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Editor's Note 

Greetings! 

I am ve.ty pleased to report that I've received 
many good comments about this newsletter. I 
have to say though, that I couldn't do this 
without those of you who take time out of your 
busy lives to write and share your stories. Many 
of them touch me and I know they touch others 
too. I'd love to get t.qe word out about this 
newsletter to even more people who might 
benefit from hearing that they aren't alone. If 
you have any ideas on how to do this, please 
feel free to write me at SOFFAUSA@aol.com or 
postal mail: 

f odi Burchell, Editor 
P.O. Box 1916 
Smyrna, TN. 37167 

Thanks again!! 
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THE PANEL 

By Connie McCarthy 

Let's talk about sex! In fact, let's reveal the most intimate 
detail of our lives in front of a group of strangers! lf this 
sounds like fun to you, then yoN woNld ef!jqJ edNcating others 
about the gqy, lesbian, bi-sexNal, transgendered (GLBT) 
lifestyle. I had the opportunity to just that in Mqy at my local 
community college. The class hosting our panel was Human 
Sexuality. 

This would be my second year sitting on the panel. This time, 
however, I would be sitting in as SOFFA of a FTM. That 
FTlv1 is now legal!J my husband. I still identify as a lesbian. 
On the panel with me were three drag queens, (two oNt of face 
and all are gqy), one pseudo hermaphrodite, one gqy man (not 
even associated with drag), and me and my husband. The 
panel started with one of the drag queens, Ms. Tijfm!J, doing 

a peiformance number. 

I had known about the peiformance before hand. Although I 
have seen her peiform lots of times, the best time is alwqys on 
this panel. I sqy that because we live in a very conservative 
area and mal!J people do not even know there are people such 
as those on the panel living among them. After her 
peiformance, she had whistles and claps. She of course e'!}qyed 
basking in the attention of everyone. Immediate!J the 
questions came. Ma!!J people told her that if thry did not 
know she was a man, thry would believe that she was a 
biological woman. A lot of the men were shaking their heads 
because thry had thought he real!J was. 

The next person to speak was the pseudo hermaphrodite. She 
has been on the panel two previous times. The class didn't 
seem that shaken up about that. That is, until someone asked 
her if she has a penis. YoN can tell the at1dience was trying to 
think about the definition of a hermaphrodite. Her response 
was, well yes and no. It seems to me that each time I sit on 
the panel with her, she gets more confident about talking 
about it. I was amazed to hear more about her life story since 

Continued on page 2 
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Sexual Orientation 

Long, Strange Trip 

By Arthur Freeheart 

My 

Our culture defines sexual orientation by what 

gender a person is and what gender(s) that 

person is attracted to. Genital type is seen 

as the ultimate "sign" of maleness or 

femaleness. Male and female are seen as the 

only two genders. The gender a person is 
assigned at birth is seen as permanent. 

The sexual orientation boxes [gay, lesbian, 

bisexual, heterosexual] are often a very 

awkward "fit!" 

I "came out" at age 11 after I learned that 

people are expected to have sexual 

orientations. It was difficult to settle on 

what I was corning out as! I felt 

identification with and affinity with boys. I 

was repulsed by the idea of interacting with 

boys as a girl. The horror I felt about social 

interaction with boys "as a girl" was a great 

incentive in repressing physical attraction to 

them. I was physically attracted to girls, but 

felt lost when expected to do girl-girl social 

stuff. I was certain I was non-heterosexual, 

but that was about as far as I got! 

I realized my attractions weren't restricted 

by what a person's genital type or gender when 

I first began thinking of myself as a sexual 

being. Still, I engaged in the common 

bisexual corning out self-questioning "boys or 

girls? boys or girls?" on many a sleepless 

adolescent night. 

I connected with a college gay/lesbian 

community at fourteen. I gravitated toward 

flamboyant, drag-influenced gay men. They 

eventually impressed on me that female-bodied 

gay people were expected to be lesbians & be 

much more interested in le�bians. I took the 

label "lesbian" without having the ability to 

build rapport with other people with the 

label. 

I thought of myself as a lesbian for 15 years. 

I had a grand total of two sexual encounters 

with women. I was outside any real wornyn's 

community. I had infatuations with gay men and 

very unsatisfactory relationships with 

straight men throughout that time. 

I embraced my bisexuality only after I came 

out as transexual. I came out as transexual 3 

1/2 years before I transitioned. The fact that 

most of the people I dealt with in the bi 

community respected my gender self-definition 

"despite appearances" was very comforting and 

Continued on page 6 

Panel ... continued from page 2 

partners ef FTMs. I mentioned that a lot ef times 
relationships such as ours don't work out but it is not because 
the couple did not try hard enough or love each other enough. 

As Kaelan continued, he went on to talk about taking 
testosterone. He brought up his chest surgery and everyone 
wanted to see but he on!J agreed to at the discussion group 
which would meet after the panel He brought up the 
Ultimate Packer. Again,people could on!J see it at 
discussion. (Just to clarify here, we had just recent!J boitght 
two and Kaelan had not worn one ef them ever. He put it in 
a ziplock bagfor people to see.) The mere mention ef a penis 
broitght up the lower half surgery. Kaelan has not had that 
surgery yet but addressed what he had seen in Loren 
Cameron's book, "Boqy Alchemy". I must have been making 
some !Jpe efface because a woman asked, "Well, Connie 
doesn't seem to be that comfortable with that." I was honest 
when I replied, "This is something that I am struggling with. 
I do not know how I am going to feel when we get reaqy to 
cross this bridge. This will be the ultimate test ef our 
relationship because this will be the last ef his 
transformation." Where the conversation turned next was 
somewhat unexpected for me. They brought up kids. Thry 

wanted to know if we were planning to have a'!Y and what 
where we going to tell them. This was something that we 
haven't talked about too much since we don't have a'!Y and 
don't see ourselves with a'!Y in the near fi1ture. Althollgh 
some dqy we would love to adopt, I had remembered previous 
discussions that other people had about their children and 
tried to come from that standpoint. 

We tried to htrn the panel over to the next person. That 
would be drag queen #2, Ron, who was also mam'ed to his 
partner ef 3 years, Carlos. Of course, in the spirit ef drag 
queens, A1.s. Tiffa'!Y had to give her a hard time about 
needing to learn how to put on make-up correct!J. Ron also 
talked aboltt when he came out. 

The last panelist was drag queen # 3. He was there with his 
husband as well who was in the audience. He talked about 
his start in drag and how he planned on runningfor Empress 
in June. By the time we got to him we had rnn out ef time. It 
was time to move on to the discussion group. 

At discussion, which was located in a small classroom, it 
became standing room on!J. We passed around Loren's book. 
Kaelan took off his shirt. A man asked him, "Won't you 

Continued on page 6 
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Loving . . .  continued from page 4 

your head . "The world is only par t of this, " 

you tell me . "The res t  of i t  is inside me . "  

And my hear t knows be t ter . I know yo u  be t te r .  
You were transgendered before socialization 
tried to force you to choose "one or the 
other". 

"Are you a Boy or a Girl ?" has been ringing in 
your ears from earlies t  memory . 

"Wha t do you think ?" you flip to them now, 
tired to explain . Confusion turns in their 
eyes . What they say is : Freak. What they do 
is : Turn away . S tare . Laugh. Spit .  Kill. Beat 
the spiri t from your hear t . 

You figh t them. Survival. Bes t defense i s  Ge t 
Them Firs t. Show your menace ; you are not to 
be toyed wi th. 'Dangerous ' is the message in 
your eyes, clo thes, walk . The ra zor edge walks 
wi th you. You an ticipat e  a t tack or threat a t  
every turn, exchange and glance .  You talk 
tough. Survival. And tough encases  your h ear t . 

End of the day, and your voice is cold . Your 
eyes, too old for your years. Tears backed up, 
held in a t  wha t cos t ?  I draw you in to the 
circle of my arms and feel your tension ease .. . 
You brea the, and I know you are quie tly 
bringing yours elf to me. You can hardly 
believe you can le t i t  all down, tha t  you can 
le t the t ears fall. Yo u can . I know your 
s trength ; you have no thing tc prove to me. 
Every par t of you they ha te  and fear, gives me 
deligh t. In loving you, I am assured of my own 
normali ty. 

I t  is this I fear losing. 

The next morning I am driving to work . As I 
hand my two dollars to the toll collecter at  
the bridge I am trying to calm mys elf . 
"What ever happens, she will s till be my Mary . " 

I whisper again and again like a mant ra. Bu t 
then I realize : you will no t be Mary anymore, 
you will have a new name. And as if that were 
not enough, you will not even be "she". 

We are en t e ring unchar ted t erri tory. 

* * *  

One nigh t ,  several weeks la ter, I awaken to 
see you sleeping nex t to me, your breas ts  
dusky in the  half light, spilling on to the 
bed. Your breas t s, which I never touch without 
knowing are a par t of you, shrinks from my 
hand . Beau tiful, womanly breas ts. 

Suddenly, I can ' t  lie beside you ano ther 
momen t. Tears from nowhere s tream ho t down my 

Continued on page 8 

The Last time I saw T 

By anonymous 

Half a sigh of relief had almost cfosed my eyes 

that  moment you came in . 

The hormones that puncture your body had 

erupted from your skin. But  that was not  why I 

feared your face. 

You sat down two hard carved pews ahead of 

me and read philosophy while I studied the 

carvings of past visitors as bored and frightened 

as I, but better armed. 

Twice, maybe three times you tried to speak to 

me. Once to give me an old gas bill. But 

heaven set the room spinning each time your 

mouth tried to make that  contact and three furies 

beat their wings so your whispers would not 

reach me. 

Still your re-adolescing shape will move in and 

out of my vision through the long morning and I 

will wonder at the ache that  no wind will blow 

away. 

Two thick women wiff stand between us so I 

won 't see you. Only your shiny toed shoes and 

the agonized face of the man who learned his 

lesson. He and the harpies will make it so I 

need never see you again. So that  the dire 

oracles you prophesied and the ravenous 

threats you made will never come to pass. 

Where is the woman who perched on the 

hammer of my hand and dragged me laughing 

into the mythological sky? " 
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Loving . . .  continued from page 7 

ch eeks . In th e ba throom I l e a ve the l i gh t  
off, si t on the edge o f  the  ba th t ub ,  do ubl e 
over in the  moon l i gh t .  I ro ck a ga i n s t  my 
con fu s i on . 

An ger . Ho w da re you throw my un i verse i n t o  
di sa rray ! Ju s t  wh en I think I fi n a l ly kn ow  
mys e l f !  Wh en I think  I kno w  yo u ! 

Fea r .  Th i s  i s  too  much t o  a sk of me ! I can ' t  
bea r th i s  wei gh t .  I t  i s  impossibl e .  I feel 
insane ! 

B e t raya l . Wh o a re yo u ?  Are yo u a b u t ch on ly 
beca use  there wa s no o ther ch o i ce ? Am I 
rea l ly a l e sbi a n ? Wha t  does th i s  mean ? Ho w 
ca n I be yo ur femme if  you a re a man ? 

I wa n t  t o  s cream a t  yo u .  Ha te  yo u .  In s tead,  I 
s t i fl e  my cryin g  in a towel un t i l  a t  l a s t  the 
tea rs come s i l en t ,  fl owing gen tly .  In the 
morn i n g  yo u fin d  me curl ed on the co u ch in 
th e l i vi n g  room . Yo u hold me . Yo ur  eyes are 
so  sa d .  Yo u tell me how s orry yo u a re . 

For wha t ?  For being true  to  yo u rs e l f ?  I don ' t  

Mon ths pa s s  qui ckly . Every time you bleed,  
yo u feel a l i t tl e  more insa n e ,  a n d  I feel  
l e s s  abl e to  be yo u r  s a fe h a rbo r .  We go  to  

mee tings and  ge t to kn o w  o ther  tra n smen and 
their  l o vers and  wi ves . We  sea rch th e 
in tern e t  for s u rgeon s . We fi gure o u t  wh i ch 
credi t ca rds can h o l d  th e wei gh t of thi s  
s u rgery . Time e a s e s  pa in , i t  i s  true . I l o ve 
yo u r  brea s t s ,  b u t  n o w  I rel e a s e  th i s  pa r t  of 
you s o  bea u ti ful  and mys teri o u s  to  me . 

I am cha n gi n g .  Pa r t  of me begi n s  t o  a ddress  
thi s  s urgery wi th a note  of ero ti c  
an ti cipa tion . I n o t i ce tha t m u ch o f  my des i re 
i s  l inked t o  the di spa ri ty be t ween yo u r  
gender expression a n d  yo ur body .  When yo u 
bind yo ur brea s ts ,  pa ck a di ck ,  when yo u wea r  
a s u i t a n d  t i e , T-sh i r t  and  boxers , wh en yo u 
shift before my eyes from woman in to man , I 
am a roused,  exci ted beyon d bel i e f .  

I rel i sh the way yo u con s tru c t  yo u r  gender 
despi te  the di cta tes  th i s  world h a s  l i nked to 
yo ur body .  I l o ve yo u r  dua l i ty .  No w,  I won der 
a t  h o w  i t  wi l l  be to ' 1ove yo u in  a body wh i ch 
further ma n i fes ts yo ur pi¾r t i cu l a r  gender . 

wa n t  yo u t o  apol ogi ze for thi s . I don ' t  kn o w  * * *  
wha t  I wa n t !  

I l e t  yo u h o l d  me , a n d  i t  do es feel be t t er . 
Bu t I bera t e  mys elf  for being s o  a n gry . For 
h ur t i n g  yo u .  I wi sh I co u l d  j u s t  ge t t o  the 
o th er s i de wi tho u t  going  thro ugh the pa in . 

Every day I fee l  di fferen t :  I dri ft in and  
out  of a n ger and  pride , exci t emen t and  fea r .  
I grappl e wi th mon umen t a l  theori es  and  
i n s i gn i fi can t b u t  s u dden ly impor tan t 
con sequen ces of yo ur t ransi tion . 

My grea t e s t fea r  is  h o w  thi s  migh t  a ffe c t  my 
o wn sen s e  of s e l f .  "Ju s t  don ' t  a sk me t o  be 
s tra i gh t .  1

1 I t e l l  yo u . "It t ook me too much 
pa in a n d  t ime a n d  s tru ggl e t o  come o u t  queer,  
l esbi an  a n d  femme pro u d .  I can ' t  go  ba ck . 11 

B u t  you n e ver s tep on or di cta t e  my i den ti ty ,  
a n d  for thi s  I am gra teful beyond words . 

In s tead ,  yo u i n spire me to  l ook wi th co ura ge 
a t  my sel f-defini tions . I see h o w  they a re 
true  to  me . I a l s o  see  h o w  they s ome t imes 
l imi t me . Tho u gh they h a ve often gi ven me 
s e curi ty and a means t o  s e l f-a wa ren e s s , I 
n o t i ce pa r t s  of mys elf  I h a ve s uppressed : 
a t t ra c t i o n s  I on ce fel t for men , des i re I 
feel n o w  for o th er femmes , a ne ed t o  examine 
my o wn "o ther genderedn e s s " .  

Some days I feel  very a l on e  i n  the worl d,  
l ike th e b i gges t "freak among the freaks 11 , 

and  I t u rn o l d  in tern a l i zed ha t e  upon mys elf .  
Other  days , I feel  l ike a part  of a n  anci en t ,  
unspoken tradi t i on , a s  one wh o i s  
pa r t i cu l a rly "wi red " t o  partner a t rans  
person . I fe el a lmos t sa cred . 

Ch ri s tma s week we tra vel from San Fra n c i s co 
to Ma ryl a n d  for yo ur s u rgery . We make l o ve in 
the ch eap ho t e l  room n e a r  the s u rgeon ' s  
offi ce .  I wa n t  to t o u ch yo u ,  bu t yo u t e l l  me 
you j us t  ca n ' t .  I co u l d  cry . 

La ter ,  I a sk i f  I can k i s s  your brea s t s 
goodbye . Yo u gra n t  me thi s ,  tho u gh I kn o w  
wha t  an effort  i t  i s . Bu t I h a ve to a sk for 
thi s ;  I ' l l n e ver h a ve a n o ther  cha n ce . I kiss  
yo ur  nipples  as  tenderly a s  i f  they were made 
of sn o w .  I l e t  my t e a rs fa l l  on t o  you r  soft 
skin . I kno w  I wi l l  a l ways remember how your 
nipples qui e tly ha rden , even under s u ch a 
gen t l e  t o u ch .  

Th e nex t  day ,  we go t o  th e cl in i c .  Yo u l e a ve 
me in  the h a l l way a s  yo u make your way t o  the 
O .  R . , l ooking ba ck to  mo u th "I  l o ve you " .  
Yo ur eyes a re wi de i n  fri gh t ,  bu t you a re 
smi l i n g .  

Then y o u  a re gone . I spend fo ur h o urs 
wa i ti n g .  

Th ere i s  a s trip ma l l  n e x t  doo r .  I n  t h e  
coffee sh op I wri t e  in m y  j o urn a l .  In t h e  
drug  s t ore , I b uy y o u  a ca rd a n d  makeshi ft 
banda ges . I try to  be  obj e c t i ve abo u t  wh e ther 
sa ni t a ry pa ds or di apers wi l l  be  more 
comfor tabl e and  absorben t a ga in s t yo u r  
wo unds . Th e l a dy a t  t h e  che cko u t  coun ter a sks 
me h o w  I ' m spending my h o l i days . I tell  her,  
"Qui e t ly . " 

Continued on page 10  
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