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      Chapter 1
    

    
      letter 1
    

    
      I was thinking about why you would not answer my emails like you usually do. I think it was
      because in my distress I brought up God and my transgender issue, which subjects I have
      gathered do not interest you. I was thinking why though, as seeming friends you would not
      even talk to me.
      

      

      What came up was that I have not been myself with you or the rest of the family, insomuch
      that I am different people for different people, especially on God (which is indefensible
      against those not believing) and my transgender orientation (which is such an embarrassment I
      nor you will tell the rest of the family). I thought that at the last dinner at Adrienne’s
      place I might have just come out and explained I have been embarrassed to tell anyone but Mom
      and Dad for twenty years since I knew, but I am really a transgender person. Doing so I have
      felt was nothing but a discrediting and secret cause of mocking among them, because unless
      you have had the experience yourself it just looks as a fault, a weakness, a disorder of the
      mind. Had I not experienced it for myself I would not be interested to know the details of
      some messed up individual with the tragic condition of the total shame of wishing one was a
      woman and acting that out in some ways while one appears to be a man. One only has to think
      of some man putting on woman’s clothing, or behaving in other such ways to feel the disgust.
      I felt that as a matter of honor I did not need to tell anyone, because my story was either
      right or it wasn’t, and one’s personal life does not really need to be broadcast.
      

      

      It is because of my clear seeing it is a shame and belief that God can cure all things that
      for honor’s sake I did not say it, but even in one of two people I ever told about this I
      have not been honest of her reaction to it. You clearly said to me I am wrong, I am not a
      woman, but I am a man. This is certainly an understandable position from the standpoint of a
      thinking person, a doctor of psychology, and a mother with a good looking and
      masculine-personality appearing son. It really pained my heart that you did not believe my
      spirit body was female, and therefore I understood what I really was, but I could not find
      what to do to prove my situation. This is a painful aspect of being transgendered: a
      desperate desire to be believed and accepted for who you are. It is because I retained my
      common sense that behaving as a woman was idiotic in this body that I have maintained an
      outward appearance, but in the case of women in men’s bodies there is an especially acute
      desire to take on a female character, to behave, to appear, to interact socially. It burns in
      my heart so bad every day you cannot believe. So to be honest, it angers and saddens me that
      you override my understanding, and I think it is selfish and denial.
      

      

      One thing I was able to be honest with our family about was that I am a pathological liar. I
      said I just lie all the time, even when I don’t have to, as though I just have in me to pour
      out lies continually. Also I am an actor by nature, playing out different roles, switching
      character for different company. I have used this to hide who I really I am, automatically by
      habit saying and doing masculine sounding things like, “Oh she’s hot!” and other bravado
      testosterone driven male behaviors, but in part they are compensation for the fear people
      will find out what I really am and I be mocked and ridiculed. If men should find out you are
      a woman in man’s body (or think you are) they will instantly, and surely as the sun will rise
      lose respect, mock, ridicule, and disrespect from then on, which is hell to endure. So I act
      my part, and without belief in a true happy ending I think the thought of your handsome
      intelligent son being tragically transgendered has just been beyond belief, and unpleasant to
      consider at all. Further for you there is a strong motherly instinct to promote
      grandchildren, which has kept humanity going for thousands of years and should not be
      underestimated as a force to change one’s thinking.
      

      

      The concept of God and miracles appears to be in direct conflict with the survival instinct
      of the animal, and what can a book of words describing a God we have not seen do against the
      forces in our bodies we feel, and the world around us we can see? Believers appear no better
      off except such as with Mormons certain traditions of tight family and community do lead to
      greater statically-backed happiness and absents of many ills in the non-believing community,
      (but...). Among family of different worlds there is bitter contention and separation, which
      has in fact separated me from mine, but while I consider what I have lost for my faith I just
      cannot depart as yet from seeing those words as that of a super being telling the beginning
      from the end, as also I observe that men made it up is implausible. Therefore when is says
      [Luke 18:42-43] “Jesus said to him, "Receive your sight; your faith has healed you."
      Immediately he received his sight and followed Jesus, praising God. When all the people saw
      it, they also praised God.”, I think to myself, Wow, this really happened, and so in my
      unhappiness of not being what I am I decide to take hope in God, because such a real miracle
      does not seem implausible to me.
      

      

      From your perspective I understand it is distasteful, especially in light you seemed to sense
      I was special, if not because I was one of your children who possess intellectual interest,
      so the thought I am a “dead end” because marriage or intercourse with women is not with me
      seems unthinkable to you, a tragedy, as my dad said of homosexuals or perverts. Further in
      addition to coming away from faith and finding it a harmful myth, it is further irritating to
      have me in essence perpetuate my hope in what I am by believing some day a miracle would
      come. I just want to acknowledge that, and really I am sorry I could not be a different son
      for you.
      

      

      The point I made about trust however is that I have not been direct or clear with you or
      other family members, but I live as it were a sham, a lie, just to cover my ass from shame.
      Therefore when something quite inconvenient comes up my credibility is tested and clearly
      found wanting: you won’t even talk with me, but slam the door in my face saying this is it
      forever, we are never buying another house, and you are lucky to have that... (Also it does
      not help that I was homeless for fifteen years, never could get or keep a job very well, I
      don’t have any friends, I hate everything, and I have social anxiety.) So when I yelp this
      was a mistake and can we please consider our options, I don’t even get air time. Well I’m
      sure sorry now, but maybe this is the wakeup call that I need to start being more honest.
      Most assuredly and with twenty years to investigate this subject I can tell you my opinion
      stands: a man does not have my experience. Since the day I figured it out I have had no
      ambiguity of what I must be or what I would choose to be, given the choice. (I do not
      occasionally consider the alternative.) It is crystal clear.
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