


It's a funny thing. It never bothered me this much, I always
thought about it, but it never really bathered me Lhat much.
5o how come gender became such an issue for me in the past
months? I don't really know. I don't think anything has
changed in me, but maybe it's the fact that I'm cut of my
comfort zone, surrounded by different pecple than the ones
I'm used to and are used to me. So ['m not myself, or at
least not what I am and am already expected to be in my life
in Tel-Aviv, or I Jjust need to re—-define myselif here, as In
any new environment.,

This wasn't the first time I heard or even used the terms
femme, butch and all that, fdust that it was never so bluntly
in my eyes for some reason. I must have ignored it or didn't
pay enough albtention to it. But it seems to be a big deal.
It just never was a big deal for me and so I never really

bothered to fit in to .one identity, or was asked to Fit in

to one.
'Oh sweety - how is your femme? ' — "My what?' 'Vour Femme,
¥ ¥

c'mon, the grri you're seeing' - 'If she'd knew you called
er a femme. that's funny, I never thought of her like
that..' - 'You're a hard one, ck ok, your Lough femme, hnow

iz she?’', 'not mine..

"C'man, Introduce them!'.. - ok ok.. 'ehm, dude, 1 think
she's into you...' - 'who who?' pointing > - 'Ok, sweer,
but darling I['m not a fag yeb..'

I tried. Ok, 1 gel it, nct Ffeminine encugh for you. Geez.

What does Lhar even mean?

"Oh her, she's inro bettom butches, and ner - sha's into

fenme cock!

Wikth scme kind of coincidence, it same up a lot in rhe pas!t

monbhls and pecame an izsue., [ zesmed thal By&ryane 13

sumabaing: Butchk / Femme / Boctea / Top. And aven more it

v)

seemed that everyboedy is Into a different kind Butoh / Femme

;i BoLzom J Top / sbe.



And me, it was hard encugh for me to call myself bl-sexual

—

(as 1t's a binary that declares there's only Z genders) ar

—

any other kind of thing. Queer, mavbe? I found comfort in
rthat for a while. Bulb that comfort ran cut. BEverything is so

demanding!

I'm the gueer in the punk scene, The little kiddie punk in
rhe gueer scene. And just Lhe weird one in College. Good

encugh. I'1ll take that.

But wait a minute, now, what the fuck am 1?7 I'm no butch, too
much ©f a sissy Yo be a butch, and 1t never guite fitted.
Femme? Not realliy, I lcok like a drag gueen in a dress, but
it's still cool to dress-up in a special occasicon. I'm not a
trans, [ feel pretty comfortable being called in female form.
BulL sometimes people talk Lo me in male form and it feels
nice, and I play along, and I actually like it when strangers
in the street confuse me for a 10 year old pboy. If I can't
really state what I am and suddenly it seems that everybody
is intc somelbhing specific like that, how can anyone be into
me? I'm kinda nothing ¢f those. How come I suddenly feel I

need to declare myself as something?

This 1s fucking confusing. And the worst part is, that it
confused me as now I think of having sex. Am I supposed to
play a rcle when I'm with somecne? Whal are they? And what

does that say I am? Bortom? Tep? Can't I be in the middle?
Oh My TeNDeR GeNDeR all MiXeD Up In a 2LeNdEr!

For a bit T got all this confusicn Ln my head, and didn't
really want to talk to anyone. I thought of it as siliy and
since I don'lt have any conclusgion, or answer (what was even
rhe guestion?) what 1s the point? Then I gol a headachs. [
gob to read scme Zines with the same kind of issues, and it
was nice o juzt read aboul 1v, know that 1t's oot silly and

ZOe SEfo goulbbe 1L and things apont froand
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it confuses them too and 1t maxes them hapoy cor sad., Flanally

got te open my moubh and ralk o my friends abour 1. And

that was nice rfe. Ang sa, one friend reminded sme ofF Ehag Fime



we were walking in Alenbi street after some kind of night
out somewhere and we bought some pastry to settle our hungry
stomachs - in that place that is open till late. And the guy
behind the counter, while heating our yummy pastry asked my
friend: "What, what is her gender? Punk?" With a smile my
friend replied "YES!" and we laughed and walked home.

So My TeNDeR GenDer got alLlL MiXeD Up In A bLeNdEr, and all
that came out was this punky pink paste. I'll settle with it
for now, and know that it's open for changes, as most of my

feelings are.

As 1t was nice to find other
people's thoughts, feelings and
questioning of their own gender
I thought to ask my friends and
myself to write/draw/photcgraph
something of their own thoughts
of their gender and to make yet
another zine with a variety of
thoughts and genders.

Here it goes.
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i am a boy / topi

this is the article that i’ ve wanted to write for a very,

very long time because for a very, very long time i’ ve been

in a process connected to my gender. and so finally it’s

coming together, the keyboard under my fingers unaware of the
significance of the words that it’s spelling out for me. as
Istart writing onto a blank screen I feel again that nervous
weight down in my belly and my mind fogs with 2 questions: will
i reveal too much? where will this end up taking me? why would
anybody read this article? and i remember the uncountable words
of others that have guided me, nurtured me on this journey and
how much i’ ve needed them in difficult times. sharing words and
ideas, support and love must be ocne of the greatest gifts human
beings are capable of giving. so here it is. if you connect

to anything here written i hope it makes it clear, if nothing
else, that we are a community of people in these processes and
that no-one should ever feel alone.

when 1 was finally born, after a long, troublesome birth the
doctor glanced at my genitalia and declared me a Boy. my
gender assigned, i was given a Boy»>s name and given a tick in
the box marked «Male> on my birth certificate.

and s¢ 1 would be a Boy.

i played with cars and dinosaurs. i climbed trees. 1 read
Boy»s, not Girls>s comics. 1 was taught to hold back my
tears. 1 was repeatedly told by my father that i shouldn»t
keep acting like a little Girl whenever i was sad. and when I
finally entered the adult world at 17 my first kiss was with
a Girl and we became a monogamcus couple for nearly 4 years.

i am a Man.

and yet somehow despite society s best efforts to confine me
to its own definitions of what a Boy should be, 1 never guire
fit. i ery all the rime. Argentine telenovelas, ridiculous
romantic comedies, tracy chapman, lila downs. i can’t play
football. 1 tnink i scored one goal in my 1ife and it was an
own gral For which L was pushed in the mud for the thousandth
time that day by the Boys in my class while thes Leacher

locked on, presumanly mpressed py chelr masculinity.



1 have what I’ ve been told is called ‘feminine intuition’ , a
soft touch, a heart that’s easily broken.

i can’ t even throw rocks in demonstrations.
i am a feminine man.

and i love Men, i love their masculinity, their smell, their
strength. so i went from Straight tec Gay via maybe a week of
concilatory Bi.

ah! so now all the femininity makes sense!

Gays, I'm now told, always hung out with girls when Ehey
were little and still cry at movies. they have feelings and
they express them to all and sundry. and they never, ever,
play football.

great! I am a Gay man!

i am a Gay man, i am a Gay man, i am a Gay man. ..

so I like shopping. hmmm...no. so i like chemical drugs and
commercial house music... not so much., working out in the
gym? plucking hairs off my body? Interior design? oy, this
isn’ t working at all.

so my politics and my sexuality collide and i start joining
Queer demonstrations against the commercialisation of gay
pride and the gay identity. i shout abuse at Gay soldiers
occupying ‘our’ parade and remind them of irag. i spray
graffiti In buenos aires and ask people why the norm is
Straight until proven Gay. i am Queer against empire,
against capitalism, against oppression.

and 1 start to like Women again....

i am a Queer man!

sorted. over. end of process, end of article. i'm a gqueer
Man. my new ldentity is radical, open, ambiguous. it allows
me ¢ be with whoever i want Lo be, it pushes the enveiope of

my sexuallitby.
pub there’ s srill this Man bit.

1 have what I’ ve peen taught is a Mar’ s pody., 1L looks a 1ot
like other Men' s
fre

podiss, and Loe. Men, 32 a2 am 1, right?
F =



so what is this nagging feeling that this word, Man, just
doesn’ t quite work? It kind cf slips by me, it doesn’ t enter
me in the way it should. 1 can’t hold on to it and it isn’ t
doing what 1ts supposed to be.

so one day I confess to a queer friend from the usa that
maybe i"m feeling less and less identified with my gender
these days. as someone whose boyfriend has breasts and a
cunt she approves wholeheartedly. 1it’s a good thing she
tells me. not sick, not weird, just a good thing. and these
words resonate in my ears forever

...let the performance begin!

i" ve always has a very (very) secret secret. 1 love make-
up, and dresses., 1 always wanted to feel the breeze around
my legs in the summer and to highlight my beauty with colour.
the few times my ex girlfriend made me up i felt amazing.

so I started making up. and i found a fabulous yellow dress
in the street and started wearing it tc parties. if i was a
biological woman maybe i’d have had something to say about
patriarchy and the enforced beauty standards of -women and
would have resisted, rejected, or reclaimed, but for me as
someone perpetually read as Male, it felt like a liberation.

i ama ...erm...a.. DragQueen? ...7?

my boxes are getting fuzzier and fuzzier. 1 am Mark, the
boy who wears dresses (and later breasts) and eye make up.
in the education project where i work in tel aviv with the
latin migrant worker community the kids i1 teach go wild when
they see my blue nails. and their mums look away slightly
concerned. ‘he thinks he’ s a girl!” they taunt. they re

simart rchese kids...

but even my Queer friends seem confused and sometimes ask me
if 1 went to a party last night pointing at my make up, but
its 9 in the morning and [ Just wanted to look nice inn the
shreat or working in the community garden., 1us easier for
me Lo wedr dresses 1in parties because L feel less likely to
e Deaven up and

thrown Znto a sXkio but tnls 1s frag for some pecple and L



don’ t feel like i'm performing something more than what i
feel i am inside. and even parties aren’ t always safe. so
many times i had my (strap on) breasts groped by well-meaning
friends for fun. 1if they were flesh and not silicon would
they have done the same? and suddenly i felt indignant and
insulted as a Woman. as a ... Woman.

so one day i'm sitting on the kitchen floor with my boyfriend
and i tell him that i"m thinking of changing my name. Mark
is going the way of Man and doesn’ t quite fit anymore. like
that old jumper that you always loved and it looked so good
on you but after one too many washes it just isn’ t right
anymore, Mark the apostle, from Mars the roman god of war,
Mark the Christian name that identifies me as Male and
probably British is too small for me now, the colours washed
out. and he tells me, this guy who im hopelessly in love
with, that it sounds like a good thing if it’s what I want.
And that he’ 11 support me through whatever it bring. And that
support is nothing less than another liberatiocn.

so one day, suddenly, topl is born. my argentine nickname
with a genderless twist means that suddenly i can write
emails without being gendered. i can be ambiguous, and i
can be freer.

a few weeks later, touring around the spanish state for the
Queeruption festival we were organising back (home) in tel
aviv, i begin to introduce myself as “Ma...erm.. topi”. for
avery new person 1 meet, i'm now topli. 1 presented the
Queeruption in my favourite yellow dress and my gorgeous
breasts and started to really feel topl growing inside me.

in the Queeruption itself i'm invited for the first tLime
to join a workshop fcr Women and Female-identified people.
and after a powerful, revealing chat with a friend who

up to this polnt 1 assumed was Male through and through
we parlticipate in Lhe workshop together. we check Lhat
it's ok with Lhe other ‘3:rological Women' In the workshoo

thalt we parbicivale, and we only gel positive ressonses,

(49,

the workshoo 1s 50 powerfyl and so Incimate and 1| feel



privileged to be there with such good friends. there’ s no
words for these kinds of experiences.

old friends get the idea and start to use my new name, SOMe
quicker than others but mostly with the respect that this 1is
something important. sadly one friend asks me if i’ m going
to ‘oblige’ people to use topi and that she isn’ t into it.
one friend takes a year to stop calling me Mark in the third
person and still slips up sometimes. she even tells me once
that it’ s disgusting for her and it’ s none of my business
what she calls me when i’m not in the room. some friends use
my new name but ignore the genderlessness attached to it.
it’ s just too messy. my mum cried for a week.

put wait, this was just my name. 1 didn’"t get breast implant
surgery {(though who knows if i will or not), i didn" t cut

off my cock. so what could be so challenging?

i haven’ t even asked people to use She when they talk about
me in the third person though i’d like them to.

and so i begin to exerience something of how important fixed
identities are for people and how my fuzzy, messy quilombo
of a gender just isn’t enough for people to hold onto, to
get their teeth into.

on a sweaty day in june, leaving the g8 demonstration in
germany, me and my best friend in the world are offered a
place to stay in berlin with somecne we met in the queer
barrio of the protest camp. we arrive at the house with our
new friend and she makes us feel welcome and wanted. but
there’ s something strange in the air and we Eind out the next
day that she’s being arguing with her housemate because she

brought a Man into the house. which is me presumably because
my best friend has a cunt so it can’t be her. s0 suddenly
me and my best friend are divided by our bodies after two
weeks of being in the gueer barrio during which i felr almost
ungendered. 1'd almos: forgottemn. if id worn a dress, long
nair, breasts and called myself Trans when i walked in the

door would 1t have been ok? whatever the reasons pehind the

1 r

Adecisions and pre’udices of the angry nousemate, L' m farced

again tz remember the difilerence petween performance, 3sex
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embarrassed, i’ ve been given more space to talk and more
influence in the world. i can pee in the street without
being harassed. 1 might even do better in a job interview.
i’ ve been given the privilege to live without realising

that i have privilege. the negative reaction that my body
provoked in a woman in an apartment in berlin is because

of the position that people with similar bedies to mine

are given in society and her negative experiences with some
of them. and thus sometimes, sexism begets more sexism.

no matter how i see, feel, think of myself, this body of
mine with its White skin, its ‘average’ size, its lack of
Disability, its unambiquous Maleness, brings me immeasurable
privilege. which is not a reason to hate myself for all that
i haver’ t suffered, but inspiration to fight against such
systems of privilege and oppression. which i will always do.

* kK e

a year on and everything has changed. &torms and violent
weather have torn my waters, crashed waves against my
fragile shore. torments have pulled material from my depths
to muddy what once seemed clear. yet deep deep down where it
is dark and quiet, some things are still the same. untouched
by the violence. a silence prevails and the darkness allows
me to see,

they say gender is cultural and culture is context, 1if this
is true then as i travel contexts of the world leaving carbon
dioxide in my wake, my gender morphs constantly and i have
nothing to hold onto and say ‘this, this concrete, tangible
thing i hold in my hand is my gender’ and yet i’m sure that
it’ s real.

maybe i only know it exists at all because its complexity
pulled my from my tower of male privilege and forced me to
learn the word ‘gender’ .

in my marine 1ife deep down where the light and the
rurbulence dorn’/ ¢t reach i learn to see in the dark and i
learn tc feel my own experience safe from the winds of

£
context and stigma and judgment and denial and ilgnorance,



down here 1 can really be myself, by myself and i Feel

safe. 1 in this moment i feel female or shemale or
gendertransfuckallyourboundaries-gueer or spirit or fish Lhen
that’ s what I am. and : define my own definitions, Lhank you
very much,

ver, safe and alone,

D

and 1f 1 only could dwell here for

k% &

1

but it gets lonely and cold at the bortom of the ocean and
50 1 take a deep breath and get myself ready for waves and i
burst back intco the warm sunlight with the olLhers.

and it’ s busy up here, the sun dazzles me and salt stings

my eves.

L open whatever door it is i"m niding behind and I prepare:
te be gendered, as an object, as a wall thal needs to be
painted to stop it From being ugly, as graffiti thab needs
Lo be cleaned ro take its message from public space, as hair
that needs to be cut to bring order pack into the worid for

those who love order.

and s¢ 1 am gendered and i gender and i realise the
disempowerment that 1 feel in less gendered languages like
english where the symbel of gender represented by vronouns
depends on other people o get my gender right. gender
becomes sometning that just happens Lo me. of course it
always was, only now L feel it stronger. at least in spanish
cr hebrew people might ignore the unconventional gendering 1

use In my language but at least i feel like 1 made my point,

in a context a million miles from anywhere i belang averygne

calls me He. 1 guess my body still 1ooks sometning you

shotld call He and s¢ maybe actuwally 1 am He. how can 1 be

anyvhing elga?

L mear, 1 can make my point - ‘my gender 1s complicated, here
pleass read my zine, 1 prefer Ske If you nleas2’ - but who

Tares? 2 13 Hel gond L don' £ osvan wear She ~iorkes ga who
Dare st - 3 e, el Looedo X wea T Ehe olorhes I who



am | to demand? i’'m not an authentic anything, nob a trans,
not a queer, not a poof, not a real woman with voluptuous

breasts and gorgeous curves just like in Lhe mcvies.

yet from somewhere far away deep under miles of water i hear
a voice calling me. it reminds me to be true to myself. that
i still exist out there alb sea, far away from pecple, that
i'm more than thelr symbols and words. i flick my tail,
breath sut, and head back down to safetry for a while.

* & &

i resurface in stiller waters this time. the light stlilil

dazzles me bur i feel safer. Lt is beautiful to see others

who lookx like me and to watch the sun sparkle on their scales
o)

a4s Chey play together in the water. 1 feel more at home now

with my marine family who ask the right questicns not out of
h

e
political correctness but because as much as Lhey can, they

understand.

and maybe they have a tall and not legs as well so we feel

that much closer. and scmecne L meeb just asks me stralght

sut in our First conversation in a gueer bar across the ocean
‘what pronoun do you prefer?’ like she was asking me 1f 1

liked salt and vinegar or ready salted more. and i sit in a
circle of sex workers with genders as diverse as thelr [ootwear
coming together to learn to defend ourselves against those

whe would slteal our fins and i'm asked Lo tell my name, my
pronoun preference and why i came, as though having a gender
experience was something universal amongst human belings.

and even straight people, heterosexual people, and people
whose assigned gender matches what they feel rhey are inside
have a gender experience. nolb only women exp

nr Feminism. oot only people =of colour know what racism means
from their own experiences. and noll only gender &

whatever we are — grow up lLrapped in the gender binary.
rhe world is profoundly transphichics

and wnlil=s in many, put ack zli, places ifve lived 1L might



be relatively acceptable to come oub as Gay, to come out as
Genderqueer doesn’ t even mean anything. at least if i’m Homo
i can compare myself to Hetero people. but not being trans-
genderqueer 13 s¢ the norm that anything else barely even
exists. how should i bring it up in conversaticn and compare
myself to ‘Cis gendered’ people, talk aboub Cis-privilege? if
my language didn’ t marginalise me enough, that single term
will alienate me completely. but imagine speaking without

the term White and just assuming that everyone was until
proven otherwise. there are some things even more sacred Lhan
reproduction and staying in your gender box is one of them.

the world is profoundiy transphobic.

L
there are beings that live at sea that defy definitions
(unless you’ re a control-freak biologist)

i swim in shallow waters
and watch anemones, corals, aliens from
another world

and as L make my lists:

animal,

plant,

crustacean,

anthozcan-cnidarian,

i imagine them imagining me and laughing at
my simplicity.

‘HAY they laugh

‘She with her scales and her
nalry fliat chest,

She whe doesn’ © £it neither here
nor Lhere,

aqualic monkey,

landlocked siren,

and sné brjies to pul gs in
boxes !’

ana 1 smile guierly and swim

BILomy jousney,
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militarist lgbt column thar was published in a mainstream
Taraeli websire in the time of the bombings of Gaza. 1 was
sent ro me by a friend and 15 originally in Hebrew. I don’ |

know who wrote if, and I don’t have ‘'permission’ but If was

Refore I'm a femme, Before ['m a Lespian, Belore lom an
Israeli, I'm a human being, once a child, a lfuture old womyn.
Before I write these empty words about unity [ ask mnyself
who this unilLy includes.

i"m oworried for the soldiers (Because unfortunately all the

‘regponsible adults’ in Israel don’ t really care for them), Bub
i'm worried as well For families thal are mucder 2] and namel=ss

shildren that are hardiy heard of in the Israeli Media.

' m worrisd about a hag:s armosphaere where anyone who oppose

vhis war is a traitor, I'm worried for the soft bhings thal

are beign run over by r£dc lindness and cruelty. Unity

U,
D

i
makes me worried, oOr as it seems more like uniformify.

"sre I'm an Israeli, I'm a woemyn and 1 identify with

i}
Palegtinian womyn before [ ldentify wibn Israelii men, hefore

i’ m an Israeli, 'm a compassiopate human-being and Tdentify

with compassicnarce Palastinians wore than | fjdentify with

%

murderaus Jews, before I'm an lsraeli ['m a Femme womyﬂ

1

mow 1 bs like & De paron

rhat loves butches and

av femme 1n Gaza koday. sacicing complex idantities tie

me Lo people that are nct defined Dy borders or aalkblions.
he harders of my love or my empathy, the bogdsrs of my
conpassion amd carryving are noes, and de nol end in bhe
borders of £ha
To eontinue being a femme or a lesblan in these days 1s

to challenge and criticize milirarism anc a pada un nesded
war. To continue being a femme cr s l=sklan or gueez 1s LO

continue wearing pink feathers with freedom of thought, 1t»s



S

O refuse o wear the ugly wuniform and ko tag along te the
blird lines that are calling to delete Gaza from the magp,

with all itss womyn and children, butch and Fenme, lgbtq.

means not o give up on khe humane and the complex [rom the

simplistic and fascist.

Militarism, Occupation and Violence are the ODRLess50L3

sl minoricies, they produce violence of any kind, sexusl

violence, sconomical vielence. Yoy can’ bt murder children

e, n Y
in your pack yard without it seeping inside your house,
apecifically now, '@ a femme, lesbhbilian, Jquesar

specifically ncw, I'm a Gewviant, refusnlk, Spposer,

SPECIFMTICALLY NOW!
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My little side show




Yotam Ben-David







A daydream: A woman is cooking on a steamy afternoon. Her
armpits are moist and her cheeks are rosy. A Mizrahi song is
playing in the background; the floor is wet from expectation,
like her body, and the amount of light is precise, like a
spice. Her face is my mother's face, and I can almost hear
one of my brothers crying in his crib in the next room, but
you come from behind, hug me, strong like the man my mother
always wanted behind me; and in front of me the food reaches
a boiling point and I'm bubbling and you cannot let me cool
off, and I am fixing you a plate of desire, but we eat from
the pot, Standing up, Steam streams alongside our bodies.
You take me and bring me back; reminding me that it's me,
and all of this under the floral apron.
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Yael Mishali




That's it. I'm choosing my own gender. I spent until my 20s
wondering why the label didn't fit right, and all my 20s
creating my own version of what I was told I was. But now
I'm 30 and I want to decide. S0 I choose.. Wait! There is no
gender that describes me. Just two choices? Really?! In this
great world with all these billions of people we only have
two choices? ! What if I want my gender to be the color red?
Or the former planet Pluto? Or my favorite pair of overalls?
Or the way it feels to climb a tree? Or what about just
Emily?

It's not that I have anything against being a woman. I feel
a strange sense of relief now that I get my period again
every 4 weeks, and with all my being I want to be pregnant
and give birth and be a mom. Specifically "Mommy". And while
I never had any interest in dolls, spent the majority of my
life rejecting pink, being anti-makeup and shaving, hating
shopping, and finding other girls my worst enemies, I am
lately kind of into those things. (Except shopping, shaving
and dolls.)

But I just have an aversion to pecple pigeon-holing me. Fuck
the stereotypes. Cause on me they come out confused. Some
days I want to dress "like a boy" and when I dance I want

to lead. I insist on dictating the course of my life and
often find it hard to imagine sharing it with anyone else
'cause I have such a fixed picture of how it should be. I am
stubbornly independent but there's this line that repeats

in my head sometimes that I want to be saved.. and save. I
cften need to be the one to "wear the pants™ and some days I
wear baggy pants and sit with my legs flying open. And some
days I wear a short skirt .. of course even then sometimes I
"forget" to cross my legs. I love to cook and sew and I'm the
hostess with the mostest, but I take no pleasure from laundry
or decorating or talking about facials and waxings and where
to get the pest haircur (with my own scissors ocbviousiy).

I aspire to pe someone's comic boeok heroine, but with the
strength and power ol the hern of the day. I never want to pe
the "woman" benind the "man." Nocbody puts vaby in a corner,

I have also never deflf:ned my sexuality. IL's always peen



defined for me externally. And when it's been defined aloud
it's ironically been by queer folks — the people who are
ostensibly the least likely to have a penchant for defining
others. Why they gain scme heightened sense of their own
identity by putting me in the straight box is a mystery to
me. And yet they do it time and time again. I have always
said I will love who I will love, and I will share my life
with the one who fits my myriad supposed requirements best.
(And if you know a charming, intellectual artist/musician who
loves to travel, dance, eakt, laugh and explore the new, and
who wants to raise kids and stomp out the world's injustices

with me, leb me know!) But they want me tg pl gender on

it. What if the person I want toc be
with is the color blue? Or a planet
we have yet to discover? Or the
most comfortable shoes I own? Or
the way 1t feels to be infinite? Or
just a name.

S0 I'm reserving the right to
define it as I go along. Or not at
all. That's all I'm sayin'.




For many years now I consider myself to be queer.

I consider myself to be a queer since I see the whole concept
of gender as a construction and since I don’t see it as an
inherent quality,

A few years agoe, under the inspiration of a friend I started
asking people to relate to me linguistically in the female
form (in Hebrew a big chunk of the language is built around
male and female forms).

On one side it was hard for me, it raised many feelings
regarding peoples reactions. But on the other hand, it was a
lot easier for me in the she form.

Suddenly I was not your usual oppressive male anymore; it was
s0 much easier for me not to think of myself as a male. And
some people treated me differently, plus I treated myself
differently.

Being a male was hard for me, there was much guilt relating
to the acts of some men and to my own acts I myself as a man
sometimes do. Much guilt regarding objectification of women,
hierarchy in the structure of society, violence, oppression,
sex stuff, and many more uncomfortable deeds and feelings.
It was such a comfortable solution for me, it’s like I told
myself, if it/ s hard for me being a boy than I’m no longer a
boy.

But it didn’ t werk. Soon enough I’ ve noticed the guilt didn’ t
really go away and I was still performing all these little

cppressive deeds.

These feelings, were nobt connecred to how I define myself,

they are connecrted to the way I was raised.

was raised not to let my emotions be shown, "o be strong,

nolb to cry (opoys don’ v cry?), noat to be afraid (men don/
feel afraid, even little men). [ was raised as a boy, as an

agenlt oI ovvression, 1 was ralsed Lo feel guilry, bto fasl



I have to save women, to oppress everyone, 1 was raised

(as most boys do) with people not showing enough physical
closeness to me, I was raised to feel the only closeness I
could have with girls I liked was through sex, that I could
never have intimate relations with boys cause its either
violence or homophobia and many more conditioning made at a

very young age.

What I realized was that whether I called myself a man,
woman or alien, it wouldn’ t have changed a thing regarding

my sexist patterns.

For stuff tc really change, for patterns to really change I
had to work on them, or else they would never have gone away.
So I went back to male form and started doing work, reclaiming
my identity as it should be, not as I am told it is. I think
the real truth about us men (as of all human beings) is that
men are caring, dgentle, warm, loving and always want stuff to
go really well for others and for themselves.

After considerable wok I’ ve found out that this nature
is still there, it’ s only masked by heavy oppression we

experience as young people.

I'm not saying that today I'm free of sexist patterns but
that I have done enough work for it to show. For me to see
sexism (most of the time) as it is - a hurt in me and in my
fellow men and women. And to be able to get called upon my
shit, and to work on it so it wont happen anymore. I was
raised a man hence I perform sexist acts towards womern.

I think my point is this: in our circles we have many people
who were raised as males and feel they are not males but
females or undefined (as myself) gender queers/transgenders
etc. it is an important struggle for us all.

The last thing we would want to do though is to oppress women,
I think 1% is cur obiligation as human being who were raised

as males to work on cur sexist pabterns. It's not ok for us to
For

act as Lf we don’ © have them, because we do, and when we d

dorn
do any:thing aboutr 1t, well then we just keen the sexist circle



going. I also want to say that I don’ t consider “feeling
guilty” as doing something about it, guilt is something that
discourage us, its blocking our view on how things can really
be, if something we should work against guilt, for us to be
able to see our patterns and not repeat them.

One thing that I find most effective that we can do is
forming a “raised as males” support groups for sharing
stories, experiences about how hard it was, safe places for
us to cry, laugh, be afraid. Just a place for us to feel our
feelings, to show our true loving selves without the need to
defend and for crying. To change our patterns together.

I alsc would like to invite women around us te call us on
our shit, to call us on our sexist patterns, not to make y
us feel guilty but for us to be able to do work on them,
because many times since ralsed women were raised oppressed
you can see the cppression better, and to know it is there
when we sometimes get confused about it. We all just really
want to be able to become the best allies possible for the

termination of sexism, so lets do it.

Ronel



Ophir Figenboim




BoyGirlBoy
Yochai (I'M Not)
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