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Passing Realie

Allie Lie

CAMBRIDGE—SUMMER 1998

We leave the café on Massachusetts Avenue, my young sons, “J” and “A,’.’ and L. It’s sea-
sonably hot and humid. I wear flip-flops, khaki sh(?rts, a sleeveless T-,shlrt, and a wide-
brimmed straw hat. I am not “presenting.” I've promised the boy's [ won’t embar'rass them.
(Children are defenseless against attacks aimed at nonconformity. Adults—their mother,
instance—j e to deal with it. :
forAl:Svtv‘::nsre()ss]l;\S}lta}s‘:\;\ve., we come t())a small park-cum-island in the middle of the inter-
section. Two men sit on one of the benches, and their small dog, tethered.to a red nylon
leash, sits beneath the bench. A, my oldest, who has. a fondness for animals tgatl:my
surpasses any he’d have for humans, goes up and asks if he can pet the dog. ] a‘1‘1s I ”av‘;
walked past them and are on the other Ziie of thekpark. I he?l:etrhgrr;za’? saying, “Sure”—
i in my direction—“but you’d better ask your mo :
Seef\l}lt?r Izn(f)(()jrlinsheystops at a grocery store a block from her apartment. She h_as been here
many times, both en femame and not. Today, as with every working fiay, she 1}5l en}-{enil(me.‘
She goes to the freezer section, pulls out a frozen yogurt anFi takes it up to the chec olrt
counter. The middle-aged man behind the counter is not particularly friendly. No one wi 0
works at the store is. Once she pays for the yogurt, she gsks the che(ﬂmut man where :lh:
can find a plastic spoon. He gestures over his shoulder with a thumb, Oyer thefre b, ;f) h
She finds the spoons, then walks over to one of thg luncheon tables in the front o ftlﬂ:
store and sits. She begins slowly eating the yogurt, carving out small, hard-erZen spoon
from the top layer, working around the edges first. She holds the spoon upside down, puts
it in her mouth, and sucks on it meditatively. As she does this, she overhears the s?ttlo vocs
reprimand of the store manager behind her. Words like harassment, trouble, careful ... :
I am with the boys again, this time buying ice cream. The line at ,the counterhha:&
unwound itself into an amorphous crowd. No one seems to know who’s next or wi :[:
helping whom. Someone has been summoned from t’he back of the store. 1}11(11;:2 ap;::i .
and begins scanning the crowd. Our eyes meet. “Ma’am, what would you hl f:l.1 Ijkiow-*
and I squeeze up to the counter. ] takes my hand. “Dad, he called you'. S ush, e(s
I order two vanilla cones for J and myself. As usual, A takes more time deciding. Jg .
his cone, then I get mine. The cashier motions to A (w_ho wears his hair lon.g becauze e !
terrified of change and, despite his adolescent male misogyny, appears enviably androgy:
nous). “What kind of cone would she like?” A looks at the floor.
“He’ll have a sugar cone, please.”

At a different grocery store . . . -
“I’d like to write a check. How much over the amount can I write it for:
Shrug. “Do you have a card?” “Yes.”

Shrug again. “Fifty . . .27
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She writes the check and hands it to the cashier. The cash register jams—seems not to
like what it’s been told. The cashier looks at her apologetically, then summons help. A
manager appears.

“Her total came to——"“And she wrote a check?” “Yes. But he wrote it for $30 over
the amount.” “Does he have a card?”“Yes, she does.” “Well, she can only write it for 25
over the amount . . .” “That’s no problem,” she says. “I’ll just write another check.”

The cashier is again apologetic. “Do you mind?” “No,” she says. “Not at all.”

[ 'am in the men’s room of a restaurant. I have just washed my hands and looked in the
mirror. This mirror is particularly unforgiving—thus I trust it. I am seldom happy with
what I see. Reflective surfaces are to be avoided at all costs. The disparity between what
I'want to see and what actually greets me is too great. What I want to see- someone who
could be Michelle Pfeiffer’s female second cousin. What I see: longish, thinning hair; age
lines (a.k.a. nasal labial folds); the faint, plucked remnants of beard; the wrong cheeks; the
wrong lips. At times like this I think the course my life has taken is evidence of a delusional
personality. I'm reminded of Nabokov’s Despair, the story of a man who imagines that a
stranger who looks not even remotely like him is his virtual twin.

This is why I am surprised when I turn to leave the restroom and see another man
entering, noticing me, halting, then looking back to double-check the sign on the door.

CAMBRIDGE—LATE FALL 1998

She leaves the elevator at the sixth floor and heads for the door marked “The Ass. of Tedium,
Drudgery, and Objectified Labor.” She is here for a job interview—a job she already knows
she doesn’t want, but after three months of uncompensated unemployment, a job that she
needs like nobody’s business. She is dressed in her only polyester power suit, in burgundy
with matching jacket and skirt. She opens the door and walks to the receptionist’s desk.
“I'm here to see Mrs. Z.” “Take a seat, she’ll be right with you.”

She’s had to pee for the last half hour. “Excuse me, may I please use the restroom first?”

The receptionist takes a key from her desk drawer and hands it to her. “Down at the end
of the hall.” She thanks the receptionist, exits the office and hurries to the room marked
“W.” She tries the lock. The door doesn’t budge. She tries again. Still no success. The key
ring is attached to a plastic badge. She turns the badge over and reads the words written in
black indelible marking pen: “Men’s Room.”

CAMBRIDGE—WINTER 1998-99

Eand I have been separated for more than six months now. We’d been through couples
counseling eight months before the separation. Eight months slogging through the muck
of my midlife journey back and forth across the gender boundaries; eight months of soul
searching (for both of us); dredging up all our fears, our needs; establishing who we are
and what we are about. I volunteered everything I knew about myself and about the condi-
tion mental health practitioners choose to call gender identity disorder. 1 offered texts,
testimonials, contacts for spouse and significant other support groups. She heard, but chose
not to listen. The work failed. It was finally determined that (1) I couldn’t live unless I

tstablished permanent residence in the land of the feminine, and (2) she couldn’t live with
me if T did.
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Shortly after our separation, I transitioned to three-quarter time living as Allie.
shortly after that I was fired from my job. I assured E that I’d continue to support her ag
the boys in any way I could; 1 borrowed money from my family and engaged in exhaug
ing legal battles for unemployment benefits and for financial damages as the result of v
unlawful firing. Through all this I remained committed to my newly found state of ment:
health, determined that I could face anything as Allie. I was also amply aware of the irog
that, as hormones inexorably reduced Robert’s potency, shrinking his gonads to the size
y apples, Allie had more balls than Robert ever did. 1

Soon there were many people who knew me only as Allie, people who had never see
the vestiges of my past. The boys were introduced to her: ] actually liked her; A would ¢z k
some time. E, whenever we met, appeared as if she’d seen a ghost. o

So now E and I are standing in her kitchen (formerly known as “ours”). We are discus
ing logistics: She will be going through a routine exam at a local hospital—nothing seriou
but it will leave her groggy and in need of transportation home. Would I mind picking t
up from the hospital? No, of course not. I want to do anything to help. Good. E wants.
say something else . .. What . .. > When you pick meup ... ? Yes . .. 2 Will you be weari

women’s clothes?

Look! No, Don’t! The Invisibility

Dilemma for Transsexual Men
o e T R

unripe Ma Jamison Green

Walking down the street in San Francisc i
Seattle, Londqn, Pgris, Rome, no one s(zz;;)s (; 1216122 :ﬁ;ksgétc);’alB ionsttg: : A'dama’ Porda'nd’
anmher man, invisible, no one special. I remember what it was first l-'iSt o ;n st
nymity as testosterone gradually obliterated the androgyny that f e i t'hat sl
Othl\eIrS uncomfortable in my presence. It was a great relief d e
ow. .. 1 i exe
P siiﬁie ;::kgu;;e -C(I)rfnf(irgable with my male presentation. My psyche seems to
| abogut i] ee ! c{;/tﬁr; people a.round me are less confused, and so am
T aoneeh man’ybﬁztlslt;:l N n(};tn(ljta J;llst live the life of a normal man? Perhaps |
y;:\rs Oltn a female bﬁdy. But I was not a wo;rlan. Iaalrl:l:;: I;dvgoﬁi IJV]EE g:coarlri?d o 4(;
pors in o fom . a man.
g nora aillr:i who 1.1V€S asa man. [am not, nor was _I ever a woman, though I lived in
felc bey,zl ik Iflt;:aﬁllzreg{ed, Iwhenever I felt up to it, to be a woman. But it was nevei
i _ ;s ise, [ am not a man in the same sense as my youn
:; 2 21:;1;: Z:\;urlr;galr)lc;:rtrg?ttid as such all his life. I was treated as other tlzai; a mg;r: ll:((;stth 21;
B e e parcol e lt)lme, and as a woman only rarely. Certainly I was treated as
| iy {, oung, ut even then pFOple occasionally assumed I was a little bo
something “other.” Can I be just a man now, or must I always be “other”y;

a small path on the sidewalk. I am heading back to my apa
m wearing clogs and a big wool hat but still not technica
“presenting.” I'm right behind a family of out-of-town parents and their college-age ki
The father is holding up the rear of the caravan. He senses me walking up behind him.
caravan is moving slowly, a herd of contented cows. The father turns to look at me, smil
then moves to the side of the walkway. He yells to the others in front of him, “Wait,

this woman pass.”

The snow leaves only
ment after visiting the boys. T’

WESTERN PENNSYLVANIA—CIRCA WINTER 1961:
ONE PASSING RETROGRADE FANTASY

Seekin, ithi :
B icscenct o the prevailing Casey st potuhn o s st
i cuie . aradigm that will never let us fit in
e ;;;Zp; I11135 :; euciuz%lv ;ner‘rlllbelrs of society. Our transsexual status will always be’uirelj
| no.t A w1l always wear a scar}et T that marks us for treatment as a
i wit’h pot ormal, as trans. But wearing that T proudly—owning the label
i oi;v " zo—(igan tvsgst that.paradlgm and free us from our subordinate
B Lot e ies fan experience as references for our standards, rather
il it A czsoh;on-ltlranssexuals (and non-transgendered people), we
oo our own legitim Y, e all other groups that have been oppressed because
Transgen
mcdjcalged:ﬁfﬂf; Esoséeav:hot choofse transsexual treatment, who allow themselves to be
Bl o ene on re]i):v em ([)1 approval. that grants them access to treatment. That
g i 1qght CIE of thf:lr re‘sponStbility—or guilt—for being outside
B oo eltl her the justification for the treatment by embodying the
b o oFlrlna stapdards; or they become the victims of the treatment
B oo i )S'uffzrs? verﬁ dlfferent_m form and substance from non-transsexual
oo ey sl suife ”r](;rn the oppression they wished to escape by looking to doc-
who are also transpeople, t.)y aZsitrat?r:igmt%l;tpoal?rddcilfilming[())ucli"idemity i s o
R s SSertir erent bodies are just as no
k- )i’d :Iftilise s is fo'r thf:m, by insisting .that our right to modify our z)odies ané?l?; f: dor
es is as inalienable as our right to choose our religion (though not ne;)rl; :g

“My daughter would like to play basketball.”
“Sorry, the team isn’t coed.”
“Excuse me?”
“No girls. Only boys.”
“My daughter is a boy.”
A look of confusion . . .

“Go ahead, dear, show the man your penis.”
“Well, ah . .. yes . . . But he can’t play looking the way he does.”

“How do you mean?”
“His hair. The pigtails. He can’t play like that.”
“Why not?”

“It’l] affect his playing.”

“Go ahead, dear, show the man . .."
She dribbles the basketball a few times,

through the net.
«That’s fine . . . but . . . she still looks like a girl.”

“Well, naturally . . .. He is a girl.”

then shoots from mid court. The ball who



