with his assistant about the reasonablerfedsiry such surgery over my Spring Break:
would | have enough recovery time? After some dismn we determined that it would be
reasonable, albeit difficult. | was determined.|Soade a surgery date: March™2&mack in the
middle of the week because the first two days vedneady booked. After hanging up the phone |
looked at my calendar more closely: that was alsty NVeek, the week leading up to Easter. |
couldn’t believe it! What an incredible coincidendeghought. Well, now | could use Lent, the
liturgical season that precedes that of Eastgoreépare spiritually for this huge step. Kind ofelik
the projects | have sometimes taken up specifidalyLent in the past. The first time | observed
Lent, in high school, | gave up chocolate. The yeore, my partner had declared she was giving
up apathy... this year, | realized with glee, | wasrgy up my breasts!...

The weeks flew by as | secured a loan and receseate familial help in paying for my
operation. | talked with other FTM brothers aboutaivtheir experiences with chest surgery had
been like. | tried to eat healthily, sleep welldarot get too stressed out about everything going o
in my life. And yet as the date approached | fi&k leverything and everyone was grabbing hold
of me as | walked along, trying to slow me down. kippm was extremely concerned | was
making an irreversible mistake. Lesbian and sttaiginds alike expressed what to me felt like a
strange sense of grief, like | was dying. | knewattpart of me was dying, and that the loss was not
limited to specific parts of my body, either; am alay of life would be no more. | knew | was
making a first step, a leap really, into what waisrhe unknown territory. My way of being in the
world had already begun to change, but this wasotwcretely and dramatically manifest that
transition. On Saturday evening, March3 got on a plane and flew to California and my
waiting partner.

Kateri and | had been talking about the possybditchest surgery for several years, and at
times the conversations had been quite rocky. AdileKateri understood herself as a lesbian then,
though sometimes as bisexual, and she was attdoh#tte idea of her partner having breasts,
regardless of how inaccessible they were to herrifieel at how much change | would be
ushering into our lives and our relationship, Kiagrfirst had refused to countenance the idea of
chest surgery. But gradually, over time, her vidwas shifted. Compassionately and intimately,
she knew how much | struggled with my body. One slag said to me over the phone that she’d
had a realization: my going ahead with surgerydptal post-surgical complications aside) would
bring about increased comfort in my body, and umhdediy that comfort would benefit her as
much as me. Needless to say, | couldn’'t have agreme, and from that moment on it was full
speed ahead.

The morning of Wednesday, March 27, we got ughatdrack of dawn and drove up the
coast to San Francisco. The sun rose over the Bayealistened to our favorite song from the
John Mayer albunkRoom for Squarescalled “3x5”: “Today | finally overcame/ tryingtfit the
world inside a picture frame/ Maybe | will tell yali about it/ When I'm in the mood/ to lose my
way but let me say/ You should have seen that seiwvith your own eyes/ it brought me back to
life/ You'll be with me next time/ | go outside/ Noore 3x5s.**

Somehow our directions misled us, and for a fevg¢eminutes we got lost in a maze of
San Francisco streets. Once we finally arrivechatsurgery center | wrote out a large check and
was ushered back to the pre-op area. A sweet, aouftcented, gay nurse peppered me with

14 John Mayer, “3x5”Room for Square§New York: Sony Music Entertainment Inc., 2001)s.
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church questions as he got me ready. | then hag #iem other nurses, the anesthesiologist, and
Kateri while we awaited the doctor’'s arrival. Buiicharacteristically, he was late. | lay there
under an increasing number of blankets while thesesilearned that the doctor had never been
informed of a schedule change, and that he wassomdy. Somehow, though, it just didn’t matter
to me. | lay there dozing while Kateri sat nextie, completely riddled with anxiety, she told me
later. Finally the doctor came in to make pre-stagmarks. “I feel like I'm kneeling before the
altar!” he joked at the awkward way he had to huimcfront of me in order to draw lines with a
black marker where he would remove the breasteiSsuiasked him about the areas under my
armpits—how would that look? “Well, I'll have to @emine it as | go—it all depends on where
the breast ends and you begin” he repldthere the breast ends and you bedihere was a
statement for the ages. Shortly thereafter thethesi®logist came in and started to sedate me.
They wheeled me down a hall into a tiled room asiced me to shift onto the operating table. As |
lay there the anesthesiologist explained | wasgtango to sleep momentarily. The doctor then
walked into the room and as | looked up at him ticenl he was wearing a bright red skull-cap
with a big star in the middle. Drugged out of mynahi | said, “nice hat! Where'd you get it?!”
“Skull-caps.com” he answered. “What? You're kiddingNo I'm not--Skull-caps.com!” And
then | was out. Much later | remembered that laistraction and wondered if it had been a dream.
But no, it hadn’t; when | asked him about it heuatly got out the hat.

Next thing | knew, | was in the recovery room. Altould think was “it's done—they're
gone!” When the nurse saw my eyes open she weggtt&ateri, and when she came around the
curtain | greeted her with sleepy euphoria. A fewurs later we were back in her apartment. | lay
in bed propped with pillows, the pain starting tokkin, but happy as a clam. Calls started coming
in from friends and family, including my mom andster across the bay, who'd been at the
hospital during my operation but had to leave befowas awake. Mom had been startled when
the doctor had reported to Kateri and not to hat dhly was | ceasing to be her daughter but,
she’d realized anew, | was an adult and Kateri mgsext of kin. This decision for surgery had
been very difficult for mom, but she had come aband was doing everything she could to be
supportive of both Kateri and me.

The day after surgery | was feeling very tendenkas eager to be up and around as much
as possible. It was also Maundy Thursday, and | dedsrmined to make it to a service. We had
told Matt, the rector of Kateri’'s church, what wen going through that week, and took some
measure of comfort that he was supportively awdr@w process. That evening, my chest
wrapped up as if in a vice and grenade-like drailb$ hanging under each armpit, |1 got dressed
and wobbled with Kateri to the service. Maundy Huay marks the day during Jesus’ last week
when he has supper with his friends—“the last stippand asks that they break and eat bread
and drink wine to remember him. “This is my bodyiethis given for you,” he said and we repeat
every time we celebrate the Eucharist to partakenof give thanks for this incredible gift. My
memory of the service is foggy, but | was glad ¢attere, and incredibly thankful for the past two
days. Afterwards | went home, took painkillers, aveht to bed.

The next day | felt much better. It was Good Friddng day Christians remember Jesus’
death on the cross, and again it was importanteadabe in church, to have a chance to reflect on
this, one of the most important days in the litoagiyear, and one of the most important weeks of
my life. Kateri and | ventured over to church for @arly evening service of remembrance. The
sanctuary had been stripped of its colorful hangiagd shiny surfaces over the previous two
days, and now was starkly lit, with a “stationstleé cross” around the walls. “Stations of the
cross” depict fourteen distinct moments of Jesmginey from his sentencing to death to his burial

15 Dean Kotula’s book describes and photographidtligtrates this surgery. Dean KotulBhe Phallus Palace:
Female to Male Transsexudlsos Angeles, CA: Alyson Publications, 2002) 1841
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in the cave? They are usually made up of an image with a writeflection or prayer underneath.
You stand before the image, reflect on or pray witthen move on to the next image. After the
service a group of parishioners was doing theatatiand because people were reading at various
paces, access to the small texts was getting avdk\Warteri therefore jumped a few steps ahead so
she could read at her pace without hindrance. led@long at my slower pace and, a few minutes
later, noticed her sitting on a bench at the enthefchurch, head in hands, shaking. | had just
broken off reading the last station at which I'eéséner, and it had been a meditation on giving up
trying to control one’s life through perfectionisra, topic with which Kateri was currently
struggling. Oh God, | thought, this whole week gagten to be too much for her. | walked over,
sat down next to her and asked if she was okays!”Yehe choked out in a whisper, “I'm
laughing!” “What happened?!” | asked, relieved. dDjou see the meditation on perfectionism?”
“Yeah...” “Did you notice about half-way down...” | goip to finish reading it. Halfway down |
noticed the typo. God offering us Msrminstead of hisvord. Kateri and | practically ran out of
the building and stood by the car howling.

By Easter Sunday, day five, | was getting tireavefiring the stiff binder, but was as eager
as ever to experience church in my new state. Byithe we arrived the place was packed and the
only seats were up in the balcony, amid a largegrgage of parents and small children who were
decked out in pastel finery. By the time Matt htatted preaching his sermon the jellybeans had
started flying. Kateri and | ducked and hoverejising to listen. But the message still rang clear
as a bell: Easter is not something we simply oleséiike a movie or remember as a past event
that’'s over and done with. It's something in whigh participate throughout our lives. “We are
participants!” He repeated. Brother, | thoughtoulkdn’t agree more. Resurrection isn’t something
that we believe happens after we die. Resurrectimd, the death that precedes it, happens
throughout our lives. We participate every day he tMystery that is Christ's death and
resurrection. My own experience of the past week albabout death and new life. As | sat there |
felt like a participant in Easter like | never hiagffore. When it came time for communion | filed
down the stairs, Kateri behind me, and made my toasard the line at the front of the sanctuary
where Matt was handing out the bread. “The bod€lmfist, the bread of heaven” he or she is to
say, and the recipient’s response follows, “Amdsuit when | got up to Matt and received the
bread, | looked at him with a twinkle in my eye asaid, “Participant.” | didn’t have time to see if
he got it or just thought | was crazy, because Kated others were waiting behind me, so |
moved on to receive the cup of wine from the nind.IWhen | got back to my seat and Kateri sat
down next to me she leaned over and said, “whatasth did you say to him?! His eyes were
dancing and he had this huge grin!” “Thank God®aid, and then | explained what I'd done.
“You're such a nut-bar!” she replied, as the pasnamunion prayers began. On the way out of
church we stopped to shake hands with Matt. | SBéace Matt!” “Peace Participant!” he replied.

| returned to Boston on a Tuesday night, red-eightflafter getting my stitches and drains
out that afternoon. The timing wasn’t ideal, butad to get back for classes. Getting the drains
pulled out was easily the most painful part of Wiele ordeal. | couldn’t believe how long the
tubes were and how far across my chest they hatheda Once they were out and once the
stitches were gone, though, it was as though lavasw person. | only had to keep the surgical
tape on and to keep changing the gauze pad overngpke grafts at shower-times. Once back in
Boston | was terrified, and morbidly amused, tha hipples might somehow fall off-- | had
nightmares about them swirling down the drain. Onsacond morning back | was toweling off
when the phone rang. Instinctively | went to wrlp towel around my chest but then shifted it
down and wrapped it around my waist so as not to the grafts. | answered the phone and sat
there, looking down at the towel around my waist #re water droplets dripping down my chest,

18 “Stations of the Cross” in th@xford Dictionary of the Christian Chur¢h’538-1539.
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hardly hearing the person on the line. Somethinmynhead just clicked+get to put the towel
around my waist with no breasts flopping above'felt indescribably natural. The whole week
was filled with strangely joyous moments in whiclarious longstanding experiences of
disjunction just started melting away.

Finally, that Sunday, | ventured to my Boston-apaaish for the first time since being
back and was greeted by people in the know withlgédrugs. This was the first Sunday after
Easter, the Sunday when we always hear the stofjhomas who doubts that Jesus has really
been raised from the dead. | sat in the congregatoalling my favorite Carolingian carving,
described above. “Reach out your hand and put mynside, do not doubt but believe’—these
words suddenly took on that very personal refergheé I'd foreseen two years earlier, in my
work with Claire. Now here | was, feeling as thougly friends, my family away from home,
could practically reach out their hands and puithe my side, finally coming to believe and to
see me as | saw and experienced myself. After énman and the “passing of the peace,” the
priest, Steven, began the custom of making annooects. After they were finished, he paused
for a moment and stared up at the walls beyondasisf contemplating something. For a split
second | wondered what he was thinking and theigexnly, | knew.

"I'd like to ask Catherine/Cameron to come forwafte announced. Catherine/Cameron
was something those on the governing body of thisiphad started calling me ever since I'd told
them of my transition. But the rest of the congtegadidn’t know, and | wondered if they even
knew to whom he had just referred. “Oh boy,” | thbu“here goes.” But here goes what exactly?
What was he going to say? | got up from my seatveai@ed forward, into the aisle to stand next
to Steven, who put his arm around me. | had codftdehim what | was doing months earlier and
he had been an incredible support both to me akateri. Steven then said that he wanted to ask
the congregation for prayers of healing for me beed had just had surgery. He then interrupted
himself, turned to me and said with a nervous,h8lijggoofy chuckle, "I didn't tell you | was
going to do this, but... would you like to explda them what you're doing?" | raised my
eyebrows and we both stood there laughing for a embm wondered what | should do. I'd
wanted to feel free to be out in my church setfmga while now but had decided to wait for a
number of reasons. But in that moment | felt thenigtakable movement of the Spirit. So | took a
couple of steps forward and said, "Some of you kitog already, but | have begun a process of
transition...” | paused and wondered for a momghsihould be vague or a bit more specific, then
| opted for the latter: “from female to male.” Hoboy there it went! | continued, “This has been
an ongoing journey for me, and a difficult procéssme, for Kateri, and in terms of my vocation.
| have really appreciated the prayers and suppmrivg given me already and | would love it if
you could keep praying for me." That was all | fiee | wanted to say. It was enough. So |
stepped back next to Steven. He thanked me and #s&eanyone who would like to could come
forward and lay hands on me for prayers of supgod healing, something this community does
fairly regularly for various people. At this poinhfelt like | was going to burst, so | just looked
down toward the floor and bit my lip as people bega move forward. Suddenly the smiling
faces of three children entered my field of visiame of whom, seven-year-old Judy-Lynn,
wrapped her little arms around me in a hug. Héelgister Emily and friend Eliza took my right
hand when | offered it to them. They stood theranieg up at me. | felt adult hands on my head
and shoulders, and then Steven started to prall ltappened in such a rush that I can't recall
what he said very clearly. But he started out, "Gyolu created us in your image male and
female." He thanked God for creating me as "Catieérand he used the pronoun "she" and then
thanked God for creating me "Cameron" and usegtbeoun "he." He invoked the name of the
risen Christ who brings us into newness of lifed anayed for healing and strength in the days to
come. Then it was over. The hands were lifted amdatle my way back to my pew. | was
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completely bowled over. | felt like just weepingjtlwas too stunned. The gravity of all of it all
was almost beyond belief.

After communion Judy-Lynn sat down next to me aadl,s"l like the name Catherine
better than Cameron. I'm sad.” | replied, "I knavdy}+Lynn, it's hard. My mom is having a hard
time with this too, and so is my dad-- it's a hidmdg. But I'm still me and I'll keep being me."&h
said, "l know." Then she said, "You're not a boyuh-- you're a girl!" And | said, "well, but I'l
stop looking as much like a girl soon-- I'll stattanging a bit more" and she said "I know. So
you'll kind of be someone who looks a lot like g tbmt is sort of a girl too" and | said, "well kind
of..." She kept holding onto my arm, and | kepingitmy lip.

By the time | got home from that service | was ctetgly drained. | flopped into my
favorite chair and took it all in. What a week @chbeen. What a year it had been. And any day
then | was to start on the hormone testosterorfeerung in changes arguably even more dramatic
than those I'd already undergone. What amazing lifewvas springing into my world. | felt as
though a huge ice-burg was very slowly beginningnilt, as though winter—long my favorite
season of the year—was slowly shifting into a gpramd a re-birth whose surface I'd barely
discerned. Finally | found myself beginning to peve how | can offer my whole life, my whole
self to God, not just soul, but also body, an irdégd personhood | can perceive anew as an
unfathomable gift. As the author of the letteriie Ephesians wrote, “glory to God whose power,
working in us, can do infinitely more than we cai ar imagine.*’

" Ephesians 3.20
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My Testimony I
—Louis James Mitchell

John 3:16 — 20 (NSRV)

Lord, I'd hear my momma praying,
Praying for your will.

I'd hear her in the evening

praying for me still.

I knew not of your great mercies
In the pardon of my sins

| felt only fear and conflict
turmoil from within.

She knew that | was a sinner
a liar and a thief.

But even in my madness
you are my relief.

| came to Jesus, just as | was.

An outcast, unworthy, afraid to speak your name.

| cried out to you,
Please Jesus, make a place for me
Let me be who you want me to be.

| kept trying, Lord and praying
reaching out for you.

Willing and believing

in all that you could do.

Though the church thought me unworthy
| called upon your name

And you loved me greatly

even through my shame.

| grew to lean upon you

to notice your sweet touch
not to take for granted

the love you gave so much.

| came to Jesus, just as | was.

An outcast, unworthy, afraid to speak your name.

| cried out to you,
Please Jesus, make a place for me
Let me be who you want me to be.

Your love has changed my heart, Lord
Your grace has made me whole
You've given me discernment

You told me of my role.

In your blessed kingdom

I now have a place

| weep with joy just thinking
of your amazing grace

Now it's you and me, Lord
No church can intervene.
the relationship I cherish
is in John 3:16.

I come to Jesus, just as | am.

Grateful to you for all that surrounds me.

| sing your praises every day

Thank you Jesus, for making a place for
me

Thank you for making me be who you want
me to be.
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2 Corinthians 5:16 — 21
(NRSV)

Who | Am is the
Reconciliation of Who
| Was to Who I’'m Becoming

I

Vaseline shiny, neat plaited
hair,

Easter colored pretty dresses,

black m’janes with laced
ankle socks,

my offering in my purse

next to my gloves.

Hard to seek heaven
dressed in such hell.

As early as | could

| chased the boys.

Spent all my time in their
presence.

Didn’t realize ‘til later,

Wanted to be them,
not be with them.

Came out, stood tall and
proud.

A stone chasing femmes.

More rough than my bros

(thought | had to be).

Cussing and fighting.

Hiding in large crowds,
more noise within than
without.

My Testimony II
—Louis James Mitchell

[

At 23, ready to die.
Seeing no other way.
going, going, gone.

Full of potential

and other lies,

darkest before the dawn.

| found a place

or it found me

with Steps, coffee and
laughter.

| found my God.

| found peace . ..

happily ever after.

Il

| used to dream

of being a boy.
playing boy games,
chasing the girls,
vaginal baptisms,
bragging rights.

| used to dream

of stalking my prey,
working my stable,
strutting and preening.
the baddest rooster

in the hen house.

Now | dream

of learning her needs,
communicating my own
Listening, observing.
Part of a team,

both leader and follower.

Louis James “L.J.” Irving Mitchell-Villon
Born August 15, 1960, an activist, advocate, colensstudent.

Lover of life, history and tradition, a proud Afao-American, clean and sober, post-dyke, butch neo-

| used to dream

of being the King,

lighting candles and incense
on the altar

of my accomplishments.
Huey Newton with no politics.

| used to wish for

wham bam and bling bling,
fat stacks and big props,
killer crazy rep,

jail house machismo,

and a skirt raising rap.

Now | dream

of hearing your 5th Step,
addressing the jury,
mounting the pulpit.
Mowing the lawn,

PTA and little league.

Now | pray for willingness to
grow.

Being comfort to my wife,

cradling our first born,

holding a mortgage.

Humility and grace.

Now | dream of being a man,
submission to God’s purpose,
my daily bread,

fidelity and forgiveness.

tranny man. A seeker of truth and worshipper ofl Gdr. Mitchell-Villon lives with his wife, Krysiand
their pets in Springfield, MA. He is currently mdent at UMASS-Amherst studying the intersectitesl
of race, class, gender, affectional preference sidtuality.
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Becoming an Ally

—Mary Sheldon

In April 1998, | spent a day following Daphne Schski—artist, gender activist and author
of The Last Time | Wore a Dreds various of her speaking engagements aroundNtrthern
lllinois University campus. | was a doctoral stutdenEnglish with a graduate concentration in
Women’s Studies, and | was developing a proposahfepecial doctoral exam area focusing on
gender theory and literary criticism. | was als@aleping, in those few hours, a minor crush on
Ms. Scholinksi. She was like the women | had alwlbgen drawn to—butch, tomboyish, smart,
articulate, funny and at the same time uncompramgidike my partner in many ways, but more
drastically so. Her body was lean, her breastslyawaticeable, an unapologetic downy mustache
and whisps of whisker on her chin, her clothingadie from the men’s department—she was
mistaken for a young man or adolescent boy everggvblee went. | saw her participate in a pilot
for the LGBT Safe Zone project my partner was developing onpesm| saw her speak to a
group of mostly LGB (and perhaps passing T) peopbout her experience of being
institutionalized in two Midwestern hospitals digithe entirety of her high school years, and
about what this had to do with them and their ovemdgr experiences. | saw her speak to a
psychology class about the “Gender Identity Dismstidiagnosis in the DSM-Ifl what it had to
do with the listing for homosexual it had replacadd how it was principally a diagnosis used on
children and young adolescents, resulting in tls@tirtionalization and abuse of millions of young
people. She was obviously sane and of superioltiggece, and | was struck again and again by
how courageous she was, how very out and entieigeif she was—not in her gender presentation
merely, but especially this is where | saw her agaer When | asked her late in our day together
about whether she identified as a transgender pesggee asked me whether | had read Leslie
Feinberg. | hadn’t yet, although | have since réathberg’s works of transgender history and
activism, and think I understand now why Daphneedskthink she wanted to know what | meant
by “transgender.” Although | would not have knowryself at that point, if 1 could have
articulated an answer, it would have been in tihectibn of transsexual—-the idea of a person with
the biological features of one sex feeling trappethe body of “the other sex,” and engaging in
hormone treatment and surgery to transform the loiysomething like their experienced sex.
Rather than wrestle with the complexities, howev@aphne spoke to me in terms | could
understand; she explained to me that she thoughérskelf as a woman principally, and that she
wanted to see the definition of woman expandead¢tude her. “But,” she said, “l recognize that
transgender people are my people. We are fightiagame fight.”

Daphne’s stories about her experiences had toustedeeply in many ways, but what
had entered upon my mind with force was the wawlch our lives had been chronologically
and geographically close, yet experientially soyviar apart. | had identified as bisexual since |

! Lesbian Gay Bisexual Transgender. This is the usur of listing for resources and events on tbetiern lllinois
University campus.

ZDiagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disasjel 980 (261-66). Scholinski asserts that asistied for
"Homosexuality" was being phased out as a mensakrder in the 1970's and '80's (first changed t*Bystonic
Homosexuality" in the DSM-III in 1973, and then @ved from the DSM-III-R in 1987), Gender Identitysbrder
was being phased in (first appearing in the DSMdH a means of replacing those perceived aspicts o
homosexuality most distressing to clinical psych@ts—i.e., so-called "cross-gender" behavior. $aski further
argued that the diagnosis is, in fact, designediBpally to target gender behavior early in chddras a misguided
attempt to prevent what is perceived as later tesuhomosexuality (as if "cross-gender" behavierenactually a
cause of homosexuality). This cultural conflatidrgender expression and sexual orientation is whlgien are so
particularly and tragically affected by the DSMgl@sis of Gender Identity Disorder.
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had first learned the word in my high school psyegg class, knowing that | was sometimes
attracted to young women around me-but of coursalhof them—as well as some of the young
men. It had later dawned on me that while | wasetitd to so-called "masculinity” in women (I
loved the tomboys), | didn't care for it in menefarring tender-hearted, sensitive, imaginative
fellows. As early as the fifth grade, some of theseet boys had begun disclosing to me their
interest in other boys; by the end of high schbbhd already started to sniff out trends in gender
expression—had begun a sort of catalogue of butdnfemme, macho and sweet, and a tentative
conception of gays and lesbians as gender reblktew that the perception didn’t always match
the reality, however; | knew that some of my stnaighale friends—a bit of a nerdy bunch, in
music and drama club—were harassed with gay epitdret sometimes brutalized, and I'd figured
out that although the macho football players of sufiool were mostly embarrassing idiots who
felt compelled to shore up their own masculine iesagf themselves, some of them felt the need
precisely because they were gay. | knew that athisf humiliation was somehow connected to
why people stayed closeted, but | was still anghemvgay adults didn’t come out, and | was
somewhat impatient with lesbian and gay peers vailed to come to terms with their sexual
orientation as quickly as the straight kids dideféhwere lots of kids who seemed really gay to
me-lightfooted and sassy boys, toughhearted anerrdeted girls—and | wondered why they
avoided our safe little crew of queers.

Looking back, | see that | was impatient with myrogender process—impatient to know
what it meant for a marginally successful girlytdike me (a cheerleader in junior high, but
always at the bottom of the pyramid, always aglitio big and strong and substantial to fit in with
the others) to be attracted to tough women andtswes. It didn’t occur to me until recently that
those | counted among my gay friends then mighthaote counted each other, or even known of
each other’s existence, except perhaps in momeritpeared on phone lines or at slumber parties.
| had very much wanted to believe that Libertyvilggh School was a really safe place for people
to be out-to be themselves. One boy, a dreambaiath&nlead in many school plays, had come
out publicly as bisexual, and everybodialked to said they really respected him for ihdAmy
family and their circle of friends was surely aesglace; my parents were close friends with a
lesbian couple, and when | had told my mother abopnew word for my sexual orientation the
very same day | had learned it, she had said, hasey—I think most people are at least a littte bi
bisexual.” And my close friend and I had read boldtes James Kirkwood'$S Your Cat is Dead
Tom Robbins’sEven Cowgirls Get the Blugesohn Irvings’'sThe World According to Gafp
nobody at the mall bookstore had looked at us sayswvhen we’d bought these books, and no
adult had shown the least interest in keeping ais fthem. Didn’t all this demonstrate the safety
of my world? Shouldn’t people just get a little bea, | reasoned, and be who they really were?

Yet Michael Reese Hospital, where Daphne Scholihksi spent part of her incarceration
for crimes against the gender code, had been apary geographical landscape. Michael Reese
had run commercials on our local stations, anddvkithem to be a respected institution; as a
young adult | had visited a friend of mine at wdhere more than once. Daphne and | were
agemates—she’d been just a year behind me in schsdlheard Daphne tell her story over and
over again that day, it chilled my bones to thirfikrty sweet boys and gutsy girls—my friends in
gueerdom, whom | had so steadfastly urged to camarad “just be themselves’-subjected to the
horrors of the psych ward. | saw my error quickijnie world was not as safe as | had always
wanted it so desperately to be. Somebody out thexe still trying to turn us all into football
players and playboy bunnies. | was horrified. Yehrilled me to hear Daphne speak. | realized
that her truth was energizing—that I'd had feadsaébng that | was only just now, in my
observation of her, facing down. | was reminded fthaing fears can often open doors to self-
expression. Listening to Daphne had been a usefokps for me.
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Daphne’s visit had called to mind another friendnaohe (also a product of Libertyville
High School), Becky, with whom I'd recently beerumged. In the interim between visits, my
friend had stopped plucking her whiskers, had dped an impressive goatee, had started
referring to herself as Harriet/Harfyand had opened a coffee shop in San Francisco rkrsw
The Bearded Lady-a haven for local musicians, p@etd performance artists. Her own art had
likewise blossomed with her garden of hair; she Wwatten a one-woman play, which had taken
her on tour around the stafealthough | hadn't gotten to see Harriet's showfpened, she had
shown me the script—-and | was impressed, espedaitynot exclusively because the former
Becky had been a writer who didn’t write. I'm emizeased to admit now that | had found my old
friend’s new gender expression somewhat unnerwag] had also found it enlivening, and she
had seemed more truly herself-more relaxed, mesdyfrexpressive, more creative, happier—than
| had ever known her.

In the day that | followed Daphne around campus, ianthe day after while my partner
and | drove her to her next set of presentationgas, really) Normal, lllinois, my question to
Daphne again and again was, “why does it make ni@appy to talk about gender?” The question
wasn’t new to me—l had been writing papers aboasssdressing for the whole of my college
career, and wondering why—but the urgency of it. wasked Daphne the question as if she knew
the answer and was keeping it from me. If she krshs,didn’t tell me. It wasn’t until much later,
when | was talking to a gay man friend of minet thgot to a piece of the puzzle. “Maybe it just
feels good to get at the source of something thathad power over you,” he said. “Maybe it just
feels good to figure out the machinery of opprassidhe words seemed foreign to me; after all, |
had been a cheerleader and a sorority girl at varpmints in my gender journey. My interest in
girls notwithstanding, | had spent a lot of timenking about how to be attractive to boys. When a
friend of my parents had said of me at age sixlthas a bruiser, and that they should sign me up
for football, | had been absolutely mortified, ahdd spent the rest of my public school years
trying to be smaller and daintier. | liked to thiok myself as the femme—or at least femmer—
partner in my relationship. Was it possible for some like me to be a gender rebel? The question
was a puzzle to me, yet obviously, here | was arar@er path, in the academy—in Women'’s
Studies, even. And why was | more and more attdaidegender theory? Why did | always want
to write about books with cross-dressing in thent@afly there was something in all of this that
represented my own gender journey—actual, desaed,fantasized—to me. Yet | knew that this
was not all there was to the attraction | had te #éinea of theory and criticism, and to transgender
people. It was becoming apparent to me that the stogender was more complex than not only
masculine and feminine, but also than butch andrferthat genders, not only within a single
culture, but within a single person, were plurakremyriad, and often surprisingly fluid.

A lot has happened on my gender journey sincedagtwhen | was Daphne’s shadow on
campus. I've read a lot more. I've completed mydgege concentration in Women’s Studies, and
aced my gender theory exam. In 1998 | worked witlocal group of activists to pass a city
ordinance that changed the human relations codaclade protection against discrimination
based on sexual orientation, and suffered the \mrmglic embarrassment of realizing I'd

% use the female pronoun in this section as | dithetime; my best recollection is that this wasty's preference,
but I use it as a way of honoring both Harry’s tnigtand my own. Harry describes his current pronongfierence this
way: ‘i like ‘he’ better than ‘she’, but it's noticky really, just a loose and smooth preferencgh happen a lot”
(Dodge, 12 October 2002).

“Harry Dodge has continued to have success as erpeniice artist, appearing as a central supportitay i the
indie film, Cecile B. Dementednd directing and starring in his own first featiength film,By Hook or By Crook
which has shown at Sundance, winning won awardlseJ.S. and enjoying screenings at independeantféktivals
around the world. Currently pursuing his M.F.A.,rHadescribes his thesis project as “about thetipsl& power of
hybridity/american cultural mores pertinent to tagmy/gender dysphoria on and on” (Dodge, 27 Ma@d32.
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contributed to doing a thing that left out our sgander, transsexual and intersex family. In 2000
| helped to pass a second ordinance that prohibitectimination based on gender identity and
expression and helped to correct our error, andewgto know and love and admire some
transgender people in the process. |, too, leafingldto interpret transgender stories in terms of
my own experience—that is, of course, what we alinth each other’s stories. The first thing |
learned about cross-dressers and other transggrestgrie (especially when they engage in
activism) is that they help make gender visiblet-tim bringing their own complex, inter-
categorical sex and gender into the bright lightlay, they help the rest of us to see our own and
each other's complex and inter-categorical gendexd because gender is a primary cultural
category that influences and helps determine oeryeexperience, every observer (or reader) has
an experience of gender to illuminate. Beyond thansgender folks bring up the question of
categorization itself; they help bring to conscioess the idea that other categories heretofore
thought of as essential, like race, or durables tlass, religion or nationality, are also moredfiu
than we knew. These questions are key; they folange part of what transgender stories have to
teach us, and they are at the heart of gendentlasoit has been practiced so far, mostly by queer
theorists and lesbian feminists. But this is netwhole story.

Transgender people—people whose gender expressiidor adentity for a wide variety of
reasons confuses or transcends traditional cultuiddals of “male/masculine” or
“female/feminine,” to the extent that they no londeel or are perceived to be represented by
those categories—are not madeudse While transgender people cannot escape the syeniodé
they have played in Western culture, that is neirtbnly role. Transgender people have their own
stories to tell. Although the theory and criticidive practiced has owed an enormous debt to
scholars such as Gayle Rubin, Judith Butler, Evedfaky-Sedgwick, Joan Scott, and Marjorie
Garber: this idea of the cross-dressed character as ageader subject—a self, with a story to
tell-is an element | have found lacking in theirrkvdlransgender people and fictional characters
are not mere symbols or vehicles, even in a litlgeabften written to represent them that way;
they have a life beyond the writer’s intention, dhey draw on and speak to the stories of millions
of real transgender people, living and historicttiker, it is both poor ethics and poor theory for
non-transgender gender theorists to use transgamdeacters merely as springboards for their
own gender projectsat least not without profound consideration of htweir own gender
identities and expressions, and the whole contéxjemder socialization, are problematic, in
particular for transgender people. When we listenhe real first-person stories of transgender
people (as with any self-identified oppressed migprwe should be listening, at least in large
part, for what they want and need us to hear-wihatlli be useful to them for us to learn. Yes,
their stories teach us about our binary M/F wothé-tvorld the rest of us function in, have grown
accustomed to, might not see. But first and fordémiiséening to transgender stories tells us about
what it is like not to fit into that world; not foartly fit, not to strive to fit, buhot to fit First and
foremost, transgender stories should tell us atvansgender people.

The day that | followed Daphne Scholinski aroundpas, listening to her transgender
story, was critical to my development as a genldeorist. My appreciation of her own story as her
own, and of the many other transgender storiesrBael and heard since then, has done nothing to
detract from my sense of the symbolic importanceafsgender people to the rest of us; indeed, |

®| am especially indebted to the following in thelgaevelopment of a framework of gender theorgithuButler,
Gender Trouble: Feminism and the Subversion oftidemarjorie GarberVested Interests: Cross-Dressing and
Cultural AnxietyGayle Rubin, “The Traffic Women: Notes on the ‘iBoal Economy’ of Sex”; Joan Wallach Scott,
“Gender: A Useful Category of Historical Analysis”.

® | use the word “project” here to indicate (nonegejively) a site of activism informed by theorydastholarship. |
take for granted here that scholarship is consbtjarsunconsciously a site of socio-political addim; a “project,”
then, is what that scholar or scholarship enacts.
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am more and more convinced that their storiesrdtaat, reflect and redound the gender stories of
all of us—that they have tremendous power to helpae and acknowledge other gender stories, as
varied and unique as every person on the planetighiout history. But | am also convinced that
when we fail to uncover the first-person transgersderies that have been silenced, and to make
space for the gender projects of transgender peiplailing todo them justicewe are robbed of
the truth of their existence, and therefore alsthef most important lessons they have to teach,
about what it is like to be themselves—to be tadinbeutalized, violated, jailed, or killed, and the
sometimes to transition to a better fit, or gregteace with not fitting, and perhaps be accepted
and loved just as their courageous selves. Thraualh they show the rest of us (and each other)
what it is like to be a person with a durable bodgender expressidithat resists what is casually
conceived of as a fundamental truth about humathéy—-existence of two discrete, non-
overlapping sexes, each with a corresponding se¢ladviors “natural” to them.

Of course, there is no conceptual place to stankdetr this tale that is innocent of the
strident, deafening sounds of gender normativitiki Rnne Wilchins talks about how the term
“transgender” has already “hardened to be comelamtity rather than a descriptor,” and that she
finds herself “increasingly invited to erect a laieahy of legitimacy, complete with walls and
boundaries to defend” (18)One of the implications of language as a cultuegbroducer is that
listeners always hear a story that is part praj@ctpart a spin on their own experience—there is no
avoiding this. But when we fail to listen to traesger people, we miss not only their stories, but
also some of the best lessons they have to teacht abe rest of us. That gender is
institutionalized, socially constructed, and repres can hardly be in doubt in these early days of
a new millenium; a key question put to us by fpstson transgender stories—a question that
would actually be useful to transgender peoplegfall asked it—is, whatlseis it? What is gender
other than a socially constructed system of oppa8sAs neat as we have tried to make it, gender
is not neat; nobody fits effortlessly into the tingxes marked “F’ and “M"-reported to stand for
female and male, but often in truth standing forrma and rigid ideas of femininity and
masculinity. If it is our intention to fit, we geradly find we must sacrifice whole portions of our
psychic selves to squeeze into these restrictiaeesp Yet in another way, these categories are
inescapable; whether or not we want to or are t@bfi into these boxes, from the moment we are
born, each of us must contend with them, so thatsitlves that we become must be created
infaround/of these little boxes. Transgender ssopiess us to ask, how are the selves we become

’I do not mean to suggest that “body” and “gend@ression” are mutually exclusive terms; part of ihaxamine
in this study is how each flows into the other. difigts have until recently been content to assec¢msdx” with
biological marker®f the body, like genitals and chromosomes, and “genalith cultural markersn the body, like
clothing, make-up, hair-style, and gesture. Whigg@preciate the usefulness of the distinction, lildsuggest the
case is not so simple. For example, hair is atih¢éh@nd produced by the body. Millions of womeiydemove
many different kinds of hair in order to be cons@kemore “womanly.” If women'’s bodies naturally guee hair,
why is its removal so commonly associated with woliness? Penile and breast implants for traditigrgéndered
people, and the surgical reconstruction so commpeaijormed on intersexed infants, are further exampf how
naturally occurring features of the body are somes supplanted by culturally created versions diljpdeatures
which tend to reinforce a dichotomy not uniformhlpguced in nature. The fact that transgender peopls, rather
than reinforce, the lines of this dichotomy onlytffier serves to demonstrate the mutual productidiodies and
cultural norms. Gesture, gait, and body languagdikewise enacted on the body, and in part detezchby its innate
and cultivated abilities and limitations. As | hazantinued to examine the ideas of “sex” and “geriddave
become more skeptical about attempts either tolwkeparate or collapse the terms.

8Wilchins’s aversion to identity politics, which slikens to “a computer virus, spreading itself fréime host system
to any other with which it comes in contact” (1&gds her to call for “the end of gender” (a calhtained in the
subtitle of her book)-more particular for the efidh@ “gender regime” which has created the paithafing my
body read against me (156, 147). What Wilchingliaating, though, is not a “genderfree” societhith she
suggests is impossible), but “the right to choogeomin meanings . . . a freer marketplace from witicbhoose . . .
and freedom from the constant threat of punishrf@nny choices” (156-57).
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inextricably linked with gender? How might gendet nnly be repressive of, but also expressive
of, true selfhood? And how might our bodies symbolically project tself we most yearn to
express; that is, how is it possible for us to malkebodies serve our gender projects? These are, |
believe, some of the questions posed by transgendstence which, if asked, would yield results
actually beneficial to transgender people.

A year prior to Daphne’s visit to NIU, Leslie Fiedta great patriarch of American studies
in the novel-had been the keynote speaker at thsBrDepartment’s graduate conference, and
I'd had the opportunity to hear him speak on thaestt of his 1972 boolksreaks Fiedler—who is
much more myth critic than gender theorist, andatelly no feminist-had much to say about
people who served a symbolic function as interrmgatof cultural categories. Investigating
principally the boundary between human and mongiedler's work had led him to a discussion
of many categories of boundary breakers, inclutiegnaphrodites, wild men, bearded ladies, fat
ladies, and others who might be on display at aical side-show? At this particular gathering
he spoke nostalgically of a time when the folks noav call little people were referred to as
“dwarves” and "midgets" (and likened to elves amdyf folk) and talked about one dwarf
acquaintance of his in particular who lamenteddise of his mythic status as a result of continued
advocacy for his full rights as a human being. $\skeptical, to say the least; | suspected mightily
that Fiedler had invented this fellow out of thiin, @r at the least projected his own grief onto
him, hearing only what he wanted to hear. As somgtlof a “freak” myself, | had endured
discrimination, harassment, and even violence @sld due to my larger- and fatter-than-normal
body; | had trouble believing anyone would laméet loss of his or her freak status if it meant the
prospect of gaining freedom from discrimination. &/it was about my weight that had incensed
my childhood tormentors to the point of doing menmd had no idea, but | was completely
willing to dispense with that set of projectionsgpecially if it meant greater tolerance and
acceptance of me and people like me. | knew wHattitike to have one’s monstrosity on display;
Fiedler could not convince me that anyone wouldsrtfigt.

Despite my rejection of Fiedler’s nostalgia, howew®mething about his story stuck with
me; it initiated in me an exploration of the bodyasymbolic space. When Daphne spoke a year
later about how her body had betrayed her at pybefound | understood at a profound level
what she meant: somehow my body had failed to s{iméband project what it was | yearned to
express about myself. | had simultaneously warde@d¢onstruct my body, and to reconstruct the
system and tradition of myth and symbol surroundimg body which mapped symbolic values
onto this most intimate of spaces. | have contintee@xplore Fiedler's work, and it has had
importance to me as a catalogue of cultural meawiftgn un-self-reflective, often hyper-unifying
and -reifying, often patronizing and paternalis@nd always infuriatingly presumptive of an
audience not inclusive of the “freaks” he descril¥@sdler nevertheless does work invaluable to
gender theory in documenting not only cultural atghes of extreme other-ness, but also their

°By “selfhood” or “self” | mean the individuated memality of each person as it is experienced biypibeson.
Obviously, each person’s self is created from a etiher/his experiences, including all kinds oftatdl norms about
gender, race, class, age, ability, etc. Just a®osly, culture has only a chaotic (not a randout,rot a uniform or
homogeneous or wholly predictable) influence ofheeld. Regardless, a person may or may not—gepenaih any
given moment—perceive her/himself to be a sum tiéial experiences, and in any case will have cionsty or
unconsciously adopted some cultural influenceslgapresentative, and rejected others as notttaagrocess will
be ongoing. “True selfhood,” then, might be defimsdhat set of ideas, experiences and influendeswhich a
person identifies, and which represent that petsdhat person.

191t is worth noting here that iireaks Fiedler identifies several sideshow acts commcthé nineteenth century
which functioned as extreme cases of identitiesicguanxiety more generally in mainstream cultfmeexample,
wild men who functioned as scapegoat stand-indldive and African-Americans, as well as hermapiesdand
bearded ladies who similarly stood in for transgerahd homosexual people (see, for example, hisiskson of the
mutual influence of ideas surrounding miscegenadiath “scientific” classification, 154).
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symbolic and mythic connections to each other ategktreme margins of society, and to other
marginal groups closer-to-center. Like Daphne’sysaind Harriet’'s, Fiedler’'s story of the little
person lamenting the loss of his mythic dwarf stahas stayed with me; even as | have
interrogated it, it has helped to inform my workthis project. Gender, like size, is complex.
Bodies and cultures cannot help but be mutualliecgfe and productive. When we ask, “nature
or nurture?” we often fail to see that it is alwangure (the body) being nurtured—nurtergails
nature rather than standing in opposition to itlesive of it. Further, it is the language of nuetu
(or culture) which constructs our view of the bahd the terms by which we understand it—nature
entails nurture as well.

Transgender people—like their non-transgender eopatts—do not solve either/or debates
about biology and environment; rather, like thednsiransgender counterparts, they reinforce all
the questions raised by that debate, and ultimaselygest that the binary is a false one.
Sometimes bodies are more fluid than cultures; sames bodies are immobile masses which can
force the stream of culture to move around thermetones bodies and cultures flow in the same
stream; sometimes bodies and cultures impact ooth@nhead-on at high speeds. What this study
seeks to explore, then, is the record in fictiom alltural conversation about bodies and cultures.
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—Wally Moyer

It has been said that spiritual awakening is ndestination but a road to be traveled. |
believe that we are all spiritual beings and fellwawvelers on that road. We are all on a journey
that is spiritual as well as physical.

Sharing the stories of our journey is one way we e@acourage each other along the road,
because although our stories are different, thezecammon threads of human experience that
make us more alike than not.

So | am here today to share some of the story ofjougney, not because my story is
remarkable or extraordinary, but because it is hbape that hearing about my journey will help
you reflect on your own, and that you will leaveeheoday more aware of our common humanity
than of our differences.

When | was 18 years old, a doctor looked me inelyeeand said, "Here are your choices:
you can stop drinking or you can be dead in six tmai At 18, my body had already been
damaged by 10 years of alcoholism. Since the a@e diad been using alcohol to numb myself to
the pain of growing up in an abusive family.

There are lucky children who are born into commiasibf people who nurture and affirm
their awareness of what is sacred within them. fEse of us grab hold of anyone or anything that
might help us to survive. | was fortunate to havgodmother who recognized a child in distress,
even if she could not let herself know what waspeang in my family. | held on to her, and to a
teacher who told me, "I know whatever is in thengstrreally hurt. | wish | could help. | wish you
could talk to me about it." But | did not have amgrds for what | was experiencing. | even held
on to a horse, who gave me a kind of love and danep, and did not ask me to explain when |
cried against her neck. Finally, | grabbed holdkebhol. Drinking allowed my spirit to survive,
but it left me with permanent physical damage.

So now, at 18, the strategy that had helped to kezplive was killing me. My choice was
clear: to refuse treatment was to choose death.metparents were opposed to me seeking
treatment for alcoholism-on religious grounds, tlseyd, though | suspect now that they were
motivated by a fear that the family secrets wowthe out. In any case, | was told that if | stayed
in rehab, | would be disowned by my family.

It was not an easy choice, as any misused chiltddell you. Whatever | had suffered at
the hands of these people, they were the only fahtibd. If | chose treatment, | would lose my
family, security, the protection and status of bgiag to a wealthy family, and the guarantee of a
job in the family business.

| can look back on that moment and see that itavasning point in my journey, a crucial
fork in the road. | could go on living the liesrofy family, or | could face the truth of who | was.
don't know where | found the courage to choosdrtreat. You might call it a human instinct for
survival, or the call of the soul. What fits for nseto simply say that God was with me.

So, at 18, | was newly sober, homeless and jobles@k minimum wage jobs-cleaning
toilets, stocking shelves, washing animal cagemebmw | managed to live, going to work, going
to AA meetings, and counting every penny. This [aatt was new for me-the only financial
hardship | had known before was once when | hagaib two weeks to get the 10 speed bicycle |
wanted.

At this point in my journey, | met a fellow travelesho was a therapist. She recognized
that emotionally | was a child in need of parentiagd she was able to give me the nurturing | had
missed growing up. She helped me to find wordsafoat | had experienced as a child. And she
gently pushed me to acknowledge something elsetabygself: | was functionally illiterate. | had
been able to hide this from everyone else, andd ma gracious about her finding me out. She

74



helped me to get past my shame, helped me to lef e message | had been given that | was
stupid. Many of our "therapy" sessions became reptlissons. Sometimes | think | owe my life
to this woman. | know | owe her a great deal, andrinot bring myself to call it LUCK that she
came into my life when she did.

After a few years of working at minimum wage jolbsnanaged to save a couple of
thousand dollars. | took a book out of the librawylearn how to invest this money and learned
that real estate offered the highest rate of ajgien. So | bought a repossessed fixer-upper
house, and read another book to learn how to Instplper pipe, and then one on how to pour
footings for a new porch, and so on. Being ableetd opened up the world to me. | thought |
could learn anything from a book.

With the encouragement of my therapist and my ésenl enrolled in a class at a
community college-just to improve my reading, |dgbt. But then | took one more class, then
another, then 2 classes at a time. Eventuallyuhdomyself completing community college with
top honors and applying to universities. | gradddtem magna cum laude from LaSalle with a
degree in Accounting. | have specialized in taxatamd have had my work on subchapter S
corporations published in a professional publicatid taught accounting, bookkeeping, and
computerized accounting at a trade school. | startg own accounting practice and have recently
expanded my office to write mortgages as well.

My professional accomplishments were part of adahallenge, which was to come to
terms with the truth about who | was. | had to aat, yes, | was an abused child, but | was not
unlovable. And yes, | was an alcoholic, but | cosildy sober. And yes, | was illiterate, but | was
not stupid, as | had been told by my father. I'mthe smartest man in the world, and the more |
learn the more | wish | knew. But it was an impottpart of my journey to discover that | am able
to learn, that | was able to succeed at sometkivag,| was able to survive apart from my family.

When | had reached this level of security and ssseae my professional life, the road led
me to another fellow traveler who would be my gesateacher. She came into my life suddenly,
when she was only six months old. She taught meitajoy and laughter, about giving and
receiving love. | had never changed a diaper @inéilday my daughter arrived, and | am grateful
to friends who helped me with the practical prolderyhparenting.

| was able to work out of my home that first yeaglebrating her progress and mine with
astonishment. | loved parenting. Something of my dost childhood was restored to me by being
a child with her. At night, after reading the thiemoks she chose, | sometimes read the tax code to
her and put us both to sleep. | loved her with gtlleand passion | did not know | was capable of.
We both thrived.

My daughter was 3 ¥2 when | lost her. It was théelstrperiod of my life. | was unable to
work, unable to function, unable to remember wishould go on living. | felt stripped, naked,
emotionally raw. And yet, curled into a fetal pasit emitting primal sounds of grief-1 felt the
presence of God and knew | was not alone. Agaergetivere friends and professionals to protect
and support me. The road led me to a house atethehba setting so therapeutic | am still trying
to figure out how to write it off as a medical erpe. Slowly, slowly, | learned to live with my
loss. | can't say that | have recovered from weFRyears later, my arms still ache to hold her one
more time.

Losing my daughter put many things in a new petsgedor me. Getting stuck in traffic
or having a business deal fall through are prettyomincidents on the road of life compared to
losing a child. Other things became MORE importaeliing friends you love them, thanking
someone for a kindness, celebrating each momenihgoe with loved ones.

Losing my daughter also made the pretenses of fmyhbearable. It was time for me to
face up to the rest of who | was. | spent manyrdomalking on the beach, having long
conversations with myself and with God. And whaedlized was that | was still living one lie,
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and | could not go on. | had been born in a ferbalgy, but | knew in my heart, in my very bones,
that | was a man. | had a good life and a succkpsditice living as a female. In a sense, | was
hiding in the persona of a woman. But | knew thabuld not continue to fool the world and
betray my own knowledge of who | am. Choosing t@ las a man would be choosing to live
truthfully, transparently, revealed to the worldvaso I truly am.

| had known | was male for as long as | could refp@mAs a child, | thought the rest of
the world would eventually realize their mistakedastop trying to make me a girl. | thought
doctors would recognize the mistake and correltkaetany other birth defect. As an adult, | was
told that | was not a male but a lesbian, andeldtihard to accept this. But finally, after losing m
daughter, there seemed to be no reason to pretgnbae.

The term for people like me is "transgenderedis lnore common than you might think.
Some transgendered people choose to express fieigénder by cross-dressing occasionally,
some manage to live their lives in their true gendlighout altering their bodies. Some, like me,
choose surgery and/or hormone therapy to changebibies to match their identities.

But it took a lot of walking on the beach to conwethat choice. | worried about the
expense, about the physical risk and pain of syrdevorried about losing my practice. | worried
about losing my friends. | worried about what peoplould say. | worried about losing the
protective mask | hid behind. Finally, when | colde truly honest with myself--not only about
who | was, but about what | had done, mistakeddlmade, people | had hurt--then | was able to
walk with a new, clear awareness of the presenc8aaf in me and around me. And | was no
longer afraid. | knew what | had to do.

Ultimately, it came down to this. The lie was cogtme too much. At 18, | had chosen to
reject the lie that | was a healthy member of aplgafunctional family, when | was not. Then |
chose to face the lie that | could read, when Illdawt. And | had spent my adult life
systematically letting go of the lies | had beehl @bout myself as a child. Now this most basic
fact about who | am demanded to be acknowledgach & man, and | now had the opportunity to
make my outsides match my insides. | had the oppiytto present myself to the world as who |
truly am.

Walking on the beach, | came to a new understanairmgy humanity: that | was only a
grain of sand in the wide universe, that my straggbere insignificant from the cosmic view. And
yet the choices | made were of the greatest impoetabecause the condition of the world is a
product of the accumulated choices that all of aken

Today | am legally a man. My name is Walter Wilddoone-Moyer, a name | chose as a
way of claiming my heritage as a man descended frmn. One of those men was James Boone,
my maternal grandfather, who was part Native AnagricHe was one of our family secrets
because it was a matter of shame that he was riote"wTaking his name is another way that |
can refuse the lie, drop the pretense, and be vano. |

Some of the fears | had about transitioning welavadid lose some clients, and there
were old friends who could not accept my decisBut to my surprise, my business increased by
about 20% the first year. Since transitioning ndfthat | am able to relate to people with an ease
and freedom | never knew. A transgendered frieays st is like having the emotional elevator
freed to go down to the basement instead of bduntk st the top two floors. Since transitioning, |
find that my commitment to social justice is strengny desire to relieve others' suffering is more
compelling.

Some of you may have trouble understanding howoglthis is part of my spiritual
journey. You may see my transition as a strictlygatal process. For most of you, there has
probably been no discordance between the gendeknmu yourself to be and the gender you are
perceived by others to be. But imagine, if youasmoman, what it would be like to be perceived
as a man, forced to go into the men's room, sd&ings you would rather not see, knowing you
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don't belong there. If you are a man, imagine bemted to women's activities, admitted to
female confidences, knowing you are an interlopéat is the sense of fraudulence | had in my
life. There is a heavy spiritual price to pay fieirig such a lie, even if it is forced on you.

| think that leading an authentic life, a transparéfe, a life without pretense-is a
challenge for any human being. All of us are pusteetle what someone else expects us to be.
There is enormous pressure to hide our faults aetdmpd to fit into our family's dream for us or
society's prescribed role for us. The first priheipf Unitarian Universalism is to affirm the
inherent worth and dignity of every person. To O for others, we must begin with ourselves.
We must begin by knowing ourselves, with all ourtw@and blemishes, and affirming that even in
the harshest light of self-knowledge, we are warthy

Our UU pastor helped me to plan a rites of passagece to celebrate my transition. |
invited people who had known me in many settingsrcih people, AA people, transgendered
people, old and new friends. We planned a senhe¢ would give me courage through the
surgeries | had ahead of me. But it became a tonepéople from different walks of life to
celebrate their own journeys on the road to selyawess and God-awareness. And | realized that
it is really true that "no man is an island entivehimself." My rites of passage service was not
about me, but about the transforming power of tmtall of our lives.

A UU minister once wrote, "We are joined togethgrabmystic oneness whose source we
may never know, but whose reality we can never tddke are our neighbor's keeper, because
that neighbor is but our larger self."

The third UU principle talks about encouraging oameother's spiritual growth. To
encourage means "to give courage" to someone ogiv® heart" to someone, and | hope that
something | have said this morning has done thagda. | hope you have been reflecting on your
own path, on the turning points, on the teachers lyave encountered along the way, on the
moments when the presence of God broke through.

Thank you for honoring my story.
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Transgender

—Rev. Mary Katherine Morn
February 11, 2001

When | was a child there was a period of time—ityrhave been a day, or maybe it was
longer—when | believed that little girls grew uplie men and little boys grew up to be women.
It may have simply been a proposition | posed tomogher once. It might have been a trick my
older brothers played on me. | don't know. Buémember believing it. Maybe it was a period
when | was identifying heavily with my father. Magy it was wishful thinking for a little girl
discovering the barriers of her gender in a pathak culture.

| have always considered this a whimsical episod@y growing up. Until this week. It
still feels a little whimsical—but there is somethimore that | see in it. Or feel in it. A little
connection with people whom | have always consdleeglically different from myself. Maybe
even a little identification with, at the very léasome understanding of, people who are
transgender.

Another thing from my childhood 1 just remembereahly this morning, is that |1 was
starting second grade when the school districtd at#ending first allowed girls to wear pants to
school. | was not living in a rural, isolated gredher. This came to me as | was thinking about
what to wear this morning. | feel very fortunatebe able to wear these clothes (slacks, a jacket,
and a bolo tie), which | enjoy, without fear of hgifired, arrested, beaten up, or worse. | redlize
take this right for granted. Remembering the ret&ns placed on girl's dress as recently as my
childhood puts this in some perspective. And aayl that, | realize that a boy in school today
does not have the same freedom. Frankly, thi®issamething I've ever thought much about.
Had it come to mind under other circumstancesietell would have laughed it off. Why would
anyone want to wear a dress? No, that's not riglgnjoy dresses. Why would anyone want to
wear pantyhose?

Perhaps this sermon will be for you some of whdtai$ been for me—a real education.
Even a new language. We are not alone in thiandgender people are themselves struggling
with the words. This movement, as an organizedyen$ so new that there is vast diversity in
language used. It continues to evolve. | willtde best | can, with the understanding that | may
not use language that satisfies everyone. Thisheaytself, an important gift the movement for
the rights of transgender people offers us: we lshawork to respect the language someone
chooses to describe themselves.

So allow me to begin with a glossary of sorts.ml @sing material developed by the UUA
for the Welcoming Congregation curricula. Thougle vare accredited as a welcoming
congregation, that is a congregation that has vebtkebecome more inclusive of people who are
gay, lesbian, bisexual, and transgender, when wa #neough the series of workshops on the
subject (In 1994 and 1995) there was not much deduabout people who are transgender. The
newly developed materials have been used now f@rakyears and include a section specifically
addressing the issues facing transgender people.

Transgender is an umbrella term used to includglpewho are transsexual, those who
cross dress (some use the term transvestite),saxteal individuals, and people who see
themselves as neither or both male and female gesdeh as two spirit or third gender people.
Most people prefer to use transgender without #ek"™ So it would be a transgender person
rather than transgendered. Transsexual is spdbjifecgerson born with a sex assignment that is
not consistent with the self-understanding theyeha¥ their gender. Some people who are
transsexual receive medical treatment to change dhatomical identification. Someone who is
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intersexual is a person born with mixed sexual mhygy. Intersexual individuals are often
“assigned” a gender immediately after birth andygaly and hormonally altered to “correct”
what many consider to be a problem. Two Spird designation originating in native American
communities. It is used for someone with ambigugersder identification or someone who is gay
or lesbian. Finally, a person is third gender vehamderstanding of his or her (!) gender
identification transcends society’s polarized genmslestem. Transcending language may be the
hardest barrier.

Transgender does not in any way indicate a paaiicsgxual orientation. The solidarity,
though, of people who are transgender, with peaple are gay, lesbian, or bisexual results from
the relationship of the oppressions. Here is hmamg activist Leslie Feinberg describes the
relationship:

Gays, leshians, and bisexuals are stigmatized apdessed because they violate social
standards for acceptable sex behavior; transsekealuse they violate standards for sex identity.
Intersexuals are punished for violating social déads of acceptable sex anatomy. But our
oppressions stem from the same source: rigid @llefinitions of sex categories, whether in
terms of behavior, identity, or anatomy.

While gay, lesbian, and bisexual people have sesgt gains in acceptance and rights over
the last two decades, this has not been the cageéple who are transgender. Even within the
g/l/b/t community, many have been slow to offer emstinding and compassion.

Our exposure, those of us who identify solidly wikie sex of our birth, to transgender
individuals has broadened in the last few yearanyof us felt the sting of our own tears as we
watched the excruciating story of Brandon Teentnémovie Boys Don’t Cry. It is the story of
the person born Teena Brandon who moved to a gowail in the Midwest and lived as a boy
despite possessing anatomical physiology of a gifhe story ends tragically with Brandon
Teena’s gang rape and murder at 21.

| saw Hilary Swank’s acceptance speech for the AwadAward before | saw the movie.
Her words of honor for Brandon Teena and othersgander people were brave and articulate.
She expressed her hope when she said we’ve coomgyavay. And she encouraged people to do
more than tolerate each other. She suggested glg mien celebrate diversity.

In an interview after filming the movie a repor@sked Swank if Brandon Teena was
transgender, or a lesbian who just hadn’'t accepitedconstraints that come in our society.
Swank’s answer moved me. She said because Brarelema was Killed at the age of 21, there
hadn’t yet been an opportunity for self-declaratiorhat sentence took me a long time to write.
Can you see why? “Swank said because Brandon Twasilled at the age of 21, there hadn’t
yet been an opportunity for self-declaration.” Imaged to say that without a single pronoun.
That challenge makes this sermon more difficultivtde than many. | am making an effort to
avoid the easy pronouns in cases where people'sriexgge of gender is not easy. Our words
restrict our expression more than we know. No dthby restrict our experience as well.

Leslie Feinberg, author and activist, writes abstuiggling with the two little boxes that
appear on applications of all types. “M” or “F.Two choices. Neither of which ever really
worked. Feinberg suffered ridicule and oppresdiecause of a very masculine appearance.
Once, when looking for a job Feinberg attemptedide a feminine wig and jewelry to succeed.
But it only made things worse. The next experimewmblved fake sideburns. And was extremely
successful. And was the beginning of Feinberg'’s liypassing as a man.

Feinberg's book, Transgender Warriors, is a fasicigalook at the history of gender
identification and oppression of individuals of aguous gender. The story of Joan of Arc is one
of many that illumine a long history which include=serence for individuals who cross gender
boundaries. (The reverence Joan of Arc receiveth ihe masses did not translate well with the
Church which tried her in the Inquisition. Perh#épsas the reverence she received from peasants
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that was so threatening to them.) In the expeeesfcNative people on this continent the two-
spirit tradition seems to celebrate fluidity of gen, often honoring what some call two-spirit
individuals with roles of importance in the comntynoften roles of religious leadership. Other
traditions have had men passing as women servipgestesses.

Feinberg reminds us that the Roman historian Rihtadescribed the Great Mother
Goddess as hermaphroditic. This was to say thessead not yet been split, or divided. Fitting
when you think about it. For an image of the divio possess wholeness, to not be divided.
Remember that in one of the creation stories ineGisrthe Hebrew is translated: “So God created
humankind in his image, in the image of God hetextthem; male and female he created them.”
Though the pronoun used here for God is confusimapy believe the message is that male and
female together form the image of God that waséel.

What we learn about sex and gender is incredildyricted by the social norms of the
patriarchy which holds power still. Feinberg wouwdld that colonialism and materialism
contribute to gender oppression, as well as to nudihgr types of oppression experienced today.
These complex social rules come together in whpéars to be a desperate attempt to force all of
us into those two little boxes. As though any daen from this would devastate the cultural
foundation that supports us in communities and liami Perhaps you have experienced the sides
of those little boxes closing in on you. Perhaps flave experienced the repercussions of a minor
deviation from a gender norm. In most cases tmespment is swift and harsh. There are few of
us, | believe, who have not crossed over, if onst p little bit, and discovered this for ourselves

| read a beautiful sermon earlier this year by &hmin Universalist minister Sean Parker
Dennison. Sean’s journey of transitioning from anvan to a man has all of the expected
elements of alienation and fear and relief and jblaunted by the little boxes. These are Sean’s
words:

My life does not fit those boxes. My gender is tiwt simple. As hard as | have tried to
choose one or the other, what is true for me i$ ltlean both. It is more comfortable and more
authentic for me to move through the world as a.nmtamy deepest knowing of myself, a male
face, a male body, and a male identity feels tMben | think of myself or describe myself, it is
as a man.

At the same time, | lived thirty years of my lifeaawoman. | know how it is to be female in
this society. | know how it is to be vulnerableséxual assault, to be expected to be more
nurturing than ambitious, to be a single mothewgtgling to make ends meet. | cannot
simply discard that knowing or pretend those thyyars were a mistake.

I cannot choose one side of myself over the offeechoose would be to willingly let some
part of myself wither and die.

Again, Sean is addressing an experience felt achietransgender people but often felt by
others as well. Denying some part of who we arkefiver gender related or not). Reducing
ourselves to categories that others have defingdting pieces of ourselves die because they are
not convenient. Transgender people offer us th@irageous stories as reminders that integrity
comes from a deep place in our spirits. Whenewssiple, being true to ourselves is the
compassionate, just thing to do. Not to mentidimraing that which is true for others.

| always try to preach a sermon about love arouatbnines Day. After | scheduled this
topic for this Sunday last summer | began to wortdex | would make that connection. This
topic has touched some of my fears. | have caogtelf falling into stereotyping and even
guestioning some people’s behavior or appearantteeiguiet places in my mind. But as this has
happened | have noticed something else. Readidghearing the voices of people who are
transgender has truly opened my heart in ways n'diekpect. | feel a little bit of fear falling
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away. | feel the beginning of more radical opesresothers. | feel parts of myself coming back
to life. As | open myself to the possibility of mpassion and love for people who are different
from me (and not so different), my own capacitygel love and compassion for myself expands.

In one of the stories | read this week someone saiaply, “I have come to realize that |
can be loved, not in spite of who | am, but becafsgho | am.” This is the journey for all of us.
Loving ourselves and accepting love because ofwhare. Loving each other not in spite of, but
because of. This is the greatest love of all. &aall it God’s love. Some call it inherent worth
and dignity. We could call it amazing grace.

| invite you today to use the alternate word in olasing hymn. Though sometimes it
feels fitting to use the traditional “wretch likeesii in “Amazing Grace,” | would suggest that this
morning we sing “Soul like me.” Let us set asidetwhedness for a moment at least, so that our
hearts might be open to all souls.

Mary Katherine Morn was ordained to the UU minisitnyl987. She has served congregations in thensout
including Tyler, Texas and Macon, Georgia. Sheuisently the minister of First Unitarian Universsi
Church of Nashville, Tennessee. Mary Katheringeshéife with her partner, John Rakestraw, and ithei
son Caleb.
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I Am WhatI Am

—Rev. Elizabeth McMaster

Reading:
from Love of Selby Howard Thurman

“One of the great and critical problems of ourdira that it is very difficult to find
ourselves, for a person to find himself, to knowewehhe is, who he is, what is he. And we
think of love—when we think of it—in terms of feedjs, thoughts, caring, all the words
that you might use, for a not-self, for some otperson, and we have so rearranged our
inner sense of values that even we are loath totadat we should love ourselves.”

“Now, | cannot love myself if | am anonymous to sai¥f. If | have no idea about
who | am, | cannot get close enough to me to loee llspend my time trying to find me in
the midst of the wide range of images of me thathaeen projected into me from my
earliest childhood, by those who cared for me, Wvwed me, and who nurtured me. So
that it is a very difficult and perilous route tochte me, to separate me from the self-
images of me that are projected upon me from tiveg kam a baby. Images that reflect the
love—sometimes. The images that reflect the s@ifetion on the part of those whose
responsibility it is to care for and nurture me.eTimage reflected upon me by my
environment, so that wherever | look, | see thr@mnmrthe screen of my awareness a picture
of me which, the assumption is, reflects not whahithe mind of the persons who cast the
image before me, but a reflection of what | thirdm.”

“So that before | can get to whatever may be ‘niyfacts, I've got to work
through all of these images. | am my mother’'s B@m my father’s son. | am my sister’s
brother. I am my aunt’s nephew. But, WHO ON EARTMA? WHO AM I? How may |
draw a bead on me?”

Sermon:

Howard Thurman, one of this century’s great thgi@os, asks the seminal question we
hopefully ask of ourselves at sometime in our fifgefore | can get to whatever may be ‘myself’
facts, I've got to work through . . . images WHO AM I? How may | draw a bead on me?” The
answer to that question might begin with a simpééesnent: | am what | am! Acceptance of that
statement for each of us is what’s not so simple.

Equal Partners in Faith, an interfaith organizatdevoted to equality for gay, lesbian,
bisexual, and transgender persons, brings to thaetatn of many across the country how difficult
it is to allow others to live the statement: | arhawvl am. Equal Partners wants all Americans to
fully understand the unequal and unfair treatmémbh@usands of fellow citizens—based solely on
their sexual orientation and gender identificatibBrom time to time over the past several years,
rallies and interfaith services have been promogéiggal and fair rights for all citizens, and, at a
rally in 1999, a Proclamation was read, stating:

As committed people of faith representing divetgjians, creeds, nationalities, genders
and sexual orientations, we join together to cedébr. . . “The Week of Equality for

Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender People.’j0ein solidarity with the hundreds

of thousands who will celebrate Equality BeginsH&me across the United States, a
national campaign sponsored by the National Gay &edbian Task Force and the

Federation of Statewide LGBT Political Organizasa strengthen and unite the lesbian,
gay, bisexual, transgender and allied communities.
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Tragically many LGBT people have repeatedly enddeed, suffering and even rejection
by those in positions of power and leadership. Aspte of faith, we know too well the

discrimination, homophobia and hatred that exisbum communities of faith leaving in

their wake broken and hurting souls longing foreallng balm. We confess that our faith
communities have betrayed the dignity and respetGBT persons and humbly ask for
forgiveness.

“We further pledge that in our daily living beyondday, we will work relentlessly to
foster an environment of growth, acceptance ardefylality for LGBT persons wherever
we may have cause and reason to speak. We soleggugnize that we are to be held
accountable for championing the rights and welf#réhose who have been dismissed or
marginalized by society. We pray that our unitectes may begin the process of healing,
offer hope to the disheartened and restore thesbrtkist in our communities. Because we
hold to the belief that the Divine is the Sustain®ource of genuine love, we in return
offer the richness of that love to all LGBT peopleour homes, our communities and in
our houses of worship.

Many LGBT people find love and acceptance in thath communities. We applaud those
people who have served as pioneers in our comreangnd lift up their efforts as a
paradigm for the full equality of LGBT people. Inijing with our fellow sisters and
brothers celebrating Equality Begins at Home, wirrafthat LGBT people are indeed
created in the image of God, deserving of mutua land respect. Our continued prayer is
that one day intolerance, ignorance, bigotry amdevice against all God’s children will be
eradicated from the very places where compassidrpaace should reign. Until that day
we stand in one voice, one spirit, and one homettier full equality of lesbian, gay,
bisexual, and transgender people.

Equal Partners in Faith “is a multi-racial netwarkreligious leaders and people of faith
committed to equality and diversity.” They say tamout themselves, “Our diverse faith traditions
and shared religious values lead us to affirm asférdl the equality of all people, regardless of
religion, race, gender, or sexual orientation. Asogle of faith, we actively oppose the
manipulation on religion to promote exclusion anéelguality.”

This morning | wish to speak on an aspect of ggiyts that to date hasn’t been spoken
about much in our Association or in our individegahgregations, let alone the larger community.
In 1998, at the Unitarian Universalist Minister'sating preceding General Assembly, | spoke to
this issue, saying it was perhaps our next biggmneone later said that | was provocative, which
| took to mean | was a rather large pain in thekbae (He later explained to me that wasn’t what
he meant by provocative—he said it made him thi#gll, good! Beats being a large pain in the
backside!

In the playDeath of a Salesmawilly Loman’s wife, Linda, pleads, “Attention mube
paid!” Well, attention must be paid to a segmenthef population we’ve tended either to make fun
of or hide from sight. Attention must be paid tod/déine rights and equal treatment of transgender
persons. Neither making fun of transgender peopleding then from sight anymore will get this
issue to disappear. The coming of age of oppresseadrity populations that began over a century
ago with the abolitionist and temperance movemkeassarrived, and no group of people anymore
is going to sit by while their rights are deniedldheir lives are threatened.

“We covenant to promote and affirm the inherentrttvand dignity of every person.”
That's our first Unitarian Universalist Principl®/hat do we mean+eally mean—when we
“covenant to promote and affirm the inherent wathl dignity of every person?” It means much
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more than sticking a set of Purposes and Princigbesn our walls and walking away. It means
more than giving lip service to those words. It meave incorporate them into our every day
actions; we live our Principles each day of ouediv

So let’s look at one of the newest issues to itldJ consciences—the issue of rights and
equal treatment of transgender persons. First wé, need some definitions. We need to
understand what we’re talking about when we sagn4gender.” If we use the word at all, we
tend to group all transgender people into one bigp. All those folks we can’t put a male or
female handle on. Well, that’s not accurate. Tlageevarious distinctions. So now to a vocabulary
lesson.

Transgender is an umbrella term that covers skwdistinct groupings of people:
transgender, transsexuals, intersexuals, and dressers.

Transgender people can be of any sexual orientafioat is, they may love whomever, of
whatever gender, they are attracted to—the sanevexyone else. Transgender does not refer to
sexual orientation—whom do you love? Transgendersdo gender identification—what gender
do you identify yourself with. Are you a man? Areuya woman? Are you both? Are you neither?
What gets tricky about all this is that we as auwelKNOW that there are only two genders—
you're either a man or you're a woman. There’s tieeochoice. You have a check-off on nearly
every piece of paper you sign. We've been so acaittd that we can hardly get our mind around
anything other than the either/or of man/woman. 'Moeither a man or a woman. So what's the
problem? Check off one and let's move on!

But wait a minute. There are people in this woriddeed, “scientists and physicians say
that between 1.7% and 4% of newborn babies ar&emale” or “male.” One in fifty people is a
combination of both sexes, or neither sex compléteéwhoa! This is starting to sound
complicated. Stay with me!

Another definition. Transsexuals are people boto & body associated with one gender
but believe internally they are another gender.yThay be born in the body of a man, but believe
themselves to be a woman, or born a woman, yetlibbgve themselves to be a man. Toel
speakfor this is “MtF” (male to female) or “FtM” (femalto male). MtF’s or FtM’s may or may
not undergo sexual reassignment surgery—that rgiesy that physically changes their gender
construction. Or they may use hormones to helpetda bodies they feel they were born to have.
Or, they may simply do nothing to alter their badpdysically.

Next definition. Cross dressers are people whegpartially or completely in the clothing
of the societal norm for the “opposite” gender.tblically, they have been called transvestites,
but feedback from this segment of the transgenderntunity is fairly consistent: they prefer
calling themselves “cross dressers.” And noticé tsaid, “Cross dressers are people who dress
partially or completely in the clothing of the sei@l norm for the ‘opposite’ gender.” | did not say
they dress in clothing of the opposite sex, butgbeietal norm of dress. This is all part of our
learning—to get away from this either/or kind ofntking. That men wear such and such; that
women wear such and such. It's a cultural thingktri

Well, we've all known about cross dressers fopmrgltime. (Actually, | just discovered
that the term “DrAG” queen—d-r-a-g—is the acronyon fdressed as a girl.” In recent years the
musical Americans flocked to, “La Cage aux Follastiich is the story of two gay men, one of
whom is a cross dresser. | remember the first Del@Gw | ever saw was in—well, where else—
San Francisco. To give you an idea of how long thgtd was, | had recently graduated from a
small Midwestern college, and five of us took @ tacross the country. Did we think we were hot
stuff when we hit that show! What we thought abonaiss dressers or DrAG queens was probably
something | would be ashamed to think now.

Two more definitions and then I'm done with dictawy-ing you. Intersexuals have bodies
that deviate from absolute sexual dimorphism—theayehin some cases, ambiguous genitalia, or,
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in others, a discord between the sex chromosomehenihternal reproductive organs or external
genitalia—their chromosomal makeup is at odds whir physical make-up. Often in the past
and still today although a bit less frequently, tdog have performed surgery soon after birth to
correct this “problem.” | say quote problem becaunsersexuality isn’t the problem; it's society’s
response to intersexuality that is. We simply démow how to address a birth that’s outside the
norm of our acculturation and thinking. In many essthe doctor who performs this surgery
doesn't tell the parents; they don’t have a clu tharry has been “altered” to be Mary. Imagine
parents who have thought all along that they gante to a girl—or a boy and then discover what
the doc had done! Imagine growing up to find oug ttad been done tmul!

The last definition: third gender people. These people who understand their gender
identification to transcend society’s binomial gendystem—that is, they are uncomfortable with
society’s definition of you're either a man or aman.

There’s a lot more vocabulary, but you're smarbwggh for now. The problem is not
defining our terms and differentiating among vasigroups of individuals who don’t meet the
standards; the problem is that transgender pedplehatever category have been treated for a
long time as freaks or as people with mental disé-and they continue to be misunderstood
and discriminated against.

The American Psychiatric Association (you may rerber how long it took this group we
think of as professional to say that homosexualig not a mental problem) describes the area of
transgender as, “Gender Identity Disorder.” Doesri@er Identity Disorder” sound a trifle off the
norm? When a professional organization such ag\B® nails a group with the word “disorder,”
we’ve got to understand that those people whariédl this category are going to be discriminated
against big time—with the blessings of those wakhknow something. It gives free rein to
individuals and groups who don’t like anything thegnsider off the norm to “have at it” —to
badger, frighten, even kill—those whom they consitddnormal.” And they are confirmed in
their beliefs by professionals who term transgernmple as being “disordered.” And we, who
believe in the “inherent worth and dignity of evegrgrson” need to be vigilant in protecting those
who would fall into this classification. Live outipprinciples.

Let's view some root causes for the discriminatdnransgender people. It's far too easy
to label people we don’t understand or who givehasheebie-jeebies because they're “different”
—way “different.” And it's way easy for us to refer arbitrary standards to excuse our discomfort
with those we think are “off the norm.” We do it g#ile time. When a Black man dressed in a suit
and tie is assumed to be the janitor of the Uratatniversalist church he works in, we have
fallen into the trap of “norm differentiation.” Whea woman who acts pushy or assertive in a
Unitarian Universalist board meeting, is assumedb¢otalking about something she knows
nothing of and is undoubtedly a large pain in thekside, we have fallen into the trap of “norm
differentiation.” We have this idea that women, &g, gays, older folks, whomever—ought to—
should—behave in such and such ways. Frankly, vike dd—even us liberal Unitarian
Universalists!

And it throws us off balance when someone comesgalvho defies society’s carefully
constructed distinctions. It's part of our bifuredtculture that says something or someone is
either/or. They're either Black or they’'re Whitehdy're either old or they’re young. Women are
either dumb stay-at-homes (didn’t Hillary Clintoafer to them as cookie bakers?) or out doing
something worthwhile in the world. Daycare workemuld do something else if they were
smarter—like Washington lawyers. And on and on. Amdsetting up this either/or state, we
disallow people to be who they are as individualseated uniquely—each and every one of us. It
allows us to think or feel that women are dumb pidrgcs are lazy, Asians are crafty, people with
handicaps are to be pitied, and gay people oughistasnap out of it! In the case of transgender
people, what does this person standing in fromhef dressed in a dress with a bass voice, think
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he/she/whoever is doing? How do | respond to teisgn? Good God, why can’t he/she/whoever
just be NORMAL??? And, out of our own discomforg wriggle away—in embarrassment and
relief!

Transgender people are scary to us because tbhely tur deepest most innermost ideas
about who we are as human beings. A woman | know tis been an articulate voice for
equality for gay men and lesbians for decades tetisshe has trouble with the whole issue of
transgender because she has never wanted to engngtse but who she is—a woman. “But,” |
respond, “that’s beside the point. You've neverrbadesbian, but you are able to speak out for
lesbian rights.” But this, she says—and | undestagr quandary—goes so much deeper and it's
so much more difficult to get a handle on. It's &ese we’'ve been socialized since birth to think
of ourselves as—well, as who we’re told we are. ¥oa man. I'm a woman. And that’s that.

Then along come some people who say, “No, thaitstimat!” And they begin to tell us
their stories. Stories about knowing since theyewldtle that something wasn’t quite ok with
them—something didn’t fit. They were called “girBut that's not how they felt. They were
treated like “boy” but it wasn't right. If they, e who felt girl-like, dressed up in Mommy’s
dresses, they were scolded. They were taughttibatvasn’t the way they were supposed to be. If
they dressed in pants and wanted to appear magtliky were chastised and put in dresses and
frilly clothing. | know of a child, born ostensibiypale, who loves ballet, whose hair reaches his
waist, who's slight of frame. His mother, blessirggs her, treats him as he wants to be treated.
The community shows, directly and indirectly, theénsure by asking, albeit obliquely, why she
doesn’t cut his hair and make him “shape up.” Heeeith-it mother! But what are they, mother
and son, to do?

So what is anyone to do in these situations? Gearder persons are going through a lot of
hell—they have, at least in Western culture, gémeugh a lot of hell forever. Some of them have
trouble getting jobs. Some may not be able to gplage to rent. Forget insurance. And so
sometimes they're broke, sometimes homeless, umdsulf they want to have sexual
reassignment surgery, it's expensive and it's cliffi to even get a doctor to operate. Hormones
can help in some ways but not in others. | don’btwaou to think all transgender people are poor
or homeless or uninsured. Some are not. But maayAsrd many are because society simply
can’t handle this. Over and above it all, theresoaiety that says, “You don't fit our norm. We
can’t deal with you.” It's all part of our societabdes that say you're either one thing or you're
another. Either/or.

Now let's take a look at our own attitudes ancelithem up with our Purposes and
Principles. And in the doing, can we not see tingttane we discriminate against anyone and any
time we allow crude jokes or bigoted actions ongh# of others to occur, we have betrayed our
own selves. We have acted in ways that are notistens with what we say we stand for. Instead,
is it possible for us to be leaders in buildingoaisty that cherishes each one of us for what we
are—a unique, one-of-a-kind specimen of homo safiefnd, if that were possible, might we
then be able to build a world of peace where dityers truly celebrated? Where our differences
would lift up each one of us as special?

In our reading this morning, Howard Thurman sd{yscannot love myself if 1 am
anonymous to myself.” That's getting down to basit& first must understand ourselves, know
ourselves if we are to cherish others. And we nieestop looking at us and our world in either/or
ways. Very few things in life are either/or. Theme shades of everything human. That'’s, after all,
what gives us our uniqueness—each one of us isn@ication of lots of things—race amg@énder.
Our examination of our own sense of who we are teay to some pretty interesting findings.
Hopefully, we come out of that examination moreingvtoward ourselves for who we are and
more respectful of others for who they are.
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Again, Howard Thurman, “This body of mine is thayodwelling place of my mind and
my spirit. | have no other dwelling place. And i§d disown my organism because | am ashamed
of it or because it's broken or because it is umlyunsightly, there is no other place for me. So
with all my limitations, with all my inadequaciesijth all the things about me that are unsightly
and unseemly, this is it. And anyone who wishedastroy me, all he has to do is to make me hate
me. So that I'm ashamed of me and I'm a wanderghénvast spaces of an empty universe. No
home, nowhere.”

| am what | am. Neither all good nor all bad. Neitall right nor all wrong. Simply me.
And | need to celebrate myself and celebrate athdnity—and | hope you need to, too. So, |
invite you to join with all of us in responding tive “Litany of Wholeness” found in your Order of
Service.

Litany of Wholeness:

Let us hold all people in our hearts. For peopl®wate blind and cannot see and for those
who can see but are blind to people around them.

Help us to touch each other with kindness.

For people who move slowly because they have t fanthose who move too fast to be
aware of the world in which they live.

Help us to be aware of each other.

For people who are deaf and cannot hear, and ésettvho can hear but would ignore the
cries of others.

Help us to respond to each other.

For people who learn slowly, for people who learrdifferent ways and for people who
learn quickly and easily but often choose ignorance

Help us to grow in wisdom together

For people who see themselves as different frorarethnd for people who live in unholy
fear of being different from others.

Help us to learn to heal ourselves.

For families and friends who support transgendepfeeand for those who feel awkward
in their presence.

Help us to be comfortable with each other.

For people who think they are worthless and beylornd and for people who think they
don’t need love.

Help us to give and receive love.
For people who feel isolated and for people whdrdmumte to that sense of isolation.
Help us to change our hearts.

For all people, that we may learn to respect edbkroand accept each other and live
together in peace.

Amen
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Choose Life

—Rev. Mary J. Harrington
June 29, 1997

Opening Words:
From Nelson Mandela’s Inaugural Address

“Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequater @eepest fear is that we are powerful
beyond measure. It is our light, not our darkneisat most frightens us. We ask ourselves,
who am | to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, aathdflous? Actually, who are you not to
be? You are a child of God. Your playing small d¢teserve the world. There’s nothing
enlightened about shrinking so that other peopl&'iizel insecure around you. We are
born to make manifest the glory of God that is ivitls. It's not just in some of us, it's in
everyone. And as we let our own light shine, weonsciously give other people
permission to do the same. As we are liberated famm own fear, our presence
automatically liberates others.”

Reading:
From the Torah, Deuteronomy 30:11-16

Surely, this commandment that | am commanding gdaytis not too hard for you, nor is

it too far away. It is not in heaven, that you sldosay, “Who will go up to heaven for us,

and get it for us so that we may hear it and obset®” Neither is it beyond the sea, that

you should say, “Who will cross to the other sid¢he sea for us, and get it for us so that
we may hear it and observe it?” No, the word isyveear to you; it is in your mouth and

in your heart for you to observe.

See, | have set before you today life and prospetiath and adversity. If you follow the
path of righteous living by loving the Creator, Wialg in the ways of goodness and peace,
and keeping faith with each other, you will be bégbin the land that you are entering. But
if your heart turns away and you do not hear, brég ked astray, you shall perish; you
shall not live long in the land that you are crogsihe Jordan to enter and possess. | call
heaven and earth to witness to you today that lehset before you life and death,
blessings and curses. Choose life so that you anddescendants may live.

Sermon:

Good morning. So here’s what happens when the amubjtenthusiastic chairperson of
the service auction approaches a minister and megplber to agree to auction off a sermon topic.
The minister may have grave misgivings along thediof being bought, as in, how could you
possibly put a price on worship and the creativecess? As in, what if no one bids on your
auction contribution, or it goes for $10.95? Irsthtory, though, the minister consents, sinceshe i
also a longtime and long-suffering fundraiser agebgnizing a kindred spirit in the auction chair,
is naturally - if not downright insanely - sympatibe Come auction night, said chair herself offers
the highest bid and buys the privilege of tellihg minister what to speak about.

In our tradition of the free pulpit, this is a raeperience indeed, to work with an assigned
theme. But that's not all to this story. Becausenththe high bidder, in this case, Fellowship
member Jan Ogren, sits you down and fills you invbat she has in mind, to wit:
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Jan is a remarkably talented and experienced p#yefapist, who has specialized in
understanding the relationship between mind ang.bblis is a simplistic description of her field
of expertise, but she cares passionately abouigdiyss well as mental and emotional health, and
how these are utterly, inextricably interrelatede $ointed out to me that, generally speaking, all
other mammals seem programmed to eat what is lyefalttthem, to sleep when tired, to nurture
and protect their offspring, to act in ways thaimote and preserve survival and health.

Why, she wanted me to explain, not human beingsy tdm’t we, especially given that
we know so much, even when we’ve had the benefisdacation and therapy, why don’t we
more easily, naturally, automatically, consistemtigke choices that lead us towards health? Why,
when we know better, do we smoke, drink, misusgsirovereat, eat junk food, and lead frantic
lives? Why do we do so many things that cause uspair our well being, hurt our bodies, harm
others, and degrade not only our own quality &, lIfut also the whole planet’'s?

And, as if this weren’t a tall enough order forstlsermon, she added that she had already
been exploring this question through psychologgidogy and science. So would | please leave
these approaches aside and focus on the theologjicension, namely, how might religion
address this question, or perhaps, to put it anethg, could there be a spirituality of health?

Having a certain instinct for survival myself, Ichto fight off the temptation to personally
refund Jan’s donation. Then, | wondered if a Zespoase might suffice, along the lines of less is
more, a question to answer the question, some#page and simple, like: How the heck would |
know?

Or in koan form:

Knowing the answer, the bird stirs in the plunetre
Not knowing the answer, the owl flies toward tlemm

(I wrote that myself.)

| can almost picture Jan sitting with clients ir b#fice, week after week, working so hard
to help them come to deeper self-understandinigelp them to feel happier, to help them sort out
their difficulties and identify options. And yet.ndl yet. Often it does seem to be the case that no
matter how much insight we may acquire, no mattaw fhard we try to change, we keep on
repeating our mistakes, we continue to manifestsbortcomings, we sometimes even manage to
“fix” one of them, only to take on another.

This could be enough to fill the most intrepidekass therapist with despair. Or | think of
my preaching professor at Starr King School, RoolCds a young graduate of seminary, Ron
lasted in the parish about three years. This dgtiglfairly common in our denomination. Our
former director of the Department of Ministry deténed that a high percentage of our ministers -
maybe as many as 40% - leave the parish after fin&ir3 to 5 years. I'm sure there are lots of
reasons for this disillusionment, but | will neyerget Ron’s.

Week after week, he got up and talked about whatensain life. He worked hard at this
vocation of preaching the word, and he offered inasjpn, hope, truth, and wisdom. | have no
doubt of this, given all that | learned from himetyhe had to wonder, why bother? The people
continued to get divorced, to abuse their bodiessdrew things up, to suffer. Almost every
problem they had, he offered some sage words filheteided could have - should have - made a
difference. But it didn’t seem to matter; he cofifdl little correlation between his sermons and
the well being of the members of his congregatida.went on to become a remarkable, beloved
teacher of ministers, but this dynamic of being hapthis question of Jan’s, haunted him to his
retirement.

Since other animals seem to have an instinctiiertefss pull towards what is good for
them, why not us humans? Many disciplines have cgggdl this question, which is tied to
understanding our essential nature, why we are Wwevare. Legends and myths too have tried to
unlock the mysteries of what makes us tick. Infdigy tale of Sleeping Beauty, a precious and
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lovely princess is at last born to parents who Hawged for a child. In their great joy, they irevit
everyone in the land and the 12 neighborhood faioecelebrate with them. Each fairy in turn is
asked to bless the new life with a special qualitattribute, and so they do, until it seems that t
princess will surely have a life that is overflogiwith goodness, happiness and abundance.

At the last minute, just before the 12th fairy ludfered her blessing, in comes the 13th
fairy, the one whom the king and queen either foegmut, in some versions of the tale, or had
avoided out of fear, according to other versiomrgdnse of her wickedness. Whether the 13th “left
out” fairy flies into a rage because she was stighir because she is essentially evil, she puts a
curse on the newborn. “When she is 16, she widkphier finger on a spinning wheel and die.” No
amount of weeping, begging, pleading or threatefrimigp the parents and guests will persuade her
to withdraw the curse. In the end, the 12th faaymuch as she would have it otherwise, does not
have enough power to fully counteract the curse.

Like a therapist or a minister, perhaps, she cdy saoften the anguish and the now
inherent flaw by rearranging things a bit, changintate of youthful death to a deep sleep with a
happy ending a hundred years later. But how happidcshe really be, | wondered as a child, to
wake up in the arms of a stranger, and with herlevknown family already dead and gone, in a
time warp.

In the cosmology of Sleeping Beauty, the sourcehefprincess’ defect does not come
from within her, like the concept of original smpr was it caused by her parents, by the way they
raised her, as much of modern psychology would esigdt could be called bad luck, or fate,
arising from some deep and mythic understanding pe&fection is impossible and that some
form of this curse, this terrible gift, is visitedh each and every one of us.

“I have set before you today life and prosperityatth and adversity,” says the greatest of
prophets. We have a choice, we humans, to moveiditection of health and wholeness, but the
choice doesn’t exist in a vacuum. It comes wittoanidable challenge; in biblical language, a
commandment: “Follow the path of righteous living Ibving your Creator, walking in the ways
of goodness and peace, and keeping faith with aoéhar.” By living in right relationship with
each other, our world, and ourselves we are byniiein choosing life. When we violate this
commandment to walk in the ways of justice and mewee are choosing “not life,” we are
choosing instead adversity and death. Here is wttesesing makes a difference.

Yet very, very often, people who are as innocerthagrincess known as Sleeping Beauty
are overcome in their lives by the forces of demid destruction. Choosing life comes with no
guarantees of anything, as we know all too wellaidAgand again in the Hebrew bible, God
reaches out to the people and the people striviwadoy ethical principles and treat each other
well and offer untold gratitude for all the gift§ bfe, only to be pursued, persecuted, and
slaughtered.

Even if all of Jan’s clients and all of Ron’s paieners listened well and worked hard and
cared for themselves and other people with alheirtstrength and their determination, still, even
then, wouldn't terrible things happen to some anthanyway, and difficult things befall all of
them, sooner or later? Why bother? Why not eatmoeh or keep drinking or have one more
smoke? There really were signs in the latrines ucAwitz that read, “Smoking is hazardous to
your health.” But this cruel, cruel irony, and se®of other atrocities, have not stopped certain of
our fellow human beings, back from the mouth of,Hebm shaking us awake, and touching us
and reminding us as no others can, of the inhaverth and meaning and preciousness of life.

We must choose life because every time we do, Neldandela says, we unconsciously
give others permission to do the same. As we begdied, our presence automatically liberates
others. | think of our own member, Elizabeth Ceéilizabeth is at the Pride Parade in San
Francisco today, but she gave me her blessing angdrmission to mention her here. When
Elizabeth was born she was named Cecil, apparemile. Recently she came out to us as a
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transgender person. She has changed her name ahdrhnes, her hair and her clothing, and
her gender status. She wanted to choose life, simed to be whole, but this wasn’'t possible for
her before - there was too much confusion, secrgtgmme and fear. Now she feels she can be
fully who she is, here in this congregation.

| know there are people who can only see this aarte and find themselves full of
disapproval and even revulsion. But there are mltik of hell that we will never experience
personally, thank god, and we only need to takeaBkth’s word for it, that for most of her life
she was trapped in an identity that was not herd,rew she has come to find herself released
from a biological and social nightmare, able at tasaffirm herself and be affirmed. Her courage
and liberation can add to our own, if we let itlinwe choose it. | really think that the presente
Elizabeth in this community and the acceptancehsisefound here is a case of life choosing us.

We can improve the odds on choosing life and ometie way for life to choose us,
through practices which are life-affirming: tellinige truth about who we are, caring well for our
bodies, simple living, saying yes and saying nagifong ourselves and each other, resting,
praying or meditating, singing. We can practice @llthese as individuals, and even more
essential, we can practice all of them in community

Just the other day, a member here, one of our eltles, said to me, “l can’t return to the
religion of my childhood because it’s too full allisess for me. But | am so glad to be a Unitarian
Universalist because it makes sense to me; itsaal dit for whom | am. And it has brought me
into relationship with this congregation, whichvisry important, because | don’t think you can
have real wisdom except in a community.”

When despair for the world grows in us, or despéieach other, and ourselves we can
seek the peace of wild things and find rest andc®in nature, and we can also come into the care
of community. It would be handot to choose life in a beautiful place, and it wob&lhard for life
not to find and choosas with and through each other’s example, perspeectngelove.

Of course | could not deliver my last sermon herthout a Mary Oliver poem. This is
from her newest book, West Winltl is about risk, about challenge, most certaaitput choosing
health and wholeness, whatever the cost. From ringiephet to modern poet, the commandment
is one and the same.

From the poem entitled/est Wingdby Mary Oliver:

You are young. So you know everything. You leapthe boat and begin rowing. But,
listen to me. Without fanfare, without embarrassmeithout any doubt, | talk directly to
your soul. Listen to me. Lift the oars from the evatet your arms rest, and your heatrt,
and heart’s little intelligence, and listen to niehere is life without love. It is not worth a
bent penny, or a scuffed shoe. It is not worthtibey of a dead dog nine days unburied.
When you hear, a mile way and still out of sighe, ¢hurn of the water as it begins to swirl
and roil, fretting around the sharp rocks - wheruylear that unmistakable pounding -
when you feel the mist on your mouth and sensedatteaembattlement, the long falls
plunging and steaming - then row, row for your tidevard it.

“Listen to me,” the poet says. “I talk directly y@ur soul.” “Surely,” says the prophet,
“this commandment is not too hard for you, nor fmoaway. No, it is very near you, it is in your
mouth and in your heart for you to follow.”

“When you feel the mist on your mouth and heat timmistakable pounding, row toward
it.” The poet addresses you the person, the proploet the community, but the charge is the
same. Don’t turn away from life or from love, domitrn away from yourselves or each other.
When you are filled with doubt or despair, evenrsoye towards love, no matter how terrifying
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or uncertain. A life without love is not worth thedy of a dead dog nine days unburied. But love,
even when things are unpredictable and transiewvgn when you know you cannot hold onto

something forever or make it stay the same, ishvbr risk.
Thank you for opening your lives and hearts to mer @ll of these months that we have

shared together. Thank you for taking a chanceowe. lIit's wonderful knowing that you and the
Keips will be in each other’s good hands. Ultimateke don’'t have to work so very hard on
choosing life. If we stay faithful to one anothiée will find us and keep us.

Knowing the answer, the people lift their oars distén.

Not knowing the answer, the people row toward
the unmistakable pounding.
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Pastoral Care with Transgender People

—Sarah Ivy Gibb

Pastors are community caregivers. True communitye canust be based in an
understanding of one’s own community. Within evegjigious community of every religious
faith, there are transgender people. It may nawhéent to the pastor; fear and shame keep many
silent. Transgender identities may be visible eidible within a congregation, but they are there
just the same. We are called in communities ohfeatserve all God’s children. We are called to
seek justice, to work for radical inclusivenessisTkind of work calls us and challenges us to
stand with the oppressed, to examine oppressiuetstes, and to always remain open to learning
and reflection on the journey. Pastors are callethe spirit of Jesus, to confront the life-deryin
fallacies of our culture that serve the powerfu ganish the powerless.

We learn from this dominant culture that people eamtwo biological sexes, male and
female, and that this biology naturally correspomdth two genders, man and woman. Males
express themselves as men, females as women, wewaykt. But the reality of transgender
people’s lives stands as a testament against tlversality of male and female, and a system that
upholds this universality is, ultimately, life-deny.

The goals of this analysis of transgender pasttaed are threefold: to familiarize pastors
with characteristics of transgender people and conities, to address and critique the prevalent
models of pastoral care that transgender peoplerexe, and to apply Donald M. Chinula’s four
tasks of pastoral care to construct a healing dmdtbry model of pastoral care with transgender
people.

Transgender is an umbrella term, encompassing pleilthodes of gender identity and
expression. The Unitarian Universalist AssociatiOffice of Bisexual, Gay, Lesbian, and
Transgender Concerns identifies four communitiesthiwi the transgender movement:
crossdressers, transsexuals, third gender peaplejnéersexuals. The definitions within these
communities continue to evolve as the diverse gander community grows in awareness and
visibility. Because of the evolving definitions ampeople’s own evolving self-knowledge, it's
important as a pastor to respect and accept thelefition of each transgender person, whether
that definition fits within the following categoser not.

Crossdressers, also known as transvestites, drethe iclothing style of the “opposite”
gender, either fully or partially, for pleasurelasation, or entertainment purposes. The majority
of crossdressers are heterosexual men who doseziacy

Transsexuals are, generally, people whose inlgrfedt gender is different from the
gender typically associated with their biologicaix sof birth. For example, a female-to-male
transsexual person can be born in the body of aleeend identify as male. Transsexual identity
may or may not cause one to seek out sexual remssig surgery (SRS). Some transsexual
people undergo hormone treatment or plastic surgngr in conjunction with, or separate from,
SRS.

Third gender people understand their gender tragisceghe categories “male” and
“female”—their identity lies beyond these categsriéhird gender people often prefer the term
“transgender” to “third gender’”

;Greve, Barb and Keith Kron, Transgender 102 (Bustitarian Universalist Association, 2000) 1-2.
Ibid., 1
% Ibid., 1
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Intersexuals are people whose biological sex @ Iianscends the categories “male” and
“female.” Their genitalia are considered “ambigubhbyg medical professionals and/or they have
some female and some male reproductive organgséxigals have historically been known as
“hermaphrodites.” Often medical professionals aackpts elect to perform surgery on intersexual
newborns to “assign” them a female or male sex.

The 1990s saw the emergence of a new spirit of aomitgn building, organizing, and
activism among transgender people. Although tramdgeorganizations exist across America, a
transgender individual may or may not be conneutithl a supportive organization of others that
share that individual’s self-definition. In facigdtause of fear and shame, many transgender people
remain in the closet.

The people and sub-communities that comprise #mesgrender umbrella share some issues
with the lesbian, gay, and bisexual people. Sonoplpewho identify as transgender also identify
as lesbian, gay, or bisexual, so the separatiomoisthat clear cut. Other transgender people
identify as heterosexual. Gender identity and sexugntation are two separate continua—
contrary to popular assumption, transgender ideniies not always resolve in heterosexuality.
For example, a male to female transsexual can ppilgamarried to a woman both before and
after SRS. People don’t “change their sex” to bezdmterosexual, they change it to become
outwardly who they are internally.

Transgender people share some oppressions withbggexual, and lesbian people, and
that is why they often work in conjunction for rgoition and rights. Gays, lesbians, and
bisexuals are stigmatized and oppressed becaugeitilate social standards for acceptable sex
behavior; transsexuals are stigmatized and oppiebseause they violate standards for sex
identity. Intersexuals are punished for violatiragial standards of acceptable sex anatomy. But
our oppressions stem from the same source: rigtdralidefinitions of sex categories, whether in
terms of behavior, identity, or anatondy.

While transgender, bisexual, lesbian, and gay pe@tso share threats of physical
violence, verbal abuse, harassment, and rejecidiarhily and faith community, there are some
oppressions that transgender people face in afisamily different way. Transgender people face
enormous barriers to even the most basic heal tdémrassment, misunderstanding, and even
refusal of care by health care workers are allc@mmmon.

I remember late one night in December my lover badived at a hospital emergency
room during a snowstorm. My fever was 104 degreesresing. My blood pressure was
pounding dangerously high. ...The doctor in chargghephysically examining me. When
he determined that my anatomy was female, he fthelme a mean-spirited smirk. ...He
told me to get dressed and then he stormed odtteofdom. ... The doctor returned after |
was dressed. He ordered me to leave the hospilaiarer return.

Transgender people face the stress of living incaldvthat denies and punishes their
existence. Leslie Feinberg describes the dilemnsagby the checkboxes “F” and “M” on forms:

Because it is legally mandated that all our livasstfit into one of those two tiny boxes,
many of us actually face imprisonment or institnéibization merely because we don’t. We
live under the constant threat of horrifying viaten We have to worry about what
bathroom to use when our bladders are aching. W#éoated to consider whether we’ll be

* Feinberg, Leslie, Trans Liberation: Beyond PinlBtue (Boston: Beacon Press, 1998) 93.
® Feinberg 2
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dragged out of a bathroom and arrested or facestfigfit while our bladders are still
aching. It's an everyday reality for us. Human lgsimust use toilefs.

Marginalization and denial do not only come frome tlstraight, non-transgender
community: they also come from gay, lesbian, biséxand allied people and organizations.
Existing within a power structure that punishedfedénce in sexual orientation and identity,
organizations working to promote gay rights havermsought to downplay or ignore variances in
gender within the community, seeking to focus omspnting the most “palatable” face to a
homophobic and transphobic nation. In the pasyéans the transgender community has come to
be mentioned in the movement by name (Gay, LesBisexual, and Transgender, or GLBT, has
become common parlance) but rarely in spirit. Tgensler speakers and organizations were all
but invisible at the 2000 Millennium March on Wasdtion.

It is important to remember that transgender ogioesdoes not exist in isolation. The
nature of the oppression differs for individualsdasommunities and is interlaced with many
factors, including geography, class, religion, rasexual orientation, and ethnicity. Transgender
oppression’s lived reality cannot be separated fileenhomophobia, racism, sexism, and classism
that also play out in the daily lives of transgenpleople.

Transgender people who are attracted to peopleenf same biological (or in the case of
intersexuals, assigned) sex often come out as lgaljian, or bisexual before coming out as
transgender. In this way identification as a bisgxgay, or lesbian person can serve as a means
to, and not an end of, acceptance and self-defimittometimes when a previously identified gay
or lesbian person comes out as transsexual thégnger identify as gay or lesbian; they identify
as transsexual and straight.

In researching for this paper, | learned that Méthe has been published specifically on
pastoral care with transgender people. | attriibie primarily to the lack of awareness about
transgender people among pastoral caregivers. ©frimisters engaging in pastoral care with
openly-transgender people, various degrees of letyd and acceptance are demonstrated, from
absolute intolerance and denial to confident affition and empowerment.

The model that best describes the pastoral caréramisgender people is Margaret
Kornfeld’s “gardener.” The gardener’s twofold task is to tend to the gb(the community) and
to the plants in the ground (the people). The gaeds job is not to make the plants grow (God
does that) but to nurture them into healthy growththe pastoral care of transgender people,
Kornfeld’s description of positive and nurturingrdaner fits to an extent. But gardeners, in
general, are only positive and nurturing to thengdahey think are supposed to grow in their
garden. Gardenergeed.Transgender plants, not mentioned in any gardegungde the gardeners
have ever seen, don't fit in with their rows of lpiand blue petunias. Gardeners don’t know what
to do with them. Briana Greene describes the eapeeé of seeking pastoral care from such well-
intentioned gardeners—chaplains at a Southern aquilege:

...[T]hese Southern Baptists loved me. They convinoedhat God loved me too, and that
the only reason | was questioning my gender andenyal orientation was because | had
been abused. For four years, they tried to comaerto the doctrine of heterosexuality, but
no matter how much they loved me, it never quitktd guess someone forgot to mention
to them that GLBT people are born and not nfade.

® Feinberg 68.
! Kornfeld, Margaret, Cultivating Wholeness: A GuitdeCare and Counseling in Faith Communities (New
York: Continuum, 1998) 10.
8 Briana Greene, homily, National Coming Out Day viipsservice, Harvard Divinity School, Cambridge,
MA, 13 Oct. 2000.
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A second kind of gardener recognizes, indeed, tthasgender people are “born and not
made.” These gardeners cultivate the ground, themamity, to help every plant in their garden
thrive. And if the soil doesn’t have the right comspiion for a transgender plant, the gardener adds
compost, mulch, and water. This gardener apprecth uniqueness and integrity of each plant,
valuing the abundance of life above some pre-ogethiision of garden design. Barb Greve has
had affirming experiences with his ministers in theirch he has attended all his life:

As | have gone through my own coming out journey simared it with my ministers, some

of the most powerful things, particularly in thest phase of pronoun switching and my
expressing myself more outwardly, have been mystens’ understanding that this is part
of a journey and their acknowledgment that thejioaored to share pieces of it with me.
Their recognition that this isn't just “somethingat I'm doing,” but rather that this is a

serious gmatter, and something that we’re shariggther, has been incredibly pastorally
positive:

Both variations of the gardener model have drawbaskwell as advantages for work with
transgender people. The rigid gardener model, thaften well intentioned, is harmful, for it
denies the identity and the very life of transgernmiople. A pastoral caregiver can easily fall into
the trap of trying to help a transgender persorfaram to the gender that society believes fits
them. But in so doing, the caregiver denies theame) the reality, and the life-seeking impulses
of the transgender community member. The more gicggpurturing gardener model has many
advantages, in that it provides holistic, attenttaee that honors the dignity of the transgender. |
also involves work with the community to help thransgender member thrive within it. A
limitation of this model is that the caregiver, Vehiespecting the transgender person, may still not
understand the person (since transgender peopleagely, if ever, mentioned in pastoral care
guides) and may come to regard this person as aticerovelty, thus furthering the transgender
objectification and “thingifying” the person.

A final limitation of the gardener model is thatdbesn’t acknowledge the immense
growth that a pastoral caregiver can experiencevdnking with and learning from transgender
people. United Methodist clergywoman Maurine Waesalibes a moment when visiting a male
to female transgender parishioner in the hospitat. nurse has just brought in a male urinal.

In the course of my ministry over the previous savgears | had stood up for Larry,
marched in the Pride Parade, stuck my neck out eotleagues and church people and
learned to be particularly sensitive to peoplesiés, but never did | feel a deeper act of
compassion for someone’s most private and persgakt than | did with Dawn in that
split second?

The pastor learned and grew from the encountepet®eg her understanding and resolve.

In Building King’'s Beloved Communitiponald M. Chinula presents a model for pastoral
care that counters the “thingifying” effects of opgsion. He identifies four tasks for pastoral
caregiving based on Martin Luther King Jr.’s coustive thought: reclamation, conciliation,
transformation, and transcenderite.

° Barb Greve, personal interview, 18 Oct. 2000.

10 Waun, Maurine C. More than Welcome: Learning to Eanb Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, and
Transgendered Persons in the Church. (St. Louiali€cghPress, 1999). 86-87.

11 Chinula, Donald M. Building King's Beloved CommuyiifrFoundations for Pastoral Care and
Counseling with the Oppressed. (Cleveland: PildPirass, 1997) 56.
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The goal of reclamation is the healing of the dished self-esteem and the fractured self-
concept of the self, both direct results of systeappression. Central to this healing, for Chinula,
is the revelation that we are all created in Gaodiage. This particular revelation is tricky for
transgender people, as the very text from whids drawn, Genesis 1:27, has been invoked to
deny transgender people’s legitimacy. “So God ect&iumankind in his image, in the image of
God he created them; male and female he created’ {fiMRSV). Oddly, this text has also been
used to denyntersexualpeople’s legitimacy, justifying plastic surgery newborns with “mixed”
genitalia as if their genitalia were created byameybut God?

The key to unlocking this text and using it fordiation rather than subjugation lies in both
debunking the assumptions behind oppressive irg&tons and reconstructing an image of God.
Helping to demonstrate how this God-ordained “relhess” of the social norm was human-
created, not God-created, is a first step in lithegaGod from oppressive interpretation. But in re-
imaging lies the more powerful message. God, insghmage both male and female are made, is
beyond gender or comprises aspects of female and. iBad, in this sensas transgender.
Imaging God as transgender is both biblically aatiand theologically sound. People who are
transgender are, then, created in God’s imageagistuch as non-transgender males and females.

A great potential ally for pastoral caregivershe tealing of the fractured self-concept and
diminished self-esteem of transgender people isfepstmonal therapy. Therapy, for those
transgender people who can afford it, can be prafyuhelpful in the courageous journey to
healing and self acceptance. The presence or abs#nprofessional therapy in the life of a
transgender person can influence the type of palstare a caregiver is called upon for:

We see pastors on a short-term basis, eitherextiarin our lives or some major personal
crisis. Be it good or bad we turn to religion, @sfors, at these times. Therapists are more
of a long-term help to fix life problems that arnsgender identity compounds. In a
therapeutic setting, there’s more time to strughleugh the trans identity, both as a
personal issue and as a relationship issue. Opast@ral care side, we don’'t have time to
deal with that. The pastoral care setting is naiualihe identity, it's about whatever’'s
going on in life, but because all of our identitiggact everything in our lives, transgender
identity is part of the equation.

As pastoral caregivers it is also important to ggupe that, by nature of beginning the
coming out process, or by nature of requestingopalstare, transgender-identified people are
already on the path to healing self-concept andestéem. The burden is not on the caregiver to
initiate this process—it becomes the caregivetstphelp it along.

Connection with transgender support and liberatravements is another valuable step
toward healing. The experience of meeting otheplgewith similar gender identities is deeply
affirming. A feeling of isolation transforms intofaeling of inclusion. “We need each other. We
each know what it's like to fight back alone. Weedesach other’s strength as allies. And we
know what it's like to feel like the only one whaodifferent. When ‘difference’ suddenly comes
into focus as diversity it's a healing experientePastoral caregivers can help connect isolated
transgender people with resources for peer support.

The second task Chinula identifies is “conciliatioBonciliation aims to reach out to the
opponent and secure a friendship. It goes beyotchipg up a broken relationship; it involves
transcending anger, however justified, to reachiouove. King exemplified conciliation in his

12 Gross, Sally, “Intersexuality and Scripture.” httgww.sonic.net/~cisae/IS_and_scripture.html (23.0c
2000) 1.

3 Barb Greve, personal interview, 18 Oct. 2000.

4 Feinberg, 55.
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persistent, loving, non-violent activism. Conciloat, for the transgender, is very difficult, assit
with all oppressed groups, due to the vast andopafshature of “the opponent.” If the opponents
are those who denied your humanity, your integntyur reality, then one must reach out in
conciliation to nearly every cultural institutiotile government, religion, the media, schools, the
English language, as well as those who have, hawewegittingly, caused or enabled transgender
suffering: family, friends, abusers, harassersiggestrangers. The opponent in this case can seem
very overwhelming. But perhaps the opponent is #ogbphy, or a dogma, that drives the
oppression, and causes people to act as they dbi-gendered worldview, sexism, or
heterosexism. Relocation of the opponent from “gmee” to a philosophy can open up doors for
conciliation. It's not that people are all badsithat we've all been inculcated with a poisonous
philosophy. The philosophy can be unlearned.

It is no small task to reach out to the opponenfriBndship. It is, ultimately, a spiritual
task that takes great courage. But it is necesgarysurvival. Conciliation, rather than the
sublimation of anger, can be viewed as an outcofmteuty recognizing and addressing one’s
anger. While fully acknowledging this anger, ona caoose to reach out in conciliation, not for
the benefit of the opponent, but for one’s own fieéngnger, especially anger at such formidable
opponents as the transgender have, can be all mamguif one lets it get to that point.
Conciliation, making peace, securing friendship bath create pea@ndadvance the causes one
is fighting for. Conciliation does not end the ggle for recognition, respect, and rights. Just the
opposite—conciliation counters despair, conciliatfoels hope, conciliation empowers work for
justice. Conciliation fuels the next of Chinulatess, “transformation.”

Transformation, in Chinula’s definition, is two-tblit involves transformation of the self
and transformation of society. The vocation of pag uniquely equipped to foster both. Central
to self-transformation, for Chinula, is understamgdof history. Moving from object of history to
subject of history is essential in the journey frimaling “thingifyed” to feeling fully human. The
choice to begin and continue the coming out protesdso a choice to affirm one’s place as
subject rather than object of one’s own personsiohy. Leslie Feinberg's bookransgender
Warriors: Making History from Joan of Arc to Denri®dman published in 1996, moves the
transgender, as a movement, from object to submating the personal struggle within a
historical context of struggle.

In conjunction with the nurturance of personal $fammation, pastors can use their
positions of authority transform society. They @so empower transgender and other members
of their communities to become agents for socialnge. Starting from the assumption that none
of us are free if some of us are oppressed, pastorgpreach sermons, lead Bible study groups,
and lead prayer groups that foster empathy andasdly with all who are oppressed, whether by
gender identity, sexual orientation, race, clasdigion, the list goes on. However, specific
education on particular oppressions is necessary.

...[J]ust because an individual is drawn into theeiof a movement, it doesn’t mean that
person will automatically be enlightened on evespext of other peoples’ oppressions—
particularly that which they do not directly exmarce. Each individual sill needs to

overcome the bigotry that has been instilled irfram an early age. A gay man does not
necessarily see the need to fight sexism autontigtica white transperson doesn’t

automatically see the need to fight racism. But phegressive momentum inherent in
movements offers a greater potential for individutd gain an understanding of the
struggles of others >

!5 Feinberg 51.
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A second key factor in transformation is truly nrakithe congregation welcoming of the
“T" as well as the “GLB” in “GLBT.” Too often in ou welcoming church movements
“transgender” is just a politically correct add-mn“gay, lesbian, and bisexual.” A cursory survey
of websites of Protestant welcoming church movemesxealed that while the majority included
transgender welcoming in their mission stateméeat programs were essentially about welcoming
diverse sexual orientations rather than gender tities® The Unitarian Universalist
Association’s Welcoming Congregation web¥itwas the exception.

Transformation unfolds from a non-static view ofdza view in which God is “a hater of
life-denying and health-destroying status quo ardvar of life-affirming and health promoting
change.*® God also leads us into Chinula’s fourth step,ri$@endence.” As people created in the
image of God, our capacities for transformationncdrbe limited by a humanly-imposed system
of oppression. The pastoral caregiver’s job is daoture in the transgender person the power to
transcend the oppressor’'s categories of gender tl@dpower to transcend the oppressor’s
unearned right to define transgender reality. Rdrsod transcends categories. In Chinula’s
framework, we are all part of a divine reality tihegreater than the sum of the parts of this world
This divine reality is within us and it transcends It can help us rise above oppression. Spiritual
practices that tap into this transcendent spinithsas prayer, singing, bodywork, and meditation,
can call us into transcendence not only in ouitsair lives but in our whole lives.

The process of reclamation, conciliation, transfation, and transcendence is a
particularly potent spiritual path, leading the wiagm brokenness to wholeness, nobodiness to
somebodiness. In traveling this path with transgempeople, the pastor is not alone. Traveling the
path alongside will be the transgender personenéts and loved ones, their community of
support, their therapist, their co-workers, andrtheligious community. The loving support of a
pastor through this journey can be healing in anidiself. It is challenging work, but the rewards
are deep. And it brings us that much closer toytminbodying King's vision of beloved
community.

16 Websites reviewed by Sarah Gibb, 23 Oct. 2000.
7 http://lwww.uua.org/obgltc
'8 Chinula, 57-58.
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—Linda McCarthy

As a social justice educator, | teach workshops eadses on social diversity. In my
graduate program, | learned that in order to addogpression, | would need to focus on racism,
sexism, homophobia, religious oppression, classiand ableism. | am more than adept at
teaching about and facilitating discussions ab@adheof these forms of oppression. What is
missing from most social justice education and froattural diversity curricula, however, is
education about transphobia and gender oppression.

Sex and Gender

Most people think of gender as dichotomous andgstifarward. Traditional Western
notions of sex, gender, and sexual orientatioratBdhat upon our sex assignment at birth, we will
fulfill the duties of the corresponding gender rofgesent ourselves appropriate to expected
gender norms, and that as adults, we will be addado the “opposite” sex, making us
heterosexual. Indeed, this paradigm is so pervagive beheld as natural, indisputable, and
immutable. But, as Wilchins (1997, p. 67) points, @us not so much that there have always been
transgender people, but that there have always bekures which have imposed regimes of
gender.

In our culture, sex, gender, and sexual orientdtiare been intertwined to the point where
most people resist the notion that there is angrottay to think about them. Like a house of
cards, it is almost impossible to pull them apatheut the entire structure crumbling. However, it
is only by deconstructing each of these concems we can fully understand the limitations of
modern sex, gender, and sexual orientation paradagnwell as the potential of knocking down
this structure.

Transgender people

Those who identify as transgender are a variedaot] currently the self-claimed term
includes anyone who transgresses gender normse\igie is increasing visibility of transgender
people, indeed, even when they are visible, traxsgrepeople have no way of being known
except as “highly stigmatized individuals” (GagneT&wksbury, 1998, p.82). Increasingly, this
population includes more and more trans-identifiggith. Young people who may have
previously claimed a gay, lesbian, or bisexual ifgmow include transgender as an option.

Gender oppression

The norms of gender role and gender presentatienigid, restrictive, and binding, and
their preservation maintains an ongoing oppressifbecting all of us. Though those who are
viewed to be gender-variant are the major targéthis gender oppression, the limitations of a
dichotomous gender system restrict each of us tocpkar admissible gender roles, concurrent
with obligatory presentation. For gender variantyde, the effects of gender oppression can
appear in a variety of forms and are manifestethenindividual, cultural, and institutional levels.
As a result, transgender people are targets oenta, both individual and institutional, are
culturally marginalized and exploited, and are nfteemendously ostracized. Butler (1990, p.140)
notes that we regularly punish those who “fail to ttheir gender right.” Thus, people who
consistently violate gender standards are, in €sSem target group oppressed by rigid gender
norms and expectations. The daily consequenceshateaging the bi-gendered system are
numerous and stressful (Lucal, 1999).

A result of this oppression is that those who dafaon to what is considered the norm are
in essence, privileged. This gender privilege, Wwhycants access, acceptance, and affirmation to
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most people, remains unacknowledged in our cultdre.addition to privileging gender
conformity, gender oppression causes transgendeplgeto internalize the multitudinous
destructive messages they receive. This interrhliggpression has a variety of pernicious
consequences.

Those who are guilty of gender oppression inclimbsé who consider themselves tolerant
or accepting of others; in other words, discrimimaican come from feminists, gays, lesbians, and
bisexuals, and others. Further, transgender patgkerejection from friends and family, along
with incredible isolation, a dearth of informati@bout their experience, and immense social
stigma.

Transgender issues and schools

Recent incidents have demonstrated that transgasdees will continue to challenge
school systems in a variety of ways. This is traeanly for higher education, but for middle and
high schools as well (see “His Name is Aurora”, €p2000). In the last 20 years, many college
campus gay student organizations have transformmd being “Gay” organizations to “Gay,
Lesbian, Bisexual, and Transgender” groups, andirtbkeision of transgender has not been in
name only. On some campuses, transgender-idensifietbnts have formed groups separate from
the gay student organizations. Further, in somé Bithool settings, Gay-Straight Alliances are
realizing the necessity of addressing issues otigemariance and transgenderism. Aside from
Gay-Straight Alliances, high school administratarg increasingly having to address gender
nonconformity as a matter of policy. For exampiteBrockton, MA, a 2000 lawsuit brought by
Pat Doe (a pseudonym) resulted in a court ordethi®ischool system to allow Pat to “dress as a
girl at school” (Pfeiffer & Daniel, 2000). This aagxemplifies the many students, mostly male,
who have recently sued their schools for the rightvear “opposite gender” clothing to school. In
addition to students who experience gender diffeenthere are other stakeholders in school
systems, such as parents, teachers, and commuaitybers, for whom transgender issues are
central. Therefore, for the sake of all of thes#iviiduals, it is important that educational systems
take steps to address transgender issues in dobfooe they are forced to address them in court.

What to do

A majority of the population, both professionalsdday-people, continue to view transgender
behavior as pathological. Even those who consluEmselves liberal or progressive are uneasy wibtplpe
who challenge gender to any magnitude. Until odtucel is more comfortable with those who consider
gender and sex to be flexible, fluid, and malleable society will not be a safe place for any sta exist.
Change begins with attitude—if we create a paradigmhich gender is perceived as a spectrum, felfver,
any, people will be considered deviantly gendetéwnfortunately, we are still in a period when gender
variance is perceived as abnormal and is consdgsamtctioned.

In the last ten years, there has been a dramatidarsigender consciousness. This shift has
resulted in a growing urge to mobilize the enerfjyransgender people and their allies in a force
against discrimination. As more and more peoplatifieas transgender, an identity beyond an
individual one has developed. Acceptance has beeghs through surgery, therapy, and now,
many transgender people want to be accepted wittariging themselves- but instead changing
the culture.

In order to work against gender oppression, we rieeanderstand how it affects those
who experience it. Collectively, the experienceshaflse who live on the margins of gender may
help us to realize methods of dismantling the bnait the many dualistic notions that exist within
our culture. This population embodies the changitigudes towards gender, and actualizes the
importance of deconstructing social identities.
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For any agent group, recognizing privilege is esakto ending oppression. In what ways
do you experience gender privilege? How often do tade your gender for granted? Like racism,
gender oppression cannot end without the initiab¥¢he agent group. Those who experience
gender privilege need to recognize it, speak oairaf) gender oppression, and take action.

Linda McCarthy is a Social Justice Educator and Graduate student in Belchertown, MA
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Jesse’s Dream Skiart
—Bruce Mack

There are and always will be boys who wear dreasdsskirts and things that whirl, twirl, flow
and glow.
One boy, named Jesse, liked wrapping himself ietshie make free-flowing dresses.

He also liked trying on his mother’s old dressé&gis, hats, and shoes. They were always too big.
Once when he tried walking in high-heeled shoesipped. His mother Jean told him, “I gave
them up because | just couldn’t walk in them. éliw wear comfortable things.”

Jesse wanted a skirt that would fit well, one tie@tould wear everywhere he went. One night he
dreamed of a skirt that whirled, twirled, floweddagiowed, and felt soft inside.

At first he saw a brown patch like the earth, ate/ipiatch like the clouds, a black patch like coal,
red and yellow patches like flowers, and blue pesdike the sky. Then he saw himself twirling
around and around so that all the colors of hid flkwed into each other, just like the colorsan
top.

He was so excited about his dream that he got typ &ad went to his mother, who was just
waking up. Jean smiled as he told he all abouskire “Could | have a skirt like that?” he asked.

“If you like I'll help you make your dream skirtshe said “But have you thought about what other
kids will think when you wear it? Not everyone wik as happy about your dream skirt as you are
Jesse. Some may even make fun of you.”

Jesse shrugged his shoulders. “I'm going to weaskiry anyway,” He said proudly.
Jean hugged him and said, “Then we’ll get started after breakfast.”

When they were finished eating, Jesse went with g®&er closet. There they went looking
through her old dresses until they found colors atiterns like those he had seen in his dream.

They cut up the clothes and Jean helped Jesskhgpatches and pieces together. As Jean sewed,
Jesse stood beside her chair and watched the fiedesd cut become a skirt. Jean stopped
sewing several times to let Jesse try it on. Iktaavhile to get the skirt to fit just right.
“It looks just like the one in my dream,” he sagllee tried on the finished skirt. “I can’t wait to
show it to all my friends at school.”

The next day Jean drove to the day care centehambre his beautiful skirt. When Jesse walked
in, his teacher, Bruce, saw his skirt, smiled, said, “Well, look at you.”
Jesse looked up. “Do you like it?”
Bruce thought a moment and replied, “Yes. You'ke la butterfly that has just come out of its
cocoon, spreading its bright-colored wings.” Thiada Jesse feel good all over.

Soon all the children were standing around lookihgesse. Some looked and then smiled. Others
just plain stared. Still others laughed and poinsaging, “What are you wearing that for? Boys
don’t wear dresses. Only girls do.”

“l can wear what | want!” Jesse answered back.sgésa sissy,” John shouted. “Where is your
purse and dolls?” Mary sneered.
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Jesse became so upset that he ran off crying. Bvaneover and held him until he calmed down.
“I wanted everyone to like my dream skirt,” Jesaiel sS‘Now | want to hide.” Curled up in
Bruce’s lap, Jesse no longer looked like a buitdatit like a cocoon.
Bruce whispered, “Jesse, some of us liked yout akivhole lot, but some didn’t. Let’s find out
why.”

He called everyone together and said “Jesse lageskiit. Why are some of you making fun of
him?”

There was a silence. Then Mary said, “Becausediesltunny. | never saw a boy wear a skirt
before.”

“Yeah,” said John. “Boys can’t wear skirts.” “Whypt?” Sarah said, starting to get mad. “Because
that's what my daddy told me.”

“Well, | wear pants. Why can’t Jesse wear a skiffHat's different,” replied John. “Not really,”
said Sarah. “My mother told me that a long time ggls weren’t allowed to wear pants.”

Then Mike spoke up. “One day my mother let my siated me try on her old dresses and hats. It

was a lot of fun. But then my father came in. Whersaw us he got really mad and yelled at me,

Take off that dress. | don’t want my son to besgi So | took off the dress. But | don’t know |
still don’t see what’s wrong with it.”

John hadn’t changed his mind. “No matter what yay $could not wear a skirt. | don’t want
anyone to think I'm a girl.”
“Nobody’s asking you to wear a skirt,” said Saralust let Jesse be.”
Dawn nodded and said, “You know whenever | put grfaworite blue striped baseball uniform
the boys next door always say ‘Are you sure yonwea boy?’ And you know what | say every
time? | say, It doesn’t matter what | wear. I'mishe."

So many of the children started talking at once dlease couldn’t tell who said what. He heard,
“Yeah, Dawn'’s right,” and “That’s happened to me,tand “I think Jesse’s skirt looks sort of
nice.” Most of them liked his skirt!

This made Jesse feel so good that he began ®velyone about his dream and how he and his
mother made the skirt.

After the story Bruce took a piece of cloth frorb@ and wrapped it like a loose skirt around his
waist. Several of the children went over to theermat box and pulled out all sorts of things to try
on. Soon others joined in. Some made dresses aithpieces of cloth.

Some tied large square pieces around their shaitdanake capes. Some tied ribbons around
their heads and others used scarves to makes surbesse thought they looked beautiful as they
paraded around the room, dancing and shouting.J&sde didn’t mind that some just watched.

Jesse began twirling around and around so th#teltolors of his skirt flowed into each other,
just like the colors on a top.
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Renaming Ceremony
(sample 1)

Commentary:
The names of the author and some participants bhaea changed.

On May 1st,1997, Starr King School for the Ministrgld a naming ceremony for me. |
was taking a class on rites of passage taught bfpdizie Charles Johnson called "Stations on the
Wheel of Life." Having just come to terms with mranssexuality and begun the process of
"coming out" to the community, there were a lotgakstions in the air about what this meant for
me and for the community.

One of the concrete questions was "Which name dhoedll you and which pronouns are
appropriate?" At first my answer was, "Oh, | préizave'and male pronouns, but you can change
to that as you are comfortable." But as | studigzbrof passage, | found | was doing a disservice
to myself and to the community. It simply was no¢ responsibility of each individual to decide
when he or she was comfortable with my new idenfty when it came time to suggest rites of
passage that we could do as a class, | offeredlfaysmy story.

Three people [of varying genders] from the cladsm@ered to help create the ritual. They
asked me a lot of questions, and we focused ookitig on what | wanted the ritual to do. | had
three tasks in mind. | wanted a chance to grievdasses, especially the loss of the community of
women. | wanted a chance to be welcomed into thenoenity as a man. And | wanted to give the
community a context in which to view my transition.

At that point, my co-planners kicked me out of greup! | was the initiate, and needed to
experience the ritual as it happened. With a lotrepidation, | left them to the task of planning
the ritual that would change my identity forever.

On the day of the ritual, | was shown the ordese@fvice and given a basic idea of what
would happen at each step along the way. There dvbal a time of separation, a time of
liminality, and a time of reaggregation. | wouldeg to the community and articulate what |
wanted from them. And | would be blessed and reame

Before the ritual the rites of passage class hadjged to sort out the difference between
a ritual and a rite of passage. When the namingneeny was over | was able to sum up the
difference in a simple sentence. After a rite agaae, neither the initiate nor the community will
ever be the same again.

The Ritual:

At five o'clock | was led into a room with the womef the community. Led byane they
began by telling me how they were feeling abouttrapsition and said good-bye to me. It was
really hard. Some were angry, most were sad, baff #hem wished me love and luck. Then they
encircled me and led me to the door singing "ReAgain."

(lyrics: Return again. Return again. Return to thad of your soul. Return to what you
are. Return to who you are. Return to where you Boen and reborn again.)

As they sang they escorted me into the chapel wiheas to spend some time alone.

The altar was decorated with pictures of other feA@male transsexuals, so | was
surrounded by my "ancestors". | lit the chalicesssed myself, and prayed to my forebearers for
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strength and courage. | gave thanks for the amaipgort in which | was being held and which |
knew none of them had experienced in their traorssti
Then | was escorted out to the courtyard to the.rmed Jog they welcomed me with
greetings and an amazing chant.(complete with ,ybilsl-like screams and drumming.) They
danced me back to the chapel, where the women std#irginging "Return Again" and the two
songs merged into a cacophony of voices.
Janestepped forward and read the opening words:
What authority do we possess to perform such alfttu
This naming ceremony that flies in the face oftladl conventions we have yet
known?
How can we do this new and terrifying thing?
And yet, as Unitarian Universalists, rooted in adrfaith, how can we not?
We are called by our God--Spirit of Infinite Justiand Goodness, Creator and
Comforter--
To embrace the inherent worth and dignity of Davse[full new name],
To be in keeping with the principles we professdieve.
Although we are honoring this as a crucial turnipgint for Dana [use old name],
it may be an even more crucial turning point for Bsr as we watch Dana
bloom into Dave, we have the unique opportunitgdioas religious witnesses;
to put our beliefs into action as we welcome Daviing table. Amen.
Next was an invocation of courageous spirits. Tharies of other female-to-male
transsexuals were read and their names were céiglie Tipton, Brandon Teena, James Green,
and others...) Each was greeted with the cong@mualtresponse:

"Welcome , your struggle bears frdayo Be with us now and strengthen
our friend as he claims his new identity."

We then sang "Do You Hear?", a hymn about the ifstél small voice."

Then | talked. | told a little of my story and readew passages from my journal. But | had
been specifically asked to make clear what | w&aigsrom the community. | asked them three
things:

1) Recognize that my whole self has called me to ualerthis journey and that my
body and spirit long to be whole; recognize thas tis a profoundly spiritual
journey and not a disorder.

2) Understand that though it has become necessamnéoto rename and re-gender
myself | will always live in the sacred liminal sq&s.

3) Let my journey be a gift to the community. Let fiter and stir up questions of
integrity: What parts of yourself have you hiddést, or left behind? How can
those parts be healed and brought back to you? Widtdtand responsibility do
you have to be whole? And how will you bring youissbroken and whole--back
to the community? What gift do you have to bring?

When | finished, the actual act of naming beganvds an overwhelming experience for
me. (Tears still come when I think of it.) Firstalf, Rebecca Parker, the president of Starr King,
brought out the "cloak of protection” that was méalethe new faculty's installation. It is a long
cloak made of panels of many colors. Each paneisbaavord that is important to one of the
faculty members. | was asked to wear the cloakraade around the room to be greeted as they
sang to me.

(Lyrics: Dave, you are beautiful. Dave, you areosty. Wonderful to be with, you carry us along. Dave
hear our song.)
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While | walked people shouted out affirmations fikide is a good friend." "He is brave."
"He is a good parent.”

This was the beginning of the use of male pronaamsfer to me in the community. (They
even printed a little statement in the order ovieer "Please note that after the serviBafia'
will be known as Dave' and "she" and "her" will be replaced by "he" d&hdn".)

Then Rebecca Parker read an affirmation and blgghist she wrote in response to my
journal, which | had shared with Her

The closing song alternated verses from "We Aren@iing Jacob's Ladder" and "We Are
Dancing Sarah's Circle."

! TheName Change Affirmation and Blessia@n the following page.
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Name Change Affirmation and Blessing
—Rev. Dr. Rebecca Ann Parker

The world is blessed by people
who let their honest face show,
who take off all the masks

that hide the soul

or put on the masks

that reveal the soul.

Those who do so
witness that it is possible for human beings
to be present to one another in truth.

This possibility is often avoided or denied,
by acts of censure,
silencing, and violence.

Those who insist on presence
are faithful to an imperative
deep within themselves

that they have chosen to affirm
regardless of the cost.

Their action
resists violence
with authenticity
and denial

with affirmation.

Those who choose to be present
bless the human community

by calling forth the presence of others.
They are faithful to the possibility

that always exists among people

that instead of denial and violence

we will meet one another in love,

eye to eye, soul to soul.

They are emissaries of Eros.

As the lover sang to the beloved in the Song of§on
"O my dove, who art in the clefts of the rock,

in the secret places of the stair,

let me see thy countenance

let me hear thy voice,

for sweet is thy voice."

Love desires real presence.

Real presence calls forth love.

Bless you, [Full new name],
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Workshops

Session 1 (90 minutes)

Materials: Newsprint, markers[ransgender 20{1 copy per participant)

Opening and Check-In: (15 minutes)

Welcome patrticipants and make sure everyone kndvesenmo find restrooms, water,
telephone, etc. Introduce the program, allowingetiior people to ask basic questions.
Circulate a sheet of paper, and ask everyone te @wawn his/hir/her contact information
for your records.

All sessions will begin with a general check-intls session, participants should
introduce themselves and briefly state their exgiemts for the program.

Ask a volunteer to record on newsprint as participaetermine ground rules for
participation in this group (see "Getting Starte®(st the rules and review them at the
beginning of the next session.

Words and Meanings: (60 minutes)

Ask participants to find a partner. Tell them yoa going to tell them a word. Ask them to
share with their partner when they first learned tord and how they learned what it
means. If this is the first time they have heaellord, encourage them to share that as
well. Some of these words will be new for many geopell each pair they will have two
minutes each for each word. Do not provide anynitédn or clarification of any of these
words:

boys/men
girls/women
crossdresser
male-to-female transsexual
female-to-male transsexual
hermaphrodites
drag queen
drab king
intersexual
Transgender Person
third-gender person
your own gender identity*

You may have more than 1 answer.
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After you have completed this list, reform as @éagroup. Tell participants you are going to
complete a chart (shown below). Ask participantsttare when they learned about each of these
terms and whether it was a positive, negative eoitnal experience. Proceed through the chart.

Upon completing the chart, discuss briefly whaytkeow and do not know and when they
learned it.

*Tell participants that they may have more tham$wer when answering about their own gender.
(+ = positive, - = negative, N = neutral)




Transgender 102:(10 minutes)

Pass ouTransgender 102he most recent version can be found on the websit
www.uua.org/obgltc/tg102.pdf). Review the differelefinitions and ask for comments
and questions.

Spend some time discussing the difference betwerdeay identification and sexual
orientation. You may wish to ask people why theagng “bisexual, gay, lesbian, and/or
transgender” is used as opposed to “bisexual,lgalgian, and transgender.”

Closing Circle: (5 minutes)

Invite participants to join hands as they are cotafde. Ask each person to share one
thought on today's workshop.

Session 2 (90 minutes)

Materials: Newsprint, markers/crayons, ground rules (fronh $@ssion)

Opening and Check-In: (20 minutes)

Welcome patrticipants and remind everyone wherentbrestrooms, water, telephone, etc.
Remind them of the ground rules that were decigexhuast session (posted on a wall for
all to see). Ask participants if there is anyththgt they would like added or changed.

Ask participants to take a moment to relax in tegts and close their eyes if they are
comfortable doing so. Ask them to quietly thinloabtheir answers to the questions you
are about to ask. Request that they pay specadtath to their gender and body. At 30-
second intervals, ask the following questions:

* What in the past week has happened that made yarea your body?
e ... and your gender?

* What restrictions have been placed on your lifeabise of your gender?
» What opportunities have arisen for you becauseaf gender?

* What do you like least about your gender?

* What do you like most about your gender?

After a few minutes, invite everyone to open tlegies and sit up as they are ready.

Behaviors: (50 minutes)

Have participants divide up into groups based eir tiender (1 group for each gender
represented in the room). Give each group a piEnewsprint and some markers/crayons.
Ask each group to draw/write stereotypes (posiindg negative) that they have heard
about their gender. After 20 minutes invite grotgsotate so that they can do the same for
each of the other genders. Allow only 5 minutesgberet for this part.

Once each group has gone to each page of newsgsknparticipants to return to their
original page. Invite each group to explain th&wsprint page and allow for discussion
among the larger group. Make sure to discuss tiléyef each stereotype.
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Homework: (15 minutes)

Ask participants to break up into pairs. Invitelegair to discuss briefly with their partner
their favorite chapter of the bodkansLiberation Ask them to include why this chapter of
the book is their favorite and what they learneahfit.

Invite participants to spend time over the nextkweeting a 1-2 page reflection about

their experience with gender and in particulamsgender. Ask them to include how they
learned about gender, what their experiences argander have been, and what they hope
for the future. Invite them to discuss their untkamding of their own gender in relation to

all the other genders they now know about. Encauthgm to stretch themselves and share
their fears, concerns, and hesitations about gegdader expression, and sexual
orientation.

Let them know that next session will have timeasstle for them to share their reflections
with the rest of the participants.

Closing Circle: (5 minutes)

Invite participants to join hands as they are cotafde. Ask each person to share one
thought on today's workshop.

Session 3 (90 minutes)

Materials: Newsprint, markers/crayons, ground rules (fronh $@ssion)

Opening and Check-In: (15 minutes)

Welcome patrticipants and remind everyone wheretbrestrooms, water, telephone, etc.
Remind them of the ground rules that were deciqemhuast session (posted on a wall for
all to see). Ask participants if there is anythihgt they would like added or changed.

Ask participants to share any experiences theyim#te past week that made them aware
of the dualistic gender-system our society tendsgotwold.

Reflection: (20 minutes)

Ask participants to divide up into groups of 3-bpke. Give each group a piece of
newsprint and markers/crayons. Ask each groupawfivrite what society would look like
if transphobia did not exist. After 15 minutes teveach group to share with the larger
group what they drew/wrote.

Sharing of Stories: (45 minutes)
Invite participants to read their homework reflens aloud to the other participants. Invite
participants to discuss the content after eachimgad

Closing Circle: (5 minutes)

Invite participants to join hands as they are cotafle. Ask each person to share their
thoughts about their experiences in this discusgroap.
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