
I am a line 
 
2008 
 
In my mind - 
I am a line -  
On a blank white piece if paper… 
In my mind  -  
My pixels are maligned - 
On the screen of my computer… 
In my mind -  
I try to change my line - 
Maybe to something better… 
But in my mind -  
When I bend my line - 
My radius will not center… 
In my mind - 
I take my line -  
And pull one end to corner… 
But in my mind - 
I can’t force the line - 
To meet symmetrically in the other… 
 
2009 
Signals! Electrical signals racing from one end of my body to the other. Originating in 
my brain and bouncing back like sonar. Back and forth, back and forth, sweeping with a 
rhythm. Trying to give reassurance that all is well and my body is my own. But it’s not. 
This isn’t right. This can’t be right. Oh my god this is so wrong.  
 
2010 
A wall. Silence. Just breath and a heart beat. I don’t want this. I can’t do this. I can’t be 
this. How much tighter can I curl into a ball. How much fiercer can I clench my fists. 
How much harder can I shut my eyes. How much longer can I hold this denial… because 
it has been a lifetime since I’ve been able to look at myself in the mirror and see anything 
that remotely resembles the boy I was or the man I am or the person I need to be. My 
body transformed into a shape I don’t recognize and parts I can’t identify, and a hormone 
system that is comparable to running diesel through your lawnmower. Incompatible. 
Incompatible. I am….     Incompatible. 
 
2011 
Say it. I have to say. Transsexual, I am transsexual. The word makes me feel like a freak, 
isolated and alienated. Tormented and tortured. Less than and weaker because of. What 
the hell is wrong with me? These are my people. They share my battles, there share my 
sorrow. Step the fuck up. Be more than the sum of the parts your were given… the 
incorrect… parts your were given. Be the man you know you are.  
He is screaming, screaming, screaming. Let him out.  



2012 
There it is – I feel it now. Warm and tingling, wrapping me up in sunshine and breathing 
a breath or relief. Testosterone coursing through my body. Circuitry rerouted. Pathways 
rewritten. This is me, this is finally me. My brain knows what to do with this hormone. 
My eyes identifying more with my body every day. My confidence and self esteem show 
up for the first time since puberty, and I feel a joy that I thought I had lost by the wayside. 
I feel the slow calm of a long vacation. I have arrived. 
 
2013 
Nothing wrong with me. There is nothing wrong with me, but what the hell is wrong with 
you? Spew your intolerance and hate. Cast your stones with your words. Because you 
can’t touch me. None of you can touch me, because I hold the shield of being true to ones 
self. I hold the power that comes from a life lived authentically. And I hold the peace of 
knowing I held nothing back. I threw away everything to gain it all, and I stand before 
you a man. A man built from fire. A man refined through heat. A man created by his own 
two hands. I need no redemption, I have paid the price with blood and tears. I stand 
before you…complete. 
 
2014 
Peace. Nostalgia sets in. My brain compartmentalizing my life… or lives… if you would. 
I don’t know that girl, and yet she is the biggest part of my life. I want to forget her more 
then anything, but she is who I think about everyday. She is dead, and there are no 
regrets, even though my father will never look at me with beeming pride, and my mother 
will never give her youngest son a sweet embrace, and my sister will never laugh with me 
about the good old times. They will never see the man I have become. A good man, a 
kind man. A man that cares for his family well. But they will never know me. I stand 
alone, but I stand symmetrical, I stand straight, and I stand with perfect radius. 
  
 
 


