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Being Different 
by Lynnell 

Stephanie Long 
I sit at the computer waiting 

for my next article to come to 
mind. For so long I have poured 
out my lhoughts and ideas on 
living. on my life. 1he stories on 
my life can be seen on stage as 
well as in my articles. Today 
something is different. 

Today, l hesitate before I 
write. I feel I am under watchful 
eyes since '"!ht Incident." U so, 
so be it But still I am hesitant to 
write. That's inteiesting, I said 
it. l said my fears out loud. 

l always thought I could save 
the world. lt turned out that I 
was lhe one that needed saving, 
from me. I am my own aifu:. I 
Jove myself, but sfill l am feel
Ing something l can't describe. 
Maybe it's serenity. No that's 
exactly what it is. I feel serene in 
knowing there is but one judge 
and jury, ar,d I pray to her every 
night. 

l have changed. I feel it. I 
b.l'Oke the wall that for so many 
years held bac.k a lake of fear. I 
allowed myself to feel that fear. 
I cried when I needed to. l 
,called someone if I felt over
whelmed. But all-in-all I was 
still enough to feel it. I'm not 
Goddess. I can't change peo-
ple' s minds or opinions about 
people like me. People like me? 
Who I ain? l £ear the answer to 
lhat question may be more than 
I am ready to reveal Yet, it is 
time to answer that queslion. 
Who am 17 I am human. l 
breathe the same air as you, 
drinl( the same water as you, 
sleep like you do and I too will 
die someday. I am a child of a 
woman that could never accept 
that her son was born intersex. 
So she allowed doctors to try to 
fix .me. Feed me test0$terone, 
without prevailing. I am a 
woman,diffetentthansome 
women. The struggle to be lhe 
woll'W\ I am today was very 
difficult. It entailed going 
again.st the beliefs of my moth
er, facing abandonment by my 
family and friends, and walclng 
up late at night from flashbacks 
of incest-looking for my mom-

mie. But I was invisible to her. I 
didn't exist. I wasn't her child 
anymore. 

I am a woman that gets up 
every mom.mg and thank 
Goddess I didn't have the 
courage to kill myseU as I want
ed to many times before. I wa.ke 
up in the morning and I see me. 
But Wee I said, I am different. 
And because of that difference, I 
am stricken to a wodd of hor
mooes and ,the possibility of sex 
reassignment surgery. 

Because of that differenre, 
many women, including my 
mother, whom I love dearly, 
fee.b that I am M imposter. Who 
am 1? I am a Receptionist. Eight 
hours a day I work beside many 
women that haven't a due that I 
am different. That's the way I 
want II. 1 am a frightened child 
that sleeps with a teddy bear 
because events in my life have 
triggered memories of the past. 
I am a woman that looks in the 
mirror and smiles because I am 
different It is because of that 
dilference that I am able to be 
open-minded towards others. It 
is because of that difference that 
1 am writing and performing. It 
is because of that difference that 
I value life, the sunset and rain. 

You see, because of that differ
ence and my fight to be where I 
am, I have earned the right to 
proudly say I am woman. 

It's springtime now. I love the 
smell of the lake, the feel of the 
gentle wind and the feel of my 
girlfriend's arms around me as 
we watch the sea gulls. I smile 
more often because I have a 
new awakening that I am not 
alone. Goddess is always near. 
Always! In a 12-stey meeting 
recently someone said she "once 
cried out to God while being 
molested,"' asking him where he 
was. She said God told her he 

was there, shedding tears 
because his child was being 
abused. That sharing opened 
my eyes to a world I tried hard 
to forgel This writing is the will 
of my higher power, but my ego 
tells me different It is only after 
enduring the past few months 
that I realized, l am not alone. 
Goddess ls there watching, 
making sure I do her work. 

I recenUy read a book about a 
Jewish Cay man that grew up ln 
the Bronx. In the book he talked 
about his lovers. He tallced 
about his religion and his faith. 
It talked about AIDS and HN. 
He talked about his family, 
fearing what they would think 
if they knew he was "different." 
In the Trans community, more 
and more of us are dying from 
AIDS &: HIV but it seems no 
one notices. Including me. I feat 

AIDS & HIV. I prefer to never 
talk about, But that will not 
make it go away. It exists 
BVHRY FUCl(]NC WHERE. For 
a long time, it was hard for me 
to kiss an HIV+ man in per
forming. I feared it would crawl 
from his mouth to mine and I 
would die. 1 told him and he 
started to cry. It's not the truth. 
AIDS&: HIV cannot be tran9-
mitted through a casual kiss. 
But my ignorance caused me to 
hurt someone. When the time 
came for the performanre, at 
first I hes118ted. Then I saw 
"him." My Black brother. 
A man who-as he described in 
hls writing and performing
had an uninvited guest. I kissed 
him releasing all my fears. Fears 
which kept me from getting too 
close to him. I kissed him. For I 
know what it i$ like to be aban
doned by others because you 
are "different. H 

Yes I am different, but aren't 
we all? How many of us get 
teased because we're light 
skinned? How many of us get 
bashed because we're gay? How 
many of us sit in a bar and 
never get hit on because you're 
Black? Difference isn't all that 
bad. I've learned to live with it. 
I've learned to love myself and 
olhen, beau.15e I am different. 
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Leo Moon 
by Derrick 

It was a nforest for the mes" -
type thing. I was too close to see 
whAt you were. Being this dose 
to the Leo Moon I could never 
see you all at once so each sec
tion of you shone as brightly as 
the section befort. It wasn't 
unfil my birttlday someone 
gave me a telescope and said 
"Look at the Leo Moon whole." 
As I focused ·my eyepiece and 
readjusted my senses I saw you 
whole and complete. And while 
parts ol you shone just as 
brightly as before other parts 
were dim, cold, and would 
never support life. I put o.wo.y 
my telescope that day and cried 
to the heavens above. 

"You bring lhe Leo Moon 
back, make him as I perceived 
him to be, w wanting things badt 
the way they were. Why didn't 1 
just ask for the Earth to rotate 
for me and me alone. I had just 
as much a d\ance for this 
request to come true as I had for 
my demands to be mel 

1he rosmos answered me 
back with a deafening silence. 
The silence said who was J to 
make these demand~ that the 
celestial be as I perceived them 
to be. Wasit the universe's fault 
that I stood too da;e to the leo 
moon and could not see it for 
whAt it was? For several months 
I pondered this before I took out 
my telescope and searched out 
lhe heavens for the leo moon. 
Scanning !he night I passed the 
leo moon twice before realfZ!ng 
I had done so. No longer was I 
upset with its patchy lis},.t and 
dark areas. I realized the celes
tial body was as It was when I 
had last seen it, as it had 
appeared to the early astrono
mers, and as it would appear to 
some future stargar.er. 

So goodbye, leo moon; you 
have taught rne that we must all 
be as the aeator made us. With 
our patches of light and dark 
dancing our dance in the g&lac
tic ballet of life. And while I will 
never again look at you without 
the aid of my telescope I will 
always remember the innocence 
[ once had as I flourished in 
your nightly glow. 
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PR:Z:l>t. 
Trinity~ade History. 
When He Started a Pride 
~ti 
-- Believed to Be the 
1st at a Black High School. 
See page 20 for details. 
Trinity i~red here with 
Richard-one of his mentors. 
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The Pion-eering Writer 
is in Chicago this Month to 

Discuss Her New Book. 
Seepage 24. 




