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Int roduction 

 

Too many transgender people struggle to believe 

that they can be who they are and still have a 

relationship with God. No matter what we believe 

about God's plan for us, surely it does not include 

creating obstacles for anyone to have a relationship 

with God. 

 

Once, I listened (online) to a sermon by a pastor 

who spent an hour talking about how he thought, 

based on his understanding of God, that the United 

States government should execute people who are 

gay. I went to the town in Kansas where his church 

was and did a public presentation in the local 

library about my faith journey. When the local 

newspaper asked me why I was coming there at that 

time, if I was coming there in response to the 

pastor's sermon, I simply told them that I wanted 

people to hear a different message - a message of 

hope. 

 

My hope, is to share a message of God's 

unconditional love for all people. 

 

There is a great absence of understanding about 

what it means to be transgender. Sadly, for many 

people, our being transgender becomes the 

definition of who we are. It is only one part of who 

we are. My hope it to allow anyone who wants it, 

the opportunity to see the person, who happens to 

be transgender. 
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So that would be my mission - to offer the message 

that a person can be transgender and have a loving 

relationship with God - to share the message of 

God's unconditional love for all people - and to 

share my humanity with anyone who is willing to 

learn. 

 

I have been blessed with a great gift. The gift of 

authenticity. I have discovered a relationship with 

God that is more amazing and wonderful than I 

could have possibly imagined. I have had the great 

honor to share my faith journey in many places, and 

I am called to continue down this path, wherever it 

leads me. It would be my great pleasure and honor 

if you should like to come along. 

 

Peace, Blessings, & Joy - (God's PB&J). 

 

 

                                   Stephanie
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The Green Dog Diary 
May 2009 

 

I hear the talking. Whispers, giggles, hysterical 

laughs. They gather around to see me. They point at 

me. I am just a puppy, and I donôt understand. But I 

know that they look at me differently. I am 

different. Thatôs what they say. 

 

We are in the pet store. Ten of us altogether. I am 

the one who is different. The people come and they 

look at me and my brothers and sisters. One, two, 

three of them find new families. People to love 

them. Just the way they are. 

 

A child wanted me today. A big person said that 

they could not take home a green dog. They are 

worried what the neighbors would say if they had a 

green dog. 

 

Why canôt I just be a dog? Why must it always be a 

GREEN dog? Maybe itôs me. There must be 

something wrong with being a green dog. I will try 

to not be a green dog today. Then I will find a new 

family. 

 

How do you not be a green dog? I donôt know. I 

tried praying today. I closed my eyes and prayed 

very hard. I prayed for God to make me like the 

others. I wonder if God made a mistake. I wonder if 

I am a mistake. Does God not like me?  
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Today I will pretend to be a brown dog, or a black 

dog, or a white one. I wonder which is best to be. 

Which will make people love me? 

 

I have decided not to be green. If I try really hard, I 

can do this. I have to do this. Another brother finds 

a home, another sister. Why? Why? What is wrong 

with me? 

 

I think the big people are worried about me. They 

keep coming over and picking me up. They talk 

about me.  

 

They think that I am not green. That I just think I 

am green. They believe that God doesnôt make dogs 

green. I can not be green. I must be pretending to be 

green. I must be confused and sick. 

 

Being a green dog is bad. Dogs choose to be green. 

It is a lifestyle. They believe that I might try to 

make the other dogs green. They want to fix me, 

change me, force me to be like the others.  

 

I am no longer a puppy. I donôt tell anyone that I am 

green. I roll in the dirt and the mud and I hide it. I 

must be the only green dog in the world. I am 

scared. I am alone. 

 

I am sad. I cry a lot. On the inside where no one can 

see. They donôt like it when you cry on the outside. 

 

Today, I thought I saw another green dog. It didnôt 

act like a green dog. It was happy. It couldnôt have 
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been green. But I saw something. Something. Could 

there be other green dogs?  

 

I did see another green dog today. I am sure. I was 

very afraid, but when the other dog saw me, it 

looked at me with love.  

 

I think it was love. It must be love. It was warm and 

accepting. Kind and healing. I think it was love. 

 

There are other green dogs. And there are people 

who donôt care if you are green. There are people 

who know that God made me green because God 

wants me to be green. 

 

I am not a mistake. I am not bad. It is OK to be 

green. It isnôt easy, but itôs OK. 

 

It has been a long time since my last note. 

Everything is different today. I am green. I am 

proud to be green.  

 

When I look at myself today, it is with love. It is 

warm and accepting. Kind and healing. It is love. 

 

I have learned to love myself. Today, I wear my 

color with pride. I wear my cloth with the 

knowledge that I am who I am supposed to be. I like 

to tell people what it is like to be green. Some 

people wonder why. 

 

I walked by a pet store. Ten of them altogether. One 

is different. The people come and they look at it. 
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The brothers and sisters, one, two, three of them 

find new families. People to love them. Just the way 

they are. 

 

A child wanted the green dog today. A big person 

said that they could take the green dog home. Their 

neighbors have a green dog. The big person has met 

her. Has gotten to know her and likes her. She is 

just who she is supposed to be.  
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Marking the ñFò Box 
May 2009 

 

Having been recently erased from the list of the 

gainfully employed (laid-off) and subsequently 

thrust into one of my more detested personal arenas 

(looking for a job), I find myself repeatedly forced 

into making a choice. Should I mark M or F? Now, 

I have always wanted to mark the ñFò box, but until 

recently it just didnôt seem like an option.  

 

I know that I am female. God knows. Everyone who 

knows me, knows. But the state of Kansas has a 

different take on the situation. In Kansas, a personôs 

gender is determined at birth. It is a process which 

involves subjectively executing a less than adequate 

survey of the information available at the time. The 

results of this process generally influence the 

selection of a name. 

 

If you are transgender, you may eventually choose 

to legally change your name, which requires a court 

order.  The same court order can allow for gender 

reassignment on documents such as the driverôs 

license. I regret to report that I have not yet 

accomplished this less than monumental task. It 

turns out that the art of procrastination is not 

necessarily affected by the introduction of an 

estrogen regimen. 

 

Anyway, my first thought on how to approach the 

name versus appearance issue, as it relates to job 

hunting, was with absolute honesty. If itôs going to 
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eventually come up anyway, why not just get it out 

of the way up front?  

 

I composed a very nice cover letter for my resume 

explaining the whole thing. The problem with this 

strategy was that it failed miserably. I did get some 

of the nicest ñthanks, but no thanksò letters. It 

would be a great strategy if I were trying to remain 

on unemployment as long as possible. I could apply 

at as many places as I needed to, without the fear of 

actually getting a job. Sadly, I am truly sincere 

about wanting to go back to work. 

 

I should say that my friend Scott, who happens to 

be an HR Manager, suggested that I not take this 

approach. Rather, that I should focus on my 

qualifications. Being a transsexual woman is 

apparently not one of them. Imagine that years of 

post-secondary education and practical experience, 

in a field which is completely related to my 

situation, would yield a better solution than my 

opinion, based on never having done this before. At 

least not as Stephanie. 

 

That said, after a few setbacks, I decided to go to 

the Topeka Workforce Center for assistance. A very 

nice man was helping me enter some information 

into the computer when we got to the M/F box. He 

put me down as female, but I told him to change it. 

He got a confused look on his face and then 

suggested that I might be mistaken about my 

gender. I thanked him for the compliment and 
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explained that Kansas and I are not in full 

agreement on the subject. 

 

Then I met Phyllis. She looked at me, looked at my 

resume, and said, ñwhy complicate thingsò? She 

advised me to make several changes. To my 

resume, that is. It really doesnôt look at all the same. 

Even the name has been changed, which suits me 

just fine. 

 

Now, it is unlawful for places of employment to 

require that you disclose whether you are male, or 

female. This protects you from being discriminated 

against on the basis of gender. They do ask you to 

voluntarily fill out that little section, solely for 

government purposes, which includes gender, 

ethnicity and favorite food, but that information is 

not used for hiring purposes. No, really, it says so. 

These days, I mark the ñFò box. It seems to be OK. 

No one has objected. 

 

I still donôt have a job, but I did get all the way to 

the ñproof of identity and eligibility to workò phase 

of an interview with a staffing agency. No one 

called the gender police when I presented my 

documents. My interviewer was not disturbed by 

the revelation. If she was, I donôt believe I would 

want to sit across the table from her over a hand of 

Texas hold óem. Seriously, my being a trans-woman 

did not make any difference to her at all. I may even 

get a temporary assignment. 
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Things are looking up. Even though I havenôt quite 

reached the goal, I believe that I will. Of course, 

when a prospective employer checks with my 

previous employers, or runs a background check, it 

may initiate some interesting conversations about 

my name. Still, I must say, marking the ñFò box, is 

everything I always hoped it would be.  
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Wagon Wheels, Wishing Wells 

and Windows 
August 2009 

 

Change is slow. Sometimes unbearably slow. But 

the wagon wheels of change, as opposed to the 

bullet train of life, gradually make their way to 

some indeterminate destination. The wheels do turn, 

as does the world, and eventually things become 

somewhat different. Not necessarily better, but 

different. 

  

Wagon wheels. They have carried thousands of 

people to places unimaginable. And they have left 

hardship and devastation in their tracks, blindly 

rolling into the world of ñwhat can I takeò. All the 

while, taking the lives of those unable to stop them, 

and using them to roll on to places of blood-built 

power and prestige, sometimes in the name of God. 

Along with the destruction, with the wanton 

accumulation of wealth and position, comes the 

inevitable cycle of change. 

 

Change often involves some sort of setback, failure 

or other trying experience. Were that we could 

choose to change without requiring the motivation 

of pain. If only we could see the path of change 

from the vantage point of love. What if we could 

help direct those very same wagon wheels toward a 

place where the lives of the people unable to stop 

them mattered more than the destination. I wish we 

could.  
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Toss another penny into the wishing well. Hope that 

things are different. Quietly turn my soul to a place 

where the change we desperately need becomes 

someone elseôs responsibility, not mine. 

 

The wishing well approach to life is familiar to me. 

At five years of age, I thought that just because I 

was a girl, I should be able to be one. That thought 

eventually evolved into the notion that if I just 

pretended to be a man, it would somehow come out 

right. 

 

There has never been a breath enter my body where 

I did not know the truth about me. Countless breaths 

when I did not want to see the truth. But never one 

where I didnôt know. As a matter of course, I would 

spend many years tossing coins into the wishing 

well. Hope against hope that I could find happiness 

without being true to myself.  

 

Here comes the window part. I spent much of my 

life looking out the wrong window. My friend Jill 

sometimes says, ñEach of our lives is like a house 

full of windows. If you keep looking out the same 

window and you donôt like what you see, try a 

different one.ò 

 

The pain of living in my world finally became so 

bad that I tried another window. Jill is right. There 

are many windows and many opportunities to see 

how truly blessed I am. There are many different 

things I need to see in order to find a proper balance 

in my life. 
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Strangely, there is a window in my house through 

which I had never looked. It is the window of 

change. From that window, I can see how the 

wagon wheels are turning. I can also see how 

wishing wells are for wishes, ideas, hopes & 

dreams. The third thing I see from the window is 

that faster, more significant change requires action. 

That action can not be to get behind the reins of the 

same old wagon wheels. It has to be the path of 

change that can been seen from the vantage point of 

the window of love.  

 

I can not force you to accept me. I certainly can not 

compel you to embrace me. I can allow you to see 

me. I canôt cause you to look through another 

window. I can only try to make sure that when you 

look through the window where I live, you see 

something that is an example of Godôs love.  

 

The more narrow the window we look out of, the 

less of the amazing diversity of life we are able to 

see. When we look through the peephole to see 

whatôs out there, even that tiny view is highly 

distorted. Sometimes I forget that the only view 

available for some people to see me, is the 

peephole.  

 

Without transgender visibility, will the change we 

need ever happen? I have come to discover that in 

my house, there are no windows in the closet. From 

there, it is not possible for me to see change or for 

people to see me. Change will happen when there is 

enough positive transgender visibility that no matter 
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which window someone looks through, no matter 

what wishing well they hope from, no matter how 

destructive the wagon wheels, there is nothing to 

see but love. 

 

Certainly, not everyone can be visible. For some of 

us, our very survival depends on not being visible. 

There are other ways to bring about change. 

Kindness is contagious. Love brings about love. 

 

When will the world change? When people change.  

 

What will change people? Love.  
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Tran-Sported 
September 2009 

 

I like sports. I confess. I know a lot about most of 

the major sports. I suppose that it is partly because 

of exposure, and partly because I was trying to fit in 

with ñthe boysò, and partly because I just like 

sports.  

 

At any rate, it is beginning to cause some interesting 

moments. I was recently talking to a female friend 

of mine, about how I was undecided about 

something, when I said, ñI am so on the bubble on 

this.ò Yes, I used a sports analogy.  

 

She looked at me as though she didnôt have a clue 

what that meant. By then I realized what I had done, 

and gathered myself enough to refrain from 

explaining how ñon the bubbleò relates to whether 

or not you get an invitation to the big dance (NCAA 

College Basketball Tournament), and then have a 

chance to maybe be a Cinderella story (advance in 

the tournament far beyond anyoneôs expectations).  

 

This is not an isolated incident. In all honesty, it 

takes a bit of time and effort to get my make-up 

right, fix my hair, and choose just the right dress 

(with matching shoes, purse and jewelry). All of 

these things together create an image, which allows 

me to be seen as the quite feminine female that I 

truly am. Then, in a chat with the girls about how to 

throw a surprise party, I say something like, ñYeah, 

but the play-action pass doesnôt work unless theyôre 
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expecting you to run.ò Well, it just doesnôt quite fit 

with the image.  

 

When something unexpected happens, and I fail to 

react quickly enough, I have been known to say, 

ñDidnôt see that curveball coming.ò I can deposit 

the heater in the bleachers, but I usually whiff on 

the curve.  

 

Most people understand what I am trying to say. 

Thatôs not the problem. This is not something that I 

do from time to time. There are days when I shoot 

bricks from the opening tip, until the final buzzer.  

 

If someone just barely makes a deadline, they ñbeat 

the shot clock.ò When something is almost outside 

the established guidelines, they ñbent it around the 

flag pole.ò  

 

When someone is doing something in obviously the 

wrong order, I shouldnôt say, ñLead with the right, 

then follow with the left.ò I could say, ñDonôt put 

the cart before the horse.ò No, that dates me. How 

about, ñWash the dishes first, and then dry.ò Too 

domestic. Maybe, ñConcealer, then foundation!ò 

Thatôs more like me.  

 

There are so many things to think about when you 

are as feminine as I am. What I need are some new 

phrases. Instead of, ñIt ainôt over til itôs over,ò it 

should be, ñDonôt leave the house until your nails 

are dry.ò I could replace, ñswinging for the fencesò 

with, ñdressed to kill.ò When I get the urge to 
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ñthrow one high and tight,ò you know, ñthe old 

brush back pitch,ò I shouldnót say, ñDonôt crowd the 

plate.ò Perhaps, ñGive a lady some spaceò would be 

more appropriate.  

 

On the other hand, someday, when the yet 

undiscovered love of my life is in the process of 

rounding third and heading for home, he will be 

using protective equipment, or there will be no play 

at the plate.  

 

Now, all that said, there is one thing that I donôt 

quite understand about sports. When did all those 

guys in their sports uniforms get to be so sexy?  
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Translucent 
October 2009 

 

Long-held beliefs are sometimes tossed to the side. 

The words that confused you suddenly make sense 

and the rules that once defined the world become 

scrambled in a giant shuffle of the deck of cards we 

call life.  

 

In the beginning, the rules are translucent. ñLet the 

sun shine in.ò ñJesus loves me, this I know.ò 

ñHoney, you can tell me anything.ò . . . ñI will love 

you.ò 

 

The path is laid out for us. Fear God. Love Jesus. 

Love God. Follow Jesus. Do not kill. Help those in 

need. Pray for forgiveness.  

 

ñHoney, you can tell me anything.ò As long as it fits 

in this box. The box can not be changed. Everyone 

who does not fit in the box is doomed. Pray for 

forgiveness. 

 

Funny thing about the box. It tells you to seek 

forgiveness. It tells you what to do, and what not to 

do. It tells you who to be. Follow the rules.  

 

If you are a good Christian, you follow all the rules. 

There are two law books. One is very old and the 

other is also very old, but not quite so much. In the 

newer law book, there are two rules. Love God. 

Love your neighbor. 
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It turns out that Christianity is not so much about 

what you believe as it is about what you do. 

Gratitude is something that you do. Love is a way to 

live. Christianity is about living your life, as best 

you can, according to the words and the example of 

Jesus. Jesus, the man.  

 

Is Jesus the risen Christ? I believe so. Do you have 

to believe in Jesus to go to heaven? I do not believe 

so. There are many men and women who have lived 

amazing lives without believing in Jesus as the 

living Christ; without believing in God. All God 

wants from us is to do the best that we can. Love 

God. Love others. 

 

Unconditional love. This is the example. This is the 

rule. Love your neighbor as yourself. I always 

thought that meant that I should love my neighbor 

as I wanted to be loved. Today I believe that it 

means to love my neighbor as God loves me. I am 

not particularly good at that. I think that I am 

getting better. God loves me unconditionally.  

 

I was asked, ñWhy did God make you a man, if He 

wanted you to be a woman?ò God did not make me 

a man. God made me a woman, and put me into a 

male body. Why? I donôt know why. She didnôt tell 

me. Neither did God ask my opinion, or my 

permission. 

 

You see, I donôt know if God is male, or female. 

Gender is a human limitation. I do not believe that 

God is subject to physical limitations? I donôt know 
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why God made me transgender. I do know that 

when I tried to live as a man, I was in conflict with 

myself, and with God. Now, God and I are working 

together to do something with me. I donôt know 

what that is. I donôt know why. I donôt need to 

know. 

 

When I denied myself the right and responsibility to 

be the person that God created, I was denying God. 

It is something like asking God to help me while I 

was using both hands to push God away. I turned 

my hands around. The mask fell off. The costume 

vanished. The demons died. The soul began to 

become translucent. And the sun was finally able to 

shine in. 

 

Why was I not able to leave the box? I listened to 

you. I listened to me. I listened to fear. I listened to 

everything but God. I chose to live in the dark. It 

turns out that I was only alone because I chose to 

live in the dark. My secrets and my shame produced 

layer after layer of light denying lies.  

 

So why did I leave the box? I had to. Life had 

become so intolerable that I just had to. The layers 

and lies began to fall away. Doubt turned into faith. 

Fear continued to be fear, but the paralyzing effects 

were neutralized by the knowledge that I was no 

longer alone. The freedom is beyond description.  

 

In the end, the rules are translucent. Let the sun 

shine in. Jesus loves me, this I know. ñHoney, you 

can tell me anything.ò . . . ñI will love you.ò  
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For the Love of My Sisters 
January 2010 

 

I have some amazingly wonderful sisters. I am not 

talking about my sisters of a lifetime, although they 

are amazingly wonderful. I am talking about the 

sisters of my life. The ones who have been with me 

since I began to find myself, and the ones who have 

entered my life along the journey. The ones who 

welcomed me with open arms, kind hearts, and 

loving souls. They received me into the sorority of 

womanhood. They allow me to be a sister, an aunt, 

and a daughter. A mom and a grandmother. I love 

them all. 

 

We have shared about life and death. We have 

talked about make-up and men, or women as the 

case may be. We have walked through fear, and 

embraced joy. We have cried for ourselves, and 

each other. Tears of pain, and tears of happiness. 

We have been there for each other. Without 

exception. Without question. Without condition. 

 

My sisters are lesbians. My sisters are bisexual. My 

sisters are transgender. My sisters are straight. Their 

lives have been touched by HIV/AIDS, violence, 

and crime. They all love the same, hurt the same, 

and breathe the same air. It is the air of 

womanhood.  

 

They edit magazines, or work in libraries. They 

write, sing, and play. Sisters who teach, and sisters 

who learn. Sisters who help people live, and sisters 
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who help people who are dying. Women who have 

placed me in the spotlight, and women who have 

guided me from the darkness. 

 

Incredible, wonderful sisters who love life. 

Incredible, wonderful sisters whose lives are far 

more difficult than mine. An incredible, wonderful 

sister whose life ended far too soon. She left this 

world with amazing grace. She lives in my heart, 

and the hearts of many. 

 

These women teach me about being a little girl, and 

about being a woman. They show me how to be the 

woman I am, and how to become the woman I want 

to be. They love me, and teach me how to love. I 

take pieces from each and find just the right place 

for them in my soul. They are always with me. 

 

There are sisters who asked me my name, and 

sisters who asked me to go for ice cream. These are 

the sisters who carefully guided me on my very first 

steps as a woman. There are sisters who gave to me 

in kindness when they did not see the woman. Now 

they give to the woman they see. 

 

Their faces light up when they see me. As does 

mine when I see them. They text me, send me cards, 

and share jewelry. They talk to me on the phone 

while I sit waiting alone in a city an hour away. 

 

They bring nieces and nephews into my world, 

adding unimaginable meaning to the sweetest 

sound, ñAunt Stephanieò. There is the impossible 



21 

 

gift of being a daughter. And the most precious gift 

of all. They bring themselves into my world, in 

need of someone to be a mother.  

 

There are incredible, amazing men in my life. They 

bring me the gift of being a sister to them. Not quite 

the gift I am waiting for, but wonderful, just the 

same. 

 

That said, this is about my sisters. Being a woman 

in more amazing than I could have ever dreamed. 

Being a woman among women? How could I have 

known. What seems like a very long time ago, I was 

asked, ñWhy would anyone choose to be a 

woman?ò At the time I just pointed out that it was 

not about choice. Today I know the answer to that 

question. For the love of my sisters.  
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Trans-Mammogram 
April 2010 

 

I was both anxious and excited as I went to Jane C. 

Stormont Womenôs Health Center for my first 

mammogram last Tuesday. Many of my women 

friends had shared stories of personal experiences 

ranging from ho-hum to holy cow.  

  

The anxious part came from the holy cow. The 

excited part related to my affirmation as a woman. 

Now, I know as well as anyone that my breasts do 

not define me as a woman. I was a woman long 

before I had them. 

 

Still, walking into the Womenôs Health center, as a 

woman . . . well . . . it is hard to describe the 

emotions. They are many, rolled into one. The pain 

of the past and the hope of the future, cradling the 

truth of the moment. 

 

It is almost as if I can begin to let down my guard. I 

am a woman. It is a truth that can never again be 

taken from me. 

 

I had to make sure they knew I was a transsexual 

woman. This was partly because I didnôt want to 

answer questions regarding my cycle, and partly 

because I wanted to write this column. By the way, 

I do have a cycle, just without ALL the normal 

symptoms. I am glad about that.  
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My technologistôs name was Kim. She did a 

wonderful job. My experience was more of the ho-

hum variety. I am glad about that too.  

  

Kim was very comfortable, and we talked about the 

barriers to transsexual women having 

mammograms. I explained that I probably should 

have had my first mammogram a year ago, about 

two years after beginning hormones. However, 

because the gender marker on my identification said 

male, I didnôt believe that my insurance would 

cover the procedure.  

  

Kim agreed that in most cases insurance will not 

cover people whose gender marker is male, but in 

some cases it might. If a transsexual womanôs 

doctor orders a mammogram because of risk 

factors, insurance might cover it, even with the male 

gender marker. Risk factors include taking estrogen 

or progesterone. Talk to your doctor. 

 

Another barrier can be the fear of how a transsexual 

woman might be treated. I donôt know about other 

facilities, but at the Jane C. Stormont Womenôs 

Health Center, I was treated with kindness and 

respect. 

  

So, why did I decide to get a mammogram? 

Because there are a lot of women in my life, and I 

want to set an example for them. Because my 78-

year-old mom got a mammogram. And when I 

speak to the womenôs studies class at Washburn 

University, I want to be able to say that I did too. 
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There is another reason. I spent nearly fifty years 

existing in a world of horrible torment. During 

much of that time, I really wanted to just die. For 

the last few years, my life has been full of the 

amazing wonderment that comes from discovering 

myself and being a woman. I want to live. I hope 

that you do too.  

 

Note: The non-discrimination clause in the Patient 

Protection and Affordable Care Act makes and 

subsequent rulings by the United States Department 

of Health and Human Services have altered the 

landscape for transgender-related health care. For 

more information, contact the National Center for 

Transgender Equality - www.transequality.org. 
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Trans-Phobia 
April 2010 

 

Transphobia. An irrational fear of transgender and 

people who are transgender. According to the 

Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental 

Disorders (DSM), Specific Phobia is defined as 

ñmarked and persistent fear that is excessive or 

unreasonable, cued by the presence or anticipation 

of a specific object or situation.ò 

 

Many people have this sometimes severe mental 

disorder. It makes headlines across the country. 

These people are afraid that transgender people 

might be in public restrooms. They sometimes 

fixate on these fears to the point that they become 

completely delusional, imagining all sorts of 

transgender behaviors that simply do not happen. 

 

Unfortunately, no one seems to be talking about 

how to help these people. Of course, the first step 

would be to have this disorder classified by the 

American Psychiatric Association, and included in 

DSM-V, to be released in 2013.  

 

This would allow insurance companies to cover 

new treatment programs developed by psychiatrists 

and psychologists around the world. Perhaps a 

government agency could be created to explore the 

causes of transphobia. It is even possible that 

scientists may someday identify a transphobic gene.  
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In the meantime, what can be done to address this 

problem? Caring religious and other charitable 

organizations might begin offering solutions to the 

transphobic community, free of charge. As a 

Christian woman, I feel it is my duty to help these 

poor souls find their way back to lives free of 

destructive fears and harmful behaviors. A world as 

God intended it to be. 

 

New programs would probably include Transphobia 

Conversion Therapy. There is hope from a little-

known, experimental program - Transphobia 

Recovery Utilizing Therapeutic Honesty (TRUTH) 

- exclusively offered for those transphobic people 

who are looking for a different way to live. Specific 

treatment plans would include having the TRUTH 

patient watch video clips of transgender people 

doing good things, like holding a door for someone, 

or worshipping.  

 

Another possibility would be to allow the 

transphobic individual the opportunity to read the 

massive body of evidence that shows scientifically 

how gender identity variation is a natural and 

normal occurrence. For those who are most deeply 

affected by severe transphobia, under professional 

guidance, clients would actually meet someone who 

is transgender.  

 

If TRUTH is offered in cities and towns across the 

country, millions of Americans will be set free from 

this horrible affliction. People whose lives have 

been dominated by fear and hate will be 
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transformed by TRUTH. A similar application of 

TRUTH might also be helpful to people who suffer 

from homophobia. 

 

Now, if we can just get them to put transphobia into 

the DSM-V.  
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Trans-Perception 
August 2010 

 

There have been many amazing discoveries in the 

journey of the last three years. I began living 24/7 

as Stephanie on July 10, 2007. In the course of these 

three years, there has been an interesting common 

thread. I am treated differently, as a woman. 

 

My daddy didnôt teach me a thing about make-up, 

but he did teach me how to work on cars. Not too 

long ago, I was changing out the power steering 

gearbox on my pickup truck. I had the old gearbox 

out, and the new one lying on a blanket under the 

truck.  

 

This fellow walked by, and asked, ñMaôam, would 

you like me to put that starter on for you?ò I politely 

thanked him for his concern, but chose not to accept 

the offer. By the way, I completed this entire task 

without breaking a fingernail. 

 

On another occasion, a wheel broke on my lawn 

mower. I went to the hardware store to get another 

one, and quickly found the correct wheel. This very 

nice man who worked at the store confirmed that I 

did indeed have the correct wheel. 

 

He saw that the old wheel contained an insert. Then 

he said, ñNow, if he wants to have that insert in the 

new wheel, he will have to take it out of the old 

wheel, and put it in the new one.ò  
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I politely thanked him for his concern. But in my 

head I was thinking, ñI will tell him. When I see 

him. I havenôt seen him for a long time. In fact, I 

really donôt think he is ever coming back.ò 

 

When I was a child, no one ever told me that my 

opinion was of more value because I was perceived 

to be a boy. And in all honesty, I donôt believe that I 

consciously believed that my opinion was of more 

value. I have come to understand that the only way 

for me to not participate in male privilege, would 

have been to fight to eliminate it. 

 

As I began to be seen as a woman, I discovered that 

certain men would sometimes discount my opinion. 

This I noticed right away. It is more common when 

it has to do with things mechanical and sports. 

Sometimes this opinion of my opinion reaches into 

other areas such as how to get from Point A to Point 

B or whether or not the Presidentôs recovery plan is 

working.  

 

At first, I didnôt realize that this was male privilege. 

I just thought it was weird. However, the evidence 

began to mount quickly and I naturally resisted this 

devaluation of my opinion as being inappropriate 

and baseless. I must admit that I have achieved the 

reputation among these certain men, as being one of 

those women who thinks she knows as much about 

stuff as men do.  

 

I canôt say that I do, or that I donôt. But I would like 

to see any of these guys change out the power 
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steering gearbox on a pickup truck without breaking 

a fingernail.  

 

On the other hand, the other day, I had a flat tire. As 

I began to change the tire, this very nice man came 

by and asked if he could help me. And I said, ñWhy 

yes. Thank you.ò I must confess to enjoying the 

moment, living as the ñfairer sexò. But it didnôt last 

long. I had to show him how to take off the hubcap, 

and where to put the jack.  
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Trans-Tragedy 
September 2010 

 

A 17-month-old boy in Long Island, NY 

demonstrated behavior that was a little too 

effeminate for his motherôs live-in boyfriend. There 

is no way to know if this child was transgender. We 

will never know. Roy Jones was beaten to death on 

August 1, 2010 by the man, who indicated that he 

was just trying to get the child to ñact like a little 

boy instead of a little girl.ò  

 

On April 15, 2010 in Long Beach, California, a 

young trans-man was shoved into a bathroom stall 

on the Cal State Long Beach campus. The 

perpetrator carved the word ñITò into the young 

manôs chest. 

 

These are not isolated incidents. Transgender-

related violence happens every day in our beloved 

ñLand of the Freeò. Many times, the violence 

involves the taking, or attempted taking, of oneôs 

own life. Dr. Paul Cody of the University of New 

Hampshire Counseling Center writes, ñSome 

studies indicate that the rate of attempted suicide for 

transgender youth is higher than 50%.ò 

 

This will not be like most of my columns, 

interspersed with attempts at wit. There is no place 

for humor here. This column is about the horrors 

inflicted by society on fellow human beings for no 

other reason than because they are perceived to be 

different.  
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While psychiatrists argue about whether or not non-

binary gender identity is a mental disorder, people 

die. The continued classification of gender identity 

disorder in the DSM-IV-TR, and its likely inclusion 

in the DSM-V, are contributing factors in violence 

against the transgender community.  

 

Network television promotes the violence, often 

continuing to portray transgender people in the light 

of the shadows. Advertisers are no less to blame. A 

recent Steak-n-Shake commercial made fun of a 

man because he used the word pocketbook instead 

of billfold. ñDo you have a purse?ò countered his 

masculine friend. The phrase was repeated for 

weeks over the airwaves of Eastern Kansas, 

pounding out societyôs disapproval of anyone who 

crosses the boy/girl gender lines. 

 

Christianity has been hijacked. God and Christ are 

used by some self-identified Christians to promote 

hate. I have personally witnessed ñfaithful servantsò 

slinging their message of hate in three different 

Kansas towns. This is a number that is certain to 

grow. 

 

We need to reclaim Christianity. Metropolitan 

Community Churches' denominational leader, Rev. 

Elder Nancy Wilson, said it in a recent sermon at 

MCC of Topeka, ñGod is love. If itôs not love, itôs 

not God.ò Jesus said it in Matthew 25:40, 

ñWhatever you do for one of the least of these, you 

do it to meò. 
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Our governmental entities (federal, state, and local) 

continue to struggle with the indisputable truth that 

arguments against anti-discrimination are pure and 

simple arguments in favor of discrimination. They 

are undeniable evidence of the existence of 

discrimination, and the need for protections. 

 

All of this said, violence against the transgender 

community also claims ownership in all who stand 

silent. Martin Luther King, Jr. said, ñOur lives begin 

to end the day we become silent about things that 

matter.ò  
 

A 17-month-old boy in Long Island, NY 

demonstrated behavior that was a little too 

effeminate for his motherôs live-in boyfriend. There 

is no way to know if this child was transgender. We 

will never know. Roy Jones was beaten to death on 

August 1, 2010 by the man, who indicated that he 

was just trying to get the child to ñact like a little 

boy instead of a little girl.ò  
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Trans-Tolerance 
October 2010 

 

When any group of people is pigeon-holed; truth, 

justice, equality, tolerance, and understanding are 

pushed to the side. Whatever fills that space, has a 

tendency to be sad. Too many times, human beings 

fail to understand that every person has the right to 

be who they are. That includes those who donôt like 

us for who we are. 

 

It amazes me that people who have suffered the 

pains of prejudice can sometimes be so prejudicial. 

I am further amazed by the nature of the 

expectations we sometimes place on our fellow 

human beings. It pains me to see people question 

the entire LGB community and the LGB 

communityôs support for transgender people. This is 

likely because I feel highly supported. 

 

A lesbian was the first person to befriend me when I 

began to make it known that I was a ñwoman on the 

insideò. The first person to hug me, when I looked 

very much like a ñman in a dressò, was a gay man. I 

was baptized by a gay pastor, and two lesbians 

stood beside me during the ceremony. There are 

two lesbians on my (very) short list of women after 

whom I try to model myself.  

 

When I experienced my first PRIDE event, the 

transgender people gathered into a group. This 

group was surrounded by, but not really interacting 

with, the rest of the people. I didnôt limit myself to 
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the transgender group. I wanted to experience 

everything, and all the people. There is a poem on 

my website entitled, More Than That. It was written 

in response to this experience. I am more than 

transsexual. 

 

Gay people are also more than gay. I do not choose 

or limit my circle of friends based on someoneôs 

sexual orientation or gender identity. My friends 

include people of many races, varied social 

standings, different levels of education and 

understanding, and all different orientations and 

identities. All these friends have two things in 

common; I love each of them for who they are, and 

they all love me for who I am. 

 

LGB support for transgender equality in Kansas is ï 

in a word ï outstanding. Kansas Equality Coalition 

and its chapters across the state repeatedly work 

toward education and equality with respect to LGB 

& T persons. The Flint Hills Human Rights Project 

does exactly the same thing. And then there is the 

editor of this paper (Liberty Press), who has given 

space for this transgender column for the last 30 

months. 

 

When I was recently asked to recommend a support 

group for a young transgender person, I chose the 

Lawrence Area Gay Straight Alliance (not a 

transgender support group). These young people 

have it figured out. Members and guests introduce 

themselves by their PGPs (preferred gender 

pronouns), as well as their names. When I had the 
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chance to speak with this group, I think I learned 

more than they did. 

 

I know that there are instances when individuals 

from any community can be less than sensitive, 

even hurtful. And I donôt mean to discount anyoneôs 

pain. But the message that I hope you take from this 

column is one of thanks and gratitude to the LGB 

community. And to any person who takes the time 

to get to know other people as human beings, not as 

some label that you might find in the grocery store. 

 

Tolerance is a two-way street. It is our diversity that 

offers us the opportunity to truly experience life, 

love, God, and each other. It is our failure to 

embrace diversity that leaves us forever wanting.  

 

This column was written in response to a letter to 

the editor in ñLiberty Pressò ï the Kansas 

statewide LGBT newspaper ï in which the idea was 

espoused the transgender people are discriminated 

against by people who are lesbian, gay, or bisexual. 

 

I believe that transgender people often expect the 

LGB community to have a greater understanding of 

what it is like to be transgender, and I find that to 

be an unfortunate expectation.  

 

The reference to Flint Hills Human Rights Project 

in this column is regarding FHHRPôs refusal to 

drop transgender inclusion from their efforts for 

adding LGBT protections to the Manhattan, Kansas 

anti-discrimination ordinance. 
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Trans-Christian 
April 2011 

 
I am inspired by the book by my amazing friend 

Shawn Thomas entitled Unashamed as well as his 

song Faith Unashamed. I am not ashamed to be a 

Christian. It is nearly as common for me to take 

heat for being Christian as it is for me to take heat 

for being transgender. I truly donôt understand why 

anyone has to take heat for being anything.  

 

It must be said, that the heat that I take for being 

Christian is due to those people who call themselves 

Christian, but have no respect for human dignity. 

 

To me, Christianity means that I do my best, on a 

daily basis, to live my life according to the 

teachings and example of Jesus Christ. I often fall 

short, but I have been given permission by God to 

be human. After all, God created me as a human. 

 

I believe in Jesus as my savior, and I believe that 

your beliefs are just as valid as mine, whatever they 

might be. Jesus talks about how a person is saved in 

Matthew 25: 31-46, I was hungry and you fed me. I 

was thirsty and you gave me drink. I was a stranger 

and you welcomed me. I was naked and you clothed 

me. I was sick and you cared for me. I was in prison 

and you visited me . . . Whatever you have done for 

the least of these, you have done it unto me. 

 

According to my beliefs, I will be judged by how I 

treat Godôs children, especially the marginalized 
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and the disenfranchised. If that is true, it does not 

bode well for people who bring harm to the least of 

these. My beliefs also say that it is not for me to 

judge. Jesus says to "love your enemies" and to 

"pray for those who persecute you." 

 

These are not easy things to do and I struggle here. I 

know that those who persecute us bring horrible 

pain and even death to the LGBT community. I also 

know that I was lost. For a very long time. I bought 

into the idea that I couldn't be transgender, and have 

a relationship with God.  

 

Then one day God said, Girlfriend? I said, Who? 

Me? God was like, Yes, you. I said, Yes God? God 

was like, Girlfriend, what are you doing? I was like, 

Well God, I have this - and they say. Then God said, 

Child, you know who you are. And I said, Yes God. 

And God said, And I know who you are. I made you. 

And I said, Yes God, I know that but . . . 

 

Then God came really close to me. And held me. 

And there were tears in God's eyes. And God said, 

Honey, don't you know? Can't you see? When you 

don't embrace yourself for the person I created, you 

are pushing me away. You are keeping my light, 

from reaching into your soul. And I said, Oh my 

God. 

 

Ok, the conversation might not have been exactly 

like that, but the meaning was exactly like that. God 

didn't make a mistake. God always intended for me 

to be me. God loves me, just the way I am. Before I 
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embraced myself as the woman I was created to be, 

I was in conflict with God. Today, I am in harmony 

with God.  

 

Today, God is a loving, compassionate, forgiving 

God. Faith means believing that God will give me 

everything I need to do whatever it is that God 

wants me to do. That is my definition for faith. My 

analogy for faith is the child who jumps from the 

edge of the swimming pool, with no hesitation, with 

no fear, joyfully flying through the air and landing 

in the waiting arms of a parent. 

 

The first time God asked me to jump, I looked 

around. I made sure I knew where I was going to 

land. And I jumped about an inch off the ground. 

God caught me, and everything was just as it should 

be. And even though I didn't jump very high, I still 

saw something that I had never seen before. 

 

The next time God asked me to jump, I was a little 

less fearful. A little less hesitant. And I jumped a 

few inches off the ground. God caught me, and 

everything was just as it should be. This time I saw 

some things I had never seen before. I felt 

something I had never felt before. 

 

I was walking around in my life, and God asked me 

to jump. This time I'm kind of like, Dude, or dudette 

as the case may be, I'll jump. And I jumped higher 

than I've ever jumped before. And God caught me, 

and everything was just fine. And I saw things that I 
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never knew were there, and I felt feelings that I had 

never felt before. 

 

So the next time I was walking around in my life, 

and God asked me to jump, I said, Let's Go! And I 

jumped higher than I ever knew I could. And I saw 

things I didn't know I could see. And I felt feelings I 

didn't know I could have. And I started to become 

someone I always wanted to be, but I didn't know 

how. 

 

These days, I am out there looking for the next 

place God wants me to jump. I am doing things I 

never dreamed I could do, and I have become the 

woman I never believed I could be. And that's what 

Christianity means to me. Try to do right by all 

people. Ask God to help me love unconditionally. 

Believe that God is going to catch me. And when 

God says, Girlfriend? Jump. 

 

I had this column put to bed. The next day, came 

the announcement that the United States Supreme 

Court had ruled in favor of Westboro Baptist 

Church and their first amendment rights to picket 

the funerals of fallen soldiers. In doing so, the Court 

has abandoned all defensible concern for human 

dignity.  

 

What the people of Westboro Baptist do has nothing 

to do with Christianity, nothing to do with God. It is 

pure, horrible hatred and inexcusable bigotry. My 

heart weighs heavy, and I know that our nationôs 

highest court has inflicted immeasurable pain on the 
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LGBT community. I still believe that love is the 

answer. I still plan on jumping. I hope I jump hard 

enough, and high enough, to make a difference. I 

am not the least bit concerned about where I will 

land. I think I hear God calling me now.  
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Whatôs Changed 
Sermon ï May 8, 2011 

Metropolitan Community Church of Topeka 

 

Happy Mother's Day. This is a special day to 

celebrate all mothers, and all people who have ever 

acted in the role of a mother. Thank you. 

 

Shall we pray.  

 

It is an honor to be standing here today. It is 

impossible for me to capture with words the 

gratefulness I feel in my heart, for the many 

amazing gifts which have been bestowed upon me 

by you. Whatever good things I may accomplish in 

my lifetime, are a reflection of your love. 

 

There was a little boy baby and a little girl baby in 

the nursery in a hospital. The little boy baby says to 

the little girl baby, "I'm a boy." The little girl baby 

says, "No you're not." The little boy baby lifts up 

his blanket, looks down, puts his blanket back 

down, and says, "Oh yes, I'm a boy." The little girl 

baby says, "No you're not. How do you know?" The 

little boy baby lifts up his blanket, looks down, puts 

his blanket back down, and says, "I'm a boy 

alright". The little girl baby says, "How do you 

know? Let me see." Now the little boy baby lifts up 

his blanket, really high, and says, look . . . blue 

booties (source unknown). 

 

We begin to put labels on people now even before 

they are born. We place expectations on ourselves 

and each other about who we should be. We create 
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barriers to allowing people to become the person 

they were created to be. 

 

Once upon a time, there was a little girl. She lived 

in a very dark and very sunny land known as the 

1960s. The people in this land told her that she was 

really a boy. One day, some 50 years later, a lot of 

those people are still confused. But she's not. So 

what's the moral of this story? No one can tell you 

who you are, except you. So, what's changed? 

 

Robert Holden shares with us in the first reading 

(from True Happiness, Timeless Wisdom for 

Feeling Good Fast), "true happiness is an 

expression of your unconditional self - the real 

you." I am pretty sure that I agree with that. After 

many years of pretending to be someone who was 

not me, I finally found myself, and began to 

discover myself. But even now, I sometimes 

struggle with being the real me. 

 

In the movie, Fried Green Tomatoes, there is a 

scene where Evelyn Couch is talking to her 

husband, Ed, about bringing Ms. Threadgoode into 

their home to live. Ms. Threadgoode, as you may 

recall, tells Evelyn the story of the Whistle Stop 

Café, and Big George, and Frank Bennett, and Ruth, 

and Idgie Threadgoode.  

 

And Ms. Threadgoode helps Evelyn peel away the 

layers of other people's expectations, and allows her 

to stop trying to fit herself into predetermined roles, 

and create the roles that fit her. 
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As Evelyn explains how Ms. Threadgoode has 

given her a new life, Ed simply says, "What's 

changed?" 

 

In response, Evelyn says, "the air and the light." 

There is a very short pause, and the conversation 

moves on quickly, not giving significance to the 

words that were just spoken. What's changed? The 

air and the light. The air - every breath I take, and 

the light - everything I see. 

 

On July 2, 2006, I walked in the doors of this 

church and I met Benedette. In that moment, all that 

changed was the air and the light. I knew for the 

first time that it was possible for me to be the 

woman of my soul. I sat in a pew in this church a 

week later, and Pastor Paul shared a sermon on II 

Corinthians 5:17 - "Therefore, if anyone is in 

Christ, they are a new creature. Old things are 

passed away. Behold, all things are become new." 

And all that changed was the air and the light. And I 

knew for the first time, that God wanted me, had 

always wanted me, to be me. And that I could find 

myself through Jesus.  

 

I came back to this church two weeks later, and 

introduced Stephanie to the light of day, and the 

light of God. Jill, who invited me to come here, 

took me to a thrift store the day before and bought 

me a dress, and a purse, and a pair of shoes. And 

just the right earrings. I stuffed them behind the seat 

of my truck, because I was living in a men's 
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halfway house at the time. I couldn't exactly get 

dressed at the halfway house and drive to church. 

 

I drove to the church and sat in the parking lot, and 

argued with myself for about 10 or 15 minutes 

about whether or not it was going to be ok for me to 

come here as Stephanie. I knew I would be 

accepted. I had already seen that. I still wasn't ready 

to trust God. I still didn't realize that Jesus was 

walking beside me. But I knew that this was my one 

chance to be me, and I had to do it. 

 

So I came in and changed my clothes in the 

basement. And I came up to the parlor and I was 

greeted with love. You know, the kind of love that 

Jesus talks about. I have some love. You look like 

you could use some love. Here it is. No strings 

attached.  

 

I sat down in the pew, and looked up at the cross, 

and I felt truth and self in the eyes of the Lord for 

the very first time. I signed the attendance book, 

Stephanie Mott for the first time. I haven't a clue 

about the sermon from that day. I was being 

Stephanie in front of God and everybody and it was 

amazing. 

 

But I do remember the communion. Rev. Janice 

served my communion, then she put her arms on my 

shoulders and said, "God, bless your daughter for 

the faith she has shown in you." And Stephanie was 

born. What changed? The air and the light. Every 
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breath I will ever take, and everything I will ever 

see. 

 

In today's gospel reading, two disciples are walking 

on the road to Emmaus. They are talking about 

everything that has happened in Jerusalem. How 

many times do we walk down the road talking about 

what has happened, instead of living in what is 

happening now? 

 

When Jesus comes near to them, they don't 

recognize him until later when he breaks bread with 

them. Jesus was walking with me, and I didn't 

recognize it. How often do we forget that Jesus is 

with us, in us, in every breath we take, and in 

everything we see. 

 

So what has changed. No longer are we lost in a 

world that has no purpose. No longer are we bound 

by past transgressions. No longer must we be afraid. 

Jesus is risen. Jesus is walking with us on our road 

to Emmaus, on our road no matter where we go. 

 

But what does it all mean? In the resurrection, 

Jesus' teachings during his life on this planet have 

become more than just words. They have become 

the Living Truth. The light in the darkness. The 

strength in the time of need. The courage is the face 

of fear. 

 

Indeed, Jesus tells us ñblessed are you who hunger 

and thirst for righteousness, for you will be filled. 

Blessed are you, the peacemakers, for you will be 



47 

 

called children of God. Blessed are you who are 

merciful, for you will be shown mercy.ò 

 

In Matthew, chapter 25, Jesus shares with us the 

path, the way. The nations are gathered before him, 

and he separates the people as would a shepherd 

separate the sheep from the goats, putting the sheep 

on the right and the goats on the left. Then he turns 

to the right and says, ñCome inherit the { kindom} , 

which has been prepared for you from the 

foundation of the earth. For I was hungry. . . . ò 

 

These words speak of earthly needs - hunger, thirst, 

sickness - but they don't just mean the least of these 

in earthly terms. They also mean the least of these 

in spiritual terms. The least of these is also the 

people who hunger and thirst for righteousness, but 

have lost faith in God. We are the disciples walking 

next to Jesus on the road to Emmaus.  

 

In this story we are told to take God's love to the 

world. This is what has changed. We have been 

freed from the bondage of having to pretend to be 

someone other than who we truly are. We have been 

given the gift of creating change in the hearts of 

God's children.  

 

I don't know where anyone else may have 

discovered that Jesus was walking beside them, but 

for me, it was right here in this church. It was here 

that I was empowered to carry God's love to the 

world. It was here, that I was taught that whoever I 

truly am is pleasing to God. It was here that I 
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realized that it was ok to be me. Not only is it ok to 

be me, it is required of me, for me to have the true 

happiness Holden talks about. The happiness that is 

a benefit, an inspiration to everyone. 

 

But I didn't want it. I pushed it away. I was afraid. 

Then one day God said, Girl friend? I said, Who? 

Me? God was like, Yes, you. I said, Yes God? God 

was like, Girlfriend, what are you doing? I was like, 

Well God, I have this - and they say. Then God said, 

Child, you know who you are. And I said, Yes God. 

And God said, And I know who you are. I made you. 

And I said, Yes God, I know that, but . . . 

 

Then God came really close to me. And held me. 

And there were tears in God's eyes. And God said, 

Honey, don't you know? Can't you see? When you 

don't embrace yourself for the person I created, you 

are pushing me away. You are keeping my light, 

from reaching into your soul. And I said, Oh my 

God. 

 

And all that changed was the air and the light. 

 

I talk a lot about our church, and people ask me 

about the church to which I belong, and I tell them 

Metropolitan Community Church of Topeka. By 

far, the most common response I receive is this, 

"Where is that?" 

 

This is the place where all of God's children are 

welcome. This is the place where you can be who 

you truly are without fear. This is the place where 
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we are empowered to take God's love to the world, 

knowing that Jesus is walking right beside us.  

 

Shout out the good news. Jesus is risen. He walks 

with us and lives in us. And Metropolitan 

Community Church of Topeka is a place where you 

can find this for yourself. We must not be a secret. 

In Matthew, Chapter 5, Jesus says, "You are the 

light of the world. A city on a hill can not be 

hidden. No one lights a lamp and places it under a 

bowl. Instead they place it on its stand where it can 

give its light to everyone.ò  

 

Let your light shine. 

 

What's changed? The air and the light. Every breath 

we take and everything we see. Everything. And we 

are charged with only one little thing. There is only 

one tiny task that we are asked to perform. It's not 

quite like the scene from The Wizard of Oz when 

the wizard says, "Bring me the broomstick of the 

wicked witch of the west." The tiny task for us? 

Change the world. 

 

Even if we only change it for one person, we 

change the world. Even if we only allow one 

frightened child of God to find God's love for them 

in who they truly are. Even if we only move the 

mountain a fraction of an inch, we change the 

world. 

 

But we can do far more than that. We are 

empowered to take God's love into the world. We 
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can create a new tomorrow. All things are possible 

through Jesus Christ who strengthens us. Through 

Jesus Christ who walks with us. Through Jesus 

Christ who lives in us. 

 

Where are you on the road to Emmaus? Carry God's 

love with you. Share it as freely, as abundantly, and 

as unconditionally as it is given to you. Know that 

Jesus is with you. Be who you truly are. Open the 

door for another soul. Shine your light for everyone. 

The more you give it away, the brighter it gets. 

Then someone will be talking about how you 

changed their life. And someone will ask them 

what's changed. And they will say the air and the 

light.  
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Trans-Feelings 
July 2011 

 

I started taking hormones in October, 2006. The 

first few weeks (after the first two weeks) were so 

full of feelings. Feelings I had suppressed forever, 

exploding like water bursting through a broken 

dam. Feelings I never experienced before, emerging 

like tender buds, exposing themselves to the 

sunlight, and offering a curious suggestion of the 

flowers preparing to blossom. 

  

As time passed, I began to understand a little about 

what they meant to me, and about me. Each a tiny 

clue about who Iôve been, who I am, and who I 

might become. Each a veiled hint as to my dreams, 

my values, and my fears. Each revealing another 

secret, multi-dimensional puzzle piece of my soul.  

  

The struggle of having brand new ñfifteen-year-oldò 

feelings as a ñfifty-somethingò woman, yields itself 

to the amazing awakening to that which has always 

been. The sadness of not being the little girl is 

lessened by the discovery of the woman. The truth 

cries. At its own inherent beauty. For the lost 

lifetime of illusion. And from the instant certainty 

that it can never again be taken away. 

  

Still, new feelings reveal themselves from time to 

time. The most common, the most powerful, and the 

most amazing feelings are about love. I had no idea. 

For each of the parts of me, is a corresponding need. 



52 

 

There are far more love feelings than I could have 

ever imagined. Here are just a few. 

  

Maternal love. As I arrive home from grocery 

shopping, and the young man from next door is 

mowing my grass, and I am overwhelmed by the 

quite unexpected need to make him a sandwich and 

give him a glass of milk. As a young woman enters 

my life, looking for someone to help her find herself 

again, and looking to me.  

 

A daughterôs love for her mother. Impossible. She 

died in 1989. But God gave me a new mom. And I 

am her daughter. Donôt tell me this isnôt a miracle. 

  

Sisterly love. The nuances of sorority are nothing 

like the ñfactsò of fraternity. I finally belong to the 

place where I am - no longer a ñmisfit in the land of 

lost toysò, as Toni, one of my many amazing new 

sisters, would say.  

  

Physical love. Sometimes I am near some guy and I 

get feelings in places I donôt even have yet! OMG. 

  

Romantic love. I place my comparatively small 

hand in his, and a different feeling of correctness 

travels throughout me. He becomes a part of every 

thought, as though I have become more, without 

losing me in the process. He compliments my 

womanhood; my personhood. To steal (and amend) 

a line from the movie, As Good As It Gets, he 

ñmakes me want to be a better woman.ò 
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As years have now gone by, I find that truly 

understanding my feelings is just another of the 

multitude of unsolved riddles of life, generally 

summed up in the one-word question, ñWhy?ò And 

in its place, comes the understanding that time spent 

asking is time spent not living. And living is the 

gift. The spoils of war, as it were. The battle done. 

  

Now comes the feeling most pervasive to my 

existence, wholly unwilling to allow the battlefield 

to prepare for yet another victim. The struggles are 

senseless, in that they should never have happened. 

You will not swallow one more child as I stand 

silent. As you purposefully destroy soul after soul in 

some misguided quest to bring light to the darkness, 

you bring darkness to the light. Your path, from this 

moment forward, will be required to go through me 

ï and millions like me ï all of us feeling the same 

feelings. It is not anger. It is far more powerful than 

anger. It is truth. It is justice. It is equality. It is 

freedom. It is time. 

  

It has been said, ñto feel is to be aliveò. For some, 

when the feelings are ones of hopelessness, to feel 

is to die. The most memorable feelings of my life 

today are these. The feeling of realizing I was not 

alone - it was possible for me to live authentically. 

The feeling of seeing myself in the mirror. And the 

feeling of knowing I can make a difference.   

 

However, in the final analysis, nothing compares to 

the feeling of feeling without fear ï the feeling of 

the freedom to be me. 



54 

 

Transmogrification 
July 2011 

 

Calvin and Hobbes has always been one of my 

favorite comic strips. Calvin has a view on life that 

states without doubt that life is to be lived, and rules 

are for people who are satisfied by experiencing 

only those things which are possible if you follow 

the rules.  

 

I am not in the habit of identifying with the male of 

the species, but Calvinôs ability to see everything 

through a different lens speaks volumes to me. One 

of my favorite strips has Calvin hammering nails 

into the living room coffee table. When his mom 

screams, ñWhat are you doing?ò, he pauses, looks at 

her and asks, ñIs this a trick question?ò 

 

This said, my most favorite of the C&H comics are 

about the ñTransmogrifierò. Wikipedia defines a 

transmogrifier as ña device that transforms its user 

into any desired shapeò. Calvin transforms himself 

into a tiger and a whole new world of adventure 

magically opens up before him. This new world is 

full of sarcasm and naiveté, discovery and 

contemplation, and the kind of basic simple truth 

that we somehow seem to forget to experience when 

we are no longer children. 

 

In as much as that I have not yet had gender 

affirmation surgery, you probably donôt have to 

guess what I would do with a transmogrifier if I had 

one. After I had achieved my desired ñshapeò, I 
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would likely proceed directly to the nearest pond in 

search of an appropriate frog. 

 

This also said, I wonder if the transmogrification 

that takes place through authenticity isnôt more on 

the inside, than on the outside. I remember the quiet 

little ñboyò who sat at the back of the class and 

didnôt raise a hand even though there was no doubt 

about the answer. The child who did not wish to 

draw attention. 

 

I remember the weight of putting on my ñSteven 

suitò day after day, year after year. I remember 

searching for anyone or anything that would change 

my reality. I remember believing that the 

possibilities of life were few, and even those that 

were possible were still just too hard. 

 

I walked out of the Shawnee County courthouse 

today and couldnôt help but notice the way my skirt 

flowed in the wind. I am still amazed many times 

each day as I realize once again that I am allowed to 

live in the world as who I am. I didnôt need to get 

anyoneôs permission. I only needed to allow myself 

to be free. 

 

The possibilities of life are now boundless, and I 

donôt believe for a minute that this is an experience 

limited to transgender people. I believe that this is 

something that is waiting for anyone who can shed 

whatever expectations cause them to buy into the lie 

that they canôt be who they are. 
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What happens in a world where we preconceive our 

experiences of the day based wholly on the 

experiences of yesterday? What happens in a world 

where we donôt? What happens when we spread out 

our souls like the wings of butterflies and do 

nothing more than let the wind take us where it 

will? 

 

Albert Einstein said, ñThere are only two ways to 

live your life. One is as though nothing is a miracle. 

The other is as though everything is a miracle.ò As I 

ponder the meaning of these statements, I remember 

what Joni Mitchell wrote, and what Judy Collins 

sang, ñIôve looked at life from both sides now. 

From win and lose. And still somehow. Itôs lifeôs 

illusions I recall. I really donôt know life. At all.ò 

 

Something happened along the journey. It is no 

longer important for me to know life in the sense 

that I understand it. The illusions are not so much 

what I saw, as what I didnôt see. And I am suddenly 

thrust into a brand new world. It is full of sarcasm 

and naiveté, discovery and contemplation, and the 

kind of basic simple truth that I had forgotten quite 

some time before. 

 

A speaker in a motivational seminar once asked the 

audience if we saw the glass as half full, or as half 

empty. Everyone, including myself, dutifully chose 

A or B. Asked the same question today, I will tell 

you the answer is C: My cup runneth over. 
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I pause for a moment as I write these words and 

tears begin to fill my eyes. Not because I am sad. 

Not because I am happy. Because I have been 

transmogrified.  
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A Different Truth 
July 2011 

 

I attended a "Developing a Healthy Gender 

Identity" workshop at Topeka Bible Church on 

Sunday night, May 1, 2011. Topeka Bible Church is 

one of the most conservative churches in Topeka. 

Just a bit left of Westboro Baptist. The workshop 

was facilitated by Ricky Chelette, executive director 

of Living Hope Ministries (Texas). 

 

I listened to this man explain his thoughts about 

what causes homosexuality. I listened as he said 

that homosexuality was wrong. I listened as he said 

that gay men were emotionally equivalent to a child 

between 4 and 10 years old. I listened to the 

familiar barrage of the word, ñlifestyleò, and the 

proclamation as fact that all gay men have many, 

many partners. 

 

According to Chelette, homosexuality is caused by 

young boys who are sensitive, and are not able to 

connect to their ñrough and tumbleò fathers. This 

causes the boys to identify with their mothers, while 

wanting to be like the rough and tumble boys, for 

whom they develop a sexual attraction through 

masturbation. Then, eventually, they meet another 

lonely sensitive boy, and they try to fill the void in 

their lives through sex. When that doesnôt work, 

they find other partners, and other partners, and so 

on. 
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Of course, in this theory, it is not possible for a gay 

man to be connected with Jesus, because if he were, 

he would see the evil of his ways and repent. The 

horror of this theory was multiplied by the 300+ 

attendees, many of whom were repeatedly shaking 

their heads up and down. 

 

I was shaking my head too, but not in the 

affirmative. I left at the break, about 1 1/2 hours 

into the 2 1/2 hour program. I knew that I would not 

have a chance to present a "truth" different than 

what was being presented as fact. It seemed 

purposeless to expose myself any longer. I missed 

the part where Chelette talked about lesbians. But 

from what I heard later, it was probably for the best. 

 

I was tired, and my heart was sad, and I knew I had 

a brake light out on my car. I had removed the 

faulty bulb earlier in the day, so I drove to Wal-

Mart to buy another. There was a cart left in the 

parking spot I pulled into, but I managed to get my 

car well enough into the space. I took the cart back 

to the store so that it wouldn't be left in the parking 

space for the next customer. 

 

I found the replacement bulb. I had to buy two, even 

though I only needed one. I found the closest check 

out aisle - the 10 items or less aisle - and the lady in 

front of me had no less than 50 items. I waited 

patiently for her to get through. None of these 

things bothered me in the least. I was in a daze. It 

was like being there, but not being there. My mind 

still struggling with the unconscionable horror I had 
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witnessed a short time earlier. Like watching a 

horrible accident unfold and not being able to do 

anything about it. Only this was no accident. 

 

It is likely that one of the young men or women in 

that sanctuary will believe the message that was 

being presented there, knowing that they have no 

choice but to be who they are, and they will finally 

make the decision to end their life.  

 

Those parents who were shaking their heads up and 

down will be the ones who have to cut their own 

child down from some ceiling fixture, or find their 

lifeless overdosed body, or some other parentsô 

worst nightmare. Then they will wonder how the 

gay community could have done this to their child. 

 

I know what kind of pain the message Chelette 

presented causes for an LGBT person - strikingly 

exacerbated by an honest belief in God, and the 

devastation that comes from hearing repeatedly that 

the God who created you, hates you. 

 

It is the same message that kept me trying to live as 

a man for nearly 50 years, even though I knew by 

the age of five that I was female. It is the same 

message that told me I could not be LGBT and have 

a relationship with God. It is the same message that 

caused me to think about suicide every single day.  

 

But one day I walked into the doors of Metropolitan 

Community Church of Topeka and found a different 

truth. God loves me as I am. And I discovered that I 
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could be an LGBT Christian. In a heartbeat, I 

realized just how horribly and completely wrong 

everyone had been. I realized that God made me 

exactly the way God intended to make me. 

 

I come out of this experience even more determined 

to bring about change. It is like the starfish along 

the beach. If I can even pick up one and give it 

another chance at life, I will have made a 

difference. My soul aches today. But the pain I feel 

is the reason why. It is the very air I breathe. And I 

will not leave this place the same way I found it.  
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Turning Four in the Backyard 

 of Westboro Baptist Church 
July 2011 

 

In my four years of living authentically, I hope I've 

blazed a trail or two. Most of the steps I have taken 

were on a road first traveled in these parts by Jane 

Newman, who not only blazed the trail, she did it in 

the backyard of Westboro Baptist Church at a time 

when that was extraordinarily dangerous. Every 

transgender person in Kansas owes this woman, and 

her wife (Helen), a huge debt of gratitude. 

 

When interim Pastor Patrick Rogers asked me to be 

the Metropolitan Community Church of Topeka 

Outreach Ministry coordinator in the Fall of 2007, I 

told him, "If in six months, Fred Phelps doesn't 

know my name, I'm not doing my job." I believe 

that the most powerful weapon we have in the battle 

for equality is visibility. To that end, I have tried to 

be as visible as possible. Doing this in the backyard 

of Westboro Baptist is part of the fun. 

 

The widely held perception that WBC sets the 

standard for LGBT discrimination in Topeka might 

not be entirely the truth. That dubious distinction 

may belong to Topeka Bible Church where I 

personally witnessed an "educational" workshop on 

the evils of being gay. This workshop was attended 

by over 300 people. 

 

Being openly transgender in the backyard of WBC 

is like jumping off the low diving board into a pool 
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with a few plastic sharks. They are like the flies at a 

picnic. The have little impact in Topeka. 

 

That said, being openly transgender in Topeka, 

Kansas (anywhere in Kansas) is like walking 

blindfolded from the ten-meter diving platform 

without knowing if there is water in the pool. The 

potential for violence is always there.  

 

Every time I publicly identify myself as a 

transsexual woman, I increase the likelihood I will 

meet with this violence. So, why be openly 

transsexual? Because I believe that every time I 

publicly identify myself as a transsexual woman, it 

decreases the likelihood that other transgender 

people will meet with this violence. 

 

So as I celebrate my 4th birthday, I also celebrate 

the knowledge that what these people might do to 

me is meaningless, when compared to having to live 

with the knowledge that I could have done 

something to change the way it is, but chose not to. 

 

Psalm 27 vs 1-2 says, "The Lord is my light and my 

salvation, whom shall I fear? The Lord is the 

stronghold of my life, of whom shall I be afraid?"  

 

Authorôs note: On July 7, 2012, I went to Seneca, 

Kansas present on my journey into faith. This was 

in response to the Seneca pastor, Curtis Knapp, 

who preached that the government should execute 

gays. I am proud to say that members of Westboro 

Baptist Church found it necessary to picket me. 
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I Was Lost, But Now, Not So Much 
July 2011 

 

In the first four years of my life as Stephanie, I have 

spoken with, or in front of thousands of people. 

Tens of thousands more have read about my journey 

in papers across the country, thanks to one article by 

Jan Biles of the Topeka Capital Journal 

(http://cjonline.com/news/local/2010-12-

19/transgender_woman_finds_her_way), which was 

subsequently picked up by Associated Press and 

Transgender News. Thousands more because I am 

published in Liberty Press (Kansasô LGBT 

statewide newspaper), and on lgbtSr.org (a site 

devoted to LGBT people over 50). 

 

In my third year, I was honored to be chosen to be a 

member of the Board of Directors at Metropolitan 

Community Church (www.mcctopeka.org). Last 

August, some awesome people helped me found the 

Kansas Statewide Transgender Education Project - 

an all-volunteer, non-profit organization dedicated 

to ending discrimination against transgender 

Kansans and their families (http://k-step.org). 

Recently, I was equally honored to become vice-

chair and then state chair of Kansas Equality 

Coalition - an organization the is dedicated to 

ending discrimination against LGBT Kansans 

through political action - now called Equality 

Kansas - (www.eqks.org). 

 

I am looking now toward the 5th year of my life. I 

hope it is even more busy than the 4th year. 
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Once upon a time, there was a little girl who was 

told that she wasn't really a little girl. No wonder I 

was lost. So this little girl had to pretend to be a 

boy, and she could never tell anyone that she was 

really a girl because God didn't like that. 

 

Now, it is important to know that the people in her 

life truly did not understand that she was really a 

little girl, they loved her very much, and they were 

trying to do what they thought was right. 

 

In the 1960s, there was little understanding about 

transgender. I spent hours and hours in the stairwell 

of our home, along which the Encyclopedia 

Britannica set was kept, searching for an 

explanation of what was wrong with me. No 

wonder I was lost? It's a wonder that any 

transgender children are able to survive at all. 

 

There are many situations where children grow up 

wondering what is wrong with them. Few are the 

ones that can bring out such a violent social reaction 

as not fitting in the boy/girl binary. We are coming 

up on the one year anniversary of the death of Roy 

Jones. He was 17 months old when his mother's 

live-in boyfriend decided his behavior was too 

effeminate, and proceeded to beat him to death. The 

man later told police that he was just trying to get 

him to act like a little boy. 

 

Under what circumstances, would a transgender 

child believe that it is ok to be who they are? It's not 

1960 anymore. Information about transgender is 
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available at the click of a mouse. Many are still 

proclaiming that God doesn't like that. But many are 

dispelling the lie. 

 

It is not difficult for me to identify the single most 

destructive factor in my being lost for so long. 

Those who preach the evil of LGBT are responsible 

for much pain, even death. 

 

So now I know that God loves me, always loved 

me. Now I am blessed to be able to share that truth, 

in the hope that someone will see, someone will 

hear. Now I know that I am asked to pray for those 

who persecute me. I try. I was lost, but now, not so 

much.  
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Everything You Ever Wanted to Know 

About Heaven, But . . . 
July 2011 

 

What would you like to know about Heaven? Will 

the people who have gone before us be there? Will 

there be chocolate? Will we have a physical 

resemblance to our human selves? I suspect that a 

number of people are interested in knowing how to 

get there. 

 

Jesus is very explicit about this in Matthew 25. Feed 

the hungry. Give drink to the thirsty. Welcome 

strangers. Clothe those without clothing. Care for 

the sick. Visit the imprisoned. In particular, the 

marginalized. 

 

The similarities between the Pharisees of Jesus' day, 

and the religious leaders who persecute LGBT 

people today are so striking that it truly leaves no 

room for argument. What we as Christians often fail 

to see is that these people (the Pharisees and the 

persecutors) are perhaps the most marginalized of 

all of God's children, for they are truly separated 

from God. 

 

So, what does it all mean? 

 

My task is not to respond in kind. My task is to 

respond with kindness. Any attempt at forcing 

another human being to change their heart is vain, 

misguided, and egotistical.  
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Hearts are changed when a person allows another to 

see God at work in them. 

 

Matthew 5:16 says, "In the same way, let your light 

shine before others, that they may see your good 

deeds and glorify your {Creator} in Heaven." My 

task is not to tell them what to believe, but rather to 

allow them to see how what I believe is of the light. 

 

How do we get to Heaven? Open the door for 

someone else. 

 

What will it be like? More amazing than I can 

possibly imagine. From I Corinthians 13 - "Now I 

see but a poor reflection, then I shall see face to 

face." And I do think there might be chocolate.  
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My Journey Into Feminism 
August 2011 

 

Note: This blog is only my opinion, and is not 

intended to limit or devalue anyone's right to their 

own beliefs. 

 

It never crossed my mind as I entered into physical 

transition, that my views would become so changed. 

Many of my core beliefs have been cast aside and 

replaced with completely new ones. In no arena, is 

that more true than in my understanding of how our 

world is set up to sustain male dominance. 

 

From advertising to the Bible, and from birth, we 

are programmed to believe this is the natural order 

of things. It is the ultimate brainwash. It is no more 

true than the idea that the sun rises in the west.  

 

Let me be clear. I don't think all men believe they 

are superior to women. I don't even think that a lot 

of men believe that. I think that most human beings 

don't realize how significantly the world is set up to 

promote discrimination against women. The reason 

I think this is because I have seen the world from 

both sides of the fence. 

 

I have watched the value of my opinion become less 

as I am now seen as a woman. I have heard the 

words spoken in men's locker rooms and women's 

restrooms. I have found it necessary to examine the 

ways in which I participated, unknowingly, before I 

watched my status decrease in front of my eyes. 
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I have become a feminist. I am not less valid today 

just because I live as a woman. 

 

My understanding of nearly everything has changed 

through becoming authentic. My understanding of 

God is so totally related to my feminism. You see, I 

was one of those "guys" who frowned when a 

woman would say (about God), "or she or it", when 

she heard someone refer to God in the masculine. 

 

It was simply true. The all-powerful being just had 

to be male. In my studies of Social Work, this is 

called a "mechanism of oppression". Of course men 

are dominant. Of course men are more worthy. 

After all, God is a man too.  

 

I simply can not believe in a God that is limited by 

gender anymore. I have come to understand that 

gender is a human construct, and a human 

limitation, neither of which are relevant to God. 

 

Alas, I have become one of those women who say, 

"or she or it", when I hear someone refer to God in 

the masculine. And I occasionally see a man frown. 

How dare I question the natural order of male 

supremacy in the universe? 

 

How dare I? How dare I?  

 

How dare I not? 
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If I Won the Lottery 
August 2011 

 

If I won the lottery, what would I do?  

 

Would I buy a house? Yes, a big one.  

 

Would I buy a car? Yes, a minivan or a small bus.  

 

Would I buy new clothes? Yes, lots of them. 

 

What would you do if you won the lottery? Would 

you spend money on houses, and cars, and clothes?  

 

I would. But there is a little bit more to it than that. 

 

I suppose I should begin at the beginning. After I 

found Metropolitan Community Church of Topeka, 

and thereby found myself, I also found that there 

were a lot of transgender people who need more 

help than I can provide. But I decided that maybe I 

could help some by being open about who I am and 

trying to educate people about transgender issues. 

 

Then one day, this amazing lady, named Joyce 

Jenkins came into my life. She was the new 

girlfriend of another amazing lady, Annette 

Billings. I was there when Joyce and Annette were 

married and when Joyce died, far too soon after 

their blessed day. Joyce came to see me talk in the 

Topeka/Shawnee County Public library about my 

book, "My Long Walk Home - A Transexual 

Journey". She did that four days before she died. 
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That's just the kind of thing that Joyce Jenkins did. 

 

When Joyce and I met, we talked about the work I 

was doing to try to facilitate change for transgender 

people. She talked about the work she had done 

with the City of New York, helping people find 

solutions. Among the people she helped were the 

homeless transgender people of New York. She 

spoke with passion about the need for a place for 

them to go because the homeless shelters could not 

or would not properly accommodate them. 

 

So if I win the lottery, I will buy a house. I will buy 

a bus or a minivan. I will buy clothes and lots of 

other stuff. Where will I put all this stuff? At the 

Joyce L. Jenkins Home for Transgender People (if 

Annette doesn't mind me using Joyce's name). 

 

There are a lot of other things that the money could 

do as well. Scholarships for surgery. Political 

change. Transgender education. Legal fees, the 

costs of therapy, name changes, and more. 

 

Yes, if I win the lottery, I will buy a house. Maybe 

two.  



73 

 

Trans-Out 
August 2011 

 

ñWhatôs the big deal? When I hire people, I donôt 

discriminate. I would never even ask you if you 

were transgender. How would anyone even know?ò 

These words were spoken to me in a transgender 

educational forum. 

 

I responded, ñWould you check my references? 

Would you do a background check? A credit check? 

If you did, you would know.ò She said, ñI never 

thought of that.ò  

  

Of course, if you begin living authentically, people 

pretty much pick up on the fact that you are no 

longer presenting as one gender, and now you are 

presenting as another gender. I intentionally used 

the words, ñanother genderò. There are more than 

two. So in the process, you literally have to come 

out to everyone you know: the mail carrier, the 

pharmacist, the electric company, the neighbors, the 

bank, the insurance agent, and on and on and on.  

  

Eventually, you come out to most everyone you 

know, see, talk to, or do business with. That should 

be the end of it, right? Wrong. For some of us, 

blending in as the gender with which we identify 

can be very challenging. For all of us, coming out is 

a never-ending process.  

  

If you are transgender, and you have taken a name 

associated with the gender with which you identify, 
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you will be ñoutedò repeatedly, forever. It will 

happen when you look for a job. When you apply 

for a loan. When you open a checking account. 

When you transfer to a different college.  

 

In the late 1970s, I attended the University of 

Kansas for a couple years. I dropped out because I 

was abusively using alcohol and other drugs to hide 

from my reality. Thatôs another story.  

  

I went back to school in 2009. I was living as 

Stephanie, but my identification still said Steven. I 

asked the kind lady at the University of Phoenix 

Online recruiting office if my records could be 

under Stephanie. Nope. No way. Not a chance. Are 

you kidding? So I went to college to learn new 

skills, coming out to college professors.  

  

When I got my name changed, the U of P 

graciously changed the name on my records. The 

diploma, showing my Associateôs Degree in Human 

Services Management, says Stephanie. Then I 

transferred to Washburn University (Topeka) to 

work on my Bachelor of Social Work degree. My 

driverôs license and social security card now reflect 

the correct name, so there shouldnôt be any 

problem, right? Wrong.  

  

When the admissions office saw my KU transcript 

with my old name, they informed me that I would 

need to submit a copy of my legal name change 

order. Washburn, like many of the universities in 

Kansas, has an anti-discrimination policy that 
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includes gender identity. Of course, I was outed by 

the fact that I had to present the transcript to begin 

with, but the SSN on the KU transcript was the 

same as on the University of Phoenix transcript, and 

the same as on my social security card.  

  

Being pretty much certain this was discrimination, I 

asked if they would require a woman who was 

single and attended KU, and who had married and 

taken a different name, to show a copy of her 

marriage license. Two days later, they dropped the 

requirement that I provide a name change order.  

  

The same thing happened when I was placed on the 

checking account at my church. Our bank required 

that I provide a copy of the name change order. 

Given no protections in this situation, I complied. I 

paused as I left the bank, and turned back to see the 

woman, to whom I had given proof of myself, 

showing the document to a male employee and 

pointing at me.  

  

At the beginning of the column I quoted a woman, 

ñWhatôs the big deal?ò  

 

Honestly, I donôt get whatôs the big deal either. Iôm 

just trying to be me. Why should anyone care? Then 

again, that changes nothing. It is a big deal to some 

people.  

  

A transgender person is murdered in the United 

States once a month because of who we are. In the 

world, a transgender person is murdered every other 
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day. Whatôs the big deal if we are outed repeatedly, 

forever? 

 

Every time I publicly identify myself as a 

transsexual woman, it increases the likelihood I will 

meet with violence. But I also believe that it reduces 

the likelihood some other "not the same as everyone 

else" person will meet with violence.  

 

Iôm already out. I might as well dance. Whatôs the 

big deal?  
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The Godless Religious Right 
August 2011 

 

The people who throw around hate in the name of 

God, do not know God. They do not represent God. 

They do not pray to God. What they are really 

praying to is their own twisted mentality.  

 

They pray for destruction of God's own creation. 

They might as well be praying for the destruction of 

all the world. For the destruction of God. 

 

The notion that lesbian, gay, bi, and transgender 

people are not of God is insulting to God. The 

religious right has placed hate where they claim 

God to be. Indeed, they have become godless in 

their pursuit of discrimination and judgment. 

Setting themselves up as the gatekeepers of Heaven. 

Telling God's own children that there is no place for 

them in God's love. 

 

It is not God who fails us. It is people who assume 

the place of God who viscously attack us. Sin, I 

have heard it said, is putting anything between 

yourself and God. Perhaps a more egregious sin is 

putting anything between God and someone else. 

 

Yet, I must remember, it is not my place to judge 

them. On the other hand, I am not asking for their 

civil rights to be taken away. I am not claiming they 

will burn in hell. I am not saying that God doesn't 

love them. 
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I am asking them to stop pushing our LGBT 

children away from God. To stop pushing our 

LGBT children into suicide.  

 

The religious right is godless. There is no other 

explanation. The time is come for the truth to be 

told.  
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Trans-Tour 
August 2011 

 

So Iôm thinking about the three-day weekend 

coming up around the Fourth of July, and what Iôm 

going to do, or not do. God only knows what 

possessed me to have a thought about driving 1500 

miles, visiting 30 Kansas cities, and talking to 

strangers about transgender. But when the thought 

occurred to me, it soon became an idea. 

 

My mom asked, ñAre you sure God wants you to do 

this?ò I looked at the reasons why, and why not, and 

the answer was clearly yes.. Perhaps the most 

attractive part of the idea was that it was brash. 

 

That may not seem like sound thinking, but change 

comes from a combination of humility, and not 

quite "in your face". That may not sound very 

humble but I try to remember that these things donôt 

happen for me, except for the presence of God.  

 

People in places like Coffeyville, Kansas don't 

expect you to walk up to them and start talking 

about transgender. Almost every time, you could 

see them mentally processing the question, 

accessing a place that perhaps had never been 

touched. Speaking feelings, rather than thoughts. 

 

For me, not knowing how to do something is not a 

deterrent to doing it, so the idea became a plan. 

Things kept falling into place. Most of the meetings 

were to be in public places where I expected to find 
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people. Manhattan, Salina, and Colby were the 

exceptions.  

 

We kicked off the tour in Manhattan, where I had 

become part of the family that accomplished an 

amazing feat ï passing an anti-discrimination 

ordinance in Kansas that included sexual orientation 

and gender identity. I was also part of the family 

that saw new elections change the face of the city 

commission, leading to the repeal of the same 

ordinance. I canôt imagine starting the trip anywhere 

else. 

 

The presence of God was clear, even before we 

started, The Kansas Statewide Transgender 

Education Project (K-STEP) press release got 

picked up by the Liberty Press, the Topeka Capital 

Journal, and then by Transgender News. Well 

wishes came in from North Carolina, Wisconsin, 

Colorado, and Texas. I was contacted by a 

transgender person from Kansas, and the relative of 

a transgender person, before we left Topeka. 

 

The daily summaries from the tour can be found on 

the K-STEP website (www.k-step.org), so Iôm not 

going to do a play by play. Manhattan was one of 

the most incredible stops, as we picked up 

newspaper, radio, and television coverage. 

Exposure for K-STEP was definitely one of the 

reasons why. My Manhattan family turned out in 

beautiful support and we were off to a great start. 
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In Salina, we stopped at the library and got an 

article in the Salina Journal. A few people were at 

the presentation, including Marge, an 82-year-old 

woman from Salina who, ñcame out to learnò. Most 

definitely, another of the reasons why. On the 

second day, we stopped at the library in Colby 

where a few more people came out to learn as well. 

 

The rest of the stops were the real reasons why. 

These were the ones where I just walked up to 

people in a public place, and asked my questions. I 

started off by identifying myself as a writer, 

traveling across Kansas, asking people in different 

cities what they knew and what they thought about 

people who are transgender. 

 

A few people politely said that they didn't have time 

to talk. One man said, "you don't want to know 

what I think about that." One woman said, "that's 

too personal", as she scurried away. No idea what 

that was about. 

 

When I got the ok to ask, these were the questions: 

1) What do you know about people who are 

transgender? 2) What do you think about that? 3) 

Do you know anyone who is transgender? 

 

Depending on the answers, I would identify myself 

as a transsexual woman, or not. The answers were 

as diverse as the rest of God's creation, so I guess 

that was just about what I was expecting.  
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I confirmed that people in Kansas pretty much don't 

care about someone's sexual orientation or gender 

identity. This of course translates into, "Our elected 

representatives don't represent the people who 

elected them." Most people don't know much about 

transgender, and few understand the struggles 

transgender people face. 

 

What I didn't expect, was how I would be affected, 

what I would discover about myself, how prevalent 

the presence of God would be, and how often I 

would cross paths with someone who knew 

someone who was transgender. 

 

As I introduced myself, I noticed how people 

reacted at the moment the word "transgender" was 

spoken. The looks on faces included surprise, 

amazement, concern, fear, disgust, and relief.  

 

One of the most interesting discoveries was seeing a 

few people size me up, to know if it was ok for 

them to tell me what they thought. One example 

was the man in Junction City. He told me he didn't 

know anyone who was transgender, and then 

changed his answer after I told him that I was. All 

the sudden, he was telling me about a friend who 

has a hard time. Of all the reasons why, this is the 

one that spoke to me most. 

 

Something like this would happen four separate 

times during the tour. In Yates Center, the 

scheduled Daylight Donuts stop was closed. We 
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ended up at a local gas/convenience store - by then I 

really wanted a donut. 

 

The lady who just happened to be getting gas, as I 

stood outside enjoying that donut, also just 

happened to have a transgender friend who is 

struggling. If this is not the presence of God, I will 

never know what is. 

 

That said, perhaps even more unexpected, was the 

time I would spend examining my own prejudices. I 

had to force myself to speak to men. It would have 

been so much easier for me to only talk to women. 

 

On one stop, there were about six quite masculine 

men. Warnings sounded all through me, saying this 

is not a safe place to talk to people about 

transgender. I heeded the warnings, got back into 

the car, and headed down the road. 

 

But I couldn't help remembering my visit to a new 

church a few years back. I had been living as 

Stephanie for over a year. I was so moved by the 

music that I sang out loud, in my slightly-lower-

than tenor singing voice. And I watched a couple of 

moms in the neighboring pews pull their children in 

tight to them and slide just a little bit further away 

from me. 

 

There is a part of me that will forever wonder if one 

of those big, burly guys might have known someone 

who was transgender. There is a part of me that 
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understands the necessary precautions that are part 

of being a transgender person in Kansas.  

 

And there is a part of me that knows that one day, 

moms won't be afraid of me, and I won't be afraid 

of letting a group of big, burly men know who I am. 

That day is not yet come. But that day, in and of 

itself, is the reason why.  
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Turning Circles 
September 2011 

 

In the beginning, I knew. I was born female. I was 

born into a male body. I donôt remember coming to 

this conclusion. I just knew. Things being what they 

were at the time, it never occurred to me that my 

situation was not truly mine, but a gift from a 

society that did not know, and did not want to 

know. Sadly, things are still not that much different. 

 

In that ñtruthò, I tried to play by the ñrulesò, and the 

ñrolesò. Every moment of my conscious existence 

was an exercise in futility. A battle between who I 

was and who I thought I needed to be. At times, the 

battle lines seemed to be drawn between me and the 

God who created me. 

 

For 48 years, I struggled. The woman on the inside 

of me lay dormant, like a seed awaiting the 

springtime. Unable to grow in the absence of light. 

And the woman on the inside of me fought for her 

very life. Forced into the shadows. Desperately 

yearning for the light. The ever increasing torment 

leading to a new truth: Death would come and the 

pain would finally end.  

 

When things became so bad that I just couldnôt take 

it anymore, I decided to pursue the woman of my 

soul. Enter the light. By the grace of God, through 

the love of many, in the moment that waited a 

lifetime, I was born. ñGod, bless your daughter, for 

the faith she has shown in you.ò These are the 
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words I heard in the moment of my birth, as 

Stephanie took communion for the very first time. 

 

In the last three years, Stephanie has experienced 

life. She is no longer bound by the leashes of 

society. The tethers are cut by the need for the 

human soul to reach into the realm of truth, and the 

subsequent inability to ever return to a world of 

delusion and denial. 

 

The truth. Godôs truth. I am a woman. I did not 

become a woman. I have always been a woman. I 

stopped pretending to be a man. When I stopped 

pretending to be someone else, I began to discover 

the woman who was always there. 

 

Today, my soul reaches into the unknown with the 

innocence of a child, and the faith that comes from 

having seen the difference between fighting God, 

and surrendering to God. There is no tomorrow. 

Only today. And in this day, if I breathe the air of 

womanhood, and if I walk in the light, I am able to 

live in my soul. See it shine. 

 

I have been blessed with a gift. The same precious 

gift that most 3-year old girls have. It is mine. And I 

will keep it to myself until I find the one with whom 

I will share all of me. 

 

In the meantime, I stand in the living room turning 

circles, twirling around like a little girl. For in my 

soul, this is who I am. After all, I have only been 

alive for a precious three years.  
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Trans-DOR 
October 2011 

 

And they gathered in numbers. About 250. 

December 4, 1998. They lit candles. They breathed 

the purposeless air. They came with tears and 

broken hearts. With fears and pain and anger. For to 

say goodbye. For to ask why. For to simply be 

there, as a means to say, ñno moreò. 

 

Her name was Rita Hester. She was found murdered 

in her Allston, Massachusetts apartment just a few 

days before. They came for her. They came for all 

of us. She lived for all of us. She died for all of us. 

She died for me. This is for you. 

 

Dear Rita, 

 

I wonder did you know that you were setting me 

free when you walked through your fear. When you 

chose to be you in the face of danger. I hope so. 

 

I daily try to remember those who have opened the 

door for me. Those who lost their lives. Those who 

were beaten and raped. In all honesty, it is difficult 

for me to forget. As the 2011 Transgender Day of 

Remembrance is on the horizon, this becomes ever-

so-much-more true. 

 

I didnôt know who you were in 1998, when I was 

still trying to live as a man, too afraid to be me in 

the light of day. I didnôt know who you were in 

2006, when I was taking those first frightened steps 
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through the door you opened. I didnôt know who 

you were the first time I stood up and publicly 

claimed my right to be me.  

 

I began to understand, when I started trying to open 

some doors for people yet to come. When I walked 

willingly into a world where I knew that vigilance 

was paramount to safety, as was openness to 

danger. 

 

When I was finally me enough and well enough to 

see, I looked back at the road upon which I was 

traveling. I saw your footsteps, right there with 

mine. As I looked forward, I saw your footsteps 

without mine. I had come to know you. I have come 

to love you. 

 

Because of you, I am able to be me. Because of you, 

the air I breathe is no longer purposeless. It is called 

a day of remembrance. It is far more than a day. It is 

a lifetime. 

 

People sometimes tell me they think I am 

courageous. I think I am just too tired to try to live 

in hell anymore. Absolutely nothing can happen in 

this life, absolutely nothing, that carries half the 

pain of not being me for even one more moment. 

Because of you, I donôt have to. 

 

I just wanted to let you know that you saved my 

life, as you lost yours. I wanted you to feel the gift 

you have given to so many. I will remember you. I 
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will never forget you. Or all the others who have 

opened the door.  

 

And they will gather in numbers. More than can be 

counted. November 20, 2011. They will light 

candles. They will breathe the still purposeless air. 

They will come with tears and broken hearts. With 

fears and pain and anger. For to say goodbye. For to 

ask why. For to simply be there, as a means to say, 

ñno moreò.  
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Trans-Kansas 
October 2011 

 

It is interesting to live in a world where you know 

that your governor believes that you are less than a 

human being. I try not to take these things 

personally. He can do anything he wants, but he can 

not ever separate me from who I am. 

 

That said, he is wholly and horribly responsible for 

the pain he inflicts on the LGBT community.  

It is the Brownback era in Kansas. It is the 

Brownback era of LGBT pain. It is pain that he 

inflicts on LGBT youth. There is no other way to 

take this, except personally. 

 

It doesn't stop there. It is closing SRS offices and 

telling people who are struggling to feed their 

families, that they can drive 30-50 miles (one way) 

to get services. It is trying to close Kansas 

Neurological Institute, saying KNI clients, some of 

the most vulnerable people in Kansas, will be 

placed into community-based services that either 

don't exist or donôt have the capacity to provide 

appropriate care. It is a horrible focused war on 

women's health care. It is the suggestion that 

women should marry out of poverty. It is the spoken 

lie that LGBT people are not included in the 

definition of family. 

 

Also a part of this nightmare, is praying at Texas 

Governor Rick Perryôs prayer event with people 

who hate people who are lesbian, gay, bi, and 
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transgender. Prayer partners included the 

International House of Prayer and the American 

Family Association. 

 

We see people who intentionally harm their 

children as having committed the most horrendous 

of all possible actions. Causing children to believe 

that they are unacceptable to God, as they are 

created, is also among the most horrendous of all 

possible actions. 

 

Transgender Kansans have little hope of seeing a 

bright Kansas anytime soon. Whatever horrors wait 

in the next three years, life will assuredly become 

more difficult. Of course, the only response to that, 

is full attack. 

 

I have a dream. I see Kansas Statewide Transgender 

Education Project working together with a number 

of other organizations to create a full-fledged 

Kansas national transgender conference, Trans-

Kansas, right in the heart of Brownbackôs domain. 

 

In the face of oppression, we must surely stand as 

tall as we can possibly stand. We must reach as high 

as we can possibly reach. And I believe will all my 

heart, that this man is powerless to stop us. I am 

reminded of the old Foghorn Leghorn cartoon, ñGet 

away from me boy, you bother me.ò 

 

The Brownback plan for Kansas has LGBT and 

other marginalized people cowering to his mighty 

throne. He truly sees us as less than. The translation 
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of his beliefs about us, is that he underestimates us. 

I spent a lifetime hiding from my own soul. There is 

no cowering left in me. 

 

I have been blessed to attend and speak at four 

national transgender conferences. At my first 

conference, I sat in a room with over 100 people, 

the vast majority of whom were transgender. I cried. 

No one was in fear. Everyone was allowed to 

dream, if just for a day or two. Without exception, 

each person was able to celebrate their true identity.  

 

The presence of people like Sam Brownback was 

not allowed in the room. The pain temporarily 

forgotten. A magical world of freedom and equality. 

All transgender Kansans should be able to 

experience the same feeling. We can make that 

happen. The dream, is to have the first Trans-

Kansas conference in 2013. 

 

Vendors and workshops abound at these 

conferences. Experts in every area related to 

transgender generously share their knowledge and 

experience. People come from all over the country, 

and beyond. Instead of looking at the Brownback 

era and asking why, letôs look at the Brownback era 

and say, ñand hereôs howò.  

 

It is interesting to live in a world where you know 

that your governor believes that you are less than a 

human being. I try not to take these things 

personally. I just try to make them different. What 
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better way to do that, than to create a celebration of 

transgender in Kansas.  

 

I am now reminded of a scene from Star Wars: 

Episode IV- A New Hope in which Princess Leia 

says, ñThe more you tighten your grip, Tarkin, the 

more star systems will slip through your fingers.ò  

 

The time is now to be more daring than ever. 

Perhaps . . . in the words of the Wicked Witch of 

the West in The Wizard of Oz, ñWho would have 

thought a good little girl like you could destroy my 

beautiful wickedness?ò It is good to have a dream.  

 

The first TransKansas Conference took place 

September 6-7, 2013 in Lawrence, Kansas. 

TransKansas II was held in Wichita, Kansas July 

11-12, 2014. TransKansas III will be held in 

Manhattan, Kansas September 11-12, 2015. 
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Trans-Tears 
November 2011 

 

"Tears are the language God understands the most." 

That's what my friend Toni says. I believe this to be 

true. In my journey into womanhood, I have found 

it necessary to learn to cry. Not because I have more 

permission to cry as a woman. Because I have 

begun to understand the need for me to cry, as a 

woman. 

 

Growing up in the male world, tears were an open 

invitation to have some opinionated young man 

attempt to stuff my head in a toilet - not that they 

really needed an invitation. I quickly learned to cry 

on the inside. The problem with this is that crying 

on the inside is like refusing to go to the bathroom. 

Sooner or later, it is going to come out. 

 

My father found tears to be unacceptable. It wasn't 

until many years later that I was able to understand 

why. He learned to turn off his feelings as a 

mechanism of survival. He taught me how to turn 

off my feelings as well. And I did so, not for the 

same reasons, but for the same purpose. I suppose I 

should have thanked him. 

 

As I experience my woman self, the feelings were 

more than could be turned off. Neither did I want to 

turn them off. It was as though I had been given a 

get out of jail free card. No longer, I thought, are 

my feelings invalid. No longer are tears a sign of 

weakness.  
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With the feelings, came the tears. The problems was 

that I was still trying to "hold it", and I didn't know 

how to set my tears free. They would begin to 

come, and then came that part of me, having learned 

not to cry, that simply shut the tears off. 

 

Then one day, the object of my first "girlhood" 

crush heard part of a conversation, which he took 

out of context. He made it very clear that he was 

unhappy with me. When I finally asked him if he 

was mad at me, he said that he was disappointed in 

me. 

 

I would have favored anything in the world than for 

that man to be disappointed in me, and the tears 

flowed, not quite as impressively as Niagara Falls. 

In the same moment that I was experiencing the 

first breaking of my female heart, I was also 

realizing that these were woman feelings, and 

woman tears. 

 

I have since come to know that many little girls 

were also discouraged from crying. Many women 

born biologically female have experienced the same 

unacceptability of tears. But tears for anyone should 

not just be accepted. They should be encouraged. It 

has taken some time, but I have learned to cry.  

 

The most healing, the most powerful, and the most 

important tears are the ones I cry for no particular 

reason at all. They are the tears I cry because I 

simply need to cry. For I have discovered that 

crying is a necessary part of being a woman. That's 
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why we love watching those movies and reading 

those books.  

 

As the tears flow, there is a cleansing of the soul. 

There is a removal of the poisons of life. There is an 

opening of the heart to all things wonderful. And 

the ability to feel is placed back into the realm of 

the ability to simply be. Where it belongs. Until life 

pushes it back into the daily struggles. At which 

time it once again becomes necessary for me to 

simply cry. 

 

I cried today. I cried because life presented to me 

another situation that hurt. I stayed strong until it 

was ok for me to cry, and then I cried. It hurt. It 

healed. It helped. And it once again I am reminded 

that today I am in possession of woman feelings and 

woman tears.  

 

It is good for me to cry. Not because as a woman I 

have discovered a right to produce tears. Not 

because there isn't some need for men to do the 

same (I guess I wouldn't really know much about 

that). Because as a child of God, I feel no closer to 

my maker, than when I understand this simple truth, 

ñTears are the language God understands the most.ò  
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Fear and Courage in Brownback's Kansas 
November 2011 

 

Let me begin by saying that you have already taken 

everything from me. I have nothing left to lose. I 

once said, "Fear becomes only a shadow in the light 

of nothing left to lose." I can say that, because I 

have lived there. 
 

When the mighty governor of the state of Kansas 

flexes his muscles against an 18-year-old high 

school student, you have seen the ultimate act of 

bullying.  
 

I was recently speaking with two intelligent and 

well-spoken Topeka area students about the policies 

Kansas Equality Coalition of Topeka was 

instrumental in passing. The Topeka 501 School 

Board added protections for LGBT students and 

staff. I was informed by these students, in no 

uncertain terms, that the new policies won't help 

because nobody stands up to bullying.  
 

In the light of that conversation, I see no alternative 

than to stand up to Brownback's bullying of the 

student who tweeted, "Brownback sucks." And his 

bullying of the residents of Kansas Neurological 

Institute. And his bullying of women. And his 

bullying of the poor. And his bullying of LGBT 

Kansans. Hispanics, African Americans & Muslims.  
 

There are only two pathways here. The first is to 

stand up to oppression. The second is to live in 

oppression.  
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The first time I told my story, in the safe confines of 

a high school Gay Straight Alliance, a transgender 

student came up to me, and hugged me, and said 

that I had changed her life. But what also happened 

was that she had changed my life. It was in this 

moment that I could see what it really means to lose 

everything. And what it really means to have 

nothing to lose. And what I began to understand 

was that the freedom of the spirit is the most 

precious of all possible possessions. 

 

I have spoken publicly about my journey nearly two 

hundred times. Dozens of times, someone has 

shared with me that their life has been changed. I 

will never again be the same. 

 

I have spoken in front of state legislators and city 

councils and school boards. In front of Baptist 

ministers and at national conferences. With 

strangers in parking lots across the state of Kansas. 

Is it courage? No, it's not courage. It's just not fear.  

 

So, if the adult people in the LGBT community 

believe that I am doing what I do for them, it is not 

so. Neither do I do it for me. I do it for the young 

people. That they might not find the same world I 

found. Face the same desperate future I faced. 

 

And so it is, that I still have nothing to lose. Not 

because I have nothing. I have more than I knew it 

was possible to have. Because what I have, can not 

be taken away.  
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Did You Know? 
Sermon ï 11/20/2011 

Metropolitan Community Church of Topeka 

 

Did you know, that I passed (Topeka) Mayor 

Bunten on a downtown sidewalk on Friday 

afternoon? The same Mayor Bunten who publicly 

stated that he was afraid that the domestic 

partnership registry we are working for is a step 

toward gay marriage. I saw him see me. I saw the 

reservation cross his face, a half step hesitation and 

a slight turn to the side, and I am sure that he might 

rather have not kept walking toward me down the 

sidewalk, but he did.  

 

So like, you know, I have been spending a lot of 

time thinking about this sermon and the story of the 

sheep and the goats. Perhaps that was beneficial, 

because I smiled and said, "Hi, Mayor". I reached 

out my hand, which he took, and we exchanged 

pleasantries.  

 

Did you know, that the Mayor and I have spoken on 

numerous occasions in the nature of my job as the 

office assistant in the Shawnee County Commission 

office? He is a very kind man. The fact that I can 

see him in that light, gives me hope that he might 

see me as a very kind woman.  

 

Let us pray. 

 

The text in my Bible reads the story of the sheep 

and the goats with slightly different words. All the 

kingdoms were gathered before him, and Jesus 
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separated the people as would a shepherd separate 

the sheep from the goats, putting the sheep on the 

right and the goats on the left and then Jesus turned 

to the right and said, ñCome inherit the { Kindom}  

that has been prepared for you from the foundation 

of the Earth, for I was hungry, and you fed me.ò 

 

This is indeed, one of my favorite passages in the 

Bible. To me, this is the passage about the spiritual 

truth.  

 

Did you know, that I once quoted this passage for 

the City of Manhattan Civil Rights and Human 

Services Board? It was during a meeting where 

person after person walked to the podium and talked 

about their beliefs, on how transgender intersects 

with Christianity. This passage seemed to speak to 

that with complete authority, so I shared it. These 

are the words that are written in red. These are the 

words that come from directly from Jesus. 

 

This is Reign of Christ Sunday. This is also 

Transgender Day of Remembrance. When Rev. 

Celena and I were talking about the possibility of 

me standing here today, she showed me the 

readings, and I knew. I knew that this day is again 

about how transgender intersects with Christianity. 

But more than that . . . it is about how humanity 

intersects with Christianity.  

 

The reading from Ephesians (1: 15-23) and the 
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Ernest Holmes (The Science of 
Mind ï ñJesus discerned spiritual 

truth. Why or how we do not 

know, nor does it make any 

difference. The world has not 

produced another like him and, 

until it does, he must receive a 

unique place in the history of 

human character.ò 

words of Ernest 

Holmes speak 

of the spiritual 

truth. The 

spiritual truth 

includes the 

reality that how 

Christianity 

intersects with 

transgender is how Christianity intersects with 

humanity.  

 

The spiritual truth? Whatever you have done for the 

least of these, you have done it unto me. 

 

In the life of Jesus on this earth, there can be no 

denying that the least of these are the marginalized 

and the disenfranchised. Those without hope. Those 

without faith. Those without love. I found out how 

transgender intersects with Christianity when I 

walked through the doors of this church. 

 

Did you know, that on November 28, 1998, a 

transgender woman was murdered in her Allston, 

Massachusetts apartment? On December 4th, about 

250 people gathered together. They lit candles. 

They breathed the purposeless air. They came with 

tears and broken hearts. With fears and pain and 

anger. For to say goodbye. For to ask why. For to 

simply be there, as a means to say, ñno moreò. 
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Her name was Rita Hester. They came for her. They 

came for all of us. She lived for all of us. She died 

for all of us. 

 

This candlelight vigil is what would become 

Transgender Day of Remembrance. In the United 

States today, a transgender person is murdered once 

a month because of who we are. In the world, once 

every other day. Yet, still today, more and more 

transgender people are finding the love we need, the 

courage we need, to stand up and be who we are.  

 

The 27th Psalm verses 1 and 2 says: ñThe Lord is 

my light and my salvation. Whom shall I fear? The 

Lord is the stronghold of my life. Of whom shall I 

be afraid?ò  

 

This is part of the spiritual truth.  

 

Did you know, that on June 25, 2007, 11 months 

after I first came to MCC as Stephanie, I went to 

work as Stephanie for the very first time? A friend 

warned me. "You had better be prayed up.", she 

said. I was.  

 

Did you know, that I found my prayer for that day 

in the book of Deuteronomy? Deuteronomy 31:6. 

And I prayed it as though God were speaking it to 

me. "Be strong and have good courage. Fear not, 

nor be afraid of them. For it is I, the Lord your God 

that does go with you. I will not fail you, nor 

forsake you." 

 



103 

 

This is also part of the spiritual truth. God will not 

fail us. God will not forsake us. 16 days later, I 

threw away my "Steven suit".  

 

Did you know, how many people were part of that 

day? One was an 80-year-old retired Southern 

Baptist minister who had no idea as to where his 

inspiration was leading me. An amazing supervisor 

and a couple of coworkers who probably never 

thought that the love they shared with me that day, 

they also shared with Jesus. 

 

The 80-year-old retired Southern Baptist minister 

and I had become friends from the days when I 

lived at the Topeka rescue mission, and the church I 

attended before I found this one.  

 

A few weeks after I went to work as Stephanie, this 

minister met Stephanie for the first time. We had 

talked about me being transgender two months 

earlier in our monthly meeting at McDonalds, 

where we would talk about God, and the Bible, and 

our lives. The following month, I told him that I 

would be presenting as Stephanie the next time we 

met.  

 

On the day he met Stephanie, he was all about why 

I should not be on my journey and I was all about 

why I needed to be on my journey. He told me to 

call him if something changed. And we did not 

schedule a meeting for the next month.  
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But he called me before the month was up and said, 

"You know what? I want to keep talking." And I 

said, "You know what? I want to keep talking." And 

we have met each month, and talked about God, and 

the Bible, and our lives. We have not met for the 

last few months, but I will tell you. The last time we 

met, he told me that he thought all churches should 

be more accepting of LGBT people. 

 

When I tell my story today, I talk about walking 

into the parlor of this church as Stephanie, and I 

say, "Do you know the love that Jesus talks about in 

the Bible? That unconditional love? Like, I have 

some love. You look like you could use some love. 

Here it is. No strings attached." This is the love you 

gave to me. This is the spiritual truth. This is the 

message of the story of the sheep and the goats. 

This is the reason we are here as a church. Why we 

are here on this planet. To share God's love. 

 

Did you know, that in Rick Warren's book, "A 

Purpose Driven Life", he quotes Anaïs Nin? I have 

to say that again, Rick Warren quotes Anaïs Nin. 

What was the quote? "We don't see things the way 

they are. We see things the way we are."  

 

For me, this is one of the more significant parts of 

the spiritual truth. Because for me there can be no 

spiritual truth that does not begin with me looking 

at me. My spiritual truth can not be found by me 

looking at you. However, my spiritual truth can 

sometimes be found by me looking to you. For 

guidance, for comfort, for love. My spiritual truth 
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can always be found by me reaching out to you, 

with love. 

 

Our Gospel reading today tells us that we will be 

judged by how we treat God's children. It asks the 

questions: Have we fed the hungry? Have we cared 

for the sick? Have we welcomed the stranger? The 

story of the sheep and the goats goes much further 

than this. It asks these same questions in spiritual 

terms. Did we welcome the stranger, did we care for 

the sick, did we feed the hungry? It asks this 

question: Have we lifted up people, or have we put 

people down.  

 

In my lifetime, I have accomplished both of these 

things. I have lifted people up. I have put people 

down. Sometimes with remarkable skill. But today, 

I have seen enough to know that God asks no other 

thing from me than to do my best to lift people up. 

To do my best to share God's love. 

 

Did you know, that another part of the spiritual truth 

is that God forgives me when I fail? The 103rd 

Psalm, verse 12 says, "So far as the east is from the 

west, God has removed our transgressions from us." 

The 13th chapter of Corinthians tells us more about 

God's love and forgiveness. 

 

For the first 50 years of my life, I believed that this 

chapter in Corinthians, the love chapter, was about 

instructions as to how to share God's love. Today, I 

know that I must first understand the instructions as 

to how to receive God's love (13: 4-6). "Love is 
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patient. Love is kind. It does not envy. It does not 

boast. It is not proud. It does not dishonor others. It 

is not self-seeking. It is not easily angered. It keeps 

no record of wrongs." 

 

I must first receive God's love before I can truly 

share God's love. Many times, I receive that love 

through you. Sometimes, I need to ask God for 

grace in being able to receive God's love. I heard 

Phil Griffin say in a powerful sermon on 

forgiveness some time ago, "Forgiveness is a God-

like response to an un-God-like action.ò  

 

Did you know, that this is about more than my 

response to someone's actions? It is also about 

God's response to my actions. A God-like response 

to an un-God-like action. 

 

For me, there is no spiritual truth that does not 

include my doing my best to receive God's 

forgiveness, that I might share God's forgiveness as 

well. There is no spiritual truth that does not say, "I 

am worthy of God's love. And so are you." 

 

And so, I wonder about Rita Hester, and other 

transgender people who have died from the violence 

of a world that neither understands, nor can be 

understood. When Rita Hester, when she did or will 

stand before Jesus, will he place her on the right 

with the sheep, or on the left with the goats? 
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And I am brought into transgender remembrance 

with these words I wish to share with Rita, and with 

you. 

 

Did you know 

That you were making history 

That you were setting people free 

When you died 

 

Did you know 

That I would ever know your name 

My life would never be the same 

Because you tried 

 

Come inherit the kindom that has been prepared for 

you from the foundation of the Earth. For I was 

hungry. And you fed me. 

 

Amen.  
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Trans-Maternal 
December 2011 

 
I am not yet comfortable, holding a baby. I held 

very few babies before I began living authentically. 

I have held a few more since. Of course, people 

would almost never have asked me to hold a baby 

before. Today, that happens a lot more often. 

 

Notwithstanding the stated ñmore pain than any 

man can possibly imagineò, one of the few things I 

will always wish I had experienced, would be to 

carry a child inside of me. To hold my newborn 

child unto myself. I canôt possibly imagine the 

many feelings that are revealed through that 

experience. I do imagine that it would have given 

me great joy. 

 

I still watch intently as women talk, and stand, and 

move, and react to the world around them. Learning 

like a little girl, all those things that are learned 

when one actually is allowed to live as a little girl.  

 

Living as a little girl, of course, is one of the things 

I will always wish I had experienced. However, it 

would not be accurate to say that I havenôt 

experienced part of the wonderment of girlhood. So 

many things are still new to me. Almost as if I were 

a little girl, but with the life experience of a 50-

year-old. 

 

When my child was born, I was in the room with his 

mom. I cut his umbilical cord. It was one of the 
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most amazing moments of my life. This true in spite 

of the fact that his motherôs piercing green eyes 

glared a ñyou did this to meò look in my direction 

from the moment I got to the hospital room, to the 

moment he was placed in her arms. 

 

My son has not been in my life for over six years 

now. Not that I would ever be his mother. Always 

his father. Perhaps now his parent. Someday, I hope 

that we will spend enough time together to have 

some words with which to describe this new 

relationship. 

 

My birth mom died in 1989. One of the things I was 

certain I would never experience is the bond of a 

mother-daughter relationship. Then in 2007, this 

amazing woman from church invited me into her 

home to recover for a few days after surgery. She is 

now as much a mom to me as any mom could 

possibly be. And I am her daughter. 

 

My authentic life is not without my own maternal 

feelings and experiences. I had a neighbor who 

didnôt have a lawn mower. He mowed my lawn, so 

that he could use my mower to mow his lawn. One 

day, I arrived home from grocery shopping and this 

young man was mowing my grass. I took the 

groceries from the car and began walking to the 

house. All of the sudden this incredible feeling 

came over me, demanding that I fix the young man 

a sandwich, and take him a glass of milk. 
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There have since been many moments when such 

feelings have swept me into the instant realization 

of my maternal nature. They are among my most 

treasured of all moments. One of these moments 

stands out far above the rest. 

 

A friend of mine thought she might be having heart 

trouble. Her son was quite disturbed, not only by 

the fear of possibly losing his mom, but also by the 

fear of what would happen to him if she were gone. 

It was at that moment, my friend quietly reassured 

her son, and told him, "You could live with 

Stephanie." 

 

There is no greater compliment that one woman can 

give to another than to say I trust you with the life 

of my child. It was not that long ago when I 

watched women pull their children close to them, 

when they saw this person they perceived as male 

but presenting as female. It might not be that long 

from now when the daughter or son of one of my 

friends might place their newborn child in my arms 

and introduce them to their Grandma Stephanie. 

Perhaps that might be my own son, placing my 

grandchild into my arms. 

 

I am not yet comfortable, holding a baby. That 

uncomfortable feeling was once concerning to me. 

It is no longer capable of enough significance to 

begin to stop the mother in me from smiling greatly, 

making baby talk, and holding a baby anytime life 

offers me the truth. The knowledge that I too am a 

mom.  
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ñThe Busò Stopped in Topeka: 

Along with Nate Phelps 
December 2011 

 

"The Bus" played Off-Broadway (59E59 Theaters) 

in New York City for pretty much the month of 

October 2011. An amazing story, cast, and crew 

bring to life a small town, a big church, and a bus ï 

which serves as a rendezvous point for two gay 

teenagers. Nate Phelps is the estranged son of Fred 

Phelps (Westboro Baptist Church) who is now 

committed to raising awareness and bringing about 

change for members of the lesbian, gay, bi, and 

transgender (LGBT) community. 

 

I have never been more moved by any experience in 

my life than to be a tiny part of the phenomenal 

presence of "The Bus" in our town. Topeka has 

shifted a bit more away from bigotry, and a bit 

closer to equality. The hearts and minds of those 

who were fortunate enough to be a part of this 

experience will be forever changed. 

 

That Nate Phelps was here in Topeka, with us, 

made the experience perfect. For me, there is a great 

connection with Nate. We are both working to 

create a different world, me in my own little way, 

and Nate with his larger than life love for humanity. 

"The Bus" was just the perfect vehicle that put us all 

in the same place on the same two days. 

 

In the play, there is a piece shared by "the little girl" 

(Julia Lawler) where she is speaking as the pastor of 
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the Golden Rule Bible Fellowship, "Mr. Harry 

Deforge, what do we have up here thatôs so 

threatening to you? Is it our new sanctuary? Our 

smiling faces? Our fellowship? Or is it simply 

because we shine?" 

 

Shine is not the word I would first attribute to 

Westboro Baptist Church. Nor is it the word that I 

chose to attribute to Golden Rule. There is no 

explicit message about how the church feels about 

people who are LGBT. Each audience member is 

left to discern this and many other things on their 

own. 

 

This viewer had little trouble imagining that the 

pastor and members of Golden Rule would have 

seen the LGBT community as not acceptable in the 

eyes of God. Accordingly, this viewer also had to 

reflect upon her own prejudices and exactly why 

she made this assumption, as well as many others in 

the course of the play. 

 

This is an amazing part of the magic of this play. 

Every member of the audience will experience it 

quite differently. And if brave enough, examine 

ourselves in the mirror the play so capably places in 

front of everyone who is blessed enough to see it. 

 

The play is not about Westboro Baptist Church. 

However, Jim Lantz (playwright and producer) 

expressed a desire to present the play as closely as 

possible to WBC, and thus, "The Bus" stopped in 

Topeka. 
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For me, as the chair of the Topeka chapter of 

Kansas Equality Coalition, I have come to know 

that Westboro Baptist is not the problem with 

Topeka. WBC is but the most visible symptom of a 

cancer that carves daily into the heart of our 

community.  

 

Fred Phelps and Westboro Baptist have the courage 

to speak openly of their hatred for gays and 

lesbians. Hiding behind them, are the thousands of 

Topeka citizens who willfully discriminate against 

LGBT people, and claim righteousness in that "fact" 

that they are "not like" WBC.  

 

These thousands of people are not the majority. 

Most Topeka citizens are in favor of LGBT 

equality. Unfortunately, most of them donôt vote. 

 

To the teenager who has just been rejected by their 

parents for being gay, it matters little who is a bad 

as whom. It matters only that the people who are 

supposed to be there for them unconditionally, have 

failed to do so.  

 

Does the hangman's noose swing differently based 

on who said what, or who did what? Children die. 

Unable to continue down a path they see as 

impossible. At the hands of people who believe they 

are empowered by God to destroy another human 

being. 

 

There is great value in having people who are 

willing to stand up for justice. Stand up to hate like 
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Westboro Baptist Church spews into the air. I love 

that people are proud enough of our country to 

stand up to the hate and display American flags. I 

believe that they inspire others to stand up as well. 

But true change comes from people who are willing 

to stand up before our elected leaders and share the 

horrors of discrimination. True change comes from 

allowing everyone to see our humanity.  

 

It was truly an honor to meet Nate Phelps. Here is a 

man more courageous than I can imagine and 

stronger than anyone I know. He is willing to pick 

up the task that has been laid at his feet as an agent 

of change. I will always remember one thing Nate 

shared. The reason I will always remember is that I 

know it to be true. You must reach people in their 

hearts first, and then their minds. This is the exact 

description of the gift left by the play. 

 

"The Bus" stopped in Topeka. Ian and Jordan, 

Harry and Sarah, and Sloat will always live here. 

The little girl has become a part of me, and the 

woman I strive to become. I will remember them 

all, the characters that they brought to life, and the 

people I have been privileged enough to get to 

know a bit.  

 

Yes, "The Bus" stopped in Topeka. I will remember 

them the day we stand in front of the Topeka City 

Council, and achieve the end of legalized 

discrimination against our LGBT citizens. I will 

remember them indeed. www.thebustheplay.com.  



115 

 

The Ladies Who Work 

 at the County Courthouse 
January 2012 

 

When I was a child, and I got to tag along with my 

mom while she went to the County Courthouse, it 

was quite an amazing experience. Courthouses were 

different then, with grand buildings and grand 

hallways, and not quite so grand offices. Among the 

first things I remember was looking at every woman 

as possibly being the woman I someday hoped to 

become. This was never so true as it was about the 

ladies who worked at the courthouse. 

 

How does one get to be a lady who works at the 

courthouse? These must be the most special ladies 

in all the world, I marveled. They seemed to know 

the answers to everything. They were always 

wonderfully poised and beautifully ladylike, and I 

could not begin to imagine a better example of the 

woman I hoped to someday become. 

 

As I became an adult, there was nothing in my 

world that allowed for the slightest possibility that I 

would someday be one of the ladies who works at 

the courthouse. There was not even the slightest 

possibility that I might someday be able to live as a 

woman.  

 

Still, I was amazed by these ladies, and their poise 

and charm were not lessened by the fact that I could 

never be like them. When I dreamed about the 
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impossible, images of the ladies in the courthouse 

would fill my heart and soul. 

 

I knew by the time I was five that I was female. I 

knew by the time I was seven that I had to hide it. 

By the age of thirteen, I knew it was a life-long 

nightmare. At eighteen, I began the alcoholic 

process of not dealing with my horrifying reality, 

and started a journey of self-destruction that would 

leave me homeless at the age of 48. 

 

About then, I found a place where I could be me 

and I met some other transgender people. It was as 

though someone had opened a door through which 

the nightmare was not allowed to follow. 

 

For quite some time, I was living in a part-time 

female world. I was out where I thought it was safe, 

and not where I thought it wasnôt. Little by little the 

balance began to shift to where the possibility of 

living as a woman became greater and greater. 

Finally one day it happened. I stopped pretending to 

be a man ï even for a single moment of the day ï 

and Stephanie was alive. That was four and one half 

years ago. 

 

Becoming authentic in the workplace was 

challenging, and at times I wanted to give up. I had 

forgotten the dream of someday being one of the 

ladies in the courthouse. It seemed like there was no 

hope that I would ever work in a place like that. I 

was working for a newspaper clipping service 

where I had no contact with the public. No contact 
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with the public would be a requirement of any job I 

would ever have. 

 

Then came the lay-offs. Over half of the workforce 

lost their jobs, including me. I was feeling stronger 

by then; ñpassingò in all the places where people 

didnôt know me from before. Maybe, just maybe, I 

could find a job working with the public. At least 

there seemed to be the possibility.  

 

Six months later, I applied for a job as the office 

assistant at the Shawnee County (Kansas) 

Commission office. Much to my surprise, I got the 

job! Now I am one of the ladies who works in the 

County Courthouse. Some days, I walk out of the 

courthouse and the feeling of being a woman 

sweeps through me like the wind that sometimes 

catches my skirt. And I remember when I was a 

child. 

 

How does one get to be a lady who works at the 

courthouse? These must be the most special ladies 

in all the world, I marveled. They seemed to know 

the answers to everything. They were always 

wonderfully poised and beautifully ladylike, and I 

could not begin to imagine a better example of the 

woman I hoped to someday become. 

 

I might not measure up to that image. I am, most 

certainly, one of the ladies who works at the 

courthouse. Once in a while, someone will 

compliment me for being able to maintain my poise. 

I work very hard to be able to answer any questions 
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anyone brings to me. And I am so completely 

treated like a lady. Perhaps one day, a young girl 

will come into my office with her mother and think 

to herself, ñSomeday, I would like to be one of the 

ladies who works in the County Courthouse.ò  

 

I worked at the Shawnee County Courthouse from 

August 17, 2009 until March 12, 2015 when I 

resigned to dedicate more time to activism and the 

Transgender Faith Tour.  
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The Play 
March 2012 

 

Imagine waking in the morning and entering into a 

play. You assume the part of a character, not you. 

The character is about five years old and male. 

"How can I play the part of a boy?", you ask. "This 

is the part you are assigned.ò, comes the answer, 

ñAnd this is the part you will play.ò 

 

So you play the part, quickly understanding that you 

must learn the lines and take the role. You play the 

part all day, until at night you can come out of 

character. Lying awake for a while, dreaming of a 

day when you can wake up in the morning and just 

be you. 

 

Then you wake up the next morning and enter into 

the same play. The scene picks up where it left off 

the day before. Day after day. Week after week. 

Month after month. Year after year. 

 

You play the part so well that it almost becomes 

you. You know exactly what to say and how to act. 

No longer, is it even necessary to think about it. Just 

do it. Some of the lines are scripted. Expectations 

that are easy to see. Words reflect the feelings of the 

character, not the performer.  

 

The player's feelings are to be kept separate. Only 

to be expressed in the context of the role. 

Occasionally attempting to surface from the 

inwardly directed consciousness of alone. Then 
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stuffed back into their proper place. Carefully 

hidden from the cast. Constantly in fear of someone 

finding out that you are not the person in the play. 

And the dark, imagined consequences that would 

surely follow if they did. 

 

Always searching for the person to walk onto the 

stage. Endlessly waiting for the right line. The one 

that says, "You no longer have to pretend. It is ok to 

be you." But the lines you often hear are the ones 

where someone talks about the evilness and 

sickness of people like you. 

 

There are times when you are not on stage. 

Moments when you can step out of character. It is a 

stage, after all, and there are other costumes. 

Finding ways to express your true self in the hidden 

corners behind the curtains. Finding desperately 

needed breaths in which there is some degree of 

truth. Better than no truth at all. Yet, also serving to 

define the correctness of what could possibly be, 

and the emptiness of knowing it will never be yours. 

 

Over time, the play takes on a different story line. 

The character is driven by the emptiness, and the 

lines and scenes become ever more dark. Ever more 

destructive. Ever more seeming to be leading to a 

painful and lonely death.  

 

"What are you doing to yourself", cry the actors and 

actresses on stage.  
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You wonder, "Why can't you see me?", as you 

reach once again for anything to kill the feelings 

that never go away. 

 

If you are lucky, just at the moment when death 

seems to be inevitable, new characters enter the 

play. They come with lines and scenes never before 

allowed on stage. Things that had been dreamed, 

but were never possible. Hopes that had been born, 

but only to die. The spotlight is now on you. And 

someone finally says, "I know who you are. You are 

a girl, a woman. Why are you playing this part?" 

 

And the curtains closes. And the play is over. A 

new play is about to begin.  
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When Flowers Bloom 
March 2012 

 

When discrimination happens to a single person, the 

person against whom it happens is likely to be 

horribly affected both in life chances and life 

quality. Beyond that, the family and friends of the 

person are subjected to fallout, which can include 

substance abuse, homelessness, and suicide. That 

having been spoken, the real impact is on the world, 

because there is one less flower to bloom, one less 

story to tell, and one less song to sing. 

 

The discovery of Metropolitan Community Church 

of Topeka, and its welcoming, unconditional love, 

shined light on my soul. It provided the nurturing 

environment in which I could begin to grow within 

the framework of my true self. It opened the door 

through which the nightmare is not allowed to 

follow. And it planted the seed of a flower in my 

soul.  
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Trans-Seneca 
July 2012 

 

Pastor Curtis Knapp, New Hope Baptist Church in 

Seneca, Kansas, preached quite a sermon on the last 

Sunday in May. It was just a few days before I 

returned to Kansas from Bangkok, Thailand after 

having my gender affirmation surgery. I listened to 

the entire one-hour sermon during which the pastor 

called for the government to execute gays, and I 

knew the time had come for me to go to Seneca 

with a different message. A message of hope. 

 

Kansas Statewide Transgender Education Project 

(K-STEP) board member Chris Cook followed up 

on my request to find an opening in the Seneca 

library schedule when I could go do a presentation 

about my journey into faith as a transsexual woman. 

In short order, we had a presentation scheduled 

from noon-2:00 pm on Saturday, July 7th. 

 

I am back home now, and reflecting on the events 

of the day and the way everything played out. It was 

truly a remarkable day, one I will remember 

forever. The hand of God continues to guide my 

journey and I am quite excited to see what happens 

next. 

 

While I was still in Thailand, I put together a press 

release and sent it out to the Seneca Courier-

Tribune and the Topeka Capital Journal. Hindsight 

might have had me wait until I got back to the 
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United States, but I am not generally good at 

standing still. 

 

Journalists from both papers tried to contact me via 

email, however, by then I was on my return trip. 

During a short layover in the Tokyo airport, I called 

the reporter from the Seneca paper. 

 

She wanted to know if it was coincidence that I was 

coming to Seneca just now, or was it related to the 

sermon by Pastor Knapp. When I wrote the press 

release about the presentation, I didnôt mention the 

pastor or the sermon; only that I was going to share 

my journey of faith. 

 

I confided that I had planned to present in Seneca, 

but the sermon had hastened my presentation. 

Presenting about transgender in small Kansas towns 

is something of a hobby of mine. Transgender is not 

something people talk about much in Kansas. When 

they do, much of the time it is about the horrible 

things we supposedly do in bathrooms. 

 

The reporter for the Seneca weekly paper published 

an article about my upcoming presentation. It was 

next to another article about local fallout from the 

pastorôs sermon. I was pleased, as the article 

contained the thoughts I wanted to be shared, ñI 

have nothing against the pastor and he has a right to 

believe and say whatever. But my message is a 

different one than in the sermon. It is a message of 

hope.ò 
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So, I traveled the 90 minutes to Seneca and did my 

presentation. Three people were in attendance. 

Sometimes, when I do these presentations, there are 

only a few people. Other times, there are more. I 

have come to understand that the people who are 

supposed to be there, will be there. And I have 

come to understand that amazing things can come 

from these presentations, no matter how small the 

audience. 

 

Those in attendance simply wanted to learn about a 

subject that people donôt often talk about in Kansas. 

It turns out that one of them knew my older brother, 

Dan, when he was alive. It might be that this was 

the one thing that was supposed to come from 

todayôs visit. In a way, it was a little like talking to 

Dan about the person I have become. I think Dan 

would be very pleased that I am happy. These are 

the things I take from my trip to Seneca - people 

wanting to learn and remembering a brother who 

never wanted anything for me than for me to be 

happy. 

 

I talked a lot about God and love and faith. The 

things that were denied to me when I believed that I 

couldnôt be me and have a relationship with God. 

And the things that have been gifted to me in the 

few short years since everything changed, and I 

began to embrace the woman God created. 

 

My small audience listened intently. Then we 

visited, more like old friends than like people who 

had just met. Handshakes from the two men and a 
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hug from the lady, and my time in Seneca was over 

for today. I walked out of the library to the rainbow 

colored signs of the protestors from Westboro 

Baptist Church. I took it as something of a badge of 

honor. Although I live in Topeka, the home of 

WBC, and they have protested events and places 

where I participated, this was the first time that they 

have protested me. 

 

I spoke quite a lot in the presentation about how 

Jesus tells us to love our enemies, and to pray for 

those who persecute us. I spoke about how I have 

come to understand why I need to do my best to do 

those things. If there are any people in the world 

who need love and prayers more than than Fred 

Phelps and his followers, then I donôt know who 

they would be. 

 

People like Curtis Knapp have no idea of the harm 

they bring to Godôs LGBT children. I drove to 

Seneca to present a different message. I will 

undoubtedly end up back in the Seneca area again 

before too long. There are many small towns in 

Kansas. I will go to as many as I can and present 

my different message. It is a message of hope. 
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Will I Be Pretty? 
December 2012 

 

I watched a video by Kate Makkai entitled Now For 

Sale: Daughters, $10,000 Each (If Theyôre Pretty) 

from a link on a friendôs Facebook page, expecting 

that after watching it, I would be shaking my head 

in wonderment about how such a thing could 

happen. As expected, I was shaking my head. Not 

as expected, I was shaking my head at myself, 

wondering how such a thing could have happened. 

 

I was consumed by the feelings of a 54-year-old, 

16-year-old girl, and the many truths and not truths 

that have come into and out of focus in my lifetime. 

Stopped in mid-breath by an all too real reality and 

an all too unreal pretending of some of those truths 

and some of those not truths. 

 

The video is a remarkable commentary about self-

worth, and the pains (figuratively) and pains 

(literally) that we sometimes put ourselves through 

to be pretty. It is a remarkable commentary about 

how much value so many people place on 

measuring up. It brought with it my own personal 

metal video of the actions, decisions, and thoughts 

that are part of my daily existence. Will I be pretty? 

 

Every morning I sit at my make-up table and look 

into my make-up mirror and take actions, make 

decisions, and think thoughts, all designed to 

influence how I am seen. A lot has changed in the 5 

½ years I have been doing this. Mountains of make-
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up have been replaced by touches and the day has 

come when I can actually go to the store without 

putting on any make-up at all. 

 

All of this leads me to believe that my 

understanding of the image in the mirror is 

something not the same as the image in the mirror. 

Something more about how I see myself and 

something less about how I will be seen. Something 

more about being who I am and something less 

about being who I think I am supposed to be. 

 

Then I walk into the world and see the most 

stunningly beautiful women with narrow waists and 

perfect faces. I still see in them what I wish I could 

be and what I wish I could have been. My heart still 

longs for the never possible chance for me to be a 

little girl, shopping for the most darling little-girl 

dresses, and spinning and skipping my way through 

the store. 

 

Resentment never takes hold as I recall the pain of 

pretending to be a man and a struggles of trying to 

play the part well, in spite of myself. That I am 

allowed to present myself as a woman is a miracle 

in itself. Of course, the permission was given to me, 

by me. The degree to which I am a woman is 

something of my nature and requires no permission. 

The only permission required is that should I dare to 

allow myself to be me. 

 

But then again, I am allowed to be me. It is not 

entirely my choice. There are still too many 
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transgender people who are not allowed to be who 

they are. Even if there were only one such person it 

would be too many. But couldnôt they be who they 

are if they only gave themselves permission? 

 

Permission to what? Permission to be disowned by 

their parents? Permission to be beaten? Permission 

to be fired from their jobs? And we could all be able 

to drive race cars, if we only gave ourselves 

permission. The fact is that we canôt all drive race 

cars, and we canôt all find the courage and/or 

insanity it takes to simply be who we are, no matter 

the price. 

 

I will still sit at my make-up table in the morning 

and look into my make-up mirror and take actions, 

make decisions, and think thoughts, all designed to 

influence how I am seen. In the mix of those actions 

and decisions and thoughts will be the ones about 

how I will live my life, the ones that lengthen my 

lashes, and the ones that drive me to try to make the 

world a little better on a daily basis. 

 

Will I be pretty? It depends on how you look at it. 

More importantly, it depends on how I look at it. 

Watch the video: http://www.upworthy.com/now-

for-sale-daughters-10000-each-if-theyre-

pretty?c=ufb1 (contains adult language) 

http://www.upworthy.com/now-for-sale-daughters-10000-each-if-theyre-pretty?c=ufb1
http://www.upworthy.com/now-for-sale-daughters-10000-each-if-theyre-pretty?c=ufb1
http://www.upworthy.com/now-for-sale-daughters-10000-each-if-theyre-pretty?c=ufb1
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The Only Functional Response to Hate 
February 2013 

 

He has changed so much. He has really grown. He 

is doing good things. These are the words the man 

said. Talking about me. A couple months ago. At a 

gathering for celebration of my seven years sans 

alcohol. 

 

My celebration was ended in a cruel, intentional 

moment of pure ignorance and prejudice. Evidence 

clearly concluded that this was no accident. A 

purposeful act. Intended to bring pain to me. Its 

mission was accomplished. All I could think of was 

that I needed to respond, rather than react. 

 

I suppose the interspersing of a breath or two has 

resulted from the knowledge gained by activism. 

That effectiveness is not nearly so much a product 

of reaction, as it is a product of response. And I did 

respond. Simply making it clear that what had 

happened was unacceptable, but steering clear of 

causing additional harm. 

 

The gathering soon came to an end, and true friends 

who witnessed the inexcusable attack on my soul, 

came to my side. Needing to know for their own 

well-being, as well as mine, that I was ok. A 

particularly wonderful friend suggested that we hop 

over to the neighborhood coffee bar, and visit for a 

bit. I was all too happy to receive his genuine act of 

love. 
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As we visited for perhaps an hour or two, I began 

what would be a month long adventure of 

processing all the things I thought required by those 

two or three minutes of purposefully-delivered pain. 

 

I had the power. I had the power to bring harm to 

my perpetrator. Serious, significant harm. Yet, I do 

believe that the only functional response to hate, is 

love. Through grace greater than me, I chose to do 

no harm. 

 

A couple weeks later, on Thanksgiving evening, the 

same friend who comforted me, and a very dear 

sister-friend, were helping me talk about the things 

about which I needed to talk. You might not want to 

hear this, she said, but you might not have a right to 

the answer youôre looking for. Of course, she was 

right. I was trying to understand why it had all 

happened. And she was right. I do not have the right 

to possess that answer. I was holding onto 

something that was not mine. 

 

And so, the matter of processing moved from the 

arena of why did it happen, to the arena of why did 

it hurt so badly. There was never any conscious 

thought that what happened was about me, or my 

womanhood. My mind never considered it. Not 

even for a single moment. But my heart doesnôt 

always have access to the same information as does 

my mind. 

 

Another couple weeks later, sharing a meal with my 

very dear sister-friend, the answer to this question ï 
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which I do have a right to ï had become clear. As 

luck would have it, I find myself attracted to men. If 

sexual orientation were a choice, I would make a 

different one. However, I donôt get to choose my 

sexual orientation. 

 

On the rare occasions when I am referred to in the 

masculine these days, it is nearly always by a man. 

Almost never by a woman. What my heart believed, 

that my mind knew was not true, was that this 

manôs inability to see me as a woman was a 

statement about how all men see me. If a man does 

not see me as a woman, how on earth will he see me 

as a person with whom he can share his life. 

 

For a month, my heart held tightly to the idea that 

my prince would never come because he would not 

be able to see me as a woman. There is a new 

mutually-agreed-upon understanding between my 

heart and my mind. My prince will see me 

completely as a woman. And he is out there 

somewhere. Just waiting for the right moment. 

 

I have always been me. I just lived in a very small, 

dark world for a very long time. I did not become a 

woman. I stopped pretending to be a man. My, how 

much different it is to live in the light. My heart is 

healed. At least, my heart is healed enough to feel 

sorrow for a man who still lives in a very small, 

dark world. 

 

And I still believe that the only functional response 

to hate, is love. I am blessed to have a great many 
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people in my world who teach me this on a daily 

basis. Strange that I should learn more about love 

by standing up to hate. 

 

I suppose the interspersing of a breath or two has 

resulted from the knowledge gained by activism. 

That effectiveness is not nearly so much a product 

of reaction, as it is a product of response. And I did 

respond. Simply making it clear that what had 

happened was unacceptable, but steering clear of 

causing additional harm. 
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Are You a Boy? 
May 2013 

 

It is Saturday morning, and I donôt have anything 

pressing this morning. I know from experience that 

this is totally the best time for me to write. My mind 

is free to follow its own path. Many of (what I think 

are) my better writings have come from sitting at 

this computer at this time of day on this particular 

day of the week. 

 

Mr. Kitty is at my side. He has his own chair next to 

mine. He was five years old when I adopted him 

from some friends who were moving into an 

apartment that had rules about cats. He was not able 

to go with them. I was helping them load up some 

boxes and things. That was almost seven years ago. 

 

I remember that day quite well. Yes, because it was 

the day that I became Mr. Kittyôs person. But also 

because it was the day a four-year-old boy asked 

me, Are you a boy, or are you a girl? I responded, 

Thatôs a good question, buying myself a few 

moments to think about how to answer. 

 

I didnôt look very much like a woman at the time, 

and I didnôt exactly look like a man either. It was an 

awkward time, when questions like this one were 

just beginning to become an expected part of my 

day, although seldom as innocent and honest as was 

the question on this day. 
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After a few seconds, I stopped and turned to the boy 

and asked, What do you think? He stopped and 

looked at me and said, I think you are a girl because 

you have a purse and you are wearing a necklace. I 

said, Thatôs a good answer. And from that moment 

on, I was a girl in this young manôs mind. The 

question had been asked and answered. That was 

that. No need to spend any more time trying to 

figure out what it all meant, or if it was right or 

wrong. It just was. 

 

It was during this same time, as I began living 

authentically, that I went with some friends to a 

local restaurant for lunch. As I sat down at the table 

with my friends, I noticed some other patrons 

staring at me. Soon after, they caught the attention 

of their server and were quickly shuffled off to 

another table, where they wouldnôt have to look at 

me. 

 

Those were the days, my friend. Every moment of 

every day contained the possibility that anything 

could happen. Anything good, and anything bad. 

You are so courageous to be who you are, some 

people would say to me. I would respond as politely 

as I knew how, but I would be thinking how 

courageous it would be to go back to not being who 

I am. 

 

Those were frightening times, but at least they 

contained the possibility that something good could 

happen. Before, that possibility didnôt exist. All that 

existed was the certainty that each and every day 
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would contain thoughts of suicide. The certainty 

that eventually I would die, and that would be the 

day the pain stopped. Going back to that life would 

have been truly courageous, indeed. 

 

It was during this time that I was able to start my 

day in front of the makeup mirror. To choose the 

dayôs clothing by how it matched my soul and told 

the truth, rather than by how it reminded me of the 

daily lie of pretending to be a man. 

 

It was a time when I walked out the door of my 

home in sweet, perfect honesty. A time when my 

closet became a place for clothing - which was a 

good thing because I was about to need the space. 

 

It was a time of hope. Living in a time of hope is far 

less courageous than living in a time of no hope. It 

was a time when dreams began to become dares, 

and dares began to become life. It was a time when 

I would begin to surround myself with people who 

didnôt need to ask if I was a boy or girl. They knew. 

 

I began to discover myself within the framework of 

who I was. To discover my woman self within a 

newly discovered freedom to be my woman self. 

And watch her come to life. And see me come to 

life with her. As her. 

 

Little did I know of the amazing journey that could 

only begin when I asked myself the same question 

that was asked by the four-year-old boy. Am I a 

boy, or am I a girl? Little did I know that there 
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would still be otherwise knowledgeable adults, 

seven years later, still asking the same question. 

 

I havenôt found it necessary to ask myself the same 

question in a really long time. I still have a purse 

and wear a necklace. It is both far more complicated 

than that, and just as simple as that. Because who I 

am, is who I say I am. 

 

And from that moment on, I was a girl in this young 

manôs mind. The question had been asked and 

answered. That was that. No need to spend any 

more time trying to figure out what it all meant, or 

if it was right or wrong. It just was. 
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Transgender Education:  

Teaching the Teachers 
November 2013 

 

Is transgender education partly responsible for 

transgender discrimination?  Unfortunately the 

answer to that question is yes. It is time for us to 

message the message. What does it mean to be 

transgender? Who are we? What do we need you to 

see about us? 

 

The single most significant barrier to transgender 

equality is the idea that transgender women are not 

really women. So, why do we continue to teach it? 

 

We, which is inclusive of me, have repeatedly 

taught the very same ideas that stand in the way of 

seeing us for who we really are. The teachings are 

embedded in the message we share. Perhaps we 

should learn to teach the ideas that open up the 

doors of understanding. 

 

In our own writings; in the words that are found in 

articles, on blogs, and in our own minds; we 

unintentionally reinforce the message we most need 

to confront. We do this when we talk about 

becoming a woman or becoming a man. We do this 

when we use the word, ñtransitionò 

 

The understanding I have of my own transition has 

developed over the years. What I once believed to 

be a dramatic change that led to becoming a 

woman, I now see as uncovering of the woman who 
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was always there. I did not actually transition at all. 

I simply stopped pretending to be a man. The 

uncovering of the woman exposed my soul to the 

sunlight. 

 

The transgender story is about the horrifying 

distress that comes from living as a gender that does 

not belong to you. Our stories describe the 

incorrectness and the pain of living a lie. Our 

transitions are not transitions of gender. Gender is 

the only constant in the journey. We have 

transitions from mere existence to fully living. Our 

changes are changes of freedom, and truth, and 

correctness.  Our changes are about being honest 

and revealing the hidden human being. 

 

As my presentation of what itôs like to be 

transgender evolves, I realize that many of the 

things I used to say, add to the problem, rather than 

the solution. These things include the failure to 

differentiate between sex (which is about genitalia) 

and gender (which is about identity). 

 

When I talk about seeing a therapist, I no longer 

talk about seeing a therapist for my gender identity 

issues. I never had gender identity issues. I only 

have gender identity, just like everyone else. My 

gender identity is not how I experience my gender. 

It is my gender. I see myself as a woman because I 

am a woman. 

 

I needed to see a therapist because I spent nearly 50 

years trying to be someone who was never me. I 
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needed to see a therapist to help process why so 

many people hated people like me. I needed a 

therapist to be able to function in a world that would 

not allow me to be myself. 

 

What I have written so far in based on a non-

existent gender binary. I have chosen to write it that 

way for the sake of illustration. That said, we need 

to teach about the gender spectrum, not the gender 

binary. We shouldnôt talk about the opposite 

gender. It affirms the binary. We have to get rid of 

the boxes. The idea that we have boxes is part of the 

significant barrier. 

 

My definition of transgender is when a person 

identifies with (because they are) a gender that is 

not entirely associated with their biological birth 

sex. If that identification is strong enough that a 

person needs to express it, they are transgender. 

 

Finally, we need to identify the barriers to 

transgender understanding and equality. Once we 

have identified the barriers, we need to have 

community-wide discussions about how to create a 

message the chips away at the barriers. And most of 

all, we need to stop talking about becoming a 

woman or becoming a man. We are who we are. 

Telling people that doesnôt change who we are. It 

does change the heights we are capable of reaching 

when we stop living in the darkness and step into 

the light. 
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The only thing you need to know about my journey; 

to know if it is right or wrong; is that for 48 years I 

lived inwardly, depressed, and in the darkness; and 

for the last almost eight years I have lived 

outwardly, joyfully, and in the light. I did not 

become a woman. I stopped pretending to be a man. 
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When I Get There Before You: A 

Commentary on LGBT and Racial Equality 
December 2013 

 

What happens when I get there before you? It is a 

question that has sparked an increasingly significant 

concern for me. Times are changing. We are 

winning the war. The war, is the never-ending slate 

of battles by which we slowly achieve equality for 

LGBT people. In the meantime, racism is alive and 

thriving in America. 

 

As marriage equality spreads across the nation, I 

begin to see that the dynamics of inequality are not 

what I thought they were. When the end of 

legalized-discrimination against LGBT people 

finally happens in America, and it will happen, the 

fight for equality in this county will not be finished. 

 

Far too many people believe that the race war is 

over; that we did the civil rights thing back in the 

1960s. That notion fails to recognize the fact that 

black Americans are twice as likely to live in 

poverty in comparison to white Americans. It 

pretends not to see the multitude of systemic 

obstacles in the paths of young black men and 

women. 

 

Racism denies society's responsibility for the 

overwhelmingly disparate numbers of young black 

men in jails and prisons. It contains the notion that 

declares unwittingly that discrimination based on 

race has ended. In so doing, it nonchalantly 
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continues to tell black Americans to give up their 

seats on the bus, then points a finger at them as 

though they were the cause of the problem. 

 

There will still be a fight for true LGBT equality. 

There will continue to be pockets of violence and 

overt discrimination against LGBT Americans. But 

it will be nothing like the discrimination that still 

exists against black Americans today. The real fight 

will be a fight for racial equality. 

 

For a very long time, I have believed that the fight 

for LGBT equality was the fight to end 

discrimination; at least the state-sponsored 

discrimination that makes it legal to treat one 

human being as though they have less value than 

another human being. It is a very long walk from 

the end of legalized-discrimination to the end of 

discrimination. 

 

The changing dynamics of the LGBT battleground 

together with the voice of Professor Ben Coates -- 

the professor in my Sociology class three years ago 

-- make something very clear to me. When the day 

comes that it is not legal to discriminate against 

LGBT people, the ugly head of prejudice and 

discrimination will be no less present. 

 

When the end of legalized-discrimination against 

LGBT Americans is finally realized, most of the 

discrimination will phase out over a generation or 

two. We are still many generations away from the 



144 

 

day we can truthfully say that there is an end to 

racism in the United States. 

 

There is no explanation for the House of 

Representatives failure to do anything other than 

obstruct President Obama's initiatives. The stench 

of racism exudes from the extreme right with such 

indisputable identity that denying its pervasiveness 

can only be described as delusional. 

 

When I am in a situation that requires saying The 

Pledge of Allegiance, I do not speak the last six 

words. We don't have liberty and justice for all. We 

have liberty and justice for some. The end of 

legalized-discrimination against LGBT Americans 

will add a number of human beings to the list of 

those for whom liberty and justice are possible. 

 

What happens when I get there before you? It turns 

out that I will still have work to do. Now that I have 

come to understand this, I have a responsibility to 

become a part of the effort to fight racism now. If 

not, I am just one more member of society who 

nonchalantly takes my seat on the bus without 

looking into the eyes of human beings who are not 

afforded the same opportunities. 
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Christainism at Its Worst: 

Faux Christianity Revealed 
December 2013 

 

If there were as many Christians in this world as 

there are people who call themselves Christian, it 

would be a different world, indeed. But the world is 

filled with rich men trying to drag their affluence 

through the eyes of needles, and innocent children 

dying of starvation by the thousands each and every 

day. 

 

The newest christianist toy is the idea that you can 

erase any responsibility for the daily preventable 

deaths of thousands of children by doing them the 

great favor of not teaching them to be reliant on 

handouts. It must fill their collective tummies with 

warmth and joy to know that they have been saved 

from expecting someone to feed them. 

 

There is the so-called pro-life bunch who are really 

not in favor of life at all. Anti-education, anti-safety 

net, anti-anybody who is not white, straight, and 

male. If they really wanted to reduce the number of 

abortions they would fully fund Planned Parenthood 

and require comprehensive sex education. And 

donôt bother with statistics that show lower abortion 

rates in places where reproductive health care is 

readily available. 

 

Letôs not forget the Iôm-not-homophobic 

homophobes who lay claim to love for all human 

beings, but intentionally take every opportunity to 
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relegate anyone whose sexual orientation or gender 

identity doesnôt fit into the fabricated binary to the 

status of second-class citizens. 

 

Then there are those of us who are tired of watching 

our sisters and brothers living lives of oppression, 

struggling to get through the day, and staving off 

the hour-by-hour impulse to just put an end to our 

own lives as the only imaginable end to the pain. 

Many of us lose that struggle every day. 

 

I have a frightening and unsavory anger in my soul. 

People climbing up on self-manufactured, 

imaginary pedestals and speaking to laziness, and 

perversion, and things detestable to the Creator, as 

if they know anything about the words that come 

out of their mouths or are typed on their computer 

keyboards. 

 

I do not have the ability to process these hateful, 

harmful facts of life without experiencing anger 

along with the pain. If I were left to my own 

devices, the anger would explode in ways that 

would do more harm than good. This is why I pray. 

 

In Matthew 25, Jesus talks about the coming of the 

next realm. He gathers the people (all of them) and 

separates them as a shepherd would separate the 

sheep from the goats, putting the sheep on the right 

and the goats on the left. 

 

Then Jesus turns to the right tells them, ñCome 

inherit the kingdom that has been prepared for you 
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from the foundation of the earth. For I was hungry 

and you fed me. I was thirsty and you gave me 

drink. I was a stranger and you welcomed me. I was 

naked and you clothed me. I was sick and you cared 

for me. I was imprisoned and you visited me.ò 

 

Then the people to whom Jesus is speaking say that 

they have not done those things for him, Jesus 

responds by saying that whatever they have done 

for the least of these, they have done for him. 

 

Then Jesus turns to the left. 

 

I believe that Jesus meant all these things. There is 

no discussion about race, or ethnicity, or religious 

beliefs. No comments about sexual orientation or 

gender identity. Just some really truthful words 

about how we treat each other. 

 

These are Jesusô own words about how you get into 

heaven, and how you donôt. I tend to take this 

passage in the Bible really seriously. 

 

I believe that Jesus meant all these things in a 

physical sense. We should literally feed the hungry, 

welcome the stranger, care for the sick. But I also 

believe that Jesus meant all these things in a 

spiritual sense, as well. 

 

Feed the spiritually hungry, give drink to the 

spiritually thirsty, clothe the spiritually naked, 

welcome the spiritual stranger, care for the 

spiritually sick, and visit the spiritually imprisoned. 
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From this understanding, comes the realization that 

no one needs my love and my prayers more than 

those who persecute me. 

 

It is the secret of life. It is the how-to instructions 

for love your enemy. It is the means by which it is 

possible for me to take the anger that comes from 

the actions of those who have no respect for human 

dignity, and turn it into compassion. I forgive you. 

 

But forgiveness is not the same as silence in the 

face of oppression. It just means that I am not going 

to let you poison my heart. It means that, with 

Godôs help, I can try to see that the oppressors are 

also children of God. It also means that, with Godôs 

help, I can devote myself to lifting up those who are 

oppressed. 

 

So there it is. I donôt claim to have the answers for 

anyone else but me. I donôt have my own answers 

most of the time. But I do know that I need Godôs 

help to make it through this world and do my best to 

rise above my human weaknesses. 

 

Being transgender is not one of those weaknesses. 

Being gay is not a weakness. Neither is being poor. 

Neither is being female. Neither is not being 

Caucasian. If there were as many Christians in this 

world as there are people who call themselves 

Christian, it would be a different world, indeed. 
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Choosing Social Work as a  

Transgender Career 
December 2013 

 

I am about to enter into the last semester of my 

Bachelor of Social Work program at Washburn 

University in Topeka. My focus is increasingly 

toward my future. As a soon-to-be 56-year-old 

college graduate, there are many choices available 

to me; including entering the seminary, entering law 

school, pursuing an MSW, and working for an 

MBA. 

 

The decision regarding my choice of career has 

been a process of looking at impact and matching 

with passion. I spent the first 48 years of my life in 

a passionless trudge through the existence of not 

being my true self. The total impact of my first 48 

years on the planet can be summed up in these few 

words: alcoholic, homeless, and spiritually dead. 

Passion and impact are extremely important to me. 

 

A person might ask, ñWhy do you say a transgender 

career? ñ I would respond by saying that I am a 

transgender person. It is a label I choose to place on 

myself, knowing full well that I am really a person 

who is transgender, and transgender is only a part of 

who I am. But also knowing that being transgender 

is something that has had an encumbering influence 

on every aspect of my life. 

 

Like it or not, right or wrong, being transgender has 

been a pervasive part of each of the some 384 
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million breaths I took in those first 48 years. Why 

should it not be as significant a part of the some 64 

million breaths I have taken since I began to 

embrace myself as a woman, and the however many 

breaths I have left to take? 

 

The point is, that the words I am typing will 

inevitably be read by someone who identifies as a 

transgender teenager. They will undoubtedly 

wonder what type of transgender career they can 

possibly have in a world that continues, to a large 

extent, to identify transgender people completely by 

our transgender-ness. I want that transgender teen to 

know that they can be whomever they truly are, and 

become whatever it is their heart desires. Being 

transgender should never be an encumbrance to 

living your life. 

 

I have decided to continue my education in pursuit 

of an MSW, and with the hope of becoming a 

licensed clinical therapist, or perhaps, leading a 

national transgender awareness initiative. But, why 

social work? The answer is easily found in the 

following excerpt from the National Association of 

Social Workers Code of Ethics: 

 

The primary mission of the social work 

profession is to enhance human wellbeing and 

help meet the basic human needs of all people, 

with particular attention to the needs and 

empowerment of people who are vulnerable, 

oppressed, and living in poverty. A historic and 

defining feature of social work is the 
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professionôs focus on individual wellbeing in a 

social context and the wellbeing of society. 

Fundamental to social work is attention to the 

environmental forces that create, contribute to, 

and address problems in living. 

 

Social workers promote social justice and 

social change with and on behalf of clients. 

ñClientsò is used inclusively to refer to 

individuals, families, groups, organizations, 

and communities. Social workers are sensitive 

to cultural and ethnic diversity and strive to end 

discrimination, oppression, poverty, and other 

forms of social injustice. These activities may 

be in the form of direct practice, community 

organizing, supervision, consultation 

administration, advocacy, social and political 

action, policy development and 

implementation, education, and research and 

evaluation. Social workers seek to enhance the 

capacity of people to address their own needs. 

Social workers also seek to promote the 

responsiveness of organizations, communities, 

and other social institutions to individualsô 

needs and social problems. 

 

In truth, I knew I wanted to be a social worker long 

before I became familiar with the NASW Code of 

Ethics. In no small part, this is because of the social 

worker who embodied this code as she enabled me 

to move beyond the existence of pretending to be a 

man, and into life as a woman. She empowered me 
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to find my own feet, and to walk with dignity and 

self-respect. 

 

When we met for the first time, she knew even less 

about transgender than I did. But she knew how to 

create a space of kindness and fostered an 

environment in which I was able to talk openly 

about my gender identity without the fear of being 

judged. Together, we learned about the transgender 

things we needed to learn. And I learned that I am a 

person who happens to be transgender. And being a 

person, I am endowed with the right to dignity and 

respect. 

 

I have come to know, over the last eight years, that 

this amazing social worker was living the mission 

of social work, ñto enhance human well-being.ò It is 

a most noble profession. I am honored to have 

chosen social work as my transgender career. The 

enhancement of human well-being, the promotion 

of social justice, and the empowerment of people 

who are oppressed. Seems like a pretty good way to 

spend the however many breaths I have left to take. 
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Transgender Acceptance Simplified: 

The Air and the Light 
March 2014 

 

In the movie Fried Green Tomatoes there is a scene 

where Evelyn Couch (Kathy Bates) is asking her 

husband, Ed, if Ms. Threadgoode (Jessica Tandy) 

can move in with them. She explains how Ms. 

Threadgoode has changed her life and Ed is all like 

"It's not going to happen." Evelyn persists and Ed 

finally asks her, ñWhat has changed?ò 

 

She says, "The air and the light." Then the movie 

goes on without stopping to recognize that Evelyn 

Couch just said the most amazing thing. What has 

changed? The air and the light. The air. Every 

breath I take. The light. Everything I see. 

 

You ask me what has changed since I stopped 

pretending to be a man and began living as the 

woman of my soul? The air and the light. 

 

To begin with, there is air now, and there is light. 

There never was before. Light was non-existent. 

Every breath contained thoughts of suicide. I could 

not imagine the day when I could live as my woman 

self. I could not continue trying to live as the man I 

never was. 

 

I tried. For 48 years, I tried. I did everything I could 

think of to learn how to be this man I thought I had 

to be. I spent a lifetime trying to get my soul to 
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match my body. In the falsehood of that existence, I 

was unable to participate in life. 

 

I was in conflict with God. Every message I 

received from society told me that God despised 

me. I became separated from God. Any hope for me 

to survive was dwindling quickly. 

 

Then one day, I was invited to a little church. The 

woman who invited me to the church told me that 

there were transgender people who went to the 

church. I did not believe her. I did not believe that 

there were any transgender people in church. 

 

She told me that there was a transgender support 

group that met at the church. I had to go see that. I 

went to the church as Steven, for I was still living as 

a man. I met another transgender woman, who was 

living as a woman, and I began to believe that I 

could maybe live as a woman too. 

 

The following week, I went back to the church and 

the pastor delivered a sermon on II Corinthians 5:17 

(NIV) - "Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, they are a 

new creature. Old things are passed away. Behold, 

all things are become new." 

 

I was certain that the pastor was preaching at me; 

telling me that it was okay with God for me to 

embrace myself as a woman. 

 

Two weeks later, I went to the same church, 

Metropolitan Community Church of Topeka, as 
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Stephanie. The day before, the woman who invited 

me to the church took me to a thrift store and 

bought me a dress, and a purse, and a pair of shoes. 

And just the right earrings. 

 

I stuffed them behind the seat of my pickup truck 

because I was living in a menôs halfway house at 

the time. I couldn't exactly get dressed at the 

halfway house and drive to the church. So I drove to 

the church, and sat out in the parking lot, trying to 

decide if this was the right thing to do. 

 

I was afraid. I knew I would be met with love. I had 

already seen that. For whatever reason, it still 

seemed too difficult. But I also knew that this was 

my chance. That if I didn't take it, I was resigning 

myself to live in misery for the rest of my life. 

 

I attended church as Stephanie that day. I sat down 

in the pew and looked up at the cross. I felt truth 

and self in the eyes of the Lord for the very first 

time. They passed around the attendance book, and 

I signed my name, Stephanie Mott, for the very first 

time. 

 

I canôt remember the sermon from that day. I was 

being me, in front of God and everybody, and it was 

beautiful. I do remember the communion. After 

serving communion the pastor who, is a member of 

MCC of Topeka, put her arms on my shoulders and 

said, ñGod, bless your daughter for the faith she has 

shown in You.ò And Stephanie was born. 
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I have never looked back. This is perhaps the most 

important thing to know. When I stopped 

pretending to be male, and started embracing myself 

as female, light began to shine into my world. I 

went from being suicidal and depressed to being 

joyful and alive. What greater evidence could be 

produced as to the truth of my journey? 

 

In the almost eight years since that day, I have 

fallen in love with God, and I treasure the 

opportunities that have been given to me to share 

Godôs love in the world; unconditionally. 

 

It is hard for me to understand why anyone would 

think that it is wrong for me to have embraced 

Stephanie. You ask me what has changed since I 

stopped pretending to be a man and began living as 

the woman of my soul? Every breath I take. 

Everything I see. The air and the light. 
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Claiming My Religious Right 
March 2014 

 

In the days of my youth, I knew little of the 

meanings of terms such as the religious right and 

the liberal left. I was taught to believe in a loving 

God, and that, I have begun to understand, is the 

greatest fortune of my birth. I was raised by parents 

who believed in a loving God. 

 

The religious right that is the subject of this blog is 

not the religious right that comes to mind as these 

words are used to classify a particular brand of 

faith. The religious right I speak of, is my right to 

believe in a loving God. It is a right that was stolen 

from me. It is a right I have claimed once again. 

 

It is not the right to force my religious beliefs on 

another. Nor is it a requirement for anyone to 

embrace the spiritual nature of the universe. In 

truth, it seems strange to me that the Creator of the 

universe would be so vain as to require that 

someone must believe before they are worthy of 

unconditional love. Not to put too fine a point on it, 

but adding the requirement of believing in God in 

order to qualify for unconditional love kind of 

negates the unconditional part. 

 

It is my right to believe in unconditional love. Why 

is it that we are so eager to put conditions on Godôs 

unconditional love? You have to be straight. You 

canôt be transgender. You have to be Christian. You 

have to believe. No! Not! None of these things! You 
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just have to be. All that is required to receive Godôs 

love is to be. And if God loves you as you are, so 

should I. 

 

During the first 30 years of my adult life, I came to 

believe in a God with whom I found no favor 

because I was transgender. ñJust donôt be that way.ò 

This is the message of a dark religiousness, as 

though that idea never occurred to me. There is the 

reality of the tens of thousands of prayers I sent to 

God, asking to be fixed. Begging to be made right. 

Praying to be made whole. 

 

If God created any of us, then God created me too. 

If God created me as a transgender human being, 

who is anyone to tell me that God didnôt do that? 

This is the question of dark religiousness, ñDo you 

think that God made a mistake?ò. This is my 

response. ñNo, I donôt. Do you?ò 

 

There is this idea that in order to be religious, you 

have to be socially conservative. There are various 

applications of this man-made reality. The religious 

side and the LGBT side. The religious side and the 

poor side. The religious side and the immigrant 

side. 

 

We like to pretend it isnôt so, but these realities also 

connect to the religious side and the non-white side. 

The religious side and the disabled side. The 

religious side and the female side. The religious 

side and the non-Christian side. 
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Somehow, we lose sight of the fact that the only 

people who are benefiting from this ñtruly religious 

equals socially conservativeò mindset are the people 

who have a lot of money and power. 

 

In the meantime, LGBT youth continue to be cast 

from their homes by parents who do so in the name 

of religion. Nearly half of all transgender teenagers 

attempt suicide. And then, many people who 

consider themselves to be religious have the 

audacity to claim that they are the victims of 

bullying. That their rights are being trampled. 

 

The result of all this delusion is that more and more 

people are turning away from religion. But here is 

the deal. I donôt want to turn away from religion. I 

have just as much right to religion as those who see 

me as a lesser human being. 

 

Here is the other deal. No person gets to tell me that 

I canôt have religion because I donôt fit into their 

delusion. Not anymore. Not today. I am claiming 

my religious right. And there isnôt anything anyone 

can say that could possibly convince me that God 

has a problem with that. 
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The Truth About Trans Slurs 
May 2014 

 

When someone chooses to use words that they donôt 

personally find offensive, that does not absolve 

them of responsibility for the harm that can be 

caused to others. If a person does not consider the 

affect their words have on others, it does not lessen 

the pain that another person might feel. 

  

If I had one message about the use trans slurs, it 

would be this. Do I find it offensive? Personally? 

No. People who use such slurs donôt have that much 

power in my world. But if it harms even one person, 

if it gives rise to someoneôs pain, it becomes 

personal. Expect me to say so. 

 

I have a trans agenda - to work for a world where no 

trans teenager believes suicide is a necessary 

response to gender non-conformity. Does the use of 

trans slurs cause teens to attempt suicide? I donôt 

know. Does it contribute to an environment that 

causes trans teens to attempt suicide? Of course it 

does. 

 

I have to ask myself two questions. What good will 

it do? What harm could it do? If I am not making 

my decision through the lenses of potential good 

and potential harm, then my motives are self-

serving. If I make my decision based solely on what 

is good for me, I am just wrong. 
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I once had the opportunity to share about being 

trans with a group of 7th to 9th graders. One of 

them talked about how they said something to 

someone who was using the phrase ñthatôs so gayò. 

This young man was rightfully proud that he had 

called out this other person. 

 

However, what he did not understand was that his 

actions and words were far more powerful than just 

standing up to a bully. What he did not understand 

was that there was undoubtedly a silent bystander 

who saw him stand up; a person who had been 

quietly suffering and who was not strong enough to 

take a stand. 

 

That person suddenly realized that someone else 

was strong enough to take a stand. They suddenly 

knew that there was at least someone who thought 

they were worth standing up for. 

 

We will never know if that momentary hope for a 

different future was the one thing that gave that 

person the strength to carry on, or what might have 

happened if the young man had not taken a stand. 

Was this the day that the silent bystander was trying 

to decide if life was worth living? 

 

If we are looking at the use of trans slurs through 

the lens that says people should be strong enough to 

stand up for themselves, that this is just a joke and 

people shouldnôt take it seriously, we are casting 

aside those people who are not strong enough. We 

have chosen strength as a measure of worth. Is that 
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not the same exact choice that is made by bullies?  

Have we not become bullies to those who are 

harmed by words like tranny and shemale? 
 

Do you think in the last year that no gay teenagers 

took their own lives because they were repeatedly 

referred to as fags; that no young trans person ended 

their life because someone was calling them tranny? 

Should I consider these tragedies to be 

unimportant? Is someoneôs life less valuable 

because they are harmed by words that we donôt 

find personally offensive? 
 

On more than one occasion, I have spent hours on 

the phone with a transgender teenager who is on the 

verge of suicide. I have stood in front of city 

councils and state legislatures and witnessed the 

procession of people who stand at the podium only 

to say that I am just a man in a dress. I have dried 

the tears of the people for whom those words were 

daggers in their souls. 
 

We must find a way to understand the damage we 

do. We canôt continue to throw around words that 

we donôt find personally offensive and wash our 

hands of the harm they cause to someone else. If we 

do anything less than put an end to the use of trans 

slurs, we are just bullies. 
 

Do I find it offensive? Personally? No. People who 

use such slurs donôt have that much power in my 

world. But if it harms even one person, if it gives 

rise to someoneôs pain, it becomes personal. Expect 

me to say so. 
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Binaries Not Included 
June 2014 

 

When I began living as Stephanie, I started peeling 

away the layers of constructed and destructive 

maleness I had applied over the years. I 

affectionately refer to it as my Steven suit. 

Underneath, I began to discover the woman soul, 

exactly where she had been all along. Now, as I 

approach seven years of 24/7 authentic me, I begin 

to recognize and understand the parts of me that 

also do not fit into the ñFò box. I begin to 

understand how it all fits together for me; all the 

parts and pieces; and how the often-less-than-

helpful instructions are still limiting the growth of 

my soul. The one-size-fits-all philosophy has been 

replaced with a different idea - binaries not 

included. 

  

Living in a binary world is like looking at a 

rainbow. But wait, before I can look at a rainbow, I 

need to put on these special glasses that prevent me 

from seeing color and only allow me to see black 

and white. Then, and only then, can I look at the 

rainbow. When I finally do see the rainbow with 

color, itôs only pink and blue. Maybe different 

shades of pink and blue. But thatôs not who I am. 

Some parts of me are pink. Some parts of me are 

blue. Some parts of me are neither pink nor blue. I 

am red and orange. Green and yellow. Blue and 

violet. And Pink. I am every shade of every color in 

the rainbow. 
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Thatôs why the rainbow is so beautiful. Itôs not only 

a representation of all of us. It is also a 

representation of each of us. We are, each of us, a 

rainbow, filled with such amazing beauty that we 

could see for ourselves, if we would only take off 

the black and white glasses. 

 

I would be hard pressed to discover any part of our 

human existence that truly fits into a binary. What 

would that be? There is so much diversity in every 

aspect of our humanness, it is entirely ludicrous to 

think that same diversity would not exist in our 

sexual orientation and gender identity.  

 

Gender is not the issue. Everyone has gender. It is 

the binary that is the problem. The binary places a 

glass ceiling on the souls of people whose gender 

doesnôt fit in a box. I am amazed by how much my 

life has changed in the seven years of living as 

myself. I am astonished by who I have become; 

how my woman self has grown. Then I see such 

incredible, unfettered authenticity in so many of 

todayôs gender non-conforming young people and I 

wonder how much more I might have grown if I 

hadnôt been so willing to conform my growth to an 

imaginary box. I wonder who I might have become. 

 

Eliminating the binary does not mean that someone 

can not identify as purely male or purely female. It 

means that no one has to. Gender does not paint the 

picture of who I am. Who I am paints the picture of 

my gender. Why not use all of the colors on the 

palette? 



165 

 

The binary not only serves to limit who we can be. 

It also limits our ability to unite as a group and 

work together for the purpose of our own human 

dignity. This is the real kicker when it comes to 

binaries not included. No binary, no labels. If there 

are no labels, there is no perceived us vs. them. 

There is only all of us, together. And all of us 

together is the first and most significant thing that 

each of us can do to move our human dignity 

forward. We donôt need to decide who is feminine 

enough or who is trans enough because we donôt 

even need to measure that stuff.  What we need to 

measure is the value of working together as one 

united front on the path to a place where who we 

are doesnôt matter; only that we get to be who we 

are. 

 

I would reference the following quote by e.e. 

cummings: ñTo be nobody but myself-in a world 

which is doing its best, night and day, to make me 

somebody else-means to fight the hardest battle any 

human can fight, and never stop fighting.ò 

 

Isnôt it the hardest fight, the fight that never ends, 

because we are fighting each other? Isnôt it the 

hardest fight and the fight that never ends because 

of the senseless idea that there are only two ways to 

be human. I think it is time to open up the boxes 

and free the inhabitants to be their true, authentic 

selves. And when we finally peel away the pink and 

blue paper on the female/male containers, we will 

see these words printed on the sides of the boxes - 

binaries not included. 
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Suffer Little Children 
August 2014 

 

Jesus said, Suffer little children, and forbid them 

not, to come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of 

heaven (Matthew 19:14, KJV). My desire to 

continue to be identified as a Christian woman is 

threatened by an extreme interpretation of the Bible, 

not by some non-existent LGBT agenda. It is 

threatened by the changed meaning of suffer little 

children and ever-more present lack of compassion 

that is undeniably displayed by far too many people 

who likewise display a Christian nametag. 

 

Christianity is not under threat of gay rights or 

illegal immigration. Christianity is under siege by 

people who call themselves Christian, then claim 

some right to choose who is, and who is not, worthy 

of Godôs love. We sometimes refer to these people 

as fundamentalists, but fundamental Christianity is 

about love. Unconditional love. There is nothing 

fundamental about denying love to anyone. 

 

The harm done to children by denying equal space 

to LGBT parents (who often have children) and to 

LGBT youth is immeasurable and irreparable. 

Undoubtedly, one of the most horrible harms is the 

loss of hope; the belief that there will be no end to 

the pain. 

 

It is a frightening fact that nearly half of transgender 

teens will attempt suicide. It is a disgusting truth 

that while LGBT persons make up 3-5% of the 
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general population, LGBT youth make up 40% of 

the homeless youth population. It is a sad 

realization that children who are equally loved by 

same-sex parents will face more difficult futures, 

not because of the relationship of their parents, but 

because of the denial of equal protection under the 

law. 

 

If you are giving up hope, come, spend an hour with 

me. I have enough for both of us. Hope is not the 

absence of fear. Hope is not separated from sadness. 

Hope is the understanding that there is a possibility 

for change. Hope is the gift of action. When I move 

my feet, my brain begins to believe that maybe it 

might could happen. Hope walks hand in hand with 

love; side by side with gratitude; on the very same 

path as helpfulness to others. 

 

For however long it has been given to me, the gift 

of love resides in my heart and the desire to be kind 

has been tethered to my soul. I have been told that 

the best way to keep this gift is to give it away. It is 

indescribably important to give it way, especially 

under some extremely difficult and inconceivable 

circumstances. 

 

When I hear someone talk about their opposition to 

marriage equality because of the harm done to the 

children, I think about that verse - suffer little 

children - and I know in my heart that the children 

will suffer not from the recognition of love, but 

because of opposition to the recognition of love. 

Why on earth is anyone opposed to love? 



168 

 

More and more people are choosing not to be 

identified as Christian. Does anyone really wonder 

why? Christians ARE being persecuted. There is no 

doubt about that. The confusion comes from the 

belief that this persecution is somehow coming 

from the inevitable end to the denial of human 

rights to LGBT people. It is not. 

 

The persecution is coming from the very people 

who are claiming to be the victims. They have 

attacked Christianity at its very core. They have 

turned following the example and teachings of Jesus 

away from love, away from compassion, and away 

from inclusion. 

 

Suffer little children, I will have no gay child living 

in my house. Suffer little children, your parentsô 

love is not valid. Suffer little children, you can not 

embrace your authentic identity. 

 

It is a far cry from suffer little children, and forbid 

them not, to come unto me: for of such is the 

kingdom of heaven. 
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I Would Learn to Play Hopscotch 
August 2014 

 

People sometimes ask me if I could go back and 

change one thing about my life, what would it be? I 

tell them, I would learn to play hopscotch. I think 

they might be looking for something more 

significant or something seemingly more 

philosophical, but I also think that learning to play 

hopscotch is the only answer for me. It is the one 

thing I might change, if I could. 

 

One time, while presenting on being transgender, an 

audience member asked me - not in an inappropriate 

way, but out of curiosity as to how I would respond 

- if the technology existed to diagnose transgender 

in the womb, would it be ethical to intervene? 

 

The answer to that question is contained in the fact 

that the question itself is based in the idea that there 

is something wrong with gender non-conformity. So 

then, of course, the answer is no, why would you? 

 

Pretty much the first half century of my life took 

place in an arena in which I believed there was 

something wrong with me. In the last several years, 

that delusion has been shattered and replaced with 

the knowledge that being transgender is actually 

kind of awesome to me. I wouldnôt change a thing. 

 

Philosophically speaking, whatever changes I might 

make - given the opportunity to go back and make 

them - would have likely changed the path of my 
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life to a point where I would not be the same person 

as I am today. I donôt think I want to do that. 

 

So why hopscotch? It is something I would not have 

dared to do in my childhood, as it would have been 

seen as ñgirlyò. The kind of thing that would have 

further encouraged some of my co-children to do 

things like beat me up, trip me on the way down a 

flight of stairs, or other such activities. 

 

I needed to be seen as a girl, but didnôt dare to be 

seen as a girl. I pretended to be a boy, and 

simultaneously tried to learn how to be a boy. 

Hopscotch was definitely off limits for me. 

 

Perhaps it is about having the courage to be myself 

at the time, even if only a little. Maybe learning to 

play hopscotch would have created enough space 

for my girl to breathe. Like a well-kept secret where 

I would have known what she was doing, that she 

was there, but no one else would know. 

 

It is a reflection on maybe having a little more 

courage, but not truly making any changes, because 

they would have surely altered my path, the path 

that has led to where I am today. Its meaning is far 

more figurative than literal. 

 

Disguising my true nature was a survival 

mechanism for me. Real and imagined 

consequences contained in the pushing of 

envelopes. Yet, more than that. It was also about not 

tasting the honey (so to speak) because once tasted, 
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it can never be untasted. The longing for 

authenticity teased by pseudo-authenticity of having 

touched the sky, but never to be satisfied until you 

have learned to fly. 

 

Flying was not possible for the little girl pretending 

to be a boy in the 1960s. Stretching toward the sky 

would have had the inevitable result of seeing my 

wings clipped. Most definitely leading down a 

different path to a place where I would have surely 

died. In spirit if not also in body. 

 

But I have learned to fly. I live in the sky. 

Surrounded by light and love. Why would I do 

anything to put that at risk? No, if I could go back 

and change one thing about my life, I would choose 

not to. Then again, maybe, I would learn to play 

hopscotch. 
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Faith and Marriage Equality: 

Welcome to the Party 
November 2014 

 

The recent appearance of pastors and churches 

declaring their willingness to perform marriages for 

same-sex couples has led to some of the most 

amazing imagery of the marriage equality struggle. 

Imagery the likes of which seemed all too 

impossible not long ago, especially in the deeply-

red states of America. 

 

The pictures and stories of courage and love have 

been a welcome and wonderful sight. People of 

faith standing tall with smiles and warm hearts and 

celebrating the joys of victory, love is love, fair is 

fair, right is right, we have arrived. To many of 

these institutions of faith, I would say, ñWelcome to 

the party. Perhaps you might think about getting 

into the game.ò 

 

If progressive-minded institutions of faith have been 

waiting for the environment to become safe, they 

might want to consider the fact that the LGBT 

children of God have been living and dying in the 

same unsafe environment that they were afraid to 

enter. Marriage equality only changes that 

marginally. Violence will still happen. People will 

still be fired because they are gay. Transgender 

people will still be evicted for having the courage to 

live authentically. Young people will still take their 

own lives because they canôt imagine a world where 

the can be accepted for who they truly are. 
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This is not to say that there havenôt been examples 

of faith institutions who have been in the game from 

the beginning. In my own (indelibly red) state of 

Kansas, Rev. Jackie Carter and First Metropolitan 

Community Church of Wichita have shined a lonely 

guiding beacon of light for years, actively involved 

in improving the daily lives of LGBT (and other 

marginalized) Kansans. The problem is that MCC 

Wichita is more of an exception, than it is the rule. 

 

Many churches have been temporary safe havens 

for LGBT people and the list of these churches has 

grown remarkably over the last few years. MCC of 

Topeka was the safe haven I found over eight years 

ago that gave me a place to be me and started me on 

my journey of authenticity. 

 

Other institutions of faith are getting involved, even 

in places like Kansas. The Unitarian Universalist 

Fellowships in Manhattan and Topeka publicly 

declared their support for marriage equality before 

it became a reality. Central Congregational UCC in 

Topeka held a series of rallies at the Kansas State 

Capitol in support of everything from Medicaid 

expansion to reproductive health care to LGBT 

rights. 

 

College Hill United Methodist Church of Wichita 

hosted the 2nd annual TransKansas Conference in 

July. First Congregational UCC in Manhattan has 

been the perennial starting point for the Little Apple 

Pride Parade. And these things are not just 

happening in Kansas. Similar stories of faith-based 
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courage have been in the news across the country 

with amazing regularity. 

 

Marriage equality is not the end-all game-over 

victory we need. When LGBT people make up 3-

5% of the population but 40% or our homeless 

youth are LGBT, there is work left to be done. 

When 41% of transgender people will attempt 

suicide, there is much left to do. 

 

Celebrate? Yes, by all means, celebrate. Celebrate 

with all your worth and stand up tall among the true 

heroes and heroines who have taken us to this 

moment. Then feast your eyes on the mountains left 

to climb and prepare your hearts for the battles left 

to be fought. 

 

Do not be afraid to enter onto the daily battlefields 

of the marginalized and oppressed. As people of 

faith, it is the only place we are ever asked to go. It 

is the only thing we are ever asked to do. 
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Choosing Authenticity 
November 2014 

 

Authenticity is the greatest gift a person can give to 

this world, to the people they love, and to their own 

soul. It is the first and greatest building block for 

reaching your potential. It is the moment when the 

clouds in the sky bow down to the sunlight and the 

opportunity to understand the concept of truth 

moves out of the shadows of ideology and into the 

light of realness. 

 

"It is revolutionary for any trans person to choose to 

be seen and visible in a world that tells us we 

should not exist." - Laverne Coxôs amazing 

statement accurately describes the forces that bring 

pressure onto each of use to fold ourselves into 

socially-constructed boxes and tuck our wings, 

looking incessantly and longingly toward the sky. 

 

When I first began sharing my journey as a 

transgender woman, I talked about becoming a 

woman. Although I knew that was not an accurate 

description of what was happening in my world, I 

didnôt have a better way of telling the story. As time 

went by, I worked diligently to find better ways to 

describe the process. 

 

Today, I understand that I was never male. My who 

I am has always been female. In fact, I was 

presenting myself as a person who was never me. 

Putting on my ñSteven Suitò. Pretending to be male 
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and at the same time, trying to learn how to be 

male. 

 

Rather than becoming a woman, I was actually 

uncovering the woman who was always there. If I 

had been male, I would have been able to be male. 

It would have worked for me. The reason being 

male didnôt work for me is that I wasnôt male. The 

reason embracing my authentic, female self works 

for me is because it is who I truly am. 

 

There is nothing questionable about being who you 

truly are. No one has the right or ability to define 

your gender for you. Anyone who tells you 

differently has proven themselves to be an 

unreliable source of information. 

 

Sadly, we often tell our own stories in a way that 

perpetuates the myth that there is some kind of 

gender transition. As I tell my story today, I donôt 

even use the word transition - at least not without a 

qualifier like medical transition or physical 

transition. I did not transition. I transitioned the way 

I present myself to the world. I transitioned the 

degree of honesty I embraced toward myself and 

everyone who knows me. But I did not transition. 

 

There was a physical transition, but that is not 

necessarily part of the process. There was a medical 

transition, but that is not necessarily part of the 

process. Taking hormones and having surgery did 

not make me female. Being female is what makes 

me female. 
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Speaking of surgery, we have a number of phrases 

we use to talk about it including gender 

reassignment surgery (GRS); sex reassignment 

surgery (SRS); and gender confirmation surgery 

(GCS). One of the most egregious of these is GRS - 

which would totally be some type of brain surgery, 

if it were actually something that could be done. 

Not to put too fine a point on it, but my gender is 

not between my legs. 

 

SRS, while technically correct still, falls short of 

completely describing the process. Yes, sex 

reassignment surgery is a technically correct term, 

but GCS tells a more accurate story. Gender 

confirmation surgery includes more than a physical 

description of the process. GCS speaks to why 

many transsexual individuals seek to have surgery - 

to bring our bodies more into alignment with who 

we are - confirming (also called gender affirmation 

surgery) who we are. 

 

Finally, as I tell my story today, I make a significant 

point to summarize the two extraordinarily different 

parts of my journey. For the first 48 years of my 

life, I pretended to be male. I tried to learn how to 

be male. I thought about suicide every day. I could 

not function in society. I had an incessant struggle 

with substance abuse, and eventually became 

homeless. 

 

For the last nine years of my life, I have stayed 

sober. I have gone back to school and acquired two 
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college degrees. I volunteer in the community. I am 

gainfully employed and I am contributing to 

society. I love being alive. 

 

In the end, I donôt really care whether someone 

believes that embracing my authentic self is the 

right thing for me. But when they tell me I canôt live 

authentically, they are asking me to do something I 

am no longer able to do. They are asking me to go 

back to a place I am no longer able to be. 

 

I understand what it means to someone when you 

tell them they can not live authentically. I 

understand what it does to someone. I have known 

the all-encompassing pain of self-denial. I have 

lived in the place where there is no hope. And I 

have experienced the miracle of embracing myself 

as who I am. 

 

It is not a choice about being male or female. It is a 

choice about being true to myself or not. It is a 

choice between living in the sunlight or dying in the 

shadows. It is mine and mine alone. It is the 

absolute, uninhibited truth. I choose authenticity. 
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Transgender With Privilege 
November 2014 

 

I am a transsexual woman. I am therefore 

marginalized and oppressed. Such is the nature of 

life for transgender people in the home of the brave 

and the land of the free. I live in a red state. I am 

therefore pushed further to the margins. 

 

However, for me, this is only part of the story. I am 

also white. I am therefore given opportunities that 

many trans people - many people - do not have. So 

am I oppressed or am I privileged? The answer to 

that question is both. It has everything to do with a 

word that is becoming more and more intertwined 

with the way I see the world and the way the world 

sees me. That word is intersectionality. 

 

My mama stayed at home with me and my brothers 

and sisters. She read to me every day as a young 

child. I grew up expecting (and expected) to go to 

college. I never went to school hungry, nor to bed. 

My clothes were clean and although they were 

mostly hand-me-downs, they were always in good 

condition. I had all the school supplies I needed. I 

had everything I needed. 

 

At the same time, at least by the age of five, I had 

come to believe that there was something horribly 

wrong with me that I couldnôt talk about with 

anyone. I knew that I was a girl but my body was 

telling me (and everyone else) lies about who I was. 

I set out to learn how to be this little boy I was told I 
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had to be, to try to learn how to be him, putting on 

my ñSteven suitò every morning and slowly 

watching my soul die. 

 

The female voice of authenticity could not be 

silenced. She was the voice of truth. She was the 

voice of correctness. She was the voice of freedom. 

The myriad of obstacles presented by trying to live 

as someone who is not you, while denying your true 

self, pushes a person to the margins in a very dark 

and lonely way. 

 

And so it seems that I have always been 

marginalized and oppressed, and privileged. The 

reality of my privilege was made exceedingly clear 

to me as I recently suffered a minor heart attack. 

The events that were about to unfold made indelible 

impressions as to just how privileged I am, in spite 

of the fact that I am transgender. 

 

It is almost impossible to effectively talk about 

privilege without also talking about 

intersectionality. When I went to the hospital, the 

Facebook wishes for wellness poured in and one of 

my friends wondered about how being trans had the 

potential to affect how I was treated (respected). 

Indeed, the healing process is much more difficult if 

a personôs basic identity is disrespected 

 

The rest of the story? I am privileged in so many 

other ways - not the least of which is having 

insurance - that I have been thinking more about 

that than how I might be oppressed. I have enough 
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money in the bank to pay my deductible and co-pay. 

Not what I planned on using it for but I never had to 

worry about the financial consequences of being in 

the hospital. 

 

The words angioplasty and echocardiogram were 

not foreign to me. I had educated conversations 

with the doctors. I knew what was happening and I 

had a good idea of what was going to happen. 

Feeling really privileged. 

 

This was my third time at St. Francis Hospital in 

Topeka. The first two times were when I was just 

beginning to live authentically several years ago. I 

was presenting as Stephanie, but the name on my 

chart, my legal name, was Steven. Both stays 

involved getting a hip replacement. 

 

During those first two stays, the hospital staff was 

amazing, calling me Steph and using the correct 

pronouns (most of the time). I did have one nurse 

who was visibly uncomfortable with me. It didnôt 

affect how she treated me, but I could tell. I shared 

some of my poetry with her, and we talked, and 

before I left the hospital, she had become (and still 

is) a friend. 

 

On this recent trip to the hospital, I didnôt even have 

to worry about being trans. My driverôs license and 

social security card are changed (major privilege). I 

was mostly in charge of who knew, and who didnôt 

know, that I am trans. One of the hospital staff 
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actually came to visit me to tell me thank you for 

my activism in the LGBT community. 

 

Being an activist, I also entered the hospital with 

full knowledge of my legal rights as a trans person, 

as well as where to turn if my rights had been 

violated in any way (more major privilege). They 

were not. 

 

I have only scratched the surface of how 

intersectionality affects privilege and oppression. 

Hopefully, I have shined a little light on the 

dynamics involved. To know that I am privileged 

(and oppressed) is not enough. I have come to 

understand that if I am not actively working to 

eliminate the privileges that are bestowed on me as 

a white, educated, employed, able-bodied person; I 

am participating in those privileges. 

 

I had another recent experience that I should 

mention here. I was stopped by the police for 

driving too fast. Neither I nor the white police 

officer who stopped me had reason to fear for our 

lives. I was fully aware of this while the officer was 

writing my ticket. Thereôs a bumper sticker on the 

back of my car that identifies me as transgender. I 

was fully aware of that, too. I wonder if the 

situation might have been different if I were a 

transgender person of color. Statistics say that there 

is an unjustifiably high possibility they would have 

been. 
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The experiences contained in my illness (and the 

traffic stop) have given me much to think about. To 

me, the real point is that I have been given much to 

do. The faces of oppression are many. Unity against 

oppression is born in our willingness to help fight 

the things that oppress others, in addition to the 

things that oppress our own. There is much to do, 

indeed. 
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Love-Based Activism 
December 2014 

 

If my purpose is to create change, to help bring 

about the end of legalized discrimination against 

LGBT people, my actions should be such that they 

are effective at bringing about that change. If I want 

to help people understand what it is like to be 

transgender, I need to present a message that more 

effectively gives people that opportunity. 

 

Over the last several years, I have come to 

understand that the most effective activism is 

activism based in love. Love for myself, love for 

my community, love for all people who are 

marginalized and oppressed, and love for the people 

who are marginalizing and oppressing others. No 

exclusions. No exceptions. Unconditional love. 

 

I live in the Topeka, Kansas, the same city as 

Westboro Baptist Church. When WBC founder 

Fred Phelps was dying, the media asked me how I 

felt about that. I said my heart goes out to the 

family. I know what losing my parents was like. 

How can I call myself a Christian if I donôt have 

empathy for someoneôs pain? These people were 

losing their father. The kids were losing their 

grandfather. What kind of a heart would it be that 

wouldnôt go out to them? 

 

I am not trying to tell anyone what they should 

believe. Ióm just sharing about what I believe, 

which is that Godôs love is unconditional. Not that 
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this should require explanation, but that means there 

are no conditions for receiving Godôs love. It isnôt 

right for other people to put conditions on Godôs 

love for me. And it isnôt right for me to put 

conditions on Godôs love for other people. 

 

I Corinthians 13: 4-5 makes this abundantly clear - 

ñ(4) Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it 

does not boast, it is not proud. (5) It does not 

dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily 

angered, it keeps no record of wrongs (NIV).ò 

 

I always thought that this passage contained the 

instructions for how we should love one another. I 

still believe this is true. This is the ideal. But what I 

didnôt understand was that this is more than 

instructions for me. It is a description of the love 

God has for me. It is also a description of the love 

God has for everyone. 

 

Learning to accept the unconditional nature of 

Godôs love for me was a difficult challenge. Maybe 

on some cerebral level I had some inkling of this 

truth, but in my heart was a different story. I turned 

off my heart a long time ago. Feeling was 

synonymous with pain. Better to feel nothing than 

to feel unacceptable in the eyes of my Creator. This 

internalized transphobia was my sad and mistaken 

place of understanding for many years. 

 

It seemed an impossible task, and for me, it was 

impossible. In Matthew 19:26 says, Jesus says, 

ñWith man this is impossible, but with God all 
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things are possible.ò And I began to understand 

about unconditional love. I started praying to God 

to heal my heart, to help me know the depth of 

Godôs love for me. 

 

One day, I began to notice that my heart was 

healing. The pain didnôt have the same power as 

before. The anger began to lose its hold on my 

heart. I began to understand that I was perfect, 

exactly as I was created. 

 

I learned to understand that Godôs unconditional 

love was also intended for me, a transgender 

woman. I also began to see that Godôs 

unconditional love was meant for those who 

persecute the LGBT community. More times than 

not, I struggle with being able to feel that love for 

the people who cause great harm to Godôs LGBT 

children. The good news is that God is here to help 

me get closer to the ideal. With Godôs help, I can 

begin to learn to love unconditionally.  

 

Eventually, I began to notice that I had become 

better at seeing these people who persecute us with 

my heart, as well as my eyes. Martin Luther King, 

Jr. said, ñDarkness cannot drive out darkness: only 

light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate: only 

love can do that.ò Itôs really not possible to hold out 

your hand when your fist is clenched. 

 

So I have finally come to a place on my journey 

where I can ask myself what it is that I truly want to 

see happen and the answer is clear. I want to help 
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drive out hate. The only way that can be 

accomplished is with love. The most effective 

means of change is love-based activism. 

 

I am still not able to embody this type of love on a 

daily basis, but I know that I am on the right path. I 

am beginning to become part of the solution. I am 

hopeful that we, as human beings, can help each 

other learn how to share freely from the 

unconditional love that we receive so freely. I have 

become unexpectedly faithful in the idea that all 

things are possible, with God. 
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Fear and Ignorance are the Locks 
January 2015 

 

My hope is that by being openly-transgender, 

people will see our truths more clearly. How sad 

that any young person would not be able to believe 

they can be their authentic self. My heart is broken 

but my resolve is re-doubled again. 

 

I hate the ignorance and the religious intolerance 

that precipitates actions like the ones chosen by 

Leelah Alcorn. I hate the fear and the refusal to 

acknowledge the simple science that aligns with the 

diversity of God, or nature, or even the science 

itself. We are all different. 

 

The notion that my body tells my mind and soul 

who I am on the gender spectrum is utterly absurd. I 

hate that this simple truth has ever been, or would 

ever be, a point of contention. It is not possible for 

anyone other than me to know my gender. But I can 

not hate the people whose actions and beliefs are at 

the very root of why a transgender teenager would 

find it necessary to end their own life. 

 

Believe me, itôs not because I donôt want to hate 

them. Every ounce of my being screams out to hate 

them, to punish them, to destroy their evil 

wickedness. Every cell in my ñXYò body and every 

cell in my ñXXò brain are concurrently exploding in 

anger and pain. 
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I have stood in the meeting rooms of city councils 

and state legislatures and I have listened to person 

after person come to the podium to denounce my 

humanness and the humanness and dignity and 

value of all people who are transgender. I have 

spent the wee hours of the morning on the phone 

with transgender teenagers who are trying to find 

just one reason why their lives have meaning; why 

they shouldnôt just end their pain. 

 

Martin Luther King, Jr. understood the dynamics of 

effective change. ñDarkness cannot drive out 

darkness; only light can do that. Hate cannot drive 

out hate; only love can do that.ò 

 

Jesus understood the same thing. ñBut I tell you, 

love your enemies and pray for those who persecute 

you (Matthew 5:44).ò 

 

Hate is not the answer. Hate will never bring about 

the change we hope to see. Only love can open the 

doors that are locked. A few years ago, I began to 

understand what was needed to open these doors, 

and I wrote these words that have sort of become 

my mantra: 

 

Knowledge and information are the keys to 

acceptance and understanding. Fear and ignorance 

are the locks. When one person shares, a key is 

placed in a lock. When one person listens, the key 

turns and the lock opens and another human being 

has a bright new shiny key. Together, one person at 

a time, we change the world. 
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Where does the hate stop? Should we all hate Rush 

Limbaugh, and Bryan Fischer, and Tony Perkins? 

Should we hate the HRC for abandoning 

transgender people in 2007? Should we all hate 

John Boehner for not putting ENDA up for a vote? 

 

Where does it stop? Should we hate all the people 

who believe being gay or transgender is a sin? 

Should we hate the people who donôt have a 

problem with LGBT, but go to the polls and vote 

for candidates who do have a problem? How is all 

of this hate going to make things better? 

 

I know that the road to change is paved with the 

bricks of love. I have seen in my own journey as 

doors that would seem to be locked forever have 

opened and light has replaced the darkness that 

lived there before. 

 

Please donôt misunderstand me. Love is not quiet. 

Love is not hidden. Love is not a way of seeing 

things. It is, it must be, a way of doing things. My 

friend Caela, who is the pastor of First 

Congregational United Church of Christ in 

Manhattan, Kansas responded to my Facebook post 

that is repeated as the opening paragraph to this 

blog. 

 

She said, "Resolve is strengthened to do better, to 

do more, to love loudly." This is the answer. It is 

the only answer. Perhaps we could try to find a way 

to love those who harm us. It is the only possible 
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response that will bring about the change we hope 

to see. 

 

Last year, I started the Transgender Faith Tour. I 

was able to visit several faith institutions in Kansas, 

Oklahoma, and Missouri and share this message of 

love. I saw doors open that seemed to be locked 

forever. This next year is already promising 

possibilities for visits to churches in Arkansas and 

Florida, perhaps more. 

 

The last thing we need to do is to hate those who 

harm us. The only thing that can make it different is 

unconditional love. Does your institution of faith 

have the knowledge and information it needs? 

Maybe, someone like me could come to a church 

like yours and place a key in the lock. Maybe, if 

even one person listens, the key will turn and the 

lock will open. 
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You Would Like Your Church to Be 

Trans-Friendly. Now What? 
January 2015 

 

You have looked around, and thought about it. You 

have talked it out with church leaders and maybe 

even the congregation, and you have decided that 

you would like your church to be more welcoming 

to transgender people. Now what? Where do you 

begin? 

You may already have a transgender person or two 

who come from time to time. You may have 

welcomed them with open arms, but does that mean 

that you are truly welcoming? Does that mean you 

have the knowledge and information to truly reach 

out to transgender people? How will transgender 

people know that you would like to be welcoming? 

Step one: Learn: You donôt know how much you 

donôt know. 

If you can find a transgender educational 

organization, or a support group, or an equality 

organization, you have a great starting place. If you 

donôt know of any groups like this, you might reach 

out to the Transgender Advocacy Network. 

Learning from the internet is difficult at best, and 

complicated by the fact that the internet is laced 

with much misinformation. The website I most refer 

to for accurate information about gender identity 

health care and obstacles is the Transgender 

http://transadvocacynetwork.org/
http://transhealth.ucsf.edu/trans?page=protocol-00-00
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Healthcare Protocol from the University of 

California, San Francisco. The National Center for 

Transgender Equality is a fabulous site for 

resources for people who are transgender. If you are 

interested in becoming more knowledgeable about 

discrimination faced by people who are transgender, 

read Injustice at Every Turn. 

These are a few basics that I think are important. 

¶ Sexual orientation and gender identity are not 

the same thing. Sexual orientation is about who 

you are attracted to. Gender identity is about 

who you are. 

¶ You should refer to people who are transgender 

by the name and with the pronouns they use to 

describe themselves.  

¶ I did not become a woman - I have always been 

female. I stopped pretending to be a man. 

¶ The American Psychological Association, the 

American Psychiatric Association, the 

American Medical Association, and the World 

Professional Association for Transgender Health 

all agree that transgender identity is real and is 

NOT a mental disorder. 

¶ Not everyone identifies as either male or female. 

Give us the space where we donôt necessarily 

have to fit into boxes. 

There is so much more to know. Please feel free 

to contact me, visit my website, or reach out to 

other people/organizations that provide education 

about being transgender. 

http://transhealth.ucsf.edu/trans?page=protocol-00-00
http://transequality.org/
http://transequality.org/
http://endtransdiscrimination.org/PDFs/NTDS_Exec_Summary.pdf
mailto:%20stephanieequality@yahoo.com
http://www.transfaithtour.org/
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Remember that inviting people who are transgender 

into your space is not equal to being welcoming. 

Invite anyone who might be marginalized, for 

whatever reason, to participate in committees, 

activities, and leadership. We donôt just need a 

place to be. We need a place to belong. 

Remember that this is a person; a person who 

happens to be transgender. We are really just like 

everyone else; trying to find happiness and be who 

we truly are. 

Step two: Get the word out: How will 

transgender people find your church? 

One of the ways for a church to reach out is to begin 

contacting organizations that interact with the 

transgender community and letting them know your 

church would like to be a resource. This includes 

mental health centers, probation offices, shelters, 

hospitals, health centers, police departments, 

domestic violence and sexual assault centers, 

HIV/AIDS organizations, community resource 

centers, grade schools, high schools, universities, 

employers, housing authorities, substance abuse 

centers, apartment complexes, and businesses. 

Community colleges and universities are great 

places to reach out. Many schools have GSAs 

(gay/straight alliances). Many universities have 

LGBT resource centers. If you canôt locate them, 

start at the diversity or multicultural offices. 
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You might look at how you can get some local news 

coverage. Write a letter to the editor. Hold an 

educational event. Invite a transgender speaker or 

put on a transgender panel (and advertise). Get 

some time on a local radio show or TV program to 

talk about being transgender inclusive. Stand up 

with your voice when local initiatives for LGBT 

equality come to your city or state. 

Participate in local lesbian, gay, bisexual, 

transgender (LGBT) events such a pride. Offer to 

host a transgender support group. Have an 

information table at public events and share your 

inclusiveness. Comment on news articles, Facebook 

posts, and blogs about transgender issues. Buy and 

display a transgender flag.  Put it on your website. 

Just a few ideas. There must be many more.  

Step three: Thank you: Your willingness to 

become more trans-friendly may have just saved 

a life. 

Transgender Advocacy Network. - http://transadvocacynetwork.org/ 
 
Transgender Healthcare Protocol - 
http://transhealth.ucsf.edu/trans?page=protocol-00-00 
 
National Center for Transgender Equality - http://transequality.org/ 
 

Injustice at Every Turn - 
http://endtransdiscrimination.org/PDFs/NTDS_Exec_Summary.pdf 
 
Transgender Faith Tour - www.transfaithtour.org   
transfaithtour@gmail.com 



196 

 

Who Am I to Judge?  

BTW, Your Love is Bad 
January 2015 

 

Who Am I to Judge. BTW, Your Love Is Bad. 

Horrible. Destroying the world. Sorry, not sorry. 

What an unfortunate turn of events for the hope of 

true change. So much good, that had been carved 

out of the unmovable and purportedly infallible 

doctrine of exclusion, was instantly vaporized by 

the Popeôs statements about marriage during his 

visit to the Philippines.  

 

The Pope pulled out the very same catch phrase that 

has been used repeatedly to deny equal status to the 

relationships of same-sex couples, ñredefine 

marriageò.  As if marriage should have any 

definition other than a union of people who love 

each other. I canôt say that I feel at all included in 

the Popeôs definition of family.  

 

I am one of (I suspect) many who have been quietly 

observing and reserving judgment (if you will) of 

Pope Francis. Not judgment about whether or not he 

is a good human being. Not judgment about his 

likelihood to make it to Heaven. Judgment about 

just how supportive (or judgmental) he really is 

when it comes to LGBT people. Now I know. 

 

There can be little doubt that this Pope is a 

marvelous improvement and that his tone has been 

amazingly more inclusive than ever before. He has 

made it clear that he does not approve of the rich 
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getting richer at the expense of the poor. He has, 

most definitely, softened the rhetoric regarding 

people who are LGBT.  

 

Well, actually, that would be people who are LGB. 

He has pretty much relegated people who are 

transgender to the - I should be used to it by now - 

realm of invisible and non-existent. This truth aside, 

one of the realities of the pursuit of equal rights for 

LGBT Americans is that relationship recognition is 

a very powerful form of acceptance. Failure to 

recognize LGBT relationships is a horribly harmful 

form of marginalization, and in the case of the 

Pope, an undeniable form of hypocrisy. 

  

Who Am I to Judge. BTW, Your Love Is Bad. 

Horrible. Destroying the world. Sorry, not sorry. It 

leaves me knowing that the tone has been hollow 

and the substance hidden. It leaves me knowing that 

nothing short of never-before-seen substance will 

establish any true change in the way LGBT people 

are seen, and treated, by the Vatican. 

 

The marginalization of human beings, any human 

beings, is distinctly not representative of following 

the teachings and example of Christ. When Jesus 

talked about lifting up ñthe least of theseò, he was 

not talking about creating an entire class of people 

to fill the role of the least of these. He was talking 

about inviting everyone to the table. Excluding no 

one.  
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Our love is not bad. Our love is not destroying the 

world. The most significant threat to the family is 

failure to recognize all families. If the Pope truly 

wants to reach out to the marginalized, he should 

truly open his arms to everyone.  

 

I still think the Pope is a remarkable human being. I 

have no idea if he (or anyone else) is going to 

Heaven. But I am certain that his concerns about 

same-sex couples are misguided and harmful. Sorry. 

Not sorry. 
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Je Suis Moi -- I am Me 
January 2015 

 

Je suis Charlie. Je suis Ahmed. Je suis Eric. Je suis 

Mike. Je suis law enforcement. Je suis moi. Je te 

suis. Nous sommes une. I am me. I am you. We are 

one. 

 

Wait! Hold on! How can I be Eric and Mike, and 

law enforcement? I have to pick a side - at least, 

thatôs what a lot of people tell me.  

 

I participated in a march against police brutality and 

racism. To many people, this makes me anti-police. 

But I am not anti-police. I am anti-racism. I am anti-

violence. I have great respect, appreciation, and 

admiration for law enforcement. I have great 

disdain for racial inequality. These two viewpoints 

are not mutually exclusive. 

 

Itôs like when they tell me I canôt be transgender 

AND Christian - and they do tell me that - they 

being those who see me as a lesser human being 

because of their personal take on what it means to 

be Christian and what it means to be transgender. I 

can be transgender and Christian. And I can be pro-

police and anti-racism. 

 

I had the great fortune of attending a presentation 

on the book, The New Jim Crow. I listened to a 

black man in the audience describe how he felt it 

was necessary to teach his sons that they could not 

go out walking after dark, because walking while 
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black at night is far-too-often construed to be a 

criminal activity.  

 

How can this not be an undeniable and unavoidable 

statement that there is something wrong with the 

way things are, right now, in America. Whether or 

not there is reason for this man to feel that way - 

and there is more than enough reason - just the fact 

that he feels that way should tell us that there is 

something horribly wrong. 

 

I see the repeated stories about young, unarmed, 

black men who are killed by police. I have seen the 

civil unrest that sometimes accompanies these 

events. I hear the questions about why would people 

react that way. But then the conversation stops. 

 

If we donôt know why someone would react that 

way, perhaps we might think about taking the time 

and making the effort to actually find out the 

answer to the question. Not from a how we see it 

from an outsider position. Not from a what is wrong 

with them position. The question that needs an 

answer is, What is so horribly wrong with our 

society that there is a need for civil unrest? 

 

On the other hand, in my own community, three 

police officers have been murdered in the line of 

duty in the last two years. These men are heroes. 

They gave their lives in the act of keeping us safe. 

Their lives are constantly on the line and they do 

this willingly, almost always out of love for their 

community and their fellow human beings. 
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When a black man finds it necessary to tell his sons 

that they cannot go out walking after dark, I should 

have a problem with that. I should have a problem 

that motivates me into action. Because if he lives in 

a world where this happens, so do I. I live in the 

same world. And that is not acceptable to me. 

 

When a member of law enforcement loses their life 

protecting my community, I should have a problem 

that motivates me into action. When another 

unarmed, young, black man loses his life, I should 

have a problem that motivates me into action as 

well.  

 

If I live in a world where people tell me I cannot be 

Christian because I am transgender, so do you. We 

all live in the same world. And that cannot be 

acceptable either. 

 

Because I live in a world where multiple young, 

black men are dying. Because I live in a world 

where good, peaceful people who are Muslims are 

being judged for the actions of extremists. Because 

I live in a world where free speech is threatened 

with violence. Because I live in a world where law 

enforcement officers are gunned down in the act of 

keeping the peace. Because a transgender teenager 

finds it necessary to step in front of a moving truck.  

 

I must strive to move beyond my fears and 

experience life with open eyes, an open heart, and 

an open mind. I am limited by my unwillingness to 
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embrace the people who have intimate knowledge 

of the parts of me I have yet to discover; I have yet 

to embrace. My soul is set free by my unwillingness 

to be defined, or to define others, by such 

limitations. 

 

I am all genders. I cover the spectrum of 

orientations. I am every belief system and every 

ethnicity. Every race, every class, and every ability. 

However, I will never experience these truths as 

long as I am limited by an infinite need to place 

people in boxes, and choose sides. These truths are 

at my fingertips, but I am unable to hold out my 

hand if I am clenching my fist.  

 

I need to ask the questions. I need to make it my 

mission to seek out the true answers. Then, and only 

then, will we have a place to begin to make things 

different. Because . . . Je suis moi. Je te suis. Nous 

sommes une. 



203 

 

Matthew 7, Leviticus 20, 

and the Christian Catch-22 
January 2015 

 

Do not judge, or you too will be judged. (Matthew 

7:1). These are the words of Jesus.  

 

If a man has sexual relations with a man as one 

does with a woman, both of them have done what is 

detestable. They are to be put to death; their blood 

will be on their own heads. (Leviticus 20:13). These 

are not the words of Jesus. In fact, Jesus never said 

anything like this. 

 

And there is also this other one that is from Jesus - 

When they kept on questioning him, he straightened 

up and said to them, ñLet any one of you who is 

without sin be the first to throw a stone at her.ò 

(John 8:7). 

 

Now, we know that some people believe that people 

who are lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgender are . 

. . uh . . . detestable. Some of these people spend a 

lot of time and money trying to make sure that 

people who are LGBT are relegated to second-class 

citizenship. Some of those people also happen to 

identify as Christian.  

 

Iôm not exactly sure how that works because if you 

follow the teachings and example of Jesus, you 

would . . . uh . . . not do that. Anyway, some people 

who claim to be Christian do, in fact, judge people 

who are LGBT. 
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I am not anti-Christian when I stand up for LGBT 

rights. I am anti-bigotry. The fact that someone 

identifies as a Christian has nothing to do with it. 

There is no war on religion. It is a war on 

discrimination. Nothing more. Nothing less.  

 

I do think itôs important to mention here that there is 

nothing sinful about marriage equality or gender 

authenticity. It seems to me that when I was 

pretending to be someone different from my true 

authentic self, that is when I was in conflict with 

God. Anyway, I thought it was important to 

mention. 

 

Here is the Catch-22. If I identify as a Christian, I 

should not judge. Jesus taught that. Some legislators 

in Louisiana are making a lot of noise about their 

beliefs regarding morality of people who are LGBT 

and one legislator in Louisiana (State 

Representative Patricia Todd) says she is going to 

call out some of the self-identified Christians who 

are promoting their inexplicable version of morality 

and family values. 

 

Call them out for what? Call them out for having 

extra-marital affairs. Last I saw, extra-marital sex 

was like #6 on the Christian Top Ten List. But to 

call them out on this would seem to be a bit . . . uh . 

. . judgmental. Or is it?  

 

I am caught between the proverbial rock and an all-

too-familiar hard place. I am not supposed to judge, 

but I canôt believe that I should remain silent while 
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people use religion (or any other tool) to push our 

children to the point that they consider suicide as a 

response to being who they are or loving who they 

love. Not to mention relegating an entire group of 

people to second-class citizenship.  

 

Is it judgmental to point out the blood on the hands 

of the people who viciously attack the space in 

which LGBT teenagers might otherwise actually 

believe they are okay?  

 

I donôt believe that we are supposed to ignore these 

hateful attacks on any people, by any people. By the 

way, that includes the 2,000 people who were 

recently murdered by the Boko Haram. I thought it 

was important to mention this too. 

  

So, I guess the questions at hand are whether or not 

this is a true Catch-22 and whether or not 

Representative Todd would be right to out the 

adulterers in the Louisiana State Legislature. 

 

In the novel, Catch-22, Joseph Heller writes the 

following: 

 

There was only one catch and that was Catch-22, 

that specified that a concern for one's own safety in 

the face of dangers that were real and immediate 

was the process of a rational mind. Orr was crazy 

and could be grounded. All he had to do was ask; 

and as soon as he did, he would no longer be crazy 

and would have to fly more missions. Orr would be 

crazy to fly more missions and sane if he didn't, but 
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if he was sane, he had to fly them. Yossarian was 

moved very deeply by the absolute simplicity of the 

clause of Catch-22 and let out a respectful whistle.  

 

"That's some catch, that Catch-22," he observed.  

 
"'It's the best there is,' Doc Daneeka agreed." 
 

I think this do not judge thing is a Catch 22 of sorts. 

A lose-lose, if you will. Maybe a damned if you do 

and damned if you donôt, kind of thing. 

 

To paraphrase Representative Todd - If you all boys 

donôt stop raining pain on the lesbian, gay, bisexual, 

and transgender children of God, I am going to 

shine some light into all those closets where you 

have been sneaking around. 

 

Is she right to do such a thing? Donôt ask me, Iôm 

not supposed to judge. 
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When I Was a Girl 
February 2015 

 

I was never a boy. I was always a girl. In spite of 

the lies that were constantly being told to me, by my 

body and by the world, there was never any real 

doubt about this truth. I was just one of those girls 

who were told that they had to live as a boy. But 

now I look back on my childhood and I know that 

this was my time. The one piece of the puzzle I 

thought I would never be able to find. It was my 

girlhood. It was my youth. When I was a girl. 

 

I posted a song on my YouTube channel entitled 

Once Upon a Blue Balloon. It is a journey song, 

beginning with the blue balloon my parents tied on 

the mailbox at the end of the driveway on the day I 

was born. It travels through the struggles and 

eventual horrors of pretending to be male and trying 

to be male.  

 

The song ends with the joys that come with living 

authentically. Then upon an angel wing. Time 

became a living thing. Life itself awoke in Spring. 

And butterflies began to sing. It is outside the 

definition of humanity for any person to deny these 

joys to another. 

 

It has only been in the last few years that I began to 

truly understand the absolute, indelible reality of 

what was happening. Being a girl, but living as a 

boy. Being a woman, but living as a man. Buying 
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into the lie that my body has some magical power to 

tell my soul who I am.  

 

In the long and the short of it, all things were 

leading me to the moment in time when I could 

shed the dark enclosure of pretending to be a man, 

remove my soul from within the lifelong prison cell, 

and walk openly into the light. 

 

What happened next was nothing short of a miracle. 

Whether by the hand of God, or by a pebble placed 

gently into the middle of the ocean causing a ripple 

of peace, truth, and correctness to extend from one 

end of the universe to the other. It was a miracle, 

indeed. 

 

There was no becoming a woman in some mythical 

sense that a man becomes a woman. There was 

becoming a woman in the sense that a girl becomes 

a woman. It is the natural progression of all that had 

always been meant to be. The awakening of the 

soul. The epiphany of the actual intent of the 

Creator.  

 

In the movie, Field of Dreams, there is a scene 

where Ray Kinsella, speaking to Terence Mann, 

says ñYou once wrote, óThere comes a time when 

all the cosmic tumblers have clicked into place, and 

the universe opens itself up for a few seconds, to 

show you what is possible.ôò  

 

This is the transition. It is not a transition from male 

to female. It is a transition from impossible to 
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possible. From darkness to light, deception to 

honesty, pretend to real. It is a transition of truth. A 

transition of life. From being a girl to being a 

woman. I have finally come into my destiny, and all 

the cosmic tumblers have clicked into place. 

 

You know, I cry a lot more easily today than I used 

to. Does that make me more of a woman, or just 

more of a human being? Or is it that embracing 

myself as a woman makes me more of a human 

being?  

 

Things became a lot more clear when I stopped 

trying to become someone and simply started 

learning to be. Because there is only one thing I 

know for sure - I am precisely and perfectly who I 

am supposed to be. 

 

As my journey progresses, it is my hope to be more 

of a human being. Authenticity makes that oh-so-

much-more possible. And now when I remember 

my childhood, I do not remember being a boy. My 

memories are of places never visited. Memories like 

twirling down the aisle of the local department 

store, next to my mom, on the life-or-death mission 

of finding me the perfect dress.  

 

I remember these things that never happened 

because I can no longer recall ever being a boy. I 

have only the perfect memories of childhood. The 

one missing piece of the puzzle has finally been 

found. It was my girlhood. It was my youth. When I 

was a girl. 
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Damn, Sam: Reaction of a Kansas Activist 
February 2015 

 

Several years ago, I committed my life to trying to 

make certain that it was more possible for more 

LGBT youth in Kansas to see a light in the 

darkness. To know that they are precisely and 

perfectly who they are supposed to be. There are 

many others who have made the same commitment. 

 

In 2007 an executive order signed by then-governor 

Kathleen Sebelius provided protections for about 

25,000 Kansas employees from discrimination 

based on sexual orientation and gender identity. On 

Tuesday, Sam Brownback issued his own executive 

order, repealing those protections.  

 

In so doing, he took an action that extinguishes part 

of the light so many have worked to create. But the 

spark that is left will grow into a flame of truth and 

dignity. Why? Because the flame of truth and 

dignity is far more powerful than any amount of 

hate and discrimination. 

 

My message to LGBT Kansans is this. DO NOT let 

him tell you who you are. DO NOT let him tell you 

who you have to be or who you can love. DO NOT 

let Brownback or any other bigot tell you what your 

value is. You are perfect. Not only is there nothing 

wrong with being lesbian, gay, bisexual, or 

transgender; it is beautiful. You are undeniably and 

exactly who you are supposed to be. 
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I am not frightened by this monstrous action, nor 

am I afraid of this man. He does not speak for 

Kansas. He does not speak for God. Hate is not a 

Christian value. Hate is not a Kansas value. Hate is 

not an American value. The greatest possible gift I 

can give to this world is to be my true, authentic 

self. Sam Brownback has no power to change that. 

 

Ideologues like Brownback are a dying breed. The 

future belongs to equality. Legalized discrimination 

is breathing its last breaths. But those who would 

see the light extinguished for young people; who are 

lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgender; are fighting 

the battle of desperation.  

 

They are pulling out all the stops and clinging to the 

dying branches of a tree that no longer has roots. 

They are no longer able, will never again be able, to 

stop the progression of human dignity and civil 

rights.  

 

However, in this battle of desperation, there are and 

will continue to be the last desperate acts of hate. 

Absolute and indefensible by their very nature, 

carrying the despicable and desolate mark of 

inhumanity. These horrifying and inexcusable acts 

are not all-powerful. In the movie Star Wars 

Episode IV: A New Hope, Princess Leia says, "The 

more you tighten your grip, Tarkin, the more star 

systems will slip through your fingers." True that. 

 

We must stand together against the immoral 

designation of LGBT people as second-class 
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citizens. We must do this in Kansas, across 

America, in Russia, and in Uganda. We must do it 

anywhere the ugly two-headed snake of 

homophobia and transphobia dares to make its nasty 

presence known. 

 

We are going to fight tooth and nail until we put an 

end to the evilness of Sam Brownback and other 

monsters like him. We will take the battle to him 

and any other person who tries to deny us our 

rightful status as full and equal human beings. That, 

is a promise. 

 

So I will endeavor to shine my light even more 

truthfully, even more powerfully, and even more 

brightly than ever before. I do not stand alone. We 

will continue the fight until there is a light in the 

darkness that can not be extinguished; until the 

darkness is no more. 

 

The day is coming, sooner that you might think. 

Donôt ask me whatôs the matter with Kansas. This is 

a great state. This is my state. You might want to 

ask me whatôs the matter with Brownback. Heôs not 

looking too good. 
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There Will Always Be Zoraks 
March 2015 

 

An anonymous commenter on the Topeka Capital 

Journal website by the pseudonym of Zorak has 

chosen to repeatedly misgender me and to refer to 

me by a name that is not my legal name. 

Apparently, Zorak thinks this is cute or clever or 

something. 

 

Also apparently, Zorak seems to think that my blogs 

on the Capital Journal website are somehow meant 

to create some kind of discussion about the 

rightness or wrongness of living authentically. 

Positions that denounce authenticity are not worthy 

of the dignity of a response and it normally satisfies 

my purpose to simply note that the time has come 

when the naysayers have become the best witnesses 

for the advance of equality (which is true).  

 

There have been monumental advances in the last 

few years as people become more aware of the fact 

that there is wide-spread discrimination against 

lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgender Americans, 

and that treating all people with dignity and respect, 

regardless of sexual orientation or gender identity, 

is a human rights issue and an American value. 

 

The idea that creating legal protections for LGBT 

citizens grants special rights is purely absurd. 

Special rights are rights that one group of people 

have while others do not. The special rights in this 

situation are the rights that are denied to LGBT 
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Americans - the ones that everyone else has - but 

LGBT Americans are denied. 

 

The idea that any other human being can possibly 

know another personôs gender identity is equally 

absurd. When people like Zorak misgender people 

like me, they are claiming to have that knowledge. 

Perhaps the Zoraks of the world are also able to 

determine every other intimate aspect associated 

with other people. Or perhaps the Zoraks of the 

world are just full of the stuff that comes out of the 

south end of a north-bound bull. 

 

Not to put too fine a point on it, but it would seem 

that if having a penis is what makes someone a 

man, there would be a lot more men in the world. 

And the world would indeed be a different place in 

which to live. 

 

The claim that a personôs gender identity always 

matches their biological birth sex is certainly 

utilized as a weapon of bullying, discrimination, 

and even violence. This claim is also grounded in 

ignorance. The American Psychiatric Association, 

the American Psychological Association, the 

American Medical Association, and the World 

Professional Association for Transgender Health 

have reached a different conclusion than Zorak. All 

of these professional, knowledge-based 

organizations have determined that my identity as a 

woman is valid, in spite of what Zorak and Zorak-

like-persons would like to believe. 
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All of this having been said, there is a reason that I 

write about being transgender. There is a reason that 

I live as an openly-transgender woman. There is a 

reason that I post my blogs at Huffington Post, and 

lgbtSr.org, and the Topeka Capital Journal. 

 

Somewhere, a transgender teenager is 

contemplating the act of walking in front of a 

moving semi on the interstate. Some LGBT person 

is wondering whether or not their life has value. 

Some desperately harmed and shamed human being 

is trying to determine if life is just too hard for them 

to continue the battle. 

 

It is my hope that a few of these people will find 

hope in the words I post. Hope that they can 

discover the incredible joys of living authentically. 

Hope that their lives are just as valuable as the lives 

of everyone else. Hope that there is a reason to 

continue the battle. 

 

And it is a battle - a needless, pointless, shameful 

battle that is being fought by LGBT Americans day 

after day after day. It is a battle that is perpetuated 

when people like Zorak find it necessary to 

misgender people like me.  

 

No, it is not for Zorak that I write these words. I 

write these words so that the people who need to 

hear them will know that there will always be 

Zoraks, but there are other voices in the universe. 

There are people who are willing to stand up and 

proclaim that there is nothing wrong with living 
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authentically, and the voices that say otherwise are 

the never-ending gasps of ignorance that have no 

rightful place, but will always exist. 

 

There will always be Zoraks, but there will also be 

people who expose their words as shallow and 

hollow. People who understand that the value of a 

human being is not based on sexual orientation or 

gender identity. The value of a human being is 

based in the fact that they are a human being. 

Anyone who tries to tell you anything different  

is . . . well . . . a Zorak. 
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Cisplaining, Mind-Reading, and Other 

Mystic Powers of Anti-Trans Experts 
March 2015 

 

Some people who are not transgender seem to have 

a lot of ideas about what it means to be transgender.  

Some of these people are cisplainers. These are the 

people who claim to have more knowledge about 

someoneôs gender identity than the actual person 

who has a gender identity outside of the cisplainerôs 

personal experience. 

 

ñCisplainingò is taken from the term, 

ñmansplainingò, which has been interpreted to mean 

many things. My chosen utilization of mansplaining 

is when a male person assumes to have more 

knowledge about what itôs like to be female than a 

female person does. 

 

In the same way, cisplaining is when a cisgender 

person (someone who is not transgender) assumes 

to have more knowledge about what itôs like to be 

transgender than a transgender person does. Thus, 

the connection to mind-reading and other mystic 

powers. It stands to reason that a cisplainer must 

have the ability to read minds. Otherwise, how in 

the world would they know another personôs gender 

identity? 

 

Not all cisgender people are cisplainers. Most of the 

cisgender people I know have taken the time to 

learn about transgender identities and the obstacles 

that are faced by people who are transgender. In 
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fact, most of the people I know understand that 

people experience their various identities in 

different ways (i.e. everyone is not the same). 

 

The ones who cisplain often say that a personôs 

gender is defined by their biological birth sex. They 

sometimes say that transgender identities are not 

natural. They sometimes select certain verses from 

the Bible in an attempt to support their ideology. 

Regardless of their sources, cisplainers must still 

rely on the idea that they are able to determine 

another personôs gender identity. 

 

These people have been known to do some research 

on the topic. They search the internet until they find 

something that supports their espoused ability to 

read other peopleôs minds and ignore the 

bothersome opinions of organizations like the 

American Psychological Association, the American 

Psychiatric Association, and the American Medical 

Association. 

 

Of course, when a person has determined that they 

are able to assign a gender identity to everyone in 

the world, it is necessary to push reality to the side. 

You canôt let little things like science get in the way 

when you are telling other people who they are and 

who they have to be. 

 

Also of course, the real problem with cisplainers is 

not so much that they think they know who you are, 

but that they often try to tell you who you are and 

who you have to be.  
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It is perfectly okay with me if someone wants to 

believe that they know more about my gender than I 

do. However, I kind of have trouble when they try 

to tell me that I have to take their delusional 

daydream and create my own personal nightmare. 

 

As I have shared many times, when I tried living as 

a man, my life was filled with horrible turmoil. I 

wasnôt able to function. I couldnôt participate in 

society. I wasnôt able to pursue higher education. I 

couldnôt make it work no matter how hard I tried. 

And I did try. For almost half a century, I tried. 

 

In the last several years as I have stopped 

pretending to be male, and I have embraced my 

authentic female self. Not surprisingly, my life has 

been filled with amazing joy. I am able to function. 

I can participate in society. I have achieved two 

college degrees and I am working on my third. It 

works. I don't even have to try. It just works. 

 

There is more. I have been told not only that I am 

not truly a woman, but that as a transgender person 

I can not be faithful to my authentic self and also be 

faithful to God. Nothing could be further from the 

truth. Now I know that part of being faithful to God 

is being faithful to my authentic self. 

 

So, you might imagine that I get concerned when I 

become aware of cisplaining people. Cisplainers be 

like trying to tell you who you have to be. I be like 

trying to keep transgender teenagers from 

committing suicide.  
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There are a couple things I would like to say to the 

cisplainers. If you would like to know more about 

what itôs like to be transgender, I will be glad to sit 

down with you and share. I am not that hard to find. 

 

If you think you know more about who I am than I 

do and you want to try to do some cisplaining, there 

isnôt much I can do to help you. But I do know 

some really good doctors who might be able help 

you with that. 

 

Finally, I think it would be cool if we had some 

mystic ability to tell whether or not people were 

kind. I guess we will just have to settle for being 

able to listen to them.  
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Knowledge and Information are the Keys 

 to Acceptance and Understanding 

  

Fear and Ignorance are the Locks  

 

When One Person is Willing to Share  

A Key is Placed in One of the Locks  

 

When One Person Listens  

The Key Turns and the Lock Opens  

 

Then  

Another Person has a Bright, New, Shiny Key  

 

Together 

One Person at a Time  

We Change the World  

 

 

-  Stephanie Mott 

 

 

Poetry and Prose 
  

As I began living authentically, as my soul 

was released into the world, so were the 

words and feelings of a lifetime. 

http://libertypress.net/
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 Story of Stephanie 
 

Somewhere -  

In the inner most traces of thought  

At the very edge of the human soul  

On the threshold of everything right and true  

She is  

She has always been  
   

Yesterday -  

Her precious womanhood was bound 

By the ties of fear and fortune  

Her spirit kept from the light  
   

Today -  

She begins her journey into life itself  

Both fearless and afraid  

Emotions flow into and out of her 

With the force of an ocean's tides  

And the tenderness of a single flake of snow 

Floating gently on the cold still air  

She can no longer deny, nor be denied 

All that is, and all that must be  
   

Someday -  

She will sing and dance for all the world  

Impassioned voice of pure and welcomed truth  

Graceful steps to places once only found in dreams  

What was wrong, will fade  

Into irretrievable memories  

Of existence that never truly was  

Only then, will she fly on the wings of destiny 
 

- 05/01/2006 
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He, or She, or It  
 

He, or she, or it  

Just letters, in a row  

People share their thoughts a bit  

As if they really know  
   

To me God is the total sum  

Of everything that's good  

More than simple flesh and blood  

Neither man nor womanhood  
   

A hospital in Africa  

Where missionaries try  

With their blood, and flesh, and tears  

So babies might not die  
   

The beauty of the setting sun  

The miracle of birth  

Milk that flows from mother's breast  

This thing we call the Earth  
   

The quiet passing of an hour  

A soul who lends a hand  

The color of a wild flower  

A zillion times across the land  
   

A simple thing that brings a smile  

Light that shows the way  

Joyful laughter of a child  

Peacefully at play  
   

The passing of a loved one  

Their human flame no longer lit   

The knowledge that they're in the care  

Of he, or she, or it 
 

- 07/05/2006 
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It's Hard to Understand  
 

This poem is written about the people of Westboro 

Baptist Church. 

 

It is hard to understand why other people are the 

way they are. Some people often wonder how a 

woman could be in love with another woman. That 

a person could be male on the outside. And female 

within.  
   

A lot of folks have trouble with things like this 

sometimes. Seemingly finding it threatening to their 

own way of life. As if accepting what they do not 

experience, somehow makes them less legitimate.  

Or perhaps they just can not see, that we are all 

different. And all the same. Perfect creations of 

God. Why don't they understand? 

   

How is it that some don't see how much wonder and 

truth there is, so much to be gained, so much to 

learn? Only by seeing the immeasurable value in all 

human life, in all life, are you legitimized at all. 

   

And then I have to remember. 

They too are God's perfect creations. 

It is not my place to know. 

Only to accept that God has a plan 

Which is so great 

It is far beyond 

My limited ability 

To understand. 
 

- 07/16/2006  
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Therefore, if anyone is in 

Christ, they are a new creature 

Old things are passed away 
Behold 

All things are become new 

 

- II Corinthians 5:17 

 

Stephanie's Prayer  
 

Dear God 

In Heaven  

I praise You 

And thank You  

For the many amazing gifts  

With which I have been blessed  

I am truly humbled 

By your power and love  

   

Thank You so much 

For opening the doors to womanhood  

And for placing angels along my path to help me  

Please give me the courage and wisdom  

To walk joyfully and graciously into this new life  

   

Let me not forget, that only by your grace  

Is my time to be a woman finally at hand  

Keep in my heart that it is only through faith  

That we are born again  

   

I humbly pray that I am a woman  

Who seeks your will each day  

Fulfills her part in your Heavenly plan  

And makes You smile  

   

In Jesus' name  

Amen  

Your loving daughter  

Stephanie  

   

- 07/18/2006  
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Different Eyes 
 

I seem to be looking 

Through different eyes 

These days  

As if I were alive 

For the very first time  

Seeing things not even imagined  

Although, I think they have been there  

All along  

   

Beauty and wonder fill my world  

Images transformed into joy and peace in my heart  

Undeniably present in every scene  

Unmistakably real and true  

   

Why have I not noticed before  

Where was I looking  

What did I view  

When did everything change  

How do I keep this fabulous gift  

Who is this person, able to see  

   

Finally 

I have released my true spirit  

Seeing through different eyes 

A woman's eyes  

And I am alive 

For the very first time 

 

- 07/23/2006  
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Stephanie Went to Church  
 

It is just noon and this has already 

been the most glorious day  

My spirit is filled with God 

And the love of my new sisters  

I am truly blessed 

For this is the day that Stephanie 

First worshiped the Lord, as herself  

   

Eight and a half months ago  

I was drinking and dying, desperately trying 

To find myself  

When I finally turned everything over to God  

I began my walk down a path 

To the happy and joyous freedom  

Which has allowed me to truly begin my life 

As a woman  

For those eight and a half months  

I have been an unborn child in the womb of God  

And today, I am born again  

   

Only yesterday, my most wonderful sister  

Helped me choose my dress and shoes and purse 

And just the right ear rings  

This incredible woman, who knew who I was  

Even before I was completely certain myself  

Sitting beside me today and sharing the hymnal  

Her love removing any lingering trace 

Of incorrectness in my mind  

My heart and soul soared in awesome wonder  
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Other gracious and loving sisters  

Sharing their poetry, with tender thoughts 

That will never be forgotten  

Introducing themselves to Stephanie  

And bestowing hugs of sisterhood  

Praying as I took communion  

God, bless Your daughter,  

For the faith she has shown in You . . .  

   

Steven is not gone, I am a woman in progress  

Still discovering which parts of him 

I will I carry with me  

Many more steps to take 

Many obstacles to overcome  

   

But as I signed the attendance card 

Stephanie Mott, I reflected  

The church was so warm and welcoming 

As it had been before, when Steven attended  

For me, it held an overwhelming feeling 

Truth and self in the eyes of the Lord  

An entire lifetime of denial and deceit 

Erased instantly  

   

My spirit is filled with God's presence and approval  

Unleashed forever, empowered to be me  

God smiled on me this Sunday 

As Stephanie went to church 

 

- 07/23/2006  
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While I Wait  
 

Forced into what seems like 

Interminable waiting  

The doctor's appointment made 

For a week ago  

Rescheduled for four days from now  

Has now been moved out 

To four weeks from now  

The meeting to begin 

My true physical transformation  

Into the womanhood I have longed for all my life  

   

My heart was risen to delightful anticipation  

Then slammed to the floor of disappointment  

Moved to tears  

But fortunately also moved to reach out 

To my angel  

In the meantime, I wait, and think  

   

Time to perhaps review the circumstances 

Of the place where I am  

The choices that I have made  

Decide again, if this is the path I want to take  

And the path that God wants me to take  

   

God made me this way  

Female in spirit and male in body  

There was no mistake  

In the time I have spent recently pursuing my dream  

I have known more peace and joy 

Than in all my previous days  

My heart has grown by leaps and bounds  
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My soul is finally free  

Worshipping the Lord as my true self  

Filled with God's presence, love and approval  

Blessed by angels from Heaven  

And I wonder what I was wondering about  

   

Still, there are questions  

Wouldn't it be something to just be normal 

Be a father to my son  

Can it be right to put my family 

Through the difficulties certain to surface 

As I embrace my authentic self 
   

But I have been down this road 

Too many times before  

Trying to be something I am not  

Denying myself the right 

The responsibility to be who I am  

I know where it leads  
   

There is only one question  

Should I be myself or not  

Not really even a question 

Just a simple truth  

I am a woman 

By the grace of God 

And I must be me 

 

- 08/14/2006  
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Stop Pretending  

 
Close your eyes and pretend for a minute  

That you are a man  

   

Your heart, your mind, your soul  

All female  

But your body quite male  
   

Imagine how it would feel  

To see amazing women all around  

Watch them move, see their clothing  

Seeing your very essence in each one  

And believing you will never truly live  
   

Picture looking at your image in the mirror  

And knowing that you are viewing someone else  

   

Visualize how it would be  

To make love to a woman  

All the while longing that you were in her place  

   

Think of the deceit and turmoil required  

To steal even moments as yourself  

Always in fear of being found out  

Never being able to exist out in the open  

   

All these things and more with you constantly  

How do you escape this horrible existence  

Stop pretending 

 

- 08/19/2006 
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What Do You Wish For? 
  

What do you wish for 

When all your hopes and dreams are coming true 

  

After years and years of desperate longing 

Solitude, fear and shame 

Become joy and peace and happiness never known 

What is left to reach for 

  

As I enter my life as a woman 

This question surfaces from the ashes of turmoil 

And the answer is plain to see 

I wish to be the best woman I can possibly be 

To bring happiness and hope 

Courage and strength 

Truth and love 

Acceptance and understanding 

To the life of anyone I touch with my own 

 

And if by the grace of God I can help 

Even one soul to avoid the pain I have known 

All my struggles will have been worthwhile 

And my life will have served its purpose, and God 

 

This, is what I wish for 

 

- 09/16/2006  

  
For I know the plans I have for you, declares the Lord. 

Plans to prosper you, not to harm you. Plans to give you hope 

and a future. 

 

~  Jeremiah 29:11 
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At the Fork in the Road  

 
I have finally reached the fork in the road  

Standing on the very threshold of womanhood  

On October 24th, it appears for all likelihood  

My doctor will prescribe the womanizing hormones  

For which I have endlessly waited  

   

It is not difficult to know 

Which path I want to take  

Considerably more challenging 

To know the path I should take  

Certain which path I will take  

   

But some thoughts surface 

As I wait these few last days  

   

Until recently, I have spent my entire life as Steven  

Wishing to be Stephanie  

So long, in fact, that the longing 

The desire and the hope  

Have become part of who I am  

Soon, that chapter in my life will be ended  

I will no longer be Steven wishing to be Stephanie  

I will be Stephanie, showing Steven as necessary  

Until I can be completely Stephanie  

   

As I sit here and type these words  

It occurs to me that I can't remember 

What I started out to say  

The only thing in my heart and mind  

Is the glorious wonder that I have known 

In the last few months  
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The peace and correctness that come  

With being my true self  

   

As I have prayed for guidance 

With respect to my path  

I have asked for God's will 

To be placed in my heart  

And for help learning to trust 

That this has been done  

   

So it is, that there is no fork in the road  

Only the path God has laid out before me  

Now as I pray  

It will be for me to be the woman 

God wants me to be 

 

- 09/16/2006  
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Sometimes God Likes the Scenic Route  
 

I walk down a path where I can't see the end  

Never for sure what lies 'round the bend  

Often I wish, a map I would find  

I could see the things that God has in mind  

   

Or maybe life could be a straight line  

Surely everything then would be fine  

But there is a plan and there is no doubt  

Sometimes God likes the scenic route  

   

Each passing day is a roll of the dice  

If you get doubles, you get to roll twice  

If you land on a square that says go back ten spaces  

You have the chance to see the missed places  

   

A spot on the board says start over again  

And that's what you do if you're hoping to win  

So what does it take to win at this game  

It's not about gaining fortune or fame  

   

Rather walking a path where you can't see the end  

Never knowing for sure what lies 'round the bend  

Seeing each day as a chance to be kind  

And seeking and trusting what God has in mind 

 

- 11/12/2006  
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If the Unthinkable Should Happen  
 

This poem was a reflection on my feelings 

of how people would feel about my journey 

if my life were to be cut short. It was  

precipitated by thoughts regarding my 

hip surgery which took place in February. 

 

If the unthinkable should happen  

If the unspeakable is said  

   

If God should call me home  

Don't think of me as dead  

   

What I've found, it can not die  

No matter what's ahead  

   

Take from me no sorrow  

Choose the joy instead  

   

For when you touched my soul  

All my sorrow fled  

   

Just smile and know that now I have  

Some different wings to spread  

   

If the unthinkable should happen  

If the unspeakable is said 

 

- 01/27/2007 
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What Might Have Been 
 

I might have lived my little girl 

Never lived in hell  

What would have been 

If might have been  

Had happened, who can tell  

I might have lived a lifetime 

In a soft and gentle shell  

I wouldn't be the me I am 

I know this, very well  

   

If I'd have lived my little girl 

How would the story go  

If I hadn't lived a boy  

Those many years ago  

Had I walked a different path 

How could I ever know  

The gifts that God has given me 

Or had the chance to grow  

   

If I'd have lived my little girl 

Who then would I be  

Would my body then have matched 

The soul inside of me  

That I'd have known a peace inside 

Is not a certainty  

I might have never found the truth 

The truth that set me free  
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If I'd have lived my little girl 

Who would I be today  

There must have been a reason why  

That God made me this way  

To understand that reason 

I can only pray  

And simply trust, with all my heart 

That God directs the play  

   

If I'd have lived my little girl 

Never known the night  

I might have never learned what comes 

From going through the fight  

I might have never found the path 

That brought me to the light  

So now I think, that all along 

The way it was, was right 

 

- 05/11/2007  
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Goodbye, Steven. Goodbye  

   
This poem was written after 

returning home following a 

nieceôs graduation reception.  

The next time I saw this part of  

my family, it was as Stephanie, at  

the same nieceôs wedding, a few years later. 

 

I sat there in a chair  

The wind was blowing gently  

Perfectly smoothing the edge 

Of the warm shining sun  

As I watched the little ones play 

And the older ones visit, I realized  

This is the beginning of goodbye  

   

This may be the last time you visit here  

You are going away  

Disappearing into the ever evolving 

Always increasing presence  

That is Stephanie  

   

Something like losing a friend  

A friend that I have known 

For as long as I can remember  

Not the person 

I would have imagined would be there  

Nor the person I might have chosen 

Given the chance  

But the person who was there  

Who did what needed to be done  
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I have come to trust you 

To count on you  

You did the best you could 

And there were times of joy  

You carried my spirit 

Until this day 

Unto this place  

   

It will not be move over Steven  

It will not be let go for now  

It will be goodbye  

And the day is fast approaching 

When you will not be here  

Never again  

   

I will call upon your memory 

From time to time  

Finding something in you 

That I need to carry on  

Goodbye, Steven  

Goodbye 

 

- 05/22/2007  



241 

 

A Little Bit Like Eating Broccoli  
 

I used to never like to eat broccoli  

I did 

Because I was told to  

   

Later in life  

I would eat broccoli  

Because it was good for me  

Because it was prepared 

With loving hands  

I think it made me  

A little stronger 

In body and spirit  

And I came to believe 

That it was not that bad  

   

Today 

I really like to eat broccoli  

I like it cooked 

I like it raw  

I like it with cheese 

With ranch dressing 

And plain  

   

I wonder  

If a lot of things in life  

Aren't a little bit 

Like eating broccoli 

 

- 05/22/2007  
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Mom, Look At Me  
 

Once you carried me inside you  

I can imagine the dreams you held for me  

Just wanting me to be happy 

Being me  
   

Once you held me in your hands  

I can feel the love you gave to me  
   

Once you taught me  

I know of the hopes you nurtured for me  

Sometimes, when I would learn  

You would smile for me  

And I would say, "Mom, look at me!"  
   

Often you must have feared for me  

You watched me be lost  

Unable to help me find me  
   

One day you left me  

I held your hand and washed your face 

As you slipped away  

But you are still with me  

Many times I have called on you 

Seeking comfort and guidance  
   

Now I have finally found me  

I am happy, just being me  

And I believe that you smile for me  

"Mom, look at me!"  
 

- 06/19/2007  
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More Than That  
 

Please, come sit with us 

At the transsexual table 

  

There are many tables 

At the pride picnic  

I want to see them all  

   

I am not just transsexual  

I am a person  

A soul on a spiritual journey  

An alcoholic  

A church member, a young Christian  

An aging man and an adolescent girl  

A poet, a songwriter, a piano player  

A student and a teacher  

A new sister, an old friend  

An electronic clipper  

Me  

   

All of these . . . and  

. . . more than that 

 

- 06/23/2007  
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On the Eve of Forever  
 

Tomorrow, I take a step 

That I have longed for forever  

I take a step 

That will change things forever  

I return to work as myself  
   

Excited, nervous, happy, anxious  

A little scared and completely at peace  
   

No idea what to expect  

I've played out many things that might be  

Some seem to be more likely than others  

The goods and the bads  

The rights and the wrongs  

There are no for certains  
   

Except for these things  
   

In my heart, I believe without doubt 

That this is the path God has chosen for me  

Now is the time  
   

The fear of not taking this step  

Is far greater than the fear of taking it  

My entire life has been in preparation for it  

It contains the possibility of opening the doors 

Wide for me to live as my true self  

And the possibility of helping to change the world 

Just a little bit for the better  

For those who still are afraid to be themselves  
   

- 06/24/2007  
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Stephanie Went to Work  
 

There would be good days, and bad days. 

Problems with pronouns, and bathrooms.  

But on this day, the impossible came true. 

 

The impossible came true today  

The unimaginable soared beyond imagination  

Past hope and dreams  

Into truth and correctness  

   

How I wondered what would be on this day  

Stephanie's first day at work  

   

I remembered my thoughts and feelings  

As I sat in my pickup 

Before going to church as myself  

Eleven months before  

To be, or not  

To do, or don't  

To live, or die  

The one thought that constantly prevailed  

If not now, when  

   

I prayed while I waited on the bus  

My prayers were answered by a friendly wave  

By a greeting of glad to see you 

As I stepped on the bus  

 

With "Good morning, Stephanie" 

As I entered the workplace  
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And with an overwhelming outpouring 

Of love and acceptance  

From people I had so hoped 

Would be alright with this  

From people with whom  

I had not previously spoken  

   

I must be doing something right  

God smiles on me a lot these days  

But you people  

Who have always been important to me  

Are now as precious to me as anything in the world  

   

How do I say thank you  

When so many people 

Hold the doors of life wide open for me  

At least there is something left for the impossible  

And the unimaginable  

I suppose that all I can do is just try to be there  

If any of you ever need anything  

Bless you all 

 

- 06/25/2007  
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Why Do You Judge Me  
 

Why do you judge me  
   

You don't even know me  

Not where I've come from  

Nor what I've been through  

You can not feel what I feel  

See what I see, know what I know  
   

Yet, I can not tell you  

I can not be me, because I fear that I will be judged  
   

Then, one day, I grew weary  

Tired of pretending  

Fed up with denial  

Disgusted with deceit  
   

I began to become me  

With every step I took  

You accepted me 

Helped me 

Loved me  
   

And in that light 

The light of truth 

The light of love  

I saw 

You never judged me   

It was me  

Who judged you  

All along 
 

- 06/30/2007  
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When Your Soul Aches  
 

I do not often experience feelings like this anymore. 

However, I often see feelings like this in others. It 

reminds me of the pain and tells me that I must 

strive to help make the world a different place. 

 

Like a cold and bitter wind  

That blows incessantly  

Through the inside of every cell in your body  

So deep that no amount of warmth and light 

Can even begin to bring it comfort  

Devastation such that self-destruction 

Offers a strange pleasure  

So bound that escape is any moment you can forget  

And so hopeless that death beckons 

Every moment that you can't  

Pain that searches frantically for anything harder  

So consumed that you can't even see  

Through your own eyes  

Weakness that denies you the strength to be angry  

Fear that embraces danger without feeling  

And shame that assures you 

That you deserve to be where you are  

   

This is where you go  

When your soul aches 

 

- 10/19/2007  
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From a Seed, a Flower  
 

The seed, existing, nothing more  

Struggling desperately to survive 

The endless, hopeless bitter winter  

Scarcely able to dream of even 

The smallest of possibilities 

That lay in wait  

   

Comes the Spring, a new hope  

Earth, air, water and light come together  

She sheds her once believed to be permanent shell  

The first precious signs of life begin to stir 

Tiny beginnings of transformation  

Tender tap root pushing slowly 

Silently into the unknown  

Simply trusting that what she needs will be there  

Sprouting, almost imperceptibly at first  

Driven by the yet undefined forces 

Of what is and what will be.  

   

At her most vulnerable moment 

She breaks through the hardened crust 

Of what once was  

And emerges into the pure clean air of truth 

As though she has a right to be there  

As she begins to reveal herself 

This tiny new seedling is welcomed  

By the comfort of the warm shining sun  

Renewed by the gentle rain 

And nurtured by the very foundation  

That before had seemed to block her way  
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Protected by the hand of God  

And the ever growing strength that comes 

As she reaches outward  

And extends the foundation of support produced  

By the laying of roots in fertile ground  

   

Embracing the air and the light 

She stretches toward the sky  

On a fantastic journey 

Of truth, life, love and self-discovery  

Seemingly fearless 

As she faces every moment  

With the exuberance of a child  

The passion that comes with purpose  

And the determination that is normally reserved 

For those to whom the only alternative 

Is imminent death  

   

The storms and dangers that sometimes come 

Do not threaten her existence  

She grows and learns to grow toward the light  

It is then 

That the first tiny pink buds 

Begin to develop  

Someday 

She will be in full bloom  

But for now 

She wonders 

Just what kind of flower 

Will she be 

 

- 10/19/2007  
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Listen to the Sound of the Light  

 
Listen to the sound of the light 

See the beauty of the sound  

Feel the freedom of surrender 

Walk in the air on the ground  

Hear the music of the rainbow 

Taste the palate with your eye  

Breathe the air of forgiveness 

Touch the stars in the sky  

   

Let your gentleness show 

Comfort someone in sorrow  

Trust the things that you know 

And know that they'll change tomorrow  

Sing the song of another 

Break bread with a friend  

Praise the Lord every morning 

'til your day has reached an end 

   

Celebrate your uniqueness 

Treasure the same in another  

Find the strength in a weakness  

Of yourself, sister or brother  

Look for the person inside 

When someone brings you rain  

Remember you used to hide 

The person in you, in pain  
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Let your gentleness show 

Comfort someone in sorrow  

Trust the things that you know 

And know that they'll change tomorrow  

Sing the song of another 

Break bread with a friend  

Praise the Lord every morning 

'til your day has reached an end 
   

Learn the lessons behind you 

Seek the promise of the day  

Dream the dreams of your soul 

Choose the words that you say  

Teach the truth of believing 

Love the life that you live  

Give the gift of receiving 

Receive the gift you give 
   

Let your gentleness show 

Comfort someone in sorrow  

Trust the things that you know 

And know that they'll change tomorrow  

Sing the song of another 

Break bread with a friend  

Praise the Lord every morning 

'til your day has reached an end 

 

- 10/31/2007  
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Once Upon a Blue Balloon  
 

Once upon a blue balloon 

In a time of night or noon  

Was a life of someday soon 

A different never ending tune  

   

Once upon a pony ride 

In a time of seek and hide  

Was a life of lost inside 

A melody of self denied  

   

Once upon a starry sky 

Of long ago and by and by  

There was a twinkle in my eye 

A dream that I would someday fly  

   

Even on the brightest day 

The light could never show the way  

Life itself would never say 

Please come and walk with me  

   

Once upon a scripted song 

In a time of right was wrong  

Was a life of play along 

Where harmony did not belong  

   

Once upon a bottle black 

In a wrinkled paper sack  

Was a life not coming back 

An awful never ending track  
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Once upon a starry sky 

Of long ago and by and by  

Fading twinkle in my eye 

A dream that seemed about to die  

   

Never came a sunny day 

The light could never show the way  

Life itself would never say 

Please come and walk with me  

   

Then upon an angel wing 

Time became a living thing  

Life itself awoke in Spring 

And butterflies began to sing  

   

Now upon a rainbow tree 

In a time of it can be  

Is a life of true and free 

An ever growing symphony  

   

Now upon a starry sky 

Of here and now and by and by  

Precious sparkle in my eye 

A dream that you can not deny  

   

Every day's a sunny day 

The light she always shows the way  

Life has finally learned to say 

Please come and walk with me 

 
- 11/23/2007 
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And It Was Me  
 

One day I thought I saw a smile  

I looked awhile, and it was me  

I was happy, and I don't know 

What happened  

   

One day I thought I heard a sound  

I turned around, and it was me  

I was laughing, and I don't know 

What happened  

   

One day I thought the world was new  

It was true, and it was me  

I was changing, and I don't know  

What happened  

   

One day I thought I touched the sky  

I don't know why, but it was me  

I was growing, and I don't know  

What happened  

   

One day I looked into a mirror  

It was clear, I saw a woman  

And it was me, and now I know  

What happened 

 

- 02/11/2008  
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Of Things Unseen  
 

Of all the things in this world be  

Are many blessings we can see  

 

There is no way to count them all  

Of all things great and all things small  

 

Of beauty far beyond the word  

Of butterflies and soaring bird  

 

Of flower colors, rare and true  

Of skies of glory, pure and blue  

 

Of forests reaching to the sky  

Of all these things that meet the eye  

 

There is no beauty I have found  

Beyond the love of friends abound  

 

There is no more a precious thing  

Than in the gift of things unseen 
 

- 02/11/2008  



257 

 

And God Said  
 

God said, trust in me   

And I will love you 

And set you free  

I said, I don't see how  

It didn't work then 

And it won't work now  

   

God said, call my name  

Then your life will never 

Be the same  

I said, save my skin  

Thanks I'll call  

When I need You again  

 

I don' know when and I don't know where  

But God will help me if I ask in prayer  

I don't know what but I need it now  

If I pray God will show me how 

   

God said, seek my will  

Look for me  

In the morning still  

I said, I don't have time  

Catch You later  

Gotta chase that dime  
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God said, choose my way  

Step by step 

And day by day  

I said, see my car  

That's how people 

Know who you are  

   

I don' know when and I don't know where  

But God will help me if I ask in prayer  

I don't know what but I need it now  

If I  pray God will show me how 

 

God said, show My love  

Live in the light 

That shines from above  

I said, can't You see  

Don't You know 

What they did to me  

   

God said, I'll be here  

Waiting for you 

When you call Me near  

I said, come to me . . .  

And God came to me 

And set me free  

   

I don' know when and I don't know where  

But God will help me if I ask in prayer  

I don't know what but I need it now  

If I pray God will show me how 
 

- 02/11/2008  
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Don't You Know the Rules  
 

Don't you know the rules  

Don't you know 

That you're supposed to sit 

Over there  

With a couple of your friends  

And give me looks and laugh  

   

Don't you know 

That you're supposed to avert your eyes  

When we pass in the hallway  

   

Why did you smile at me  

Didn't you read the book  

   

You talked with me  

Sometimes you even hugged me  

   

Don't you know the rules 
 

- 03/11/2008  
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Once Upon a Daughter's Dream 
 

My mom died in 1989. When I began living as my 

true self, there was no way that I would ever have a 

mother-daughter relationship. Just one of the many 

impossible things that happen in my life every day. 

 

Once upon a daughter's dream  

Could never happen, it would seem  

That I would take a daughter's part  

That I might give a daughter's heart  

   

There was no way that it would be   

A daughter needs a mom, you see  

To talk with her and teach her things  

To help her find her daughter's wings  

   

A daughter's life I'd never know  

For mom had left me long ago  

But then one lucky day I'd find  

A special woman, strong and kind  

   

Now we would sit and talk a while  

And I would find a daughter's smile  

You share the love a mother shows  

I feel the love a daughter knows  

   

So happy Mother's Day to you  

You make my daughter's dream come true  

   

                                           to Marion 
 

- 05/20/2008  
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God Stuff  
 

I think that I've begun 

To understand a little bit 

About this God thing  

The whole concept of God 

Is not actually a concept at all  

I was trying to put God 

Into some kind of understandable terminology  

I think I do this because I'm human  

I was looking for an understanding of God 

In my head  

Looking for God in my head is a little like looking 

For the Pacific Ocean in my bathtub  

Only more so  

   

I took my choice of human qualities  

And tried to assign them to God  

I tried to put God into words  

Into some nice kind of hold-able thing  

Into an easy convenient package  

That I could pull out when I needed to  

Just reach up on the shelf  

And go, "look what I have"  

   

Sounds pretty silly to me now  

I was trying to describe a spiritual presence 

In physical terms  

Looking for God in my head instead of in my heart  

Thinking that I had some kind of control 

Over how God should do God's thing  

Kind of a, "here God, let me show you" mentality  

"This is how I would like to use You today"  
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When I finally decided to try to let God use me  

I began to learn how to feel the presence of God  

I began to learn how to let God guide me  

   

I know today what it feels like 

To be closer to God than ever before  

I know that I often place things 

Between myself and God  

I know that trying to place my human limitations 

Into my understanding of God 

Is one of those things  

And I know that when I do my best to seek God 

With my heart and soul  

When I am somehow 

Able to momentarily, completely trust God  

The things that are between me and God 

Are removed  

And when I can do that 

I am in tune with myself  

I am in tune with my fellow person  

I am in tune with the universe  

I am in tune with God  

And that is peace  
 

- 07/26/2008  
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This Is About Breathing Air  
 

This is about breathing air  

   

It is not about eating chocolate  

   

It is about peace  

Truth  

Life  

   

It's about being there when my heart beats  

About saying yes to God  

Trust  

Faith  

   

If you wonder why I do this  

It is about breathing air 
 

- 09/18/2008  
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But It Just Isn't Really That Way 

 
All these people in a black & white world  

Where a boy should be a boy 

And a girl should be a girl  

And in this world  

They are who they're supposed to be  

But it just isn't really that way  

   

All these people in a black & white world  

Where a girl should love a boy 

And a boy should love a girl  

And they think they can see  

All there ever is to see  

But it just isn't really that way  

   

All these people in a black & white world  

Where a boy should be a boy 

And a girl should be a girl  

And they think they can be  

All there ever is to be  

But it just isn't really that way  

   

All these people in a black & white world  

Where a boy should be a boy 

And a girl should be a girl  

And I think I can't be  

Who I'm really supposed to be . . .  

. . . But it just isn't really that way 
 
- 09/22/2008  
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It Was Just a Vote  
 

It was just a vote  

It didn't really count  

One took Kansas while the other took the nation  

Nancy swept away by an amber wave ingrained  

The place & purpose of love distorted 

From sea to solemn sea  

   

It didn't really count  

On this day of victory and loss  

Stephanie cast her vote, her first  

   

She is allowed to vote  

So much is still denied  

Surely it should count  

   

The dream  

Forty-years before, impossible  

Surely, it does count  

   

Her vote on this historic day, in this historic place  

This building of Brown vs Board  

And it did count  

   

To the lady behind the table who asked 

Your name is Steven?  

My name is Stephanie, but my legal name is Steven  

Why is your name Steven?  

I am transsexual  

. . . silence . . .  

I was born male in body, female in spirit . . .  

And the other lady, behind the other table 
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Who just smiled  

Yes, it did count  

   

Leaving, vote cast  

Sticker proudly placed  

Above her left breast  

   

When the same two ladies said 

Goodbye Stephanie  

In that moment  

It was about more  

How much more could it count  

It was just a vote 
 

- 11/11/2008  

 

Reference - Nancy Boyda was defeated by Lynn Jenkins 
in the 2008 election for the United State House of 

Representatives.  

 
I cast my first vote as Stephanie in the ñBrown vs. Board 

of Educationò National Historic Site. 
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Somewhere in the Light  
 

Somewhere in the light within the darkness  

Hidden in the moment of the day  

Lives the precious freedom of surrender  

With the truth I never used to say  

   

Close my eyes and listen to my heartbeat  

The miracle of life I seldom see  

Lest I see,  I can not see the thank you  

Without the thank you I am never free  

   

For always every moment I am chasing  

The many things I think I do not own  

Then I fight in fear and desperation  

Fight to find the peace I've never known  

   

Now without a doubt I know the problem  

People who don't hear me when I share  

A world that doesn't see me as a person  

And a God that sometimes doesn't seem to care  

   

Then one night when all is lost and hopeless  

I find myself in tears upon my knees  

Praying to the God who doesn't listen  

Praying simply, "show me, would you please"  

   

In the darkness I receive the answer  

God shows me just exactly what to do  

Go and be the person I created  

I know you, I love you, and I chose you to be you  
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All my lifetime everything I've needed  

Has been there, but today I choose to see  

The problem all along was not the world  

I could not find my peace, being anyone but me  

   

In this truth all other truth can happen  

Surrender means I choose to stop the fight  

The moment of the day is all we have  

In the darkness everything is somewhere in the light 
 

- 11/13/2008  
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Then Two Will Take My Place  
 

You can throw me into life's trash can  

But I will climb out  

Again and again  
   

You can take from me the things 

That you take for granted  
   

You can force me to live as less than  

But you can not cause me to be less than  
   

You can refuse to get to know me 

Then tell the world who I am  
   

You can claim righteousness by the fact 

That you are not like me  

Then invoke the very God who created us both 

To make your case  
   

You can cross the street to avoid me  

Pretend you do not see me  

Then wait to jump me in the alley  
   

You can beat my spirit  

Until only God can keep it alive  

But you can not silence me  

Unless you kill me  
   

Then two will take my place  
 

- 11/19/2008  

 

 

In honor of those 

who have walked 

openly in the 

light. In memory 

of those who 

have suffered the 

violence of 

ignorance and 

oppression. 2008 
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Day of 

Remembrance 
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Where Do I Find Hope  
 

Where do I find hope  

I walk alone in the darkness  

My life had just begun  

   

Where do I find hope  

I am in Africa  

I am in your neighborhood  

   

Where do I find hope  

How do I find faith  

Who will care for me  

   

Where do I find hope  

Will you hold my hand  

Will you walk with me  

   

Where do I find hope  

There will be unity in faith  

There will be truth among many  

   

Where do I find hope  

We are all beloved children of God  

And the fear is gone  

   

Where do I find hope  

From the darkness comes the light  

I am not alone  

   

In honor & memory - 2008 World AIDS Day 

 

- 11/29/2008  
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If I Could Share With You  
 

If I could share with you 

The things I feel inside  

I would begin to heal the heartache 

Of a soul denied  

Then I could start to find a life 

Where I don't have to hide  

If I could share with you 

The things I feel inside  

   

If there were just a way 

To end this senseless pain  

Then I might simply spend a moment 

That was not insane  

And I could start to find a life 

Where I would smile again  

If there were just a way 

To end this senseless pain  

   

If only God were here 

Then I might start to see  

Then I might find a way to let go 

Of the fear in me  

And I could start to find a life 

Where I was truly free  

If only God were here 

Then I might start to see  
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If I could just be me 

And walk into the light  

Then I could leave the endless shame 

That lives within the night  

And I might dare to dream 

To dream that who I am is right  

If I could just be me 

And walk into the light  

   

Then in a moment's breath 

There came another way  

As though that life had waited 

All this time for just this day  

When I fell down on my knees 

And I began to pray  

Yes in a moment's breath 

There came another way  

   

And God was always here 

And this I start to see  

I have found the way to let go 

Of the fear in me  

As I walk with God I find 

That life is truly free  

Oh yes my God is here 

And now I start to see  

   

Today I share with you, the things I feel inside  

And it begins to heal the heartache of a soul denied  

I have found a precious life and I don't have to hide  

If I could share with you, the things I feel inside 

 

- 01/12/2009  
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Little Boy . . . . . Call Home  
 

Little boy . . . . . call home  

Your momma wants to know where you are  

She says she hasn't seen you in a long, long time  

She wonders how you ever got that far  

   

Once upon . . . . . a day gone by  

She remembers how you used to laugh and smile  

A day when everything you saw as different  

Was a reason just to stop and learn awhile  

   

Today it is . . . . . a different thing  

And if you meet a way that you don't know  

You see it as a need to prove some manhood  

And fail to see the chance to learn and grow  

   

So now your momma stands beside the back door  

Yelling to the wind on which you roam  

Hoping that she might again 

See wonder in your eyes  

Little boy . . . . . call home 

 

- 01/28/2009  
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And Write It on My Soul  
 

Walking in the nighttime near  

Facing faithfully my fear  

Seeking places waiting here  

To plant a faithful seed  

   

A journey's soul has now begun  

To teach my spirit from the sun  

With every simple kindness done  

I mark myself indeed  

   

When the clouds of fear display  

Of hopelessness to find the way  

I bow my head and softly pray  

To trust the One above  

   

Then my world is full of light  

Gone the demons of the night  

For in the arms of all that's right  

Is everlasting love  

   

As I recall the different things  

That cause me joy and lift my wings  

The promise that the rainbow brings  

Those things that make me whole  

   

Are many moment's days gone by  

When if I laugh or if I cry  

I take the truth that fills the sky  

And write it on my soul 

 

- 02/14/2009  
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Gone the Lonely Shadow  
Of a Life Should Never Be  

 

There's an evil desperation  

In the way I used to be  

A cloud I made of doubt and fear  

It used to follow me  

And cast a lonely shadow  

Stretching far as I could see  

Life struggles, ever pointless  

Lost in bondage, never free  
   

I pray for you a different world  

Where shadow never shows  

To slowly watch your spirit die  

While every other grows  

To find a twisted comfort  

When the bitter cold wind blows  

A cruel contorted justice  

In the pain another knows  
   

The solace of the darkness  

Where only tears are free  

If nothing is expected  

It is nothing lost to me  

These places that I used to know  

Stretched far as I could see  

Gone the lonely shadow  

Of a life should never be  
   

Gone the lonely shadow  

Of a life should never be 
 

- 02/20/2009  
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Is It Death? 
 

Is it death 

Or is it everything not life  

Are there just a thousand 

Broken pieces longing for the sun  

Is it a stick that pierces through your soul 

Or is it just a knife  

A thousand-one  
   

Is it the overwhelming pain that makes 

Your world seem out of place  

Or does the place you live bring out 

The pain that frames your every thought  

Is it life when who you are is  

Who you never will embrace  

Or is it not  
   

Do the stars that break the darkness 

Shine on everyone but you  

Do the smiles you sometimes see prove you're alone  

If you always wonder how the truth 

Could be so damn untrue  

What truth is known  
   

Has the never ending torment 

Now become a trusted friend  

Have you ceased to care  

If you should ever take another breath  

Is life your hope that somehow someday  

It will finally end  

Or is it everything not life, is it death 
 

- 02/28/2009  



277 

 

Have You Seen My Soul  
 

Tell me, have you seen my soul  

I remember that I had one  

Once, I think, a glad one  

That was oh so long ago  

   

Have you seen my soul  

I think it might have died  

Being far too long denied  

Of the light in which to grow  

   

Have you seen my soul  

But an ember did remain  

Somehow breathing through the pain  

Clinging fiercely to the air  

   

Have you seen my soul  

See it slowly start to rise  

Lifting through the cloud of lies  

On the gentle wings of prayer  

   

Have you seen my soul  

If you should see it now today  

You might be compelled to say  

It is healthy, happy, whole  

   

Have you seen my soul  

On a journey true and free  

In a world of it can be  

Tell me, have you seen my soul 

 

- 03/06/2009  
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In One . . . Split . . . Second  
 

In one . . . split . . . second  
   

Every nerve ending in your entire body 

Is simultaneously heightened & relaxed  

And you feel more alive  

Than in all the split seconds  

Of a lifetime before 

Put together  
   

All the pain, all the hardship, all the wreckage  

Instantly cease to be why you can't  

And suddenly become why you must  
   

Fear becomes something to be walked through  
   

The emptiness, the all-consuming nothingness  

The ever present absence of the soul, is gone  
   

God says, I am here, I have always been here, I will 

always be here, for you  

And you finally hear  
   

When you close your eyes 

And you fall to your knees  

And you bow your head, and you softly say  

God, please help me, to be the person, You want me, 

to be  
   

In one . . . split . . . second 
 

- 03/06/2009  
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I Have Heard the Song in the Trees  
 

I have heard the song in the trees  

Where the branches are the strings 

Of a perfect violin  

And the wind is the fingertips of God  

   

I have seen the story in the stars  

Where the infinite beginning 

And the everlasting end  

Are more than just a glorious facade  

   

I have known the measure of my heart  

As the depth of pain destroyed all hope  

The beating still continued through the night  

   

And I have felt the glory of my soul  

When the pain was more than bearable  

God turned the horrid darkness into light  

   

Now I hear the voice of the Lord  

I bow my head and from my heart  

I speak to the promise of the breeze  

   

Then I open up myself  

My ears, my eyes, my heart and soul . . .  

For I have heard the song in the trees 

 

- 04/21/2009  
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Letter to My Soul  
 

Dear soul  

I left you alone to fend for yourself 

In the disaster that has been my life  

I turned my back on you  

I ignored your screams for the daylight  

And then I blamed you for the sadness in my heart  

The torment in my mind  

And the destruction of my flesh  

   

I heard you singing, once, when you were able  

The song was free and beautiful 

Full of harmony and love  

Yet, I chose to listen to the voices of the world 

Which demanded that your song was not allowed  

   

When you cried out in pain I found you  

Responsible for the very pain from which  

You were trying to save me  

Then when you begged for freedom 

You pleaded for life  

I silenced your voice  

By destroying my ability to feel  

   

Somehow, you did not die  

It is perhaps the most profound evidence 

I can imagine that God was with you 

With me, the whole time  
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I try to look back and remember  

When it was any different  

Perhaps as a child  

I might have done something to help you  

To grow you  

To make you stronger  

But I can't remember  

Even as a child  

   

How could I have been so wrong  

To believe that you created all the turmoil, all the 

pain, all the endless torment  

And when I didn't believe that you were the cause  

I believed that it was life, people, God 

Anyone, anything, but me  

   

The day finally came  

The day that was silently perched 

At the edge of the place where there is no hope  

Inevitably called to take flight 

As the breathing of the air  

Became the source of the pain  

The day when there was nothing left  

Just the smallest of sparks and the dark stormy skies  

Laced with the finality 

Of relentless extinguishing rain  

Pausing, but for a moment 

As if to take one last morbid look  

At the victim about to achieve 

The despairing death of alone  
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In that moment, the light of God shined on you  

The clouds began to melt away  

Like the disappearing fog in the morning sun  

The nothingness which was left behind 

Was no match for the instantly reborn spirit of life  

And the beginnings of truth reached out  

In ever more beautiful freedom  

And indescribable peace  

   

My, how you have grown  

I can feel the light which comes into you 

As it becomes a shining force of correctness  

A thousand times stronger 

A thousand times brighter 

Than ever before  

Today, and again tomorrow  

For with the light of God 

Comes the presence of God  

Shine my soul  

Shine  

   

The voices of the world 

Are still resounding through the air  

And they find their homes in the souls 

Where darkness continues to hide the way  

For you today 

The light is the life 

The life is the light  

Shine 

 

- 05/20/2009  
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And the Demons Died  
 

I said, I know who I am 

And the demons laughed  

Then I said, I am who I am 

And the demons screamed  

I said, God knows who I am 

And the demons cried 

Then I said, I am who I am 

And the demons died 

 

- 06/18/2009  
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And I Walk in Fear No More  
 

I am a human being 

And a child of God  

And I walk in fear no more  

I left the life-long prison cell   

Behind the closet door  

   

Now I live in perfect honesty  

Not the shadows of before  

Yet still Iôm seen 

In this world I know  

Through the lens of neither/nor  

   

Hold your head up high 

As you take each step  

Feeling safer evermore  

With the foot you place 

On my injured soul  

Keep me down beneath the floor  

   

Understand the truth 

That I will not die  

Matters not the hate you pour  

I am a human being 

And a child of God  

And I walk in fear no more  

   

- 11/20/2009  

In honor of those 

who have walked 

openly in the 

light. In memory 

of those who 

have suffered the 

violence of 

ignorance and 

oppression. 2009 

Transgender 

Day of 

Remembrance 

 



285 

 

I Know How to Live in the Shadows  
 

I know how to live in the shadows  

Away from the life-giving light  

I know how to set my soul to the side  

I'm no longer afraid of the night  

   

I know how to turn off my feelings  

No matter how real the unfair  

I know how to live on nothing  

As I breathe the stench in the air  

 

I know how to turn from my God  

I remember when I came to know  

I learned it at six-years old  

I said I'm a girl . . . they said no 

   

I know how to find satisfaction  

In the fact that I'm always in pain  

I know what it means to be hopeless  

And to hope that I'm only insane  

 

I know how to want for dying  

As each dreadful moment crawls by  

I know how to look in the mirror  

And see nothing at all in my eye  

 

I know how to turn from my God  

I remember when I came to know  

I learned it at six-years old  

I said I'm a girl . . . they said no 
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I know how to walk in the darkness  

Where lives what is left of my soul  

Where emptiness hides from the sunshine  

And desperately tries to be whole  

 

I know how to turn from my God  

I remember when I came to know  

I learned it at six-years old  

I said I'm a girl . . . they said no 

 

- 12/31/2009 
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All I Want to Do is Change the World 
 

See the child sitting there 

No shoes for her feet  

Wondering if there's even 

Something left for her to eat  

Looking through the window 

At the dark and lonely street  

All I want to do is change the world  

   

All I want to do is change the world  

Is there something wrong with that 

Should I try for something more  

All I want to do is take tomorrow  

And make it into something 

That it couldn't be before  

   

See the child sitting there 

Lost and all alone  

Wondering if she'll ever have 

A family of her own  

They won't allow the couple  

That is gay to take her home  

All I want to do is change the world  

   

All I want to do is change the world  

Is there something wrong with that 

Should I try for something more  

All I want to do is take tomorrow  

And make it into something 

That it couldn't be before  
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See the child sitting there 

The girl that she can't be  

Wondering if will ever come 

A time to set her free  

Lost transgender future 

In a dark society  

All I want to do is change the world  

   

All I want to do is change the world  

Is there something wrong with that 

Should I try for something more  

All I want to do is take tomorrow  

And make it into something 

That it couldn't be before 

 

- 06/27/2010  
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If I Walk Beside You 

I have walked in darkness  

Lost and never free  

I have walked away from You 

Away from You and me  

   

I have lived the story  

That I was a man  

This I know  

It was never so  

Donôt You have a different plan  

   

I have lived forever in the shadows  

Hiding from the glory of your love  

I have never tried to be  

The woman You created  

I canôt see the sunlight from above 

 

If I walk beside You  

Will Y ou promise me  

Will You promise I can be  

The woman I should be  

   

If I walk beside You  

Tell me what I'll see  

Every day  

Yes in every way  

Will I  set my woman free  
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I have lived forever in the shadows  

Hiding from the glory of your love  

Now I know that I must be  

The woman You created  

I begin to see the sunlight from above 

 

Now I walk beside You  

Facing down my fears  

Erasing all the pain and torment 

Of those many years  

   

Now I walk beside You  

Living life so true  

Living me  

As is meant to be  

And it's all because of You  

   

I no longer walk within the shadows  

Now I know the glory of your love  

I have finally come to be  

The woman You created  

Praise the precious sunlight from above  

   

If I walk beside You 

- 07/23/2010 
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I Will Remember You My Friend 
  

Those who try 

Through the pain  

Those who die 

Not in vain  

In the hope  

That one day 

People see  

Those who live  

Without fear  

Those who give  

All that's dear  

In the fight  

To become 

A people free  

   

Now we stand 

At the edge of freedom  

And our dreams are there 

For those who need them  

Hope that the fight 

Is near the end  

So we live  

For a bright tomorrow  

Where we walk  

Out from our lives of sorrow  

I will remember you my friend  
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On your shoulders we stand  

Spreading love across the land  

As we walk hand in hand 

Toward the light  

Until one day we'll find  

Leave our sorrows behind  

And emerge  

From the dark of the night  

   

Now we stand 

At the edge of freedom  

And our dreams are there 

For those who need them  

Hope that the fight 

Is near the end  

So we live  

For a bright tomorrow  

Where we walk  

Out from our lives of sorrow  

I will remember you my friend 

 

- 11/20/2010  
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I Want to Walk in the Places 

Where Nobody Goes 
 

Once in my life 

I lived in places 

Where darkness was 

Always around me  

Lost in the night 

Hurting and crying 

And living 

And dying alone  

Finally one day 

Someone came into  

The horrible darkness  

And found me  

Out of the dark 

Out of the darkness came love 

That I never had known  

   

Open my eyes 

Look at the lives of the people 

Who live in the darkness  

What can I do 

What can I do to reach into  

The darkness with love  

Open my heart 

Open my heart and I ask  

For the light of compassion  

Pour out my light 

Pour out the light  

That comes only from Heaven above  
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I know what it's like 

To ache in my soul until  

Life is no longer worth living  

I've been to the place 

Where death is the answer 

That promises end to the pain  

If I can find 

If I can find in my soul 

Of the love to be giving  

Then will I know 

Then I will know that my suffering 

Wasn't in vain  

   

I want to fight 

I want to fight for the ones 

Who are tired and lonely  

I want to light 

I want to light up the darkness 

Where nobody knows  

I want to be 

I want to be there for  

Lives that are lost and forgotten  

I want to walk 

I want to walk in the places 

Where nobody goes 

- 11/25/2010  
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The Song of the Angel is Love 
 

I hear the singing 

Song of an angel  

Singing the song of a world that is free  

Off in the distance 

Coming yet closer  

Someday the angel we'll see  

 

People are crying 

Children are dying  

But hope is still flying the wings of the dove  

We'll keep on trying 

There is no denying  

The song of the angel is love 

   

Soft angel voices 

Singing together  

Singing in harmony words oh so true  

Leave now the shadows 

Walk in the sunlight  

Angels are singing for you  

 

People are crying 

Children are dying  

But hope is still flying the wings of the dove  

We'll keep on trying 

There is no denying  

The song of the angel is love 
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Come now together 

Walk with each other  

Walk hand in hand toward the sweet angel sound  

If we keep going 

Soon we'll discover  

Angels and love all around  

   

People are crying 

Children are dying  

But hope is still flying the wings of the dove  

We'll keep on trying 

There is no denying  

The song of the angel is love 

- 12/02/2010  
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Sweet Child of Mine 
 

I see you - I hear you 

I know that you are 

Walking in the night  

Come near me - Come follow 

I will lead you back into the light  

I'm coming - I'll follow  

Not knowing just exactly what I'll find  

I love you - My daughter - Sweet child of Mine  

   

Feel the fear and darkness closing in on me  

All the people saying this just can not be  

Can't you see - You must be like me  

   

God tells me - I made you 

I promise you the light in you will shine  

I love you - My daughter - Sweet child of Mine  

   

Your tear drops - Have touched me 

I know the woman, she I placed inside  

I made you - My daughter 

I never meant for you to have to hide  

I'm coming - I'll follow  

Not knowing just exactly what I'll find  

I love you - My daughter - Sweet child of Mine  

   

Feel the fear and darkness closing in on me  

All the people saying this just can not be  

Can't you see - You must be like me  
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God tells me - I made you 

I promise you the light in you will shine  

I love you - My daughter - Sweet child of Mine  

   

I see you - I hear you 

I'm pleased to see you walking in the sun  

Come near me - Come follow 

My plan for you has only just begun  

I'm coming - I'll follow  

Not knowing just exactly what I'll find  

I love you - My daughter - Sweet child of Mine  

   

Feel the fear and darkness closing in on me  

All the people saying this just can not be  

Can't you see - You must be like me  

   

God tells me - I made you 

I promise you the light in you will shine  

I love you - My daughter - Sweet child of Mine 

 

- 12/20/2010  
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It' s Five O'clock in the Morning  
 

It's five o'clock in the morning 

As I open up my eyes  

It comes to me without warning 

But it comes as no surprise  

In my waking thoughts 

With a peaceful smile 

Once again I realize  

That it's five o'clock in the morning  

And I'm waking up, as me  

   

I lie there just for a moment 

Then I close my eyes to pray  

I thank the Lord for the blessings 

Ask for guidance on my way  

And I stretch and yawn and I find my feet 

And prepare to meet the day  

What a beautiful life I am living 

For I'm living now 

As me  

   

It's a woman's life that I'm living 

And I sing a woman's song  

I sing it in the morning 

And I sing it all day long  

Not a single word  

Not a single sound 

Not a single note is wrong  

For at five o'clock in the morning 

I'm me  
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I spend the days of my lifetime 

Doing love and work and play  

I try to share with another 

As I walk along the way  

I stop to help, and I stop to give 

And I often stop to pray  

As I spend the days of my lifetime 

I am spending now of me  

   

Now it's ten o'clock in the evening 

When I lie down on my bed  

Another day of believing 

And another prayer is said  

And I close my eyes, with a peaceful smile 

As the pillow greets my head  

For at ten o'clock in the evening 

I fall asleep 

As me  

   

It's a woman's life that I'm living 

And I sing a woman's song  

I sing it in the morning 

And I sing it all day long  

Not a single word 

Not a single sound 

Not a single note is wrong  

For at ten o'clock in the evening 

I'm me 

 

- 12/29/2010  
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I Want to Dance in the Light  
 

I want to dance in the light 

I want to sing my song  

I want to walk out the night 

Everyone can come along  

I want to dance in the light 

No one can say it's wrong  

I want to live and I want to sing  

And I want to dance in the light  

   

I want to dance with the God who made me  

I want to sing out a joyful song  

I want to breathe of the air of freedom  

I want to dance 

In the light  

   

I want to dance in the sun 

Drying up all my tears  

Oh what a new life begun 

Leaving behind my fears  

Everyone walking as one 

I'm praying that everyone hears  

I want to live and I want to sing 

And I want to dance in the light  

   

I want to dance with the God who made me  

I want to sing out a joyful song  

I want to breathe of the air of freedom  

I want to dance 

In the light  

   

 



302 

 

I want to dance in the air 

Where everyone is free  

I want to make that my prayer 

Oh what a day it will be  

Nothing but love everywhere 

A beautiful sight to see  

I want to live and I want to sing 

And I want to dance in the light  

   

I want to dance with the God who made me  

I want to sing out a joyful song  

I want to breathe of the air of freedom  

I want to dance 

In the light 

 

- 01/02/2011  
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I Cry for You  
 

Once in my life 

A good friend said to me -  
   

I cry for you 

There is so much more that you could do  

You could do it if you only knew 

How your fear has kept you bound  
   

I cry for you, for the many things you can not see  

For the person that you can not be 

While your tethered to the ground  
   

How you could fly 

If you believe then you can reach the sky  

You can't get there always asking why 

You can't get there if you live the lie  
   

Oh there's so much more 

If you believe God opens up the door  

So many miracles that lie in store 

I cry for you  
   

Once in my life, a good friend said to me -  
   

I cry for you 

For the pain the world has put you through  

For the darkness that surrounded you 

As you struggled just to be  
   

I cry for you, for the never-ending hopelessness  

The ever-present loneliness, in a world of never free  
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How you could fly  

If you believe then you can reach the sky  

You can't get there always asking why 

You can't get there if you live the lie  
   

Oh there's so much more 

If you believe God opens up the door  

So many miracles that lie in store 

I cry for you  
   

Now in my life, my good friends say to me -  
   

I smile for you, there is so much more I see you do  

You could do it, this I said to you 

Fear no longer keeps you bound  
   

I smile for you 

For the many things I watch you see  

For the person living full and free 

No longer tethered to the ground  
   

And now you fly 

As you believed I saw you reach the sky  

You didn't get there always asking why 

No longer living in the awful lie  
   

Oh there's so much more 

As you believe God opens up the door  

So many miracles that lie in store 

Yes, I smile for you 
 

- 01/06/2011 
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Nothing is Wrong With You  
 

Hurting in silence, just trying to cope  

Long lost forgotten, the concept of hope  

Then one day I open my eyes and I see  

Nothing is wrong with me  
   

Now I walk in the sun, leave the shadows behind  

God knew exactly what God had in mind  

I open my heart and the love sets me free  

Nothing is wrong with me  
   

God made me, God knows me  

God loves me, God shows me  

Nothing is wrong with me  
   

I see you, you struggle, I want you to know  

You are amazing and God loves you so  

So please take my hand and we'll walk in the light  

Nothing is wrong with you  
   

Ask any question, the answer is love  

Power of the eagle and peace of the dove  

No one should be left alone in the night  

Nothing is wrong with you  
   

God made you, God knows you  

God loves you, God shows you  

Nothing is wrong with you 
 

- 01/08/2011  
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Walking in the Light of Day With You  
 

I'm walking in the light of day  

There's so much more I need to say  

I'm breathing of the air so free  

There's so much more I that I can see  
 

And now I reach beyond the sky  

No longer ever asking why  

I place my life into your hands  

You take me to the promised land  
 

My God above, the endless love  

The years I tried, the tears I cried  

The empty soul that now is whole  

The deep inside won't be denied  

I walk with You, You walk with me  

And suddenly it's true  

I'm walking in the light of day with You  
 

And now You ask one thing of me  

That I might set another free  

That they might reach beyond the sky  

No longer ever asking why  
 

My God above, the endless love  

The years I tried, the tears I cried  

The empty soul that now is whole  

The deep inside won't be denied  

I walk with You, You walk with me  

And suddenly it's true  

I'm walking in the light of day with You 
 

- 02/22/2011 
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Another Precious Child of God 

Just Opened Up Her Eyes  
 

When the morning comes 

Once again I realize  

Another precious child of God  

Just opened up her eyes  
   

Thankful for the love 

I begin my day with prayer  

Living in the light of God 

Experience the air  
   

Praise God, everything is different 

Nothing is still the same  

I know that I'm a child of God 

I can hear God calling my name  
   

Once a journey long 

I lived my life in fear  

Never knowing all along 

That God was oh so near  
   

I listened to the sound 

Of those who said to me  

You can not be a child of God 

If you're LGBT 
   

Praise God, everything is different 

Nothing is still the same  

I know that I'm a child of God 

I can hear God calling my name 
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Then one awesome day 

I heard a different song  

One that says,  

You are my child  

And I make nothing wrong 

   

Now I walk with God 

My soul has been set free  

Everyone's a child of God 

A light for all to see  

   

Praise God, everything is different 

Nothing is still the same  

I know that I'm a child of God 

I can hear God calling my name 

   

When the morning comes 

Once again I realize  

Another precious child of God 

Just opened up her eyes 

 

- 05/11/2011
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I Wonder Did You Know 

You Were Making History  

 
I wonder did you know 

You were making history  

You were setting people free,  

When you died  

I wonder did you know 

I would ever know your name  

My li fe would never be the same 

Because you tried  

   

I wonder did you know 

I would come to love you so  

And I wonder did you know 

You were making history  

   

I wonder did you know 

I would stand up to insane  

I would reach beyond the pain 

Because you cried  

I wonder did you know 

I would learn to stand up tall  

Tell the truth to one and all 

To those who lied  

   

I wonder did you know 

I would come to love you so  

And I wonder did you know 

You were making history  
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The life I live I owe to you  

And I wonder did you know 

You were making history  

   

I wonder did you know 

I would finally learn to fly  

I would fly beyond the sky 

Because you tried  

I wonder did you know 

I would finally say no more  

Try to open up the door 

For those who cried  

   

I wonder did you know 

I would come to love you so  

And I wonder did you know 

You were making history  

 

And I wonder did you know 

You were making history 

You were setting people free 

When you died. 

   

- For Rita  

 

- 11/20/2011  
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God Loves Everyone, and Me 
   

When I was writing this, I told a friend the 

title. He looked at me with bewilderment. Why do 

you need to say, ñand Meò, he asked. I said, ñThis 

is for anyone who has ever wondered if they were 

included, in everyone. 
 

Once upon a little girl, a story did unfold  

Youôre not a girl, you are a boy 

The words that she was told  

You can never be a woman  

Be the boy that God has made you  

Now be quiet, cause no trouble for the family  

(Instead they) Saw the little girl inside her  

Told her that their love would guide her  

Everyone should be who they should be  

And she said, God loves everyone,  

God loves everyone, God loves everyone, and me  
   

Thereôs a story of a little boy without a home  

Hoping for forever parents 

He could call his own  

Comes a couple to adopt him  

You two women canôt be parents  

Donôt you know that God would 

Never want this family  

(Instead they) Welcome child to your family  

Come and meet your two new mommies  

Everyone should be who they should be  

And he said, God loves everyone,  

God loves everyone, God loves everyone, and me  
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Thereôs a story of a young man 

This young man was gay  

And the time he told his parents 

Once a frightening day  

Would they tell him he was evil  

Go away you are not welcome  

You have brought disgrace and shame 

Upon the family  

(Instead they) Told him they would always love him  

Welcome boyfriend to the family  

Everyone should be who they should be  

And he said, God loves everyone,  

God loves everyone, God loves everyone, and me 
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