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Have 
a 

great 
summer!! 

June 1st, 2001 

FROM THE EDITOR 

Greetings!! 

I am very happy to bring you this 
issue of the newsletter! We have 
some great stories in this issue. 

3 are from Femmes who tell their 
stories of transition and growth. 

As promised, C brings us part 1 of her 
journey with her guy while they 

prepare for and achieve lower 
surgery. 

I had also intended to have an 
interview from Minnie Bruce Pratt, 
activist and author, in this issue, but it 
wasn't quite finished, so we'll have to 
wait for the next issue. 

This newsletter not only relies on the 
support of subscribers, but it 
absolutely relies on contabutors for 
its very existence. So, a special thanks 
goes out to Teresa, who has 
continuously supported this newsletter 
and shared her writings with us 
several times!! Yay Teresa!! 

Thanks everyone!! 

~~Jodi 
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FEATURED ARTICLE 

FEMMES TRANSITION TOO 

3 SO's Stories 

1. A FEMME'S TRANSITIONS 

~~By Elizabeth (Bethie) Bays 

While I don't want to make myself sound *too* ancient, I 
will say that I was born over on the river at "The Baptist" 
in the early fifties. ( For our out of town visitors, "The 
Baptist" is the Baptist Regional Health Center where my 
son is now employed as a Critical care nurse.) I was the 
first born child of a couple, both of whom were firstborn 
children ... and as a result, I was a very outspoken female 
from the very start, I suppose. From the day I was born, 
then, I guess I've always spoken my mind ... sometimes 
that works well for me ... sometimes it doesn't, but at least 
I've always had a certain inner peace because of it. Get 
ready, I'm about to do it again. <smile> 

When I came out at the ripe old age of 26 years, I found 
myself in the Pacific Northwest in what some have called 
the "liberal mecca of Montana", a moderate sized town 
in Western Montana - Missoula. The site of the 
University of Montana, it had much more to offer than 
the population of 30,000 would imply. It was the service 
hub for five valleys, and as a result, there were lots of 
things there that one might not expect in such a small 
place. There were good restaurants, decent shopping, 
live music from the West Coast...and ... several gay and 
lesbian organizations including some specifically for 
lesbians including a majority with a radical feminist bent. 
Now, remember ... this is the late 70s. 

Having come from a background that included being the 
daughter of a battering victim fatally injured in the final 
episode of what I still consider a 13year hate crime, the 
feminist path was one I adopted easily. I absolutely 
inhaled the writings of the day from Susan Brownmiller 
to Sheri Hite to Mary Daly. I had truly come home in the 
sense that I was able to garner a lot of strength from 
these women and their view of a world that had been 
none too kind to a little girl from East Tennessee. I grew 
stronger in body and spirit as a result of my interactions 
with them, both in print and in real time. There was 
bustling activity within the women's movement, and I 
very much wanted to be a part of that in any way I 
could ... and I was. 

But. .. and this is a big "but" ... having emerged from a 
heterosexual marriage, I found that I was suspect from 
day one While it is somewhat understandable seeing 
things as I do now from a totally different perspective, it 
was very difficult to "prove myself' as a lesbian in the 

beginning. Having never been much of an athlete, more 
inclined to music and the textile arts, I found myself the 
object of doubt by both friends and lovers. They were 
just sure I was going back to the "straight life" at 
anytime ... and so ... with great determination, I set out to 
prove them wrong. 

I took a good look in the mirror and asked myself what I 
saw. I did indeed see a traditionally feminine biologically 
female person. Apparently, this was *not* the sort of 
person who in their opinion was a lesbian ... so ... l looked 
at those I had met in the community ... and it didn't take 
me long to see the differences .. and there were many. 
Gradually, my wardrobe became the androgynous attire 
that was the order of the day ... jeans, flannel shirts, down 
jackets, hiking boots. All makeup was discarded, and 
my long, curly hair was shorn to a fashionable politically­
correct length of about 1 ". Dyke Beth was born! There 
was an immediate reaction to the change in my 
appearance ... suddenly I was visible' Suddenly, I didn't 
have to make long explanations about who my last lover 
was or where I came out...l was simply accepted as a 
dyke! I was in heaven! 

Of course, they *still* liked my skills in the kitchen ... 
that was one traditional activity I was encouraged to 
continue. <smile> Yes, I'll never forget it. .. 1 snagged my 
first lover with homemade egg rolls! 

Then, after two years of settling into a new lifestyle, 
disaster struck. My ex-husband abducted my two young 
children and ran to Florida from Montana leaving me 
distraught and terrified. But, after many frantic phone 
calls, he was finally convinced to meet here in Knoxville 
to live at opposite ends of the same apartment complex 
sot hat we could co-parent the kids ... and so ... l packed 
up all my things in a U-Haul, towed by a Subaru Brat 
occupied by two lesbians and two dogs ... and we made 
our way to the Tennessee Valley, my homeland. 

We arrived on December 15, 1980. Not too long after 
that, we went to a party in West Knoxville. It was 
certainly different from the politically charged climate in 
the Missoula community. But, I was.-in for a real surprise 
the first time we went to the bar ... one of two in town at 
the time - The Carousel. (By the way, I forgot to 
mention, that in Missoula the nearest gay bar was six 
HOURS away over a terrible mountain pass in Spokane, 
Washington.) So, I was hardly prepared for the scenario 
that greeted me the first New Year's Eve I spent in 
Knoxville at the Carousel .. what with only having seen a 
couple of drag queens in my entire life and *never* 
having seen the penultimate sight for sore eyes ... their 
counterparts ... the drag kings! 

Well, after swooning a while, I began to notice that these 
drag kings went 'round with girls ... girls in dresses, girls in 
high heels ... girls like the girl I had been all my life until 
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the PC police of the Missoula community had gotten hold of 
me. I was enthralled ... ! was relieved ... ! was looking at 
women who *looked like ME*!!!! I was simply amazed ... and 
slowly as the full realization of what I was seeing dawned on 
me ... something happened ... something for which I am now 
very grateful. .. from that first night when I saw the Volunteer 
Kings, four good-lookin' butches on stage in their tuxedos ... ! 
was determined that from that day forward I was going to be 
true to myself. .. in every way possible. The closet door was 
flung wide open for this femme girl! 

And I'll tell you what. .. 1 never looked back. My lover was 
absolutely appalled, of course. I swear, I think she thought 
there was something sacred and holy about flannel shirts 
and sandals. Not that there's anything wrong with flannel 
shirts ... my sweetheart wears them all the time ... OR 
sandals ... why, honey, I must have fifteen pairs! But, in all 
seriousness, it was a fork in the road for 
me. Thank goodness Knoxville was twenty years behind 
Missoula ... let's see ... that put us right at circa 1960 
When all this happened in December of '80. 

Well, a few years passed, and I was really tired of waiting 
for the next lesbian event. People were still talking about 
the Meg Christian concert that had happened five years 
before! Never being one to wait for something to be handed 
to me, I got to work at something that the feminists in 
Missoula had taught me quite a bit about - community 
organizing. First, we had to have something to draw the 
women ... l was a student at the time at UT and used to 
spend part of my day hanging out at the Women's Center 
on the second floor of the Carolyn P. Brown Student Center. 
I was loudly complaining about the lack of lesbian cultural 
events in this area one day, when the director politely 
handed me a flier announcing the availability of a comic ... a 
lesbian comic named Kate Clinton! Well, to make along 
story short, we produced Kate Clinton in the Turnkey 
Centeron Summitt Dr. not too awfully long after that. We 
had a great turnout with about 300 women packed into that 
building. It was wonderful! 

So, with that in my back pocket, I waited just a little 
while ... then with the mailing list from the defunct East 
Tennessee Alliance of Lesbian Activists (ET ALA - a splinter 
group from NOW in the late 70s), I began a telephone 
campaign. I was on the phone for a week, calling every 
queer woman I could find. Every spare moment was spent 
asking one simple question: if there were a lesbian 
organization here locally would you be interested in 
participating? I got a powerful YES from nearly everyone I 
spoke with. Shortly after, we had the first meeting of the 
Mountain Womyn's Coalition in the Phyliss Wheatley YWCA 
in East Knoxville. 100 women showed up for the first 
meeting! That Organization was in existence for seven 
years and served it's members well while it lasted. 

Fast forward through the years ... past the sad story of the 
Europa closed by the World's Fair and a criminal 
tragedy ... past the Factory with its' elevated dance floor and 
uncomfortable high stools ... on to the Point, that bastion of 

local lesbian her story, the only all women's bar in 
Knoxville other than it's illustrious predecessor, the 
Huddle, which was before my time, I'm afraid. It was 
here that I really experienced the butch-femme bar 
culture so vividly described in the classic "Stonebutch 
Blues" by Leslie Feinberg and in "Restricted Country" 
by Joan Nestle. It was here that I truly came home. 

While the particulars will remain somewhat under 
wraps due to the fact that many of my cohorts are still 
alive and well here in River City, and not everyone is 
"out" due to legitimate job, housing, and child custody 
considerations. Let's just say that when my first 
relationship ended after nearly nine years, I was at last 
free to pursue and be pursued by someone who 
appreciated a "girlie-girl". Believe me, they weren't 
hard to find. While I'll spare you the details, it was fun 
to be young, know who you are and where you're 
going while having the time of your life getting there. 

In the meantime, (I really don't want to leave the 
impression that my life was spent in the bars, because 
it most decidedly wasn't) I was busy raising two 
children, completing my degree in nursing at the 
University of Tennessee, then launching a new career 
in that field. It was an exciting busy time in my life. As 
the years crept by, I found myself withdrawing more 
and more from the community, first for reasons that 
had to do with work and family, then later because I fell 
ill with an auto-immune disease that most people have 
never heard of: Wegener's Granulomatosis. The most 
difficult part of the disease progression involved a 
radical loss of vision necessitating 14 eye surgeries, 
numerous hospitalizations, and treatment with immuno 
suppressant drugs normally used in organ transplant or 
cancer treatment. From the depths of severe illness, I 
made my way back aided by the right combination of 
medications, medical support, and the kind, gentle 
person who has now been a part of my life for ten 
years - LB (or Sam as he is now known.) 

But, after years in near total isolation, my social skills 
were a bit rusty, my courage and self-confidence 
almost nonexistent, and what with my vision and 
hearing impairments, I just could not bring myself to 
venture out into the community. Then I got my first 
Personal Computer. Then ... 1 learned to use it to get on 
the Internet. Then ... 1 found the wide world of 
cyberspace, and I found out that there were queers like 
me out there' Waddaya know1! I didn't have to leave 
the house after all to start participating in that world 
again. I could do it from the privacy and comfort of my 
own hornet 

So in the fall of '99, I went on line and found a 
community that is not local, but in my case was 
regional. .. a community of folks more nearly like me 
than even my lesbian sisters were. I discovered the 
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on l i ne  butch-femme commun ity. Boy,  ta l k  about  fee l i n '  
l i ke you  j ust went  home !  After a coup l e  o f  fa lse starts 
hav i ng  a LOT to do with reg iona l  p rej u d ices . . .  I f i na l l y  
found  some fo lks t ha t  were bu tch and  femme 
SOUTH E R N E RS ! ! !  I mag ine  that !  Some o f  my closest 
and best friends came  from that sou rce ,  bu t  once 
aga i n  . . .  the Goddess of Com m u n i ty Org a n iz i ng  beckoned 
me . . .  with the help of Her  Daughter ,  Hope Mcc u bb i n ,  I 've 
been at i t  aga i n .  Th is  t ime with o l de r  womyn in my age 
g rou p . . .  and  hopefu l ly i n  the near  futu re there wi l l  be a 
local butch-femme g roup  for those of us  who l ive that 
dynamic .  We have a l ready beg u n  a ma i l i n g  l i st that wi l l  
hopefu l l y  soon trans late i n to a rea l  t ime com m u n ity. 

There a re other comm u n it ies I bette r u ndersta n d  after 
Some on l i ne  study  . .  the transgender  com m u n ity i n  
part icu lar .  Even as t h i s  comm u n ity is  becom ing  i n  some 
ways my own even more than the butch-femme 
com m u n ity is , I am learn i ng  and  g rowin g  i n  ways that I 
never thought poss ib le .  As the partner to a trans i ti on i ng  
FTM ,  I am now mov i ng  fo rwa rd and  becom ing  an  
i n teg ra l  part o f  a com m u n ity that I bare ly  knew existed 
j ust a few years ago .  It is an excit i n g  t ime of change and  
cha l lenges ,  but  on  the a rm o f  my lov i ng partner o f  ten 
yea rs ,  I fee l  hopefu l a n d  enco u raged that next year wi l l  
b e  even bette r than  those that I have l ived before . The 
knowledge that I am honored to be a part of such a 
wonderfu l person 's l ife never ceases to amaze me.  I am 
g ratefu l i n  many ways for the beaut ifu l u ncond it i ona l  l ove 
that I receive every day from Sam ,  the love of my l ife 

23 years afte r that  fi rst i n trod u ct ion to the lesb ian  
com m u n ity, I th i n k  I can leg it im ate ly say that I fee l  a 
case of cu lt u re shock com ing  on  whenver  I th i n k  that I 
may no longer  be seen by others as " lesb i an " .  I was to l d  
b y  my one  and  o n ly fema le- id 'd lover that I wasn't a 
lesb ian . . .  that rea l l y ,  rea l ly h u rt at the t ime because I was 
try i ng  desperate ly  to hone out an identity fo r myself . . .  and  
a t  the t ime ,  I tho u g ht my on ly  cho ices were lesb i an ,  
stra i g ht ,  o r  b isexua l .  So o f  those th ree ,  I chose lesb ian  
because I was not and  am sti l l  not open to re lationsh i ps 
with b io-ma les .  

Wh i le  the s i gn if icant  others i n  my l i fe have been 
dec ided ly  mascu l i n e  for the last 1 9  years ,  the rea l ity of 
dea l i n g  with transgendered issues on l y  rea l ly emerged i n  
m y  cu rrent  re lati onsh i p .  I had been warned about  LB  
(Sam)  by  others for many years .  I was to l d  he  was 
"crazy" . . .  why . . .  they sa id  he be l i eved he was a man ! I !  
(Sa id  i n  horro r-str icken hushed tones b y  some . . .  with s ly  
g rins by others . )  For some reason ,  I j ust d id n ' t  *th i n k* 
about  what they meant  when they sa id  that .  I j ust 
shrugged it off because I was i nvo lved with someone 
e lse at the t ime . . .  a woman- id 'd  d rag k ing stone  butch 
who was rea l l y noth i ng  more than  a butch g i go lo .  But  
the very *rea l *  natu re of what  they sa id  d i d  come back to 
me many years l ater . . .  when Sam handed me l iteratu re 
from the Southern Comfort Conference i n  
at lanta . . .  a lthou g h  we  had no money t o  go ,  he  was 

sayi n g  that this is  someth i n g  he was i nterested i n  
attend i n g .  

A n d  a l though  I was s o  very s ick a t  t h e  t i m e  that I cou l dn ' t 
even wa l k  across the room without ass istance . . .  b l i n d  and  
gasp i ng  for a i r  . . .  1 remembered h im  tel l i n g  me  abou t  t he  
confe rence . . .  a n d  the  imp l icati on  was crysta l c l ea r  to  me .  
So c lear  tha t  i t  g ave me sh ivers even as I sa id , "Honey,  
I 'm sorry ,  but  I 'm j ust too s ick to dea l  with th is  ri gh t  now. " 
And h e  accepted that ,  poor pat ient g u y  that he  is .  He  
accepted that for severa l years .  

So ,  now i t  is  h i s  t u rn . . .  and  even as we emerge from the 
i ntense resea rch we have been do i ng  on  the I nternet 
s i nce '99 when we fi rst went  o n l i ne ,  we a re stronger  as a 
coup l e  for i t .  H e  was ab le  to pu t  h is needs second  for 
severa l yea rs as h e  he l ped m e  g rad ua l ly strugg l e  back to 
a leve l of hea l th that cou l d  s u pport the d ramat ic changes 
that trans i t ion w i l l  create i n  o u r  l i fe tog ether .  I am  now and 
w i l l  a lways be g ratefu l to  h im for be ing so pat ient ,  fo r not 
g iv i ng  up on me, for knowi ng  that when I was *ab le* ,  I 
wou l d  g ive to h im  . . .  o r  at least try to g ive to h im  a fract ion 
of what h e  g ave to me - suppo rt ,  love,  and g u i dance i n  
mak ing  l i fe a l te ri n g  cho ices.  H e  is the g reat love of my 
l i fe , a nd  I am so very fortunate to g et to  spend my l i fe with 
h i m .  

I don 't know exactly where my jou rney wi l l  l e a d  . . .  no  
One tru ly  knows that ,  bu t  as I go  i n to the futu re with on ly a 
d i m  v iew of what may l i e  ahead ,  I am  reassu red that I 
have a r ich he ri tage  here i n  Knoxv i l l e  . . .  r iche r  than I 
rea l ized for a very long  t ime .  

2 .  La u ra's Story--So Far 

-- by Lau ra J .  Maune  

I am  a femme identified woman .  I do no t  label myself as 
lesbian or straight, because I have found I am attracted to 
anyone with a good personality and reasonably good 
looks. I guess technically that  would label me bi-sexual. 
However, I don 't feel comfortable with that  label. I guess 
the best label for me would be all loving. 

I wanted to add my voice to "Our SOFFA Voice" mainly 
due to the fact tha t  in the articles that  I have read, I didn 't 
see much focus on the femme dealing with the pre-T, pre­
op FTM. I am in this situation and find it has many 
challenges tha t  I would like for others to know about so 
that  they migh t find some comfort in the long journey of 

their lives with an FTM. 

Alex and I became a couple in August of 2000. I knew 
right up front  that  he was FTM. Due to the fact that  I 
already had a couple of FTM friends, I did not feel totally 
"freaked out" by this knowledge. Yes, I had my questions 
as to how this girl, who had been /Ding as a lesbian, 
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would deal with it a ll, but I knew I felt a love for Alex I had 
never felt before and wanted to give the relationship a try 

Since then I have discovered the wonderful person that  Alex 
truly is. I have dealt with many ups and downs in his mood, 
and I have found true happiness. I have gained so much 
respect for the individuals who struggle with their gender 
identity. I feel that these people have been given so much 
more to deal with in their lives than most of us ever think 
about. 

There have been many a night when I hold Alex while he 
(and /) cry over the turmoil of dealing with transition. He is 
afraid of his mother's reaction when he tells her, he is afraid 
of his job sta tus at the churches he plays for, he is afraid of 
losing me, he is frustrated because we struggle to meet our 
monthly bills, nevermind be able to save for top surgery and 
T. We have long talks of options we have for saving 
money. We have talks of how much I love him and respect 
what he is going through. I have to frequently remind him of 
why I love who he is. We talk of how frustrating it is to live 
in the town where he grew up, where nearly e veryone 
knows him by his female he grew up with . He is frustrated 
by the fact that when he accomplishes something with his 
music, such as writing music for his church choir, that  girl he 
once was gets all the credit. He has stated, "/  hate 
accomplishing things at  this stage cause that 'bitch ' gets all 
the credit for it and not me ". I th ink this is one of the 
statements that gets to me the most, because, as I have 
told him, I know who the real person is that  is writing this 
music. I tell him to remember tha t  we know who is really 
doing the work, Alex, not tha t  girl everyone knows him as. 

Alex and I talk of being able to move from th is town after he 
has transitioned. With that  are many joyful thoughts. 
Mainly, the thought of being able to totally live as Laura and 
Alex. But with that  are the haunts of the girl that  once he 
was. As he has stated, " I  accomplished a lot as 'that  girl '. 
When I went to college, I studied with some big names 
among organists. What happens when I am a t  a new 
location, living as A lex and people ask who I studied with ? 
If they talk to that person, they may say, 'I never taught 
someone by the name of Alex '. " I th ink this boils down to 
him being afraid of never being able to leave the 'girl ' 
behind. 

Luckily, most of our life can be lived as Alex and Laura, in 
our own home, with our close friends, with his dad (although 
he hasn 't totally come to grips with his daughter now being 
a son), with his sister and brother-in-law. I so enjoy the 
times when Alex gets called he in public. I always share 
those times with him. I love when Alex and I get to do 
things together as a guy and a girl. It so warms my heart to 
know that we are able at  these times to live as we both want 
to be living. I t  is strange to me, how even though I had 
been living my past 6 years as a lesbian, I dislike the times 
when people refer to us/see us as lesbian.  I find myself 
thinking, "can 't you see this isn 't a gir/? l?f". 

I have to admit tha t  all of this is VER Y trying. However, 
in the big scheme of things, I think it is all worth it. I love 
Alex. I love living as a femme with the guy tha t  he is. 
Yes, he  may have "chesticles" (his name for those 
breast like "things" on his chest). He may physically sort 
of look like a girl. Howe ver, Alex is definitely not a girl. I 
keep telling him that. I look forward to the day when he 

believes it, and others in our world see it as well. 

3. EVER CHANGING 

~~by J .  

M y  experience comes from being out fo r  several years, 
but always feeling like I was on the outside looking in. 
As a teen I dated males, but went to my first gay bar 
when I was 16 .  Something about seeing the same sex 
couples together felt right to me.  The only problem 
was . . . I  wasn't attracted to women. The curves and 
softness didn't turn me on. On the other hand, men 
didn't turn me on either. Explain that to your mother! 
Anyway, I just shrugged it all off and assumed that I 
must be bisexual . 

A few years later I met a butch. The butchest butch that 
*I* had ever met. I ended up marrying her. She was an 
amateur drag king, wore men's clothes and cologne, and 
couldn't stand it if she even thought I was looking at her 
breasts much less touching them. She told me she had 
talked to a doctor years before about taking testosterone .  

I settled into my queer l ife assuming that I was a lesbian . 
But why was it that it didn't feel right? Like I wasn't 
'really' a member of the club? I was a femme. I liked 
wearing makeup and dresses. The other lesbians just 
didn't seem to understand .  

After we broke up 7 years later, I found the internet and 
online support/ discussion groups. I discovered that I 
was attracted to masculinity, just not the kind usually 
found in biological males. I discovered that I was a 
'Femme' in the old school sense of the word. And I 
became quite proud of that fact. I erp.braced it. I 
discovered that I liked dating tg butches, stone butches, 
and eventually FTM's . 

I went through a long process evaluating my ideas about 
many things . Like what it means to me to be a femme, 
who I can love, and what gender means to me in terms of 
myself and the people I love . I discovered that I had 
many prejudices, unfair ones, against men and against 
people who didn't fit into my definitions of certain terms . 
The whole process , for me, has been an evolution of 
sorts . And it still continues . I learn new things all the . 
time and I find that often I realize once again that I have 
to open my mind up a little bit more and challenge yet 
another prejudice or generalization that I hadn't even 
realized I had before . ¥ 

Your J() /  · /  •:,,J VO/CL 



rl nnouncements . . . . continued on pg. 7 

The scars on my lover's chest 

~~by Teresa M .  

Th e  scars on my lover's chest tell a story. It 's not a 
pretty story, just as the scars are not pretty. It 's a story of 
pain, of bravery, of exploration, of discovering who you are 
and what you have to do to be that  person. 

The scars on my lover's chest remind me of how our 
rela tionship has evolved, for his chest wasn 't always this 
way. Once it held appendages he could not relate to, had 
to dissociate from until he could have them removed. He 
didn 't let me touch his chest back then.  Many times prior 
to surgery, I looked at my lover in the moonlight  while he 
slept and tried hard to understand why he hated his body 
so. 

The scars on my lover's chest remind me of our eight 
days in a Portland hotel while his bruised and sutured 
body healed in preparation for our journey home. I fed 
him painkillers, changed his dressings, and prayed 
nothing went wrong. And I wondered how many times this 
scene would be repeated throughout our relationship. 

The scars on my lover's chest tell me how bra ve he is. 
Could I do what  he 's done ? Could I risk so much to be 
who I am inside, when the world says XX and XY tell the 
whole story? He is the bra vest, most courageous person I 
know. No one chooses to be  this way, but the strong do 
what  they must to build a life that  is true to themselves, as 
he has. 

The scars on my lover's chest are beginning to fade. 
They tell me tha t  life is like that, that  time does indeed 
heal. I try to remember this when I 'm o verwhelmed, that 
this too shall pass, just as scars fade with time. 

The scars on my lover's chest say it's okay to be different, 
to be yourself I 'm a feminine lesbian .  I look straight, but 
I 'm not. I can wear flannel and boots, but I don 't look like 
the handsome dykes in our community and never will. 
And that 's okay. I 'm true to who I am, just as my lover's 
scars show he is true to himself 

The scars on my lover's chest speak of joy, the joy he 
feels each time he catches his silhouette in a mirror. He is 
learning to love his body and it's beautiful to watch. It 
teaches me the importance of being who we are, of feeling 
joy and pain and learning from it, and not being afraid to 
risk and to grow 

Scars aren 't new to the queer community. Many of us 
carry physical or emotional scars; many of us are 
survivors. But the scars on my lover's body are happy 
scars, rites of passage tha t  we celebrate as a couple and 
ask our friends to celebra te with us. If scars tell a story, 

for once, it 's a happy story. " 
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Announcements . . . . continued on pg. 8 

THE JOURNEY . . .  Part 1 

-by C 

This is about a journey to Portland, Oregon where my 
boyfriend had lower surgery, including a complete 
hysterectomy, vaginectomy and metoidioplasty. Like most 
journeys, there have been many details to a ttend to, and a 
geographical beginning and end. Unlike most journeys, this 
one continues to be an adventure long after the destination 
was reached and the purpose realized. This is the story of 
our physical, emotional and spiritual journey through one 
phase of this long, strange trip. 

This also is not the format for this story I intended to write 
in . My original thought  was to keep a journal throughout 
this adventure, so tha t  every moment of this e vent and our 
personal growth would be recorded. The truth is, I became 
too protective of myself and of J to share my journal with 
you. As I reviewed my journal in preparation for this article, 
I realized tha t  I had edited and distanced myself from the 
intensity of my feelings because I knew that  they would be 
shared with people I did not know. As a result, parts of my 
journal are just  plain boring. That  is not to say tha t  there 
weren 't aspects of this event that  weren 't boring. Mundane 
is not a word I would have associa ted with this experience 
until I wen t  through the hours and days of waiting. Waiting 
for planes to take off . . .  waiting for the surgery to 
happen . . .  waiting for someone from the operating room to 
tell me what was going on for 8 hours in here . . .  waiting for J 
to wake up . . .  waiting for J to be coherent . . .  waiting for J to 
heal . . .  waiting for our lives to resume . . .  waiting for the 
changes to be evident in our lives . . .  the waiting continues 
e ven now. 

In retrospect, I can see a parallel between my feelings of 
being intruded upon and the in vasiveness of the surgery 
itself. Boundaries and walls of intimacy were surmounted 
and redefined. Roles of caretaker and patien t  were blurred 
by our own previous experiences with relationships. Issues 
of control and surrender were explored. The responsibility 
that  comes with trusting someone else was offered and 
reciprocated. In order for me to write my account of this 
experience, I had to realize tha t  this is only my experience; 
that  I am not the voice for everyone who may go through 
this in the future . Many have written much more eloquently 
about it , and you will have your own perspective if the 
future holds this journey for you. 

J and I don 't live together. We live about 1 00 miles apart, 
and e ven if we lived in the same town, we both agree that  
we would still not  live together. We like i t  that  way, but  i t  is 
unfamiliar for both of us to have a relationship without 
physically joining with another under the same roof. This 
experience presented new challenges for us in how to stay 
connected emotionally while so far apart geographicaly. 

The Journey . . . continued on pg. 8 
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The Journey . . .  cont. from 7 

The trip to Portland presented an opportunity to spend 9 
days together and go through something tha t  is 
transformative. For J this signified the end of too many 
years of traveling with excess luggage tha t  didn 't belong to 
him. For me, it was a chance to witness the lightening of 
his load, and getting acquain ted with the pieces tha t  have 
been locked in storage his whole life. 

We took great care to express our own fears, 
expectations and excitement about how the surgery would 
impact us as individuals as well as our relationship. J was 
extremely mindful of his health and for months before the 
surgery committed himself to acupuncture, chiropractic 
care, herbal supplements, visualization and meditation, 
and exercise. He felt very strongly that  no matter how 
competent the surgeon, his responsibility as the patient 
was to be in the best physical and spiritual condition 
possible. This not  only laid to rest some of my worries, 
but inspired me to adopt an a ttitude of self care. I knew 
that I would need greater emotional and spiritual strength 
to be fully present during the surgery and his recovery. I 
got massage therapy and cranial sacral therapy once a 

week to maximize my energy flow. I made sure I took my 
own dietary supplements and stayed in good physical 
condition. I talked  to people I trusted . . .  ! didn 't rely just on 
J to be my main emotional support and confidant. We 
made art together and talked about it. We made every 
effort to stay connected on e very /eve/ . . . .  and then about a 

week before the surgery, we began to distract ourselves 
from the whole experience . 

This was not part of the plan, but it just sort of happened. 
I threw a party the weekend before we left . . .  a work party 
that  had been postponed because of weather from the 
previous month .  We both had a hectic week at  work and 
preparations for being away from home and our jobs took 
precedence over the purpose of being out of town. 
Because we don 't live together, we had the luxury of this 
solitude that seemed so precious at the time. I knew our 
lives would soon be intertwined in a way tha t  neither of us 
had ever imagined when we met 6 years ago, and 
hanging on to "normalcy" was vital for me. After we 
arrived in Portland, we spent time with an old friend J had 
who lived out there. We spent time sightseeing in 
Portland, seeing movies and shopping. There were times 
when this felt like a regular vacation, and we forgot why 
we were actually there. I think we were able to do this 
because we felt as prepared as we would ever be, and 
were just ready for the actual surgery to happen, so that  
we could move on to the next phase. 

I 'll talk about that  next phase, the aftermath of the surgery 
and how we are continuing to take care of ourselves and 
each other in the next  issue . . . .  th is journey is far from 

over . ., 

Look for Part 2 in the next issue! 

A nnouncements . . . . cont. from pg. 7 
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A 1111011ncements . . . . continued on pg I I 

SOFFA RESOURCES 

~EMAIL LISTS 

► Support 

FTMSOS - for any  type of SO of FTMs ,  regard less of 

backg round ,  gender, or sexua l  or ientati on .  For  more 
in formation , go  to : www .egroups . com/FTMSOS 

Nytecafe - a l ist fo r stra igh t- ident if ied 
wives/ lovers/g i rlfriends of FTMs .  Send ema i l  to: 
Nyteflyer1 @ao l . com or  go  to : www. egroups .com/Nytecafe 

Tra n nyfags - a l i st fo r gay- identif ied FTM/SOs .  To jo i n ,  

go  to  www.queernet . o rg and  search for trannyfags .  

Transgenderedcoup les i s  a l i st for TG peop le  i n  
re lat ionsh ips where a l l  partne rs are transgendered and 
dea l i ng  wi th  gender  issues .  
www. eg rou ps .  com/transgenderdcou p ies 

Transensua lfem i s  an  ema i l  l ist for femmes who a re 

pr imar i ly  attracted to tgbutches and/or FTMS .  To jo i n ,  go to 
www.queernet. o rg and  search for transensua lfem .  

► Dating/social 

FTM_Dati ng i s  a l ist des ig ned as a p lace where FTMs 
both gay, stra igh t  and b isexua l  can meet people (TG and 
non-TG) who a re attracted to o r  open to the idea of dati ng  
or  be i ng  a partne r  to an  FTM . 
www.egroups . com/ftm dat ing 

TG leather  is a l ist focused on  FTMs and the i r  SOFFA's 
who are active in the leather/BDSM/fetish  com m u n ity. 
www.egroups .com/tg leathe r  

FTM_n_WWLT i s  a n  ema i l  l ist for FTMs and the women ,  
who p refe r  the i r  company ---an d  who are 
i n terested/concerned with today's  FTM issues .  
www. egroups . com/FTM n \NVVL T 

~SOFFA WEBSIGHTS 

SOFFAUSA i s  a resou rce websig ht for SOFFAs of any 

type of TG person .  Go to : 
www .ao l . com/SOFFAU SNindex . htm l 

FTMSO FAQ is a ded icated to answeri ng a l l  th ose 
questions a bout be ing a SOFFA of a transma n .  Go to :  

http://members . xoom . com/ftmsofaq/ 
http://groups .yahoo. com/group/FTM Personals 

Resources . . . . continued on pg. I J 
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Announcements . . .  cont. from pg. I ()  

American Boyz 

Resources . . .  cont. from I ()  

~~Personal  ads 

FTM_Persona ls - FTMs (at any stage of  transition) 
and those who would like to date them (of any 
gender/orientation) can post a personal ad of any 
length. SOFFA / future significant others are especially 
welcome! Discussion focuses on FTMs meeting 
people ,  dating, and sex. Photo and ad required to join. 
Explicit is OK! 
http://groups .yahoo.com/group/FTM Persona ls  

~~S U PPORT GROUPS 

S upport G roup  for S ig n if icant Others ,  Fam i ly ,  
Fr iends ,  and A l l ies (SOFFA's] of  Transsexua l  and 
Transgender People.  

Group focuses on issues that spouses, partners, 
parents and loved ones cope with when a family 
member strugg les with gender identity issues. Group 
meets once per month for two hours . For information 
about fees, times _and meeting p lace , p lease contact 
Choices Counse ling & Consulting . 

arlene istar lev csw-r, casac 
choices counseling and consulting 
32 1 washington ave .  
albany ny 1 2206 
5 1 8 .463 . 9 1 52 
<info@choicescounseling.com> 
http://www.choicesconsulting.com 

On Gender . . . .  
Amer ican Boyz is  a support and  soci a l  g roup  for peop le who were born 
fema le  but who fee l  that i s  not a com plete o r  accurate assessment of who 
they a re and our s ig n if icant othe rs ,  fri ends ,  fam i l y ,  and a l l ies (SOFFAs) . 
Our  membersh i p  i n cl udes Butches , FTMs ,  Transme n ,  FTV's ,  Gender  
Out laws , Transexa l s ,  D rag K ings ,  Boych icks , She-Bea rs ,  Shapesh ifters ,  
Tom boys , Pass ing  Women ,  Amazons ,  l ntersexua l s ,  Fema le  G uys , Boss 
G i rl s ,  Transgenderists , S i rs ,  and our SOFFAs . We p rov ide educat i on ,  
support,  socia l  events , news letters , on l i ne  forums ,  l oca l  meeti ngs ,  po l it ica l 
act i o n ,  and  a nat i ona l  conference .  

Remember, 
If they only 

. 

gzve you 2 

choices, they 
are lying to 

you!! 

T o  learn more about The Amer ican Boyz , send ema i l  to 
amboyz@iximd. com or check out the  webs ight at 
http : //office . ix i m d . com/ma i lman  

Or send  SASE to :  The  Amer ican Boyz ,  2 1 2A S .  Br idge St . , Su ite 1 3 1 ,  
E l kton ,  M D ,  2 1 922 FAX: 4 1 0-620-2024 
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