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Preface
Welcome! Wait, that’s not what you say to the reader of
your book. The author usually passive-aggressively forces
them to go on to the beginning, which usually isn’t page one
for some strange reason and without any salutation to a
book whatsoever. Maybe that’s why some people don’t like
reading--because they don’t feel welcome. I, for one, want
to welcome you to this space.
Readers need a connection to the writer. If you dive
deeply into a book and immerse yourself with the author’s
creativity and agglomeration of letters, phrases, sentences,
and words, without first getting to know the author, you’re
not diving deep enough. I can’t fathom how many times I’ve
enjoyed reading a book series or even just a standalone
book without remembering the author. Too many times,
my friend, my fellow Goodreads pal.
This book contains personal thoughts and feelings I
have harbored within myself all my life. In it, I hope that
you can experience my development as a human being thus
far. I extend to you the cringe-worthy moments, depressive
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and suicidal moments, moments of ecstasy, and moments
of pure self-deprecation. With all that said, you are delving
into my heart and reaching into the depths of my soul.
The purpose of the arrangement of this book is to
demonstrate that much of life begins rather innocently and
develops itself through the connections with oneself, family,
friends, and one's environment. We're predisposed with
tools and traits to thrive, explore, and continue to discover
more about the world, others, and ourselves. Each chapter
is arranged according to different stages of my life. Each
commentary that accompanies each poem or short story
adds context not only to the work itself, but also to my
mindset and experiences at the time the work was written.
They elaborate on such topics in each work or introduce
new discoveries about myself and the world around me
based on what I know now as an adult.
Additionally, I hope that you can appreciate my entries,
make inferences, analyze, and even start discussions with
those you may come across. Too often in school, we discuss
and try to analyze the works of dead people. They can’t
defend or refute interpretations of their works and they
can’t help us analyze our essays or say the perfect thing
regarding the inclusion or absence of a specific word, phrase,
or idea. We’ll sit through the speculations of other students
and read the theories or dissertations of literary experts and
not know what the author thinks.
I want to offer the views of my works and experiences
when I’m alive--well, until I’m dead--but that shouldn’t stop
you from interpreting the poems and short stories
differently. That’s precisely why I placed the commentary at
the end of each work instead of the beginning, so as to not
disclose anything prior to you even reading anything. It’s
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important for me to tell my story and speak my truth in
something that’s more authentic than a second-hand
account of my words in some biography or hologram (or
whatever device in the future--or your present--that allows
you to hear my stories).
Honestly, I never expected to write this book so soon
in my life. Growing up in a less than affluent home, I was
constrained from a young age by the idea that I couldn’t do
anything unless I had money, and that followed me when it
came to compiling the content of this book, something I
planned on doing some time after college, when I was in my
thirties and had a stable career. However, that limitation on
what I could do presented itself when I chose to compile
everything in a Google Doc.
What started out as thoughts of what one even does
with poems and short stories amounted to about 60 8.5” x
11” pages of material I copied and pasted from poems and
short stories I wrote in junior high and high school. Seeing
the number of pages made everything so clear to me. The
number of pages and the blinking cursor disillusioned me
of the idea that I needed money to write and create
something.
That’s when I decided to embark on this journey of
becoming a published author. And I couldn’t do it without
uplifting a long overdue restraint on myself, freeing my
capabilities and reminding myself that I’m still learning how
to improve as a human being, as we all hopefully are.
You’re going to read a lot of what I have accomplished
through struggle, failure, and disappointment, support, and,
yes, some success--more success than I could give myself
credit, quite honestly. I’ve gone through a lot, all of which
has been successful in making me the person I am today
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and refining the person I will be growing into. I hope that
comes across to you, and hopefully, you can experience
something in the words of this book, documenting your own
thoughts, observations, and changing views in the blank and
reflection activity pages that follow.
So, salutations, and on we go on this orbital journey
together!

Elementary School
This is where we start. All my poetry and short stories from
before this period of my life are either incomplete or were
forced upon me by a second-grade teacher who only taught
us, students, that poems had to rhyme.
There’s a coat of innocence and sunshine and
rainbows to the poems in this section. As the earliest poems
in my writing history, they are simplistic and follow the rules
of poetry as I had learned them at that time. They do not
attach themselves to any social or political message or ideas
about gender and sexuality as I mentioned in this chapter
introduction, a quality my works would later gain further
into my writing development. They just… were, and that’s
why I truly appreciate them and cringe at the same time
when I read them. The poems here represent how I felt and
what I knew to be true at the happiest time of my life.
I began my works with naiveté and a freethinking
quality. Like many kids, I was a child who could hardly
comprehend the injustices, contradictions, hatred, and
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malice in the world, though I was always learning even when
I wasn’t aware of it. I was in my own little bubble that
consisted of only school and family.
Along with learning about things beyond my bubble of
a home, like states other than California, history, and
science, a lot of my early writing developed in elementary
school, where I would learn to express myself through basic
grammar, vocabulary, and syntax that reflects in my works
below.
I started kindergarten on September 7, 2004. I blithely
walked into class earlier than my classmates and entered
through the back--the wrong--end of the class. I wore my red
and grey, button-up Hawaiian-styled top and black
basketball shorts that I picked out myself, believing that a
button-up should only be worn on special occasions.
I started out in the American educational system
optimistically, to say the least; I prided myself in indirectly
learning what my eldest siblings would teach my slightly
older siblings. I was confident that I would genuinely have
fun learning everything I could. That attitude maintained
itself through crafts and assignments were actually fun and
coated with pictures and games, so much so that I asked for
more. My eagerness to start school particularly indicated my
early belief that school was supposed to be fun and games
for six to seven hours during the day wherein kids escaped
from their parents. I really didn’t know what I was getting
myself into.
I was voted amongst my fellow students to receive
citizenship awards every year, I guess since they only saw me
as nice. I was also a nerd who was placed into “combo”
classes due to my test scores and grades from the most
recent year in school. My sister credits me as having been

4 | she rotates with pluto
very ambitious from a young age and I suppose this came
about in my genuine drive to succeed in school and out. For
instance, outside of school, I would touch upon skills I felt
I hadn’t mastered and taught myself concepts my teachers
neglected to teach during the school year.1
During summer breaks, I took time to be a kid. My
siblings and I would spend time playing board games and
video games (wherein, I would always play with or create
female characters, if the game permitted), reading, and
renting DVDs/videos at Blockbuster in order to binge watch
shows and movies (because Netflix had not yet reached
popular existence). Additionally, some of my siblings and I
would go into the backyard and play on the slip ‘n’ slide or
adventure to our little Narnia. We’d also dance and sing
along to High School Musical, Hairspray, Mama Mia, and
songs on Radio Disney. We’d watch Disney Channel and
Nickelodeon religiously to the point that any other network
seemed boring and like a betrayal.
On the weekends, similarly, I’d draw, read, or play
school, house, or witches with my brother and sister closest
in age to me. I gravitated toward female roles: an actress,
teacher, and witch. What a triple-threat I was! As for toys, I
preferred to play with my sister Mary’s dolls, but since they
belonged to her, I was limited in how I could play with them
and carry along the storyline of the doll’s world. Sometimes,
just watching was enough for me. Eventually, though, I got
my own Polly Pocket dolls. It wasn’t until I was 18 until I
1

It occurred to me as a teenager that not many kids would do this, so I never
admitted to it after an embarrassing encounter I had when I did mention it to a
classmate before receiving an unsure glance. The workbooks I kept from class
were probably something my peers just threw away or donated. I saw them as the
coolest items I owned that allowed me to teach myself by reinforcing or enhancing
ideas and practice new skills in ways that I now know to be uncommon.
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got my first Barbie doll--just for the sake of finally having a
Barbie doll after a childhood without one. And yes, I said
18.
Several interests and hobbies I adopted as a child
lingered in my life, while others made a comeback later on
in my development. I wasn’t thinking about what I wanted
to be or what I wanted to do in terms of my careers quite
yet. These early projects were just that: projects. That was
all that mattered at the time.
As a preteen, though, I became aware of careers in a
sense beyond the few limited options I recognized as a fiveyear-old. I was learning and I liked that. I had potential in
more areas than I was even aware of and that excited me.
It started with childish skits I’d write and perform with
some of my siblings which prompted the earliest bits of
screenwriting, something I completely forgot about until I
recently came across some scripts I wrote from that time. It
was all for fun at that age, not a consideration of what I
wanted to do as a career-woman just yet. 2 I knew that I
wanted to be a writer in some way as a child, but I didn’t
really know what I wanted to write. As you will see in the
poems I wrote during this time; the poems had no goal and
the subjects varied depending on trivial things I thought and
noticed.
Additionally, at age 12, I went to modeling and acting
school; the experience was short-lived as it posed a financial
burden on my family (also, I was annoyed that many aspects
about the school were so gendered and I was expected to
model in male poses and act in male roles, which didn’t
2

It wasn’t until age 17 when I decided I wanted to be a screenwriter as more than
a hobby.
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interest me--none of them had that female flare).3 Being at
this school gave me an early introduction to the mindset of
a film director. While the school influenced a drive for
acting, I was primarily drawn to taking the reins in terms of
the direction of a show more so than being in a show.4
Another childhood activity that stuck with me is
fashion. Whenever my sister got fashion kits, she, my
brother Adam, and I would lose ourselves in Fashion Land.
I started designing clothes and even got some of my friends
in school to engage in designing clothes with me. Soon, I
began to create simple clothes for dolls with my basic sewing
skills that I picked up from my sister. And, by my next
birthday, the science and magic kits I would ordinarily get
and never use began to get replaced with Project Runway
kits that came with color wheels, a sketchbook with
templates containing models in different poses, and a book
containing different patterns and clothing types. It was so
comprehensive and essential to a creative mindset that I
didn’t even know I had. While my father opposed my
genuine glee in making new clothes and while I didn’t know
how to use a sewing machine or take any fashion classes, I
was proud of the fact that I considered being a fashion
designer as an adult. This officially became the first thing I
wanted to do career-wise.
Careers factor into one’s identity and while I was
3

When you’re transgender, you find yourself becoming a better actor with each
social interaction with a stranger. It’s incredible!
4

As the youngest, there was a time before I started elementary school wherein all
my siblings were in school and I had no playmates but myself. This paved a way
for me to talk to myself, something that started as a coping mechanism but later
became a tool to channeling characters I began to write in projects. As I later
moved to college, I grew weary of whether I’d be able to talk to myself as often,
something I immensely value.
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seldom thinking about careers at age 12, I was thinking a lot
about other aspects of my identity: my gender and sexuality.
Among my childhood years, I was keenly aware that I
wanted to be a girl for reasons beyond an interest in fashion
and understanding that there are more clothing options for
women than men.
Every few years from the young age of five, I would ask
my sister Mary, who I thought was a tomboy, if she wanted
to be a boy. Each time, she would say yes and we’d move
on with an unspoken understanding of our curiosities. She
was the only one to whom I expressed this to so surely, she
knew how I felt. It wasn’t until she was about thirteen that I
asked her again only for her to respond with a no.
“I like being a girl,” she told me.
What happened? What changed her mind? I thought
she understood me. I thought she was like me, and
suddenly she decided to affirm her gender?
After that moment, my misguided understanding of
gender norms and roles became apparent as I tried to make
sense of what she was telling me. With my concern, I may
as well have been diagnosing her of some disorder. I told
her that she can’t possibly want to be a girl if she doesn’t like
pink or like playing with her Bratz makeup and dolls. To
my surprise, I was offending her for not fitting into a
category that not all girls fulfill.
I saw my brother Andrew follow around our male
cousins and older brother, Matthew, as they bonded over
Yu-Gi-Oh and Pokémon cards, Dragon Ball Z, and video
games, while my brother Adam and I didn’t. I thought that
we were late bloomers who were eventually going to catch
up, but as the years went on, we never did. Not all boys were
the same and not all girls were the same. I still didn’t get it.
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From the young age of about three or four, I noticed
that girls generally have longer hair, prompting me to put
my pants on my head to give the illusion that the pant legs
were long strands of hair. I was under the impression that I
could grow up, grow out my hair, live my life as a woman,
and find a man who wouldn’t need to know about my being
raised as a boy. Things were much more complex than I
thought.
Although I expressed interest in being a girl
throughout my childhood, I never actually did anything
about it as the feelings were not yet persistent. Little Joss was
becoming aware of her gender identity like anyone else her
age, but she was caught up in enjoying her own little world
and childhood, which involved living happily through
cartoons, toys, video games, and so much more--despite
living it out presenting as male. I was happy as a kid; I was
not, however, happy as a boy. Well, not for much longer.
By the sixth grade, I felt like an adult-child since I had
more responsibilities and was one of the “big kids,” one of
the kids I used to look up to (both figuratively and literally)
when I was a lower grade student. But I was still a kid and
didn’t see otherwise. Like any kid, I wanted to grow up.
Having always seen what my siblings were going through, I
anticipated what I would be going through based on that.
Until puberty came around the corner.
That year, we were expected to watch a video regarding
puberty. I heard about this before and I knew that my
friends already saw this video in fourth and fifth grade, so I
was looking forward to feeling slightly grown up. It wasn’t
until my teacher told us that the classes would be split
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among boys and girls: boys in one class, girls in another. 5
And that scared me. I didn’t have my friends with me. I was
going through this alone, and from the atmosphere of the
girls talking their way out of my classroom and boys from
the adjacent sixth-grade class entering, I knew that this was
going to be less than enjoyable.
I sat in the back of the class containing pre-pubescent
boys, knowing that all my friends in the adjacent class were
watching a video that forbid my eyes from viewing it.
Meanwhile, I was becoming traumatized by the fact that I
was beginning to undergo a completely different set of
physiological processes than my friends without any other
option, loophole, or I don’t know, my permission. Even if
something were to magically reverse the inevitable, it
wouldn’t matter, my childhood would essentially be over
and I wouldn’t have sleepovers, cute hairstyles I’d regret in
the future, dresses, or dolls, but instead a father who cursed
at me for the way I walked and talked and gesticulated,
science and magic kits, and a Ken doll my Dad bought me
from Walmart after I insisted he buy me a Barbie.
No one introduced me to puberty the way my mom
held my hand on the first day of elementary school. In both
cases, I was expected to go through these changes against
my will.
Puberty and I were not friends.
The same things I carelessly accepted without question,
like why my friends would go to sleepovers without me and
5

I feel that students shouldn’t only watch a puberty video that corresponds to their
sex; it’d be informative to watch that of the opposite sex to understand anatomy,
reproduction, etc. And in a manner that’s not as glamorized or joyous as seen in
the videos. They could take an approach that avoids the awkward, cringe-worthy
acting and teach a lot of interesting things all genders could find enjoyable about
puberty. Don’t get me started on sex-ed in high schools!
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why I would notice my sister having different “parts” when
we took baths as toddlers, were starting to make sense. With
each interaction with my friends, I couldn’t help but feel
more separated from them. They all had each other with
which to share their experiences, while I had no one, no guy
peers with which to confide how I could undo or prevent
everything I’d be going through.
I felt validated as a girl with my friends. I unofficially
felt like one them, until I didn’t.
“Okay, girls, head out to the playground,” Suzie, a
lunch monitor would say each day to us as she ushered us
from the lunch benches.
Soon enough, I noticed that my friends would invite
themselves to the restroom together, outside which I waited
without any invitation. And sometimes, my friends would
insistently ask me to leave so that they could have talk about
“girl stuff.” Sometimes, they excluded me from the group
so that their crushes wouldn’t think that we were a couple.
My concept of gender was not only completely
distorted and misinformed, but it was also personal,
shattering, and somehow against me.
Puberty was much deeper than hair, and that’s what
the puberty video taught me: to become hypervigilant about
my development. I especially felt the need to avoid norms
associated with boys. I would, for example, pretend I wasn’t
strong (as if girls are weak) or knew nothing about sports or
video games or comic books (as if girls know nothing about
them), and avoided saying words like “dude” or “bro.”
Even more intensely, I became paranoid with
everything I consumed. I believed if I didn’t eat much of
anything, I wouldn’t have the nutrients to undergo anything
the video mentioned. The thrill of not, say, growing a beard,
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juxtaposed the uncertainty of whether or not male puberty
would hit me anyway. I wouldn’t have an Adam’s apple and
anything else that came with male puberty--especially my
height.
My family commented on how I’d be the tallest
amongst my brothers, how I was reaching my growth spurt,
and how I could eat more because “you’re a growing boy.”
This awakened and aggravated a beast within me and her
name was anorexia. It didn’t help that I didn’t see any tall
women that could have changed my way of thinking. No
matter what, though, I know I wouldn’t take note of the
exceptions to the rule. I knew that men are oftentimes taller
than women and that’s all I needed to hear to trigger
resistance to anything contrary to that.
I restricted myself from eating most everything and, for
a while, I was very slick about it. Dinners, especially those
high in protein, were flushed down the toilet. I’d return to
school the next day to haughtily brag to my friends that I
hadn’t eaten in so-and-so days or however many hours.
Lunches at school were not to be had even though I
qualified for free and reduced lunch. Food at homewhenever I was hungry (because I had to get hungry at some
point)—consisted of less chips than the serving size indicated
in the Nutrition Facts on the back of a bag of chips, crackers
and croutons, raisins that I’d pick out from bagels or raisin
bread (but not the bagel itself), a spoonful of Tabasco
(which I only recently discovered has plenty of vinegar) or
mustard. I’d succumb to pizza as well, but not without
removing as much grease as possible. Additionally, I drank
coffee whenever I had the chance because I believed it
would stunt my growth.
But that doesn’t include the excessive and incessantly
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prioritized jumping jacks, sit-ups, and push-ups at home. As
if that were not enough, I ran three miles each day on the
school track during recess and lunch and if I missed my goal,
I’d make it up by adding what I didn’t run to the three miles
I assigned myself for the next day. My friends, well aware of
my predicament, pleaded I stop, even getting in the middle
of the track, but I was self-destructing like any known
Geodude in Pokémon and it felt good… seeing the results
of potentially stopping the abomination that was puberty.
What started out as a fear of becoming taller than most
girls around me became a constant voice in my head nagging
me to politely decline someone offering me a snack or meal.
Counting calories became a religious part of my day. The
less, the better--fewer portions, calories, fewer thoughts
about food. I couldn't stop. My physician, or anyone for that
matter, telling me to stop my ways only fueled even more
drastic measures to lose weight. I welcomed being able to
see the outline of my rib cage through my clothes when
others commented on my thin frame and lack of “meat on
my bones.” But it still wasn’t enough. I would mentally
imagine myself carving my own body and bones and skin I
saw as extraneous. If there was some procedure I could get,
I thought, I’d want to shave and remove certain parts of my

legs, arms, fingers, and toes and reconnect the remaining
parts so that I could be shorter and thinner.
Although I discontinued my four-year-long eating
disorder over five years ago, there are still specific foods that
I don’t eat to this day and thoughts I have about my weight
and height linger… and I’m 5’9” and about 130 pounds. A
person never really gets over their disorder entirely; there
are remnants. Any person who’s recovered from an eating
disorder may also attest to this.
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All this talk about weight and height really stemmed
from two things: gender and sexuality. Gender gained an
integral role in understanding my sexuality.6 At around age
three, I remember expressing interest in guys for the first
time, like Josh in Barney and Friends. I didn’t exactly know
why I liked him, which is to say that I wasn’t aware of such
labels as “straight” or “gay.” I just thought he was cute. And
whenever I had an erection at the thought or sight of any
guy, I would think about a pinwheel in my head of four guys
that I like and have the needle point to the least attractive
one to alleviate my sexual thoughts, which didn’t really go
beyond kissing at between ages 3 and 13. After several
students started calling me “gay,” nothing stopped me from
questioning my sexuality from ages 11 to 14.
Yes, I exclusively had female friends. Yes, I was
sensitive. And, yes, I had a huge crush on Daniel Radcliffe
and Drake Bell, but did that mean I was gay? If so, then
that’s ludicrous! There’s no definitive way of demarcating
the qualities of any sexuality, whether that’s a high-pitched
voice, makeup, passion for fashion, a buzz cut, or an endless
supply of flannels. From what I recall, my friends did a “gay
6

Gender is defined as a social construction and classification system by which we
categorize people based on the gender spectrum, between what we consider
strongly “male” and strongly “female.” It is not determined by “sex,” which is a
classification system based on the biological components of a person:
combinations of gonads, chromosomes, external genitalia, secondary sex
characteristics, and hormonal levels. Even though gender is not determined by
nature, it is strongly constructed as natural. Sexuality refers to the practice or
exploration of sexual acts, sexual orientation, sexual pleasure, and desire. Sexual
orientation refers to the orientation or direction of one’s romantic and sexual
attraction. Refer to the Genderbread Person in order to further understand the
differences between gender identity, gender expression, biological sex, and sexual
orientation. We call it a “genderbread” because gender encompasses each of the
four things I indicated above, while “person” refers to the fact that we can’t assume
the gender of the genderbread.
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test,” a test that, to this day, still makes me question the
validity and accuracy in the manner of checking one’s shoes.
These students (and even my own siblings and friends)
seemed to pat themselves on the back when bringing up or
insinuating something about my sexuality as if they were
doing me a favor. I felt far from helped. I felt pressured and
confused and panicked. I wouldn’t verbally admit to
someone any of my crushes until I was seventeen, even after
I recall my friends gushing over cartoon characters they had
a crush on when they saw Jack Frost in Rise of the
Guardians in 2012.
It all seemed like common knowledge to everyone else
but me. And the jokes weren’t funny when they were said
behind my back, let alone to my face in such domineering,
affirmative vocal tones. Gay, a neutral word I had no
association with, became a word I was conditioned to think
was bad.7
The fact of the matter is, I tried being a straight male.
It didn’t work. I would force myself to like my friends as
more than just friends and failed epically, but I didn’t know

7

When I was a junior in high school, my English teacher allowed us to discuss an
excerpt from Gloria Naylor’s “A Word’s Meaning Can Often Depend on Who
Says It.” My class discussed this when the ABC show Black-ish presented the topic
of the N-word. Naylor claims, “Words themselves are innocuous; it is the
consensus that gives them true power.” She goes on to say that the word “nigger”
had several neutral or casual meanings that she learned from her family and
neighborhood. But she hadn’t first heard the word in a negative manner until she
was in the third grade when a male student, out of jealousy, called her such after
she pointed out that she, once again, earned a higher mark than him on a math
test. She asserted, “I couldn’t have been more puzzled. I didn’t know what a nigger
was, but I knew that whatever it meant, it was something he shouldn’t have called
me.” I encourage you to read the excerpt. My class particularly discussed who gets
to say the word and when it becomes an insult used to humiliate and assert power
over another person or group of people. The anecdote made me reflect on my
own experience with the word “gay.”
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why. If there was a rulebook on how to be straight, I wished
I could have read it, because that also seemed like common
knowledge to everyone else but me.
As a result, I projected my anger and confusion to my
brother, Adam, who did eventually come out as gay. He
didn’t deserve to be bullied by me. I guess I was just jealous
that he hadn’t been bullied. He kept to himself and
remained quiet, while I was the vocal one who participated
and made myself known, so I was subject to controversy.
One day, in response to my bullies, I ditched recess to
go to the school office, where I dropped a letter into my
principal’s door slot. I feigned an injury and sat in that office
until my principal returned from her lunch break. The letter
outed my bullies by name and explained what they had
done to me explicitly. The injury might have been the
cherry on top of a delicious cake of retribution.
She soon saw my letter, so she called me into her office
and asked me what I wanted to be done. She then asked me
if I wanted my name to be revealed or if I wanted to leave
myself anonymous when she called the bullies’ parents. I
asked what “anonymous” meant and agreed on that option.
Not long after that incident, the entire school had an
assembly regarding bullying, after which, my friends
apologized for calling me gay and several of my bullies,
instead of apologizing, tried to redeem themselves by saying
that they weren’t the ones bullying me.
What I took away from that experience was that my
principal was on my side; she listened to me and made me
a priority, something I feel many principals should do. She
admitted that, as an African-American woman with a
doctorate in education, she’s felt obligated to prove herself
to others and is still bullied. I connected to her and
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remained in awe that she was telling me something so
personal, so vulnerable.
“Stand up for yourself. Prove [them] wrong,” she told
me.
This was a time when bullying assemblies were on the
rise and discussions about gay rights were accruing in
positivity. I was glad to bring that discussion and visibility to
my school in a way I never intended. Granted, I have lived
in Southern California all my life, and thus, have been
smothered with progressive values that filter out a lot of
overt discrimination.
As I held a victory under my belt, I never actually
received any answers or directions regarding my sexuality. I
was just teased less directly. I mean, I’ve always seemed to
like (and let’s be real, dislike) guys without question, but did
I like girls? Was I confusing wanting to be a girl with wanting
to be with a girl? I must hang out with them for a reason, I
thought. Did my flamboyant brother confront the same
concerns regarding his gender and sexuality? At a young age,
I played around with the idea that guys were looking at me
the way they might have been looking at my friends or fellow
female classmates, so I tried to be noticed by them by
imitating qualities I liked about my friends, but to no avail.
What gives? Now, I know what made me seem gay to others.
Since I was so aware of and equally repulsed by a group
of people I am attracted to, I became increasingly against
the idea of anyone outside that gender potentially liking me,
especially after I broke up with my “girlfriend” in the third
grade. I remember my old friend, Michel, liked me in the
fourth grade. In response, I avoided her and eventually
confronted her, then I did what any fourth grader who is
resistant to being liked by someone would do: I pulled her
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hair. Then, I walked away, patting myself on the back for a
job well done.
Now, I realize that that’s not the proper way to decline
a relationship or date, especially with someone of the same
sex. Everyone is deserving of respect. Forcefully asserting
your “no” to someone expressing interest in you who’s the
same sex just demonstrates who much you need to learn
about augmenting security in your sexuality. Clearly, I was
not comfortable with my sexuality, but I understand that I
was completely fearful of the idea of despondently marrying
and having children with a woman, which is not too
irrational an idea.
It seemed like so much was happening that I didn’t
stop to enjoy the subtle and gradual everyday changes and
moments. And I wasn’t expected to. I enjoyed my
childhood and that’s what matters now. Childhood is one of
the shortest stages of one’s life so inevitably, it must come
to its timely repose.
Gone are the days for which I most yearn, the days
during which I was beginning to comprehend gender,
sexuality, justice, and freedom in a world in a world that still
seemed so off limits to me, a world becoming more clear,
scary, and accessible to me. As this orbit reached its peak,
being older and having the responsibilities that come with it
excited me. I was only beginning to thrive.
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Chrysanthemum
Year after year, day after day,
All the flowers bloom their own way.
Sun to sky, eye to eye,
All the flowers try to say “hi.”
Just on one ordinary day,
A flower bloomed in just an awkward way.
While all the others were blooming,
They appeared to be glooming.
The awkward flower tried to set free,
But it didn’t because all did see she.
After a while,
Sun to sky, eye to eye,
Eye to the flower who couldn’t fly,
Eye to the root, then the soil,
Everyone grabbed and grabbed,
But the sun made ‘em boil.
Out of nowhere,
The sun hit a mirror and back to the garden incline,
Where the most beautiful sight began to glide.
“A rainbow, a rainbow in the sky,” said one,
Gleaming on the flower that didn’t say “hi.”
A peculiar looking thing appeared in the hour.
Hardly anyone thought it looked like a flower.
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Day after day, week after week,
The chrysanthemum started to speak.
The chrysanthemum later had friends
But what made it most excited were its new leaf ends.
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This poem perfectly reflects my rudimentary
understanding of poetic devices. Its simplicity in form and
rhyme parallels with my potential to reach the more
creative parts of my brain. The subject being a flower
parallels my optimism about the world as I attempted to
mix positivity with my burgeoning creativity. While I had
such stories as The Ugly Duckling and Rudolph the RedNosed Reindeer in mind, the story turned into a story
about teamwork as plants in a garden work together to
make a fellow plant bloom to its full extent.
Nevertheless, I can’t ignore the fact that my
childhood consisted of anything but sunshines and
rainbows. Yes, I was bullied and had an eating disorder on
top of contemplating my gender identity and sexual
orientation, but in the household, it seemed as if the
glimmer of the presence of children and toddlers faded by
the time I was born. Sure, my parents provided for us as
best as they could, but it also seemed like they tossed over
the responsibility to my grandmother, who prepared most
meals for us and nurtured us, and my eldest sister.
My grandmother put our nutrition and health before
her own as she would cook us meals with the ability to
make something out of nothing, and then, she’d nibble
on the bones or discard. Additionally, my oldest sister
shaped her schedule around the schedules of me and four
of my other siblings who were also kids: Marisa, Andrew,
Mary, and Adam. She took the time out of her own busy
schedule of work, school, studying, chores, and this little
thing called a social life to sometimes drop us off or pick
us up from school, help us with our homework, and
provide entertainment in the form of movies, books,
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family games, or Disneyland tickets.
I don’t blame my parents for the sacrifices they made
for us. At the time, though, I resented them for the lack
of opportunities we could partake in and privileges we
could enjoy that I noticed others had, like eating around
the table as a family, doing sports or Girl or Boy Scouts
(among other activities), and traveling, but I didn’t see the
struggles they had endured to become comfortable
enough not to depend on food from church or secondhand furniture or clothes from the maternal side of my
family.
Having four kids would be a bit more manageable for
my family financially, but seven was another deal. With
my mom as the head of the household and my dad
primarily unemployed, I don’t know how they did it. How
they could hold the family together and raise us to be so
well-mannered when things could have easily slipped
between their fingers.
I understood why cuteness factor wore off; looking at
us was a reminder of what my parents had to do to provide
for us. They already had the first-time bliss of parenthood
with my eldest siblings, and by the time the last bunch of
us came around, it was a manner of managing the family
and homes of which we were the tenants. We may have
seemed like a nuisance to my parents, but as an adult, I
understand that they were trying to provide us a
comfortable childhood that they didn’t have.
Yet things did fall between the cracks. Papa Glenn
lost his patience a tad too much when I was younger,
slapping me when he tried potty training me, resulting in
me teaching myself how to use the restroom until I was
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eleven. Additionally, his form of discipline took on a
physical form as he would use a spatula, belt, or just his
hands, teaching us to fear him as our way of respecting
him. Now, he’s more mild-mannered, but back then, he
was especially intolerant of us not having the common
sense he expected of children.
I will never forget what he did one summer night
during the time my sister was depressed. I’m not sure how
everything started, but from what I can recall, he woke up,
turned on the hall light adjacent to my sisters’ room and
aggressively scooped her out of her top bunk as she
screamed in terror of the ceiling fan almost striking her. I
pleaded him to stop. It was already bad that I didn’t know
what was going on with her and thus, know how to help
her at that age, but to hear him enact her cries of agony
really dealt a sour patch with my dad for a while.
This was a scary time for my family and I can’t quite
say what my sister went through, because that’s her
narrative to tell. I can only speak from my observations
and feelings.
When I was in the fifth grade, a year after my
paternal grandmother, Grandma Mabes, passed away,
Mary, the sister to whom I’m most close, became almost
catatonic; she couldn’t eat, shower, use the restroom, or
do much by herself. I thought it was all because I told her
that I had psychic powers one Sunday in the hall between
our two rooms. She seemed really convinced and even felt
that she had powers herself.
I can’t say what she was depressed about as I didn’t
understand the concept of mental health at that age. Heck,
life science courses don’t even teach about mental health,
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so it’s no wonder. Regardless, I was sensitive to her
vulnerabilities just as I was curious. I do not appreciate
though how my brother-in-law and father would force my
brother and me, who didn’t know any better, to provoke
my sister by having us touch her or play with her
belongings “to snap her out of it.” I think what my
brother-in-law said was “She can’t keep doing this. She’s
going to have to learn to stop asking for attention. She’s a
grown-ass girl who can eat by herself for God’s sake.” I’m
paraphrasing, but it was something to that effect.
Whatever he said, my dad, who ironically isn’t as educated
about mental illness as he is about mental disability,
would say ten times worse, making my brother-in-law and
eldest sister seem like saints.
As one might imagine, this took a huge toll on Mary’s
academic performance as her GPA drastically dropped
compared to her prior average. Eventually, her teachers
and other concerned personnel called for a parent-teacher
conference (or was it an intervention?). All I remember
was that my sister Jackie picked Adam and me up from
our elementary school one Tuesday afternoon as she
accompanied Mary to the conference room. Adam and I
fidgeted for what felt like an hour and a half before the
other two returned to the car, Mary mute and Jackie
frustrated as ever being a nursing student who probably
found it difficult managing so much on herself.
She said that they might have coerced Mary into
admitting that she was being abused at home, which left
us subject to an investigation.
Fast forward to December 21, 2009. We just came
back from visiting Santa at the Brea Mall when not long
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after, two investigators arrived at our door to ask us some
questions about our family dynamic and my father. My
mom warned us ahead of time not to joke around or say
anything that would make our father guilty as that would
reap terrible consequences to our family as a whole seeing
as the lot of us were still minors that could easily be
separated into foster homes. She made it clear that this
was a serious manner. Even though I had my reservations
toward my dad, I couldn’t bear the thought of never
seeing my siblings ever again, especially considering how
my parents described the foster care system. Plus, she
made it known that this would not be the first accusation
against my father, who identifies as a black man.
When it was my turn to be interrogated, I was called
into my small room divided by two bunkbeds aligned
parallel to each other and about two feet apart. I stayed on
my best behavior and reminded myself of my
responsibility to my family, but nothing stopped me from
thinking that I said something that was going to put my
family in peril. At one point, I told them that my father
“pats us on the back when we do a good job,” which I
feared would be a risky answer upon exiting.
As the day’s events came to a close, we bid farewell to
the investigators, one of which looked identical to David
Schwimmer, but that would not be their last visit. They
ended up not so surreptitiously parking in front of our
house some days and peering through our windows in the
middle of the night with flashlights on occasion for I
would say a month or two until they found no reason to
continue searching for anything.
My sister eventually and barely graduated with junior
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high now behind her, but not without a tarnished
academic and social record come the start of high school,
which she admitted to me. Like I said, it was a tough year
for all of us, but especially her. When a family is so close,
it’s hard not to be affected when one’s loved ones are in
pain and deep sorrow. In my case, I was just an onlooker,
still very passive as I orbited Mary’s world, and she mine.
Even when my parents didn’t give us a perfect
childhood by handling things the “best way” or paying all
the bills all the time, they never, for once, made me think
we weren’t loved. They wouldn’t go through strife with us
if they did not deeply love us.
They taught me love and compassion and how to
look out for one another. Seeing as they both had a sibling
who was developmentally delayed and a daughter who is
also developmentally delayed, for example, I learned to be
a little more mindful of the temperament of some of our
fellow friends out there who may have historically been
mistreated or believed to be demonized. 8 And it pains me
to say that they’ve seen us lash out more than a few times
and they may not see things from the perspectives of my
parents, siblings, and me, but that may be what the doctor
ordered in our lives.
8

My father’s younger brother was born with hydrocephalus that resulted in mental
retardation. My paternal grandmother was afraid, after giving birth to him, that
draining the fluid in his head would not spare him. My mom’s fraternal twin
brother grew up with Down syndrome. My maternal grandmother, as well as other
parents of children with developmental disabilities, helped found a school in East
L.A. that targeted their children’s needs and abilities that were not recognized in
other schools. My parents met after my dad enrolled his brother, Uncle Dion, into
the school my mom was working at, which is where her brother also attended. The
rest is history.
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With a heart of purity, they have taught me to
embrace the child within me as I aged. They have
reminded me that they will forever maintain their
innocence of the cruelty around us. Without a shadow of
a doubt, they’re a lot more capable, intelligent, and
intuitive than others give them credit as they can mend a
broken heart or bad day with a laugh or smile. Since we
couldn’t leave Uncle Dion (my paternal uncle), who lived
with us, and Marisa at home alone, so we would have to
arrange one of us to stay home. Otherwise, my dad
ensured that we find an excuse to get them outside for
fresh air so that they weren’t always stuck inside playing
with their plentiful supply of toys and activities.
I thought all families were like mine for a while until
near the end of my childhood when I realized that other
families had different dynamics and that my parents were
far from perfect. My mom admitted that she wished that
if she had another chance, she would have done more for
us and undone some of her own blunders, but she
acknowledged that she is still learning and implored that
we do such things with our kids and her grandchildren.
After all, every reasonable parent wants their children to
be in good spirits and better off as they pass off the
parental role to their children who may want children of
their own someday.
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I Will Work Harder
Today, I will work.
I will try harder to work.
Today and today.
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I remember this poem having a rather strange origin.
In class, when my teacher was teaching us about
classifications of different poems, the textbook mentioned
that haikus are usually about nature or natural
phenomena. So naturally, I decided to write a poem that
defied that.
Besides that, my sister reminds me that I have been
ambitious for as long as I’ve had a visible personality. I
didn’t really believe her until I read this poem the first
time since writing it; it has my workaholic pizzazz all over
it.
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9 Lives
Today, tomorrow, the next day,
The day after that…
Sigh,
On the street, in your home, unexpected
Cats are cats.
Living all day with their laziness and fat.
No life to go by.
Maybe two!
That is all.
Personally, I’ve never seen those 9 lives go by.
Maybe one or maybe two,
Rarely three!
“Prrr,” went one cat.
“Bark,” exclaimed a dog.
Another life is beginning.
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Poetic
A, B, C, and even D
Are enough to start anything.
Apples, bananas, cats, and dogs
Are enough to start a bunch.
Doesn’t have to make a bit of sense.
Metaphors and similes can be great examples.
Trust me, I am poetic.
But not as poetic as teaching when can be.
Maybe that was a simile.
If it were, tell me.
Is it?
Use your poetic skills.
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Stop and Think
Stop,
Think,
Sit down,
And stare.
Is it relaxing?
Time for thinking?
Or just time for yourself.
Stop and think.
Sit down and stare.
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As an ambivert, I feel that if I’m not socializing, I’m
observing those who are. 9 I’ve spent a lot of time trying to
understand social dynamics and, I guess, through
interactions with those much older than myself, especially
older women, I seemed to make some realizations sooner
than others regarding life. This slightly precarious
mentality helped me navigate my experiences with a bit of
reason. Outside of home, I felt mature and respected.
Inside the house was a different story.
While I appeared to be more confident as a preteen,
there was nothing that shook the awkward out of me. I
was so quiet most times that people would forget that I
was even in the room. Additionally, I over-analyzed things
while my peers just seemed to effortlessly embrace social
situations as they came. I wasn’t unique when it came to
wanting to fit in, but I felt that way at the time as I
observed others in order to find and replicate socially
appropriate behaviors. This became a useful tactic when it
came to shedding anything that would be perceived as
“gay” and making friends around my age. It helped me

An ambivert is, as some would say, “an extroverted introvert.” the introvertextrovert scale describes ranges of social stimulation─where and how one receives
social stimulation and how much they can tolerate it. Introverts seem to get bored,
exhausted, and/or uncomfortable with more people faster than ambiverts;
extroverts seem to get exhausted, bored, and/or uncomfortable being alone and
with fewer people faster than ambiverts. Introverts, which are not to be confused
with shy people, often receive their social stimulation from small groups of people,
in a one-on-one conversation, with themselves, or with other introverts, while a
situation with a lot of people or with an extrovert may exhaust them quickly.
Extroverts, on the other hand, thrive off of being around plenty of people or with
other overly gregarious souls; being in small groups or one-one-one or even by
themselves, on the other hand, could seem boring, unsensational, and tiring.
Ambiverts, like me, are a good balance between the two.
9
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soar a little under the radar. Out of sight, out of mind,
right?
I feel like my introspective nature makes my
intuition and resilience my strongest attributes.
Observing others made me see the person I wanted to be,
even if it defied socially acceptable standards. It allowed
me to weigh the costs and benefits of each social
interaction and express my gender in a gradual and
calculating way, whether that be parting my hair a new
way, wearing a heart necklace, or straightening my hair. I
was counting all the things that I wanted for myself, things
I would never verbalize to anybody.
I guided myself with the phrase “If I was a girl” to get
me through the dark phases. I remember my oldest sister
badgering my sister Mary to practice doing her own hair
and I would think, If I was a girl, I would do my hair all
sorts of ways. The same went for clothes, toys, and
mannerisms, like when I was a toddler in the crib, dazzled
at the sight of what seemed like an endless number of
possibilities of clothes, shoes, and jewelry from which my
mom could choose as she got ready in the morning. That
image of getting ready became the epitome of womanhood
for me as I tried on my mom’s clothes, jewelry, and shoes
when she wasn’t around.
As we grow, we naturally incorporate characteristics
of others into our own identities by observation. Some call
it trying to be someone else; I call it evolving into the
version of yourself that you want to be. Out of all the
women in my life, I admired my grandmother and her
grace fitted gently into a tank top and long floral skirt. I
don’t know if she realized that the person I most wanted
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to be like was her: calm, motherly, modest, and strong.
She put my quiet, observant nature into perspective by
naturally being very much the same.
I was a wallflower and in many ways, I still am. And
as I grow and blossom, I cherish those qualities of my
grandmother that I was blessed to inherit. It wasn’t until
my senior year of high school when I absolutely felt like a
ghost in the halls. Out of place. I questioned the decisions
and actions of my peers as I overheard their conversations
and observed from afar things that seemed so obvious to
me, the bigger picture. I had spent so much of my life with
people older than I, their wisdom, and their essence that
I felt out of touch with those my age. I befriended some
teachers and other staff members, like cafeteria ladies and
custodial staff while I listened to their advice because I was
willing to know what they meant most of the time,
whereas others would have brushed off the boring
“lecture.”
I can’t toot my own horn here. This was just the
environment that cultivated my personality. I wanted to
be a lady like my grandmother and help others, but in
order to get there, I first had to start learning how to help
myself, which was something preteen me was just
beginning to fathom.
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Untitled #1
Gobble gobble
Jingle bells
I love you
Beautiful flowers
And a short guy in a green suit who pinches you.
Trick ‘o’ Treat
HAPPY BIRTHDAY!!

Forest Fall
Pinch me,
I’m dreaming.
The eerie air clawing at my shirt
Like Jack Frost nipping at my nose.
Trees, turquoise, rocks, and water-Not much of a vivid picture.
Downward, I fall,
Falling
And still...falling
Into the deep, deep water I call a dream.

36 | she rotates with pluto

How Do You Recall
How do you recall a bee stinging an elephant
Who possibly won’t faint?
How do you recall that one answer you got wrong?
I would recall you weren’t bright or strong.
How do you recall that thing you can’t decipher?
Look it up,
Ignite sparks in your brain.
Make that knowledge bid you wiser.
How would I recall?
Well-It’s not that simple.
Bigger and more or less simple than popping a pimple.
I have a lot on my mind and a lot of things to do.
Why would I spend my time recalling?
How do you recall-Anything?

Junior High
At

the beginning of teenhood, it’s easy to succumb to

pressure when you are looking at older teens who are also
succumbing to their own sets of pressures. They themselves
are just people still figuring things out and navigating the
world, just differently and individually. When you’re a kid
looking at teenagers, they spare your innocence. Upon the
beginning of adolescence, they’ll have no mercy. One day,
I was engaged in my toys and mothering my stuffed animals,
the next, I was seeking validation, love, respect. Identity.
Appealing to the comfort and understanding of others
was my life’s mission when it had never been before; I didn’t
seem to understand why other people’s opinions of me
mattered so much when I wasn’t hurting anybody. Caring
what others thought about me meant I could no longer be
the unapologetically unafraid and confident kid I used to be
before all the bullying began. All of it followed me to a new
school where I still oozed gayness to others but myself. I
didn’t know where the gayness was oozing from and how I
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could get rid of it.
Surprisingly, bullying was never a contributing factor to
my depression or suicide attempts. I kept my head held
high and my voice unheard from those who could
potentially harm me. In the silence, I knew that they were
wrong, but even my actions and mannerisms couldn’t prove
to anyone, including myself, that all this wasn’t more so a
question of my sexual orientation, but rather of my gender
identity.
My gender dysphoria was confirmed after my suicide
attempts, hospitalization, and discharge. My parents sought
psychiatric help on my behalf. We tried out psychiatrists
like we were auditioning them for parts in a school play, or,
as my mom equated to, trying on a dozen pairs of shoes
before you find the one that you want. But in my case, the
one I get, I usually seem to lose appreciation for and ruin
after several months.
We eventually found a psychiatrist who fit my
preferences: female, middle-aged, personable, and
intelligent. God forbid I have an attractive male psychiatrist
who saw me in my then state of mind and appearance. Her
office, filled with books and toys reminded me of a torture
room where inappropriate sexual acts would be performed
to kids like me.
She made it known that I didn't have to say or do
anything I didn’t want to say or do. If I wanted to sit there
for an hour in silence that was on me (and the money my
parents spent to barely afford that appointment).
The one seemingly innocuous activity she had me do
was draw whatever I wanted. Sure, why not, I thought. So, I
drew the only thing I knew how to draw: a girl. Little did I
know that drawing had a purpose and soon I realized that
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my innocent drawing would become subject to evaluation.
"Why did you draw a girl?"
The question startled me as if she caught me redhanded committing an unlawful act. As my hour with her
expired, she called in my mother, while I waited in the
waiting area with my father and sister, concerned about what
she might reveal to her.
I never saw that woman again. At that time, I couldn't
admit to anyone, let alone myself, that something was not
quite right. My mother mentioned to me, though I don't
remember when (whether it was immediately after the
appointment or years later) that the psychiatrist did reveal
to her that there was something more gender, rather than
sexuality-related.
Depression silenced me the summer before eighth
grade, and with it, went my lovely childish, high-pitched
voice taken over by an unrecognizably deeper tone I
voluntarily chose not to hear come out of my mouth.
Depression sustained itself for a while before it gradually
medicated itself away, only to surreptitiously creep up on
me during the latter part of high school, but that’s another
topic for another time, I mean, page. At the time, I didn’t
know that it would rob me of all my desires and innocence.
I yearned for everything female-oriented, even as the idea
grew increasingly intangible. If I couldn’t be female, I really
didn’t know myself because the sense of self I had was based
on what others thought about me.
That summer, I vehemently wanted to be female, but
I didn’t know how to start. I didn’t know how egregiously I
would be shunned by my family and school, if at all. And
that uncertainty scared me. I often found myself silently
whimpering in the bathroom by my grandmother’s
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bedroom, asking God for a new body, asking Him why He
did this to me. Up until that point, I was conscious of all my
sins adding up, especially as I lashed out at my family when
I was really angry at myself. I would go to hell anyway, so
how would committing suicide make anything different? It
would just finish me off and I wouldn't have to be a burden
to anyone any longer. I wouldn’t have to go through changes
I didn’t ask for or want. I wouldn’t have to withdraw myself
when it came to talking about the type of people I saw
myself being with romantically.
I felt helpless.
I already lived almost fourteen years of my life as a
public male. I thought I could wait until college or
adulthood like I had always planned because I felt that
waiting until then would help me avoid coming out to those
who already knew me as a) I’d be an adult who could legally
make her own decisions, and b) I’d be in college, away from
those with which I’ve grown up. Several months of
depressive-ignited teen angst later proved to make matters
worse and waiting did not become manageable. It had only
been several months into eighth grade and the thought of
four more years seemed so far away, not worth living
anymore.
Loud, explosive feuds with my family escalated. I look
back at these incidences and I feel terrible for putting my
parents through so much strife. They never deserved to be
the targets of my enraged frustration and dread with the life
I didn’t want to live or ask to be brought up into. They didn’t
even know how to help me. I suppose they saw me acting
out as any teenager would, just in ways my siblings hadn’t.
Little did they know I was crying for help. The restraints of
living with my parents affected my social life and personality
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in a number of ways. Regardless, I love and appreciate them
for putting up with me through my absolute worst.
Above all self-torture, I immersed myself in school
activities and classes and received straight A’s and several
awards that I was more than proud to have earned. I
surrounded myself with band and choir students. Most of
my best friends were those who were in the school band
with me. They protected me from bullies and brought out
the best in me. They showered me with positive peer
pressure through discussions about classic and
contemporary literature, which distracted me and taught me
about the convoluted and malicious things I was beginning
to understand about the world. Within time, I learned to
appreciate the good things in the world, myself included.
Through these poems, you’ll see a huge transition
from seemingly optimistic seventh-grade me to dark,
dejected me. I was no longer a kid, but a helpless, disturbed
teenager. Discontinuing life would have easily prevented me
from dealing with my problems and coming to terms with
what I needed to discover about myself and the world.
Through the bleak themes, the poems have so much life
and meaning in my development now that I’m happier and
healthier.
I admit, I think some of this is actually good and
creative, considering the fact that I am looking back at these
poems with a more informed, more knowledgeable
perspective. Have you ever looked back at what you’ve
written a while back and thought Holy shit! I wrote that?
That’s really good! That’s kind of the feeling I got when I
read some of this pre-apocalyptic garbage.
No matter how much I wanted to change some of these
poems, I didn’t (except for the surprising number of
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grammatical errors uncaught at the time of writing these
poems and hiding like wild Pokémon lurking in the grass).
So these are 99 percent authentic, although not as much
anti-bacterial. With that said, they are kind of raw and
untouched, but that’s the general idea for you and me to see
how I kind of thought then.
Hopefully, if you, the reader, are where I was, then you
should find a flashlight and hold onto that AA-batteryoperated contraption as tightly as you can. May it guide you
to fresh perspectives, new environments, and life-long goals.
Grab some popcorn and a cup of tea because here we go!10

10

Please be kind to this book by avoiding any stains in here. The book kindly
thanks you for your mercy.
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Running
I am running
At my highest speed,
Running from my wedding;
I am in the lead.
Fall,
Let’s keep running now.
I will run without a sound.
I am running…
Running to my future,
Running from my present.
How do I face later?
And, I’m running… running.
I want to be with you.
What will others think?
Well, I want us to be true.
Hope.
Take my hand.
For you,
I won’t stray.
We’re running… running,
As happily as we can.
You are who you are.
I am who I am.
We’re running… running
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At our perfect place.
The future is what we love
Without a single trace.
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In a poetry slam competition during my seventhgrade year, I received third place for reciting this at my
local library during National Poetry Month (April). At
this point in my life, I was used to being showered with
awards, so I felt quite a bit of arrogance and pride after
earning such an honor that doesn’t really matter in the
long run.
It was inspired by the song “Running” by No Doubt,
which I loved as soon as I remembered it being in the
series finale of Sabrina the Teenage Witch when Sabrina
and Harvey ride off on Harvey’s motorcycle. The song
reflects my views on doing anything for one’s true love,
even running away with them to a happy ever after away
from the toxicity and judgment of others. Along with the
following poem, I was beginning to resist anything that
would hinder me from reaching the bliss that comes with
love since I was adamant about being monogamously in
love. This auspicious notion that love is one’s goal of life,
while promising, would not be enough, would not be easy
as there is more to life than love, more of life that shapes
us and makes us consumed in the mundane, more of life
that makes us the person we are when we meet a special
someone. True love would be a long time coming
considering my struggle with understanding my gender
and sexuality, but somehow, I knew that I’d have a
glorious love story and love life, even if it was woven
through a lot of the lackluster. I didn’t know how, but I
just wanted that to sit well with me while I could still hold
onto my childhood.
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Untitled #2
Don’t worry,
Tomorrow will be a brighter day,
Wiping all our troubles and sorrows away.
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Platonic
Dean—age 10
Mel is not like any girl I know. She doesn’t care about
her hair or like pink. She’s like a brother to me. I really like
how she doesn’t care if I call her “dude” or “bro.” She’s cool
like that.
We’ve done everything together since we met in
kindergarten on the first day. We both love chocolate
cookies and one day at school, there was a cookie cart and
we bumped into each other when we were trying to snatch
the same one and we got TEN COOKIES each. That’s
when I knew we would be best buds.
Mel—age 10
Dean is really, really funny. I like him, but not the way
Kam and Maddy think. I mean, Dean says what he’s
thinking but in a good way, I guess, and one time he farted
in class and I knew it was him, but he didn’t say anything.
After class, we laughed it off. I like how he can be nice,
funny, and smart… all at once! He’s like a brother to me.
To tell you the truth, I kind of like-liked him when we
met in kindergarten, but I forget why. It was probably
because he farts a lot or something and I guess because I
knew we’d be great friends so I guess I stopped like-liking
him because it’s really weird if you like-like friends, right?
Maddy and Kam sing that K-I-S-S-I-N-G song. It's
really irritating! I mean, come on! We’re only friends! We're
practically like brother and sister. Sure, we have our small
fights, but it’s all in a fun way and we don’t hurt each other
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and we forget about it and have fun after and play like a
Mario or Star Wars game or something.
Dean—age 15
Mel and I recently started high school and on the first
day, I tried to find her, but I couldn't until this girl called
my name. I figured it would be like Kam or Maddy (those
pests!), but she sounded like Mel. Lo and behold, it was her!
She, she looked so different. I don’t know if it’s a good
different or a bad different. Just… different.
Everything she said she didn't want to be, she was. She
even wore make-up and had pierced ears! I couldn't even
recognize her! I don't know what happened, honestly! I'm
sure Maddy or Kam convinced her. I remember hearing
them once persuade her to dye her hair.
She's way more different than before; she’s supposed
to be different from other girls, but she’s just like them now.
She's into "true beauty" and all and claims that if someone
dyes their hair, they want to be different from who they are.
That's who she is!
Overlooking her sudden appearance, I complimented
her, and she happily thanked me. We discussed our
schedules and found out we had mostly the same classes,
except she has Graphics in Design and I have football for
period 6.
Plus, it didn't seem to be a problem for me to call Mel
my "bro" before, but now, that's like a major offense to her.
What gives? And, get this, she expects me to call her
“Melissa” and her reason, wait for it… because it's her actual
name! I guess that's her being "true to herself." Melissa…
what kind of name is that? It doesn’t sound right when I say
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it, like it doesn’t flow when I say it. I can’t picture Mel as a
“Melissa.”
She doesn't want to do most of the same things we
used to do anymore. I'm so confused!
Melissa—age 14
I hope Dean can finally see me for who I am and who
I want to be. Enrolling in high school was the perfect chance
to finally go to one of those shopping trips that Kam and
Maddy have been urging me to go to. Initially, I was hesitant
to go, but I realized along the way that there are SO MANY
ways to look! I mean, I could actually part, wave, curl, and
pin my hair…all in different styles! There are so many
clothes and shoes to choose from! And don’t get me started
on makeup and jewelry! This isn’t an act, it's him seeing me
for me or who I want to look like visually, that is.
Ever since I was about twelve, I gradually tried to be
the person I'm becoming now, but he just laughed and said
I was acting weird. So I stopped trying because I thought he
was right, and felt ashamed. I mean, who could blame me?
His opinion mattered most to me, but I’m experimenting
and Mom said that I shouldn’t be ashamed by that.
Since we started our freshman year, I think Dean has
become more demanding. I suggest we go to the mall or
something, but he insists that we go to the skate park or
something. I honestly believe that we should meet in the
middle, like go to the library or coffee shop, but he
stubbornly refuses.
Each relationship requires respect and support and so
far, I haven't been delivered either. We're still good friends,
but unless he understands that we both need to support
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each other and meet each other in the middle, I'm going to
have to discontinue our friendship.
Dean
I rarely see Mel these days, besides in our classes, but
still, I don't talk to her. She just brushes me aside like I’m
dirt and she’s a broom. Am I doing something wrong? I
mean, it seemed like yesterday when we were like a pair of
shoes and now a shoe is lost.
Whenever I suggest we do something or go somewhere,
she says that she's too busy studying or out with friends
which I'm sure she never did often, ever! I miss her…I really
do!
Melissa
Despite our entire friendship, I know my relationship
with him is unequal. I treat him respectfully, while he treats
me as he would treat his guy friends, but more mean, as if
he’s deliberately trying to push me away and treat me
differently. He’s so unbearable and yet people say girls are
unbearable when we’re on our periods!
My parents say that it's not too hot of an idea to hang
out with Dean anymore, although they don’t realize that I’m
slowly yet surely already avoiding him. I'm sure that I'm
making progress, but I feel guilty that someone so close to
me is disappearing from my life due to my words and
actions. I'll just tell him.
Mom and Dad also believe that being close with
someone for so long, especially a guy, can lead to certain
urges, so they’re unsurprisingly worried about me. I get it,
although they should trust me as they always have. But they
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don’t, especially when it comes to guys that I may or may
not like that way. They should know, I won't do anything
I'm uncomfortable with. I'm sure my parents are concerned
about that, so I wouldn't want to worry them.
Secretly, I am dating someone. His name is Jesse. He's
on the football team with Dean. He's protective of me and
is cautious when it comes to what he says around Dean as I
told him about my history with Dean.
I haven't expressed much of a romantic side because,
before high school, people thought I was incapable of
having romantic feelings, especially toward guys, since I
would hang out with them all the time. Jesse didn’t go to
junior high or elementary school with me; he sees me as a
girl, and that’s new and different.
We kissed on the bleachers of the football field and it
felt very weird. It was very romantic of him to make sure
that Dean wasn't there when kissed!
Dean
I talked to Mel's closest friends and they also acted like
I did something wrong. Then, they told me to "take a hint."
I still don't know what they mean by that.
I went to apologize for everything, hoping she wouldn't
ask for specifics; but when I found her, she was kissing Jesse
Lautman on the football bleachers!
I couldn't handle it! My sweet, sweet friend who I've
known since kindergarten is kissing a boy! A boy! She said
she wouldn't date someone until she met the right girl…
Girl? I mean guy. And now she's kissing one! She barely
knows him! I mean, she should date someone she's known
longer… like me… but not me.
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I guess I can't handle how much we've grown… Apart.
Melissa
I noticed Dean walking in the hall and I felt that he
noticed me too. Once, I stared at him out of the blue while
walking through the hall and he caught my eye. I instantly
turned away. Later that day, I saw him talking to Jesse,
which shouldn't be weird, because there are so many people
on the football team, right? Until he grabbed him, and they
started fighting.
I didn't know what to do, really. I shouted as loud as I
could, trying to pull them apart, but their strength was
superhuman and unnatural. When did my world revolve
around Dean in the first place? And most importantly,
when did my life become a freakin' drama?
As of that day, I ignore him any way possible, but not
before telling him that anything we do together won't work
out. It’s extremely hard because we share most of our classes
together and I have to make sure Jesse doesn’t get into any
trouble during his football practices after school.
It would be a miracle if Dean would understand or
perhaps agree with the way things are going to be. Those last
words of ours will probably remain our last words until
some other day in the far future.
Dean
I'm embarrassed to have made a fool of myself to Mel.
She could tell how serious I was in my fight with Jesse.
Optimistically, it would be important if she never knew why.
Oh, please, I would like that!
She talked to me the next day. I felt the tension. It was
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like in the movies and I went in to kiss her, but she flinched,
murmuring that we should never see each other ever again
and ran off.
That's when I understood everything.
And, to get this straight, I would never want to hurt
anyone, especially her, because, because… I think I love her.
Melissa
After the recent incident, I couldn't let anyone get hurt,
especially Jesse. I wouldn't want him to interfere with what
has happened in the past, so I broke up with him. I didn't
want to see his facial expression when it happened, but I
had no choice. He begged that he wants to and would
protect me. He's a sweet guy and I hope we can date again
when I'm released from the drama I never wanted to be a
part of in the first place.
I won't allow my past to jeopardize my future
relationships. I just won't! That's weak and unacceptable!
Dean—age 18
Our team won the championship game last month
which determines our futures. And it did! In fact, today, I
got a scholarship letter from Notre Dame which is not
surprising because most people on our football team get
accepted there.
Yesterday was prom night and we escorted our dates to
prom to celebrate our last days of high school. This didn't
include me as my date, Zoey Estrada, got chickenpox. I
decided to hang out with the guys, but they were too busy
with their dates and saying their last farewells to those they
would miss. Later, they would go to a mediocre hotel and
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have their last legendary party of high school.
I was left dateless, friendless, and alone, only
accompanied by a bowl of punch and Cool Ranch Doritos-until I saw Mel. Unbelievable, right? I haven't heard of her
since the Jesse Lautman incident, who, by the way, was also
offered a scholarship at Notre Dame.
Mel looked like a woman. That little girl stuffing her
face with chocolate chip cookies was sitting before my very
eyes, all grown up. I must sound like her father or
something, but I was truly surprised and didn’t really know
what to do or think. I'm merely a memory to her by now.
And probably not a good one either. God, whoever her date
is must be very lucky.
As I was thinking this, my feet were shifting in her
direction without even thinking. She spotted me, her violet
eyes, those I haven't noticed before, stared at me with a
calmness, as if our past was of no concern. She didn't turn
away, nor did she walk away. She just stared at me so
intently as I walked to the empty seat beside her.
"Who would have thought that we’d turn out to be the
only dateless ones here?" She laughed. I nodded, feeling that
bringing up "the incident" would cause unwanted tension.
Or, at this rate, laughter as we fancifully dream in hindsight
at my stupidity.
I asked her where her friends were and she responded
that they were at the same over-populated hotel my bros
were at.
"I just want to enjoy the beauty of the school and the
people here before walking off the graduation stage." She
wandered off. "Look, I'm very sorry about avoiding you. You
see, I wanted to tell you--" I stopped her, covering her lips
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with my index finger, and leaned in to kiss her. She fidgeted
not once.
The following week, we graduated. By that day, Melissa
and I seemed to have caught up in each other's lives.
Apparently, she's going to what she expressed as “the
amazing art academy” at Bethel College, which is about
three miles from Notre Dame. Fortunately, we don't have
to worry about losing each other again.
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In eighth grade, I wrote this story and up until this
point in my life, this was my favorite thing I wrote. Just
letting you know, this is a post-draft; I edited it for the
purpose of this book. The original version had plenty of
typos my 14-year-old self failed to notice, even after it had
been peer-edited twice. Two thirteen-year-olds, avid
readers, failed to see my flaws.
The story came about in “Writer’s Workshop” as my
eighth grade, Honors English teacher called it. The
workshop gave us creative freedom to write in various
mediums--a diary, poem, interview, news report, short
story, long story, you name it--so long as you explored
different writing types. Most importantly, I think it was
essential to do this in the eighth grade. You know, before
serious essays came along and ruined high school and
university.
It was fun at the time writing this, I’ll admit, yet,
specifically for this story, I found it very difficult to write
in a vernacular of a ten-year-old and an eighteen-year-old.
I liked the idea of writing different perspectives, but I was
no longer ten and I couldn’t write like an adult, no matter
how much I thought I could.
Additionally, conversations with kids are limited to
one’s experiences (or lack thereof) and interests. Kids are
not as articulate as when they’re older. While kids can try
to articulate more serious or complex matters, they prefer
to talk about celebrities, toys, or fantastical worlds in their
favorite shows, movies, and book series. I tried to depict
this with the best of my abilities when writing the younger
Dean and Mel characters
As young adults, however, people may explore many
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different ventures, styles, and friends. Around this time,
more complex and new relationships arise through better
ways of expressing and articulating oneself as more than
“nice,” “funny,” or, sadly, “stupid,” though many adults
may attest that we still may not always do so well or
perfectly. In consideration of the rushed and dissatisfying
evolution of their relationship, I wrote what was true to
my understanding of relationships, which was definitely
not as much as I know now. I threw these ideas in as I
understood them at the time, but I was 14, not 18 like
Dean and Mel in the last part, so I viewed love rather
differently and innocently.
At this age, again, by observation, I inquisitively
analyzed gender roles and stereotypes so that I could avoid
all the “boy” ones; however, as you’ll come to find, there
was—and still is—so much for me to learn and recognize in
this regard that I was only beginning to recognize around
this age. This story came about after several efforts to
make the narrative quizzically sociological and regarding
how guys are affected by gender roles, stereotypes, and
privileges. Even though this version very much stands on
its own, I would have wanted to see if Dean would be the
hidden gem among a group of jocks partaking in lockerroom talk or if he’d turn out like them, as was often the
case I had seen in male athletes at school. I wanted to do
a version wherein Mel and Dean are childhood friends
that eventually drift off to traditionally conform to
standards, and another wherein the two are happily
together, but due to the fast approaching deadline,
neither came into fruition.
In any case, I was utterly a hopeless romantic, which
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is why my mind went to the execution of this story. It
explores two people who watch each other grow and foster
a relationship. I wrote what I wanted out of and was
lacking from one of my own: to grow up best friends with
a guy and see each other go through the good, the bad,
and the awkward as we explore different paths of our
individuality and togetherness--from skipping during
childhood to stumbling during the formative years to
walking together as we hold hands for the rest of our lives;
Even despite this evocative desire, for some strange reason,
I wanted to end the story with one of them getting hit by
a train to end it with a bang.
Given the countless PG and PG-13 movies I had seen,
how could I not be a hopeless romantic when everything
seemed to work out in movies and TV shows? I was
fascinated by the glamorization of romantic relationships
when I didn’t even understand what they stood for, how
complex they could be, or what I wanted in one besides a
nice, smart guy. And I guess others are under the same
presumption when they start relationships around this age.
Since I did not have a love life of my own, I observed
others (in a non-stalker way) in their days-long or weekslong relationships, a skill I found myself mastering
throughout adolescence. By observation, I began to
evaluate what I wanted and didn’t want in [an adolescent]
relationship and what I would avoid or like in a
relationship. I was very much learning from the
interactions of others before I could even comprehend the
many complications that come with relationships, let
alone the added pleasures associated with trans-related
violence, abuse, discrimination, and stigma. I didn’t know
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I was trans at the time so I was still optimistic that guys
would overlook everything when I grew up.
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A Walk with Roy
The summer of ’78, I would never have thought that I
would find someone with similar interests as me. I always
thought that sinful people never got what they wanted. At
least that’s what Mama told me.
“If ya do good things and believe in da lord, you gonna
get good back,” she incessantly reminds me. “I just know ya
can, ‘cause if ya don’t, well ya know where da belt be,” she
says coughing out a laugh.
I do think before I act, but what I think is worthy of
being good eventually disappoints Mama. The belt, for sure,
doesn’t assure me to do any good.
Mama always wants me to go outside. She claims that
books will get in my head when little does she know that
there are things more polluting than books. Lately, I’ve been
reading The Adventures of Tom Sawyer by Mark Twain. Mama
reminds me of Tom’s aunt.
When Mama caught me reading it, well, she had a
broom in hand to sweep me outside and teach me that what
I already know is good enough and that books will “screw
with my head,” so I did as she said and continued reading
under a familiar tree in the park.
Near the end of the novel, sweating with anticipation
and the heat, I hear a voice say, “In the end, Tom dies!”
I looked up to find a splitting image of Tom Sawyer
clothed with blue overalls and a faded, green thermal
underneath. He looked around twenty, but I couldn’t really
tell, because of his blood-red eyes and pale face. I mean, it
seems as if he came out of the story himself.
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I bet he didn’t notice my brown face turning red from
being startled. He just stood there, smirking. I haven’t been
this curious since Ezra. But I don’t want to think about him
right now. I’m not ready yet.
This Sawyer boy, who later introduced himself as Roy,
apologized for his introduction, although we both agreed
that it was a real neat one. I asked why he was wearing a
thermal in this humid weather, but he just blankly stared at
me as if he was neither hot nor cold.
“There be an area some place ‘ere where all da ghettos
go. Wanna come with me,” he asked with a smirk. I nodded
just to be polite as I was immediately mesmerized by his
strangely charming charisma, though I did not know what
ghettos were.
We traveled to an unknown area in the park and stood
in front of a tree house with windows barricaded with wood.
The ladder of the treehouse lacked most of its steps and the
branches were adorned with toilet paper. To add to this,
yellow tape surrounded the perimeter of the tree. The tape
read “CAUTION: RESTRICTED AREA.” Why would Roy
take me to a seemingly restricted area?
We climbed the steps and opened the latch to find a
pair of eyes and a voice asking, “What’s the password?” I
glanced nervously at Roy, my arms trembling with
uneasiness. He winked at me as if we were old friends, but
that’s weird because we just met.
The door opened without a spoken word, and we were
escorted inside by Lance, whose shirt gave me the
impression that his name was Lance. The stereo was at its
highest volume playing a song by The Foundations. There
were around fifteen people with ink on their skin, partially
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clothed and unclothed.
“Far out, a colored boy who knows how to live. Hi, I’m
Nancy. Here, have a drink!” She handed me a cup of
something that smelled like toilet water. I just took the cup
to be polite and avoided looking down at her or anyone, for
that matter.
It was hard not to stare at the white and pink-skinned
bodies in the room, all of which were trying to be cultured,
but nonetheless, vibrant and vivacious and confident in
their own skins. The only colored people in the room,
however, seemed to be Roy and me--inkless and clothed.
Regardless, these people were very creative! Some of their
skin ink involved many elaborate and abstract figures that
made them seem so much more mature and neat than me.
Surprisingly, I had a good time. I think Nancy and
them really liked me even though I hardly spoke a word. I
only occasionally answered passing questions and listened
to and laughed at many jokes from Roy. The mood of the
room ironically seemed comfortable.
Mama was ecstatic to find me walk outside and into
the park the next day on my own accord. I began Huckleberry
Finn by Mark Twain that day. I eventually realized that Tom
never died. In fact, he continued on his misadventures. As
I read, I felt a presence near me, so I turned around to find
Roy standing behind me. I don’t know how long he was
standing there, but I guess he stood there long enough to
be watching me. I got up and we retreated to The Sky, the
name of the tree house.
I walked in and instinctively sat on the torn and
patched sofa as if I had done so for years. Instead of focusing
their attention on Roy, everyone focused their attention on
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me. I mean, usually in day school, I sit at the back-right
corner where my desk is a landfill to others. During lunch,
I sit under a tree and read because every other possible spot
is “taken,” so I’m not used to attention.
Books have been my only relationship with someone,
besides my ma, since Ezra, who was actually the only person
before Roy and the gang to give me the time of day. One
day in grade school, I left something in class during recess
and returned to the classroom to find a boy reading a book.
This boy was obviously younger than me, but, apparently,
he was in my class. I never noticed him as much as nobody
ever noticed me.
I confronted the boy, eager to find a friend with
interests like me. I stuttered more words to him than I had
to anybody else. I stuttered as if I never spoke before and
was surprised to discover my own voice above my daily
maximum of absolute silence.
“Hi, I’m Ezra.” He fixed his glasses.
“Wh-wh-what, uh, b-b-b-book is that?” I asked with my
evident stutter, half expecting him to pommel me with his
weak and seemingly innocent frame.
“The Adventures of Tom Sawyer by Mark Twain. You
want it? I just finished it for the third time and found it neat,
but you can have it. Here, take it!” He insisted. “It will
probably suit you better than it did me.” He smiled.
We hit it off as good friends until that summer, when
he fell from his reading spot. He sat on a branch until a
swarm of wasps secured their area. He was allergic to wasps
and the damage due to his fall was surreal.
I found him the next day because he was the perfectattendance kid who was somehow absent that day. I was
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curious and couldn’t believe what I saw: an unrecognizable
face of a perfectly innocent boy. He was covered with bumps,
welts, and other red marks covering his face, his hands, his
neck, his swollen eyes, and his lips. He wasn’t Ezra anymore.
He was gone.
No one would realize that that was my reason for not
leaving my house. I was too distraught and paranoid of
dying and couldn’t fathom the trauma associated with such
a genuine person who I didn’t really know but felt to be a
gem. Someone who entered my life one day and departed
the next. However, I would actually leave the house to read
Tom Sawyer under that tree that Ezra died on every summer.
I guess I still felt connected to Ezra that way.
One day, about a month after Ezra’s passing and a
month into meeting Roy and the gang, my head ached, my
heart became numb, and my heart pounded constant,
rhythmic beats. What happened? I remember everyone at
The Sky passing around delicious-looking brownies and
asking me plenty of questions then… I don’t know.
Whatever happened, whatever substance, it made me feel
free. Mama just told me to “not go outside,” which is a
phrase I wouldn’t have ever thought to hear from her. She
told me I should probably rest for a week or so. At least,
until I’d be relieved from my headaches.
However, early the next day, I woke up after what
seemed like days to find Roy hovering over me.
“Get outta bed. Ya hafta see somethin’!”
I heard terror within his words. What’s big enough to
worry Roy? Thankfully, my headaches were gone, and I felt
normal after sleeping a bit.
We hurried to the park, me in my striped pajamas and
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him in his usual attire of overalls and a thermal. We traveled
to The Sky to discover a sign saying it would be
“condemned,” or, as Roy said, “smashed to smithereens” in
five days. He suggested that we make signs to make a
statement, which seemed like a rather dangerous idea.
“I don’t want to be ‘smashed to smithereens,’” I said.
He winked. “Don’t worry, we won’t.
I followed him inside to find the usual bare, white folks
inside.
Nancy came up to me and asked, “How are you feeling,
kid?”
“Fine,” I replied.
“How do you feel about The Sky being destroyed?”
I really didn’t know. I mean, I barely knew it, yet I felt
as if I was meant to be here. So, I responded, “I feel awfully
sad, but I also don’t know how I feel yet,” which didn’t
upset her. In fact, my honesty pleased her.
Everyone here is so nice and the games, like Spin the
Bottle, are fun, although I don’t understand how you win.
I explained to Roy that I needed permission to sleep
here from Mama and he understood just fine, looking back
at his relationship with his mama.
I don’t know why they accepted me. I wasn’t as
interesting or rebellious as them. I mean, I’ve heard that I’m
a “mama’s boy” from kids at school. The group was neat
and exciting and I guess I want to grow to be more like them.
I hope that they used to be like me. That would make me
feel better.
Mama was proud that I would finally be doing
something worthwhile and making friends but was
concerned about my health because I was more excitable
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and eccentric, I guess. I lied to her, saying I felt completely
fine, but I actually felt that I should be near a bucket.
I walked, debilitated by my nausea, to The Sky. I
clutched my sleeping sack, a pillow, a toothbrush, and an
extra pair of clothes beside my chest. I breathed hoarsely,
wondering what wondrous things I would encounter as I
walked to the treehouse. Of course, I had to tell Mama I was
going to a friend’s house and she was more excited for me
than concerned about me going out.
I arrived at the treehouse to find Lance’s bulgy, red
eyes. I couldn’t tell if his eyes normally looked that way or
if he was tired, but I turned around and noticed that
everyone, even Roy, had red eyes. He didn’t look that way
last I saw him, I don’t think.
Today was more different than any other day.
Everyone’s eyes were redder than ever seen before. Every
wall was covered with “We are PEACE! Leave you BEASTS!”
posters.
Roy rushed to me, handing me a “We are PEACE!
Leave you BEASTS!” wristband. I could tell that whoever
made it rushed on it because the words were smeared.
I asked Nancy in a nauseous tone, “How can I be of
assistance?”
“Don’t worry, babe, you look like ya need your rest.
We’ll handle everything and will need you in the mornin’,”
she said calmly.
I did so and crawled my way into my sleeping bag and
instantly fell asleep.
I woke up at who-knows-when to hear complete silence
and see total darkness, as if no one was there. I’ve never
been so afraid in my life (of course, because I hardly leave
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the house). I felt that there was a presence in the room. This
feeling was inevitable, so I withdrew myself with my sleeping
bag over my head, silently, in hopes of instantly falling
asleep, as I did hours ago.
While asleep in that eerie night, I had a dream that I
was in a forest during the night. The trees were bare and the
breeze was mild. The scene was familiar, but I couldn’t quite
tell where I was. I noticed the debris. I walked over to it and
touched it. As I thought that, I recalled it smelled fresh, like
a burning tree.
I heard a snap from a twig. I look up to find Roy.
“Welcome home,” he said. And I woke up.
Suddenly, I woke up from the weary night to an
unwanted taste of toilet water poured on my face. That
wasn’t the best sleep—or awakening, but at least it gave me
the energy to wake up.
“Hurry up, I’m in a hurry!” Roy exclaimed.
I followed Roy outside for him to hand me a sign to
protest. Apparently, people were coming to inspect the
treehouse before they planned on condemning it. We
walked, protesting until someone came.
It was the town deputy. I could see his doughnutstained mustache through the transparent side-view mirror
of his car. He limped his way towards the condemnation
notice. We raised our voices to make him have mercy on us.
He silently made his way to the sign, changing the sign
from five days to today, walking away, leaving us
unacknowledged. Everyone panicked as I stood there,
shocked, motionless.
Sooner than later, trucks arrived ready to demolish the
tree house we were so earnestly protecting. We immediately
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waved our signs and raised our voices until we just about
lost our voices.
We relentlessly chanted, “We are PEACE! Leave you
BEASTS!” We shouted and marched and shouted and
marched, but the trucks paid no mind to us as it moved
forward as though it was unconsciously, mindlessly,
robotically motivated to flatten us.
And then… I woke up in my bed. Was this all a dream?
What day was it? I told Mama everything. I have never seen
Mama cry as she did. I’ve only seen her cry once when I was
younger.
“Hon’, that ‘ere Roy you gone met,” she sniffles, “i—i-,” she stutters, “is your Pa.” She shrieks a cry that could be
heard miles away. “He died when you were born. He died
in da tree‘ouse. ‘Em workers would never listen. Da truck
pound’ ‘em ‘til they be flat.”
I tried to comprehend her words within her tears and
I was stricken once I understood. I wouldn’t believe her.
How could I believe her? Mama wouldn’t lie.
She yelled, “Listen! I would’ve been dair, but I be givin’
birth to you! Your Pa said he’d come as soon as ‘e be done,
but ‘e never did. I ‘eard from da po-lice, da nex’ day. If I
woulda gone, I wouldn’ ‘ave raised you, ‘cause I woulda
been flat too! Da las’ thang he eva gave me be you.” She
stopped and murmured, “Now I know ya really gone seen
your Pa!” She stares at me in astonishment and pulls me in
for a hug, then proceeds to hugs me tighter.
The following summer, I read under the tree that held
countless memories, rereading The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
One day, instead of continuing where I left off in the book,
I skipped to the very back to find an inscription: “To Tom’s
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son.”
It was a very unusual inscription. How could Ezra have
known who I was before he gave me the book? Was it by
coincidence that he got the same book my father had?
I felt a breeze from behind me. I got up and caught my
step as I turned around and ran at my highest speed. I ran
to where the treehouse would be. When I got there, I
stopped and stared at the ancient debris. It seemed more
familiar than ever, like it was still fresh, like a dream entered
reality.
I felt the now warm demolished wood and smelled the
fresh natural smell with the vivid memory of somehow
being there before, even if I was or was not actually there. A
piece of wood I picked up, similar to the debris of the
treehouse I had foreshadowed in my dream, also had an
inscription: “Welcome home,” which was one of the last
things I remember Roy telling me. By then, I looked up to
find Roy himself.
His demeanor seemed real, though he stood there,
mute. But after a second passed, I closed my eyes and
reopened them to find myself alone.
I stooped forward and fell head-first on the debris,
feeling as if I was spinning in a black hole, thinking about
every second of my past to now: Mama, Roy’s death, Ezra,
Tom Sawyer, Ezra dying, The Sky—everything. Falling in the
black hole of memories felt freeing like when I was in The
Sky--liberated and confident.
I am privileged to have met my dead father and
followed his pathway to death. I saw what he saw and felt
what he felt. I explored his journey and I am glad that I got
to be a part of his misadventures. Maybe I am the
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Huckleberry Finn in his story. Just maybe. I did good things
and I’m glad that Mama doesn’t see them as bad enough for
me not to go to heaven.
If I weren’t falling in this black hole, I would comfort
Mama, go back to the park, and read another Mark Twain
book besides Tom Sawyer or Huckleberry Finn, but I only see
myself on a fantastical walk with Roy, as we head toward the
lights together.
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Roy introducing himself to the narrator is no
coincidence and neither is the narrator receiving the same
copy of the book the narrator’s father had.11 The series of
events were predisposed and had to happen this way. The
narrator desperately needed an escape from reality and
while the book from Ezra did help, it was not enough to
help the narrator cope with his own social exclusion and
Ezra’s death. That’s where Roy comes in. It is the
combination of the narrator having the book to make him
feel something other than despondency and Roy’s
confident introduction that allows the narrator to lift his
spirits and seize the day a bit more, which is something his
mother wanted from her son all along, albeit with some
constraints.
Being with Roy is an escape from reality, literally. He
takes substances with the people at The Sky, which alters
his state of mind. Eventually, when the drugs take effect,
instead of having hallucinations, he wakes up, returning
him to reality. As a result, he may feel nauseous or have a
headache that carried over into reality as a remnant from
the use of drugs that allowed him to journey different
states of consciousness. Whenever he returns to The Sky
from reality, his friends appear differently. Their skin
peels, their eyes are blood red, etc. The change in the
appearance of his friends was supposed to represent them
animating into their soon-to-be-dead versions.
Something you would not have known otherwise is
that his mother was a teen mom. She was pregnant with
11

“Tom” is a nickname the narrator assigns to Roy. And yes, Roy is the narrator’s
father.

72 | she rotates with pluto
the narrator by an immature and rebellious Roy. Along
with his friends in The Sky, Roy died when they resisted
the removal of “their” treehouse, which was actually
public property. The narrator got glimpses into the past
and witnessed part of his father’s life, but he definitely did
not see everything, like the actual death of Roy and
company. The narrator didn’t actually exist in the past to
interact with the characters who existed before his birth.
Apparently, 14-year-old me was more analytical than
I thought, though I did not articulate everything in a
manner that would be understood. I not only admit that,
but I apologize for that, especially if it was completely
nonsensical to you. Haughty me thought this was original,
but it honestly sounds like something straight out of The
Twilight Zone, except, this ending sucks and is so
confusing to fathom that even the world’s most renowned
philosophers wouldn’t be able to comprehend it (not that
this work would ever be worthy of analysis). I certainly
didn’t when I first looked back at it.
Additionally, I wanted to try out a new dialect, for
some strange reason, yet little did I know that I was
smacking the southern U.S. dialect in the face. I was keen
to the fact that writing in this dialect was a challenge,
especially considering the fact that I have a limited
understanding of linguistics. I wondered if I actually had
to write in the vernacular for it to be understood or not.
Now, I understand that I made a mistake and I’m sorry
again if I offended anyone.
This story is definitely among my least favorite
entries in this book because I made so many mistakes in
writing it. I only intended myself and my teacher to read
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it, but seeing as I was 14, there was still so much for me to
learn. Something I learned from just explaining this story
was that many things that seem obvious to the writer may
not be abundantly clear to the reader. Not all readers are
seeking to analyze or write an essay on the devices of the
writer’s work. This story demonstrates that I can write
unreliable narrators, though I never even intended the
narrator to be so unreliable in the first place. Even if this
story was confusing to understand, I hope my writing
development becomes more apparent as you read through
each of the following entries.
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Change and Impossibility
I can’t see myself
When I do it.
I’m disturbed
Constantly-Irritably.
Change I HATE
When I never did.
Impossible to refuse.
Stubbornness I withhold
Frowns that lit upon my face,
When the mirror tells me how much I’m a disgrace.
Any other besides myself
Can be me
While I become who I’ve withheld.
I mean,
As I plainly say,
What I am now
Is but a beast,
A beast
At least,
That looks like me
And, well,
It acts like me.
But,
It’s a he…
And, he is a disgrace.
He acts unnaturally
And is impossible and digressive…
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This bitter change…
Change that is…
Impossible to derail.
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This poem reflects another critical layer to my
depression: change. Going to a different school, having
different friends, physically growing, having my voice
change--it was all too much, all at once. As a child, I looked
forward to the changes I was going through, until I began
to understand the changes I was going to be going through.
The first four lines translate as changes are not only
hard to adjust to, but also hard to detect, despite being
around 24/7. We go on with our day-to-day lives, many
things exciting, and most things rather lackluster, and by
the time we evaluate the changes, we feel like a new person,
so far removed from the younger or previous versions of
ourselves. Among the many unwelcomed changes I was
going through at the time, several friends drifted apart
and I did everything I could to maintain the friendships I
once had. Relationships can naturally and inevitably drift.
People may want different things or they may get
immersed elsewhere as they adapt to their own set of
changes and new schedules that come with new
experiences and people at a new school. I couldn’t quite
accept or fathom that concept yet.
With new musical vibes, television shows, movies,
and whatnot, the idea of anything new (e.g. new school
year, New Year’s, new opportunities) reflected the idea of
something old, no longer in existence, or changed in some
way. With my eating disorder still very much alive, the
idea of not being small enough to fit into small or narrow
space depressed me. As did the potential for my voice to
change.
Like with my height, I wasn’t quite ready to give up
my voice. In fact, I was terribly afraid of it deepening. As
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a result, I stopped doing band and choir since the low
vibrations when playing low notes on my alto saxophone
or when singing left me paranoid of my voice lowering
little by little and with each instance. On top of that, I was
grouped in with the boys in choir and was often expected
to sing the lower notes when vocally, I refused to do so by
lip-syncing.
Without much other extracurricular activities, I
lacked skills and experiences my fellow students seemed to
have: students who left the state or the country, students
who’d be on top of all the latest trends, and students
whose talents were fostered by coaches or teams. With
seven kids, sometimes my parents couldn’t pay for certain
bills at times or a sufficient amount of food. I had enough
toys and a great childhood that I didn’t appreciate at the
time, but sometimes I felt embarrassed by having only the
bare minimum.
When I was suicidal, I thought, Well, Mom and Dad,

I’m one less child to invest in, one less child to look after,
once less mouth to feed. I don’t have to be a burden to
you anymore. This self-blame is oftentimes an overlooked
symptom of depression. I blamed myself for hurting my
family and causing them any trouble. I blamed myself for
surviving my suicide attempts and making them pay the
hospital fees. I blamed myself for merely existing.
I didn’t know how good I had it being sheltered at
home with a good family, a good education, and a roof
over my head. I saw my family as a weakness when really,
it was my strength. I had parents and siblings who not only
cared for me, but were also present in my life to instill
values and educate me. Even when we were barely living
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afloat, they still rooted my siblings and me deeply in our
humble abode and made it a place worth living in.
But, of course, parents cannot protect their children
from everything. Regardless of bullying, when I had
entered a pediatric and adolescent psych ward after my
suicide attempts, I met teens who were more troubled
than I. It made me face the fact that I had it pretty good
and it opened my eyes to a world I never saw before, a
world my family wanted to protect me from seeing. I
thought I was better than the other patients because I
didn’t smoke, drink, or have careless sex. Who was I to
pass judgment onto people who I didn’t even know? I
mean I was friendly with everyone there, but I secretly
judged them all.
“Some of the people here have some real problems,”
I confided to my eldest sister one day during visiting hours.
“You do too, because you’re here too,” she
responded.
Well, that shot my ego! I didn’t see it then, but she
was right. We were all dealing with our own issues that we
were incapable of solving on our own, some of us to the
point that we gave up trying. When you’re young and
don’t understand mental health, you don’t have the
resources to recover or solve your own problems through
healthy means. Some don’t have a dependable family or a
support system to help them make the right decisions.
At the time, even after being discharged, I didn’t
know what to do with myself. I’d be in the same position,
in the same environment and I had no counseling
whatsoever to deal with it all; it really made me want to
lean on my peers from the hospital for comfort and
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support. Even while being in the hospital, I thought, As

soon as I get home, I’m still going to try to kill myself. If
I’m good here, then I can go home and everyone will think
I’ve recovered. That’s when I’ll show them all.
I was so lost in the darkness of depression that I
couldn’t see the beauty, the love, and the hope that was all
around me and, perhaps most importantly, in myself. I
didn’t recognize my own strength and potential; the
strength to endure and rise above my darkness and the
potential to be more than I thought I could be. If you keep
holding on, no matter how hopeless you feel, eventually
daybreak will come.
I didn’t kill myself (if that wasn’t already obvious) but
I still thought about it. At this time, I did not yet verbalize
my desire to be female, but I was somehow able to move
forward by developing goals and focusing on other
pursuits to distract myself, like my friends, books, and
games. I owe my life to the chaos I endured. I was most
certainly lost. But sometimes lost is where you need to be.
Just because you don’t know your direction, doesn’t mean
you don’t have one.
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Insidious Love
A picture says a thousand words;
A mouth can say much more.
An eye can see a picture
With a mental frame in mind.
You can tell your friend a secret;
You can tell your folks a hint,
But
When it comes to a lovely one
All you can do is squint.
You can find someone in the park.
You can meet someone near a swing.
You can know someone a million years
But they cannot fit your needs.
Until a day you may seem quite grey
And
You can’t find someone to help,
You find the one
With whom you confide
The one whose words you’ve felt.
They plant a kiss
‘Til you bloom
Into the tulip
You’ve dreamed to be.
Help!
I fall
Into the insidious love
That is forever contagious.
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Around this age, with my own personality becoming
more transparent than as a child, I really wanted to be
taken seriously and thus, I wanted to write sophisticatedly
like some mature adult, like someone who ostentatiously
uses “big words” (like “ostentatious”). I also really wanted
some romance in my life but I didn’t understand why or
even really seem to understand anything beyond the
glamorized aspects of love. Yet, I thought that I was so
clever, the egotistical person I was. I was really lacking
depth as a human being anyway, so what made me think
I was worth being loved when I didn’t even know myself
then? Oh, was I in-store for a delightful treat.
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Falling in Tears
It turns around every day
And sees that he’s gone astray.
“Hush” is what I want to say.
“Think of what is in your way.”
I am high and watching down
I watch as he falls and drowns
To all the pain that he endures
I also watch as he pours.
Pours the tears he’s kept inside.
Now he’s hidden in his hide.
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If this doesn’t scream depression, I don’t know what
does. Granted, a lot of people in my class wrote about
morbid things, so I guess the myriad of bleak poems
camouflaged mine, making it not as concerning.
It’s about an angel that oversees a boy in so much
pain, who is so helpless and doesn’t know what to do. The
boy then decides to conceal himself, his true self, from the
world and himself. The angel wants to guide the boy, but
it is just as limited and understands that no matter how
much it wants to help, not intervening will help the boy
decide for himself what he’s going to do in his life.
Some ideas came about as I was writing this book-not while I was writing the poem. Firstly, the angel is my
grandmother, who died just three years prior to writing
the poem. Secondly, the poem, as a whole, is a letter to
myself that things will get better instead of a morbid poem
about helplessness.
To elaborate on the former, being the youngest, I
spent the least amount of time than everyone else in my
household with my grandmother. Although I spent less
than ten years in her presence, what I remember is getting
on her nerves a lot and getting (rightfully) hit by the
kitchen spatula for being mischievous and troublesome. I
also remember her writing in her journal early in the
morning and late at night, talking to my mom after my
mom came home from work, cooking, and singing while
washing the dishes. Of course, I remember more than this,
but as the years since her death pass, it seems as if the
memory of her manners, vocal intonations, and actions
are slipping away. I wish I had expressed more gratitude
to her and grown up to experience more of her wisdom.
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She didn’t have the easiest life, but she had a warm heart
and modesty of an angel that is still watching over me. To
this day, her grace reminds me that I want to be a classy
lady, a colored Audrey Hepburn, and a proud descendant
of my grandmother.
This poem reminds me of a bleaker poem I had
written several months later as a sort of suicide note. The
transition from “Falling in Tears” to that poem signifies a
greater despondency, helplessness, and hatred of my body
and life. It never made its way into this book because I
ripped it up after being discharged from the pediatric
hospital I was admitted to. Of all places, the poem was
lying on my English teacher’s desk, when last I
remembered, it was in my backpack. What was she doing
with my poem? I thought. Was she the one who reported
me? Alone in the classroom, I stared at the poem thinking
She won’t notice if I remove it from her desk. It burned
into my eyes and pleaded for death. Without a second
thought, I grabbed the thin, yellow sheet of notebook
paper and gave it a kind of death that it was asking for.
Still determined to kill myself, I didn’t want any evidence
that I was still suicidal.
One thing I’ve learned during recovery from suicide
attempts is to write how you feel in a diary entry right
before immediately disposing of it. This is such an easy
solution, but also temporary, so I would suggest finding
an outlet, community, counselor, or peer to confide in, or
call a suicide hotline for some guidance if you’re seeking
help and feeling hopeless.
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Constantly (Every Day)
Constant words and constant smiles.
What is all around me?
Constant care and constant heart
Are some that may despise me.
What is here and what is there
Are those that don’t invite me.
Constant gut and constant thought
Are all that enrage me.
So why then
Do I hear and see
And see and say
And say and think
And think and feel
Everything that divides me?
Why then
Do I pull a smile
And make a laugh
To all that completely scorn me?
Why then do I ruin what I have
And create to my dismay?
Why then
Do I do what I love
And feel as if
It’s not enough?
I know I can,
Although I mustn’t.
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I can do as I say;
I can fall and run;
And throw anything away.
Include my laugh
And my fake smile.
Include the words I said.
Include what was done.
And what I did.
They all have no meaning.
Include my soul and all around me.
Constant words and constant smile
Will never be around me.
Constant care and constant heart
Will no longer despise me.
What is here and what is there
Are some that can never greet me.
Constant gut and constant thought
Mustn’t at all enrage me.

joss glenn | 87
My morphing views of gender and social roles
become more evident. Now I understand that no one has
to (or should) follow social roles, but at the time, I was
enraged by the incorrect notion that I had to follow them,
and it really reflected when I was being bullied. Killing
myself would shame my bullies and make them feel guilty
for bullying me, to show everyone, including friends,
family, and those who knew me, that I walked among
them without anyone even knowing that I was depressed.
I was so constrained by the idea that I’d grow up to be fake
like many people who aren’t as happy as they project
themselves to be. I articulate in this poem how I felt about
such a universal idea as being 100 percent authentic and
uninfluenced by social pressures.
No one wants to hear about your problems or that
you’re having a miserable day when they habitually ask
“How are you?” unless they’re being paid and even then,
they may not want to do so. Perhaps it’s a defense
mechanism to feign a smile and make myself feel better by
making someone else feel better for not hearing my issues
or maybe it’s just me isolating myself to avoid being
emotionally and mentally vulnerable and uncomfortable
or worse, judged by someone. Maybe I’m just convincing
myself that no one cares about my problems when I’m just
no one.
These thoughts linger and are still true to my life
today. Some thoughts can be fanciful and jovial, most
rather mundane, but others scare me in an uncontrollable
series of thoughts that result in cognitive dissonance
between what I want to do and what I think. The truth is,
these thoughts, these things I consider or ask myself are
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things people who struggle with mental illnesses often deal
with on a daily basis: self-worth. And this poem really
captures that.
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I Doubt My Love
It’s not too easy,
Well, it’s not so much.
It’s like gazing at a chocolate swirl of cake,
Captured...in a trance.
Laughs, smiles, words
Are those that are hard
Not to notice
When, no doubt,
I am in love.
Doubt-I must.
Trueness-I got none.
Perfection-I know I’m not.
But that’s what you like.
This is hard
For me.
These are hard to believe
For me.
How could you have tripped and fallen?
I will not anymore
At all
Love.
It may be easy to forget.
Oh, I wish
To never know this feeling of love.
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Much of this poem is predicated on me doubting a
fictitious someone’s affection for me. At an already
uncomfortable and awkward age, I was already
prematurely believing that I was not deserving of
someone’s love, especially considering how terribly I
treated my family, how selfish and egotistical I was, and
how much I wanted to be a girl. I did not agree with myself
as a person and knew that I had problems that would not
sit well with a romantic partner.
Reading this makes me wonder where the carefree
and self-serving child went and how she could begin to
question her self-worth. The person I was identifying with,
the person I saw in the mirror was someone I didn’t even
like, let alone love.
We enter relationships to feel some adventure or bliss,
even if we know damn well that it won’t be a perfect
relationship filled with sunshines and rainbows. While
writing this I must have thought love didn’t seem to be
worth the thundering, cloudy skies and overcast. I
doubted whether perfect relationships were even a thing
when my parents were with each other for over two
decades and still fought.
The facade of a perfect relationship was fading and I
just wanted something to hold onto, something to stay
afloat in the ocean that was closing in on me and
suffocating my innocence. I became aware that I might go
through a series of bad breakups and heartbreaks from
people who would abuse my heart after I gave it to them-that someone must have tripped and smacked their head
on the pavement in order to love me--but I desperately
hoped for someone who saw past my imperfections and
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made me more bearable as a human being and thus, feel
more worthy of their love.
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Modern Dance of Yestermore
A French renaissance.
Calls in a ring of several petite rings.
Hearing the church choir sing.
And Belle and the Beast dance.
Of the French years
Of time gone by
Ol’ Fantine drew her tears-Romance would never die.
Of the days of yestermore,
Calls of the blue jays
Pick me up and I turn straight.
And I find you
Heel-toe swiftly in my arms
Safely ignoring love’s harms.
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The year I wrote this poem, a musical adaptation of
Les Misérables came out in theatres and I went with
members of my junior high drumline to go see it for the
music, but also to see what inspired our show, since we
performed music from the popular musical the previous
year (the premiere year of my junior high’s drumline).
Sitting at the aisle seat, I was mesmerized by the
movie, particularly the relationship between Cosette and
Marius, and Marius and Éponine. I cried with Éponine as
she accepted that her unrequited love chose another. I
empathized with her pain and felt that, in the future, guys
were going to pass me up for my friends because they are
cisgender and more beautiful. 13 I cried myself to sleep
listening and relistening to the Broadway soundtrack with
earbuds plugged into my boombox placed insecurely on
the top bunk where I lay.
No guy was going to love me the way I loved him.
Every guy… No matter what. And that’s what also made
13

“Cisgender” refers to people who align with the gender identity and gender
expression expectations assigned to them at birth. For example, a person who
identifies as female and was assigned female at birth would be cisgender. This is
the opposite of the term “transgender,” which refers to someone who does not
align with the gender identity and gender expression expectations assigned to them
at birth. For example, someone who was assigned male at birth but identifies as
female would be transgender. Some transgender people say that they are “femaleto-male or (FTM)” or “male-to-female (or MTF),” but other transgender people
may instead say that they were incorrectly assigned male or female at birth, refusing
to believe that they were ever the gender assigned to them at birth. I fit into this
latter category. I do not think I was ever male, even though I was assigned male at
birth and lived my life under expectations given to boys. “Assigned at birth,” refers
to the visual component with which declaring one’s sex at birth comes. Others are
always going to assume our gender based on our external secondary sex
characteristics--not our primary sex characteristics (a.k.a. our genitalia), which is
the only thing doctors consider when assigning a gender at birth. Trans people are
as likely as cis people to have their gender misattributed.
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me connect with Fantine, who, at the end of her life,
conveys that one’s major aspirations aren’t always
wrapped up in a neat little bow, nor are the t’s crossed and
i’s dotted. She sits there as it dawns on her that she hit
rock bottom and it looks more like a brothel of equally
desperate and equally hopeful ladies who are also gripping
onto the last bit of unraveling, undone hope. Her woeful
expression of heartbreak mixed with desperation,
destitution, and depravity made me want to resist
anything that would kill the dream I dreamed of a
husband that loved, cherished, and accepted me.
By artfully alluding to Belle and Fantine, two French
characters that exist in separate stories, I described how I
dreamed about something beyond myself that was going
to stay, something I wasn’t going to give up on, even at my
weakest and most vulnerable self: a man that would look
at me the way Marius looked at Cosette and beast looked
at Belle. I already had enough fears concerning a
connection to something that could be as natural,
intimate, and passionate as love. But with someone who
would accept and understand me, I wanted adventure in
the great wide somewhere…
It’s idealistic as a kid to think that love is the end-all
be-all. I knew that love wasn’t knocking on my door any
time soon, so I had to reprioritize and set my sights on
improving myself and overcoming my struggles before my
time would come for love to mean something more
profound than that in fanciful, glamorized movies. I
wasn’t killing my dream; I was simply reserving it for
when it would make sense. It just wasn’t my time yet. But
I would get there someday, somehow.
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Reflection #1
What did love mean to you as a child or tween? Rather, what did
you think love meant around that era of your life? How did
characters in movies, television shows, and literature as well as
people in your real life facilitate in your understanding of love at
the time? Write a letter, note, or poem about this in the space
provided below.
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Affair and Reward
Today I will love.
Tomorrow, he will betray.
Live for one of us.

A Kiss for When I Need it
Tomorrow I die.
Forever and forever.
Remember… to… wake…
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“A Kiss for when I Need it” holds true to the idea of
a True Love’s Kiss waking one out of an everlasting sleep
and misery. It dies off with an ellipsis as the speaker seeks
help, while juxtaposing the fact that the speaker seeks
hope as well. The sad reality is that the speaker isn’t
speaking to anyone but their own thought.14 So at the last
line, when they speak in the imperative form, the speaker
is commanding an imagination of their soulmate to kiss
them but, as it is all an imagination, the speaker has no
soulmate to tell this to.

14

I am using the singular “their” here. The LGBTQ+ community recognizes the
singular “their.” The singular “their” includes gender nonbinary, gender
nonconforming, and genderqueer peoples as they may not identify with either
male or female. This differs from the traditional plural possessive “their,” which
refers to groups/multiple people.
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Tomorrow Skies
Skies turn as they do,
Another start tomorrow.
Worlds tend to end--harsh.

Wondrous Lights
Bright lights, big city!
Visions I have dreamed before
And those Wondrous Lights.

A Walk to Forever
Together we walk.
Forever it just might be
That we walk in love

joss glenn | 99
I wrote “Wondrous Lights” and “A Walk to Forever”
in a matter of minutes and they are very much connected,
but more connected with each other than me with them
at this point in time that I’m writing this commentary.
They were so easy to write about because I dreamed
about living in the vivacious city that’s glamorized in just
about anything you read or see or hear. There are songs
written about it and movies set there and a myriad of
Marvel comics that are almost exclusively set there.
But for many, it’s a city of loneliness, catastrophe,
and disappointment. Fourteen-year-old me didn’t know
that yet. All I really knew was that New York was a city
where I could be myself and live the dream life only the
lights could guide me toward. I saw myself, in one arm,
daintily clutching the arm of a potential lover, and in
another, an expensive purse, as we walked down a brightly
lit sidewalk. Where I saw light, I saw destiny. New York
City meant comfort, adventure, romance, and a life that
can’t be condensed into a two-hour movie with a great
soundtrack.
My life was, simply put, ordinary and boring. I hadn’t
left my bubble of a home in Southern California until I
was nearly 19 and that was just to move away into UCLA-which is just another part of Southern California. I have
not been on a plane or left beyond the U.S. borders
because my family couldn’t afford family trips (or much,
for that matter); traveling was a luxury, not a necessity.
With that said, I detested California just because I was
bored of being in this one portion of it for all my life.
Think of the logic behind that. I haven’t even explored
California extensively--and heck--it’s not like I have been
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everywhere in SoCal either.
New York was everywhere to me; there was only
California and New York, no in between, nothing else. I
wanted to be everywhere but my house, where I hardly left.
There are reasons people seek out the city life and filter
the atrocities that come with it. That’s how blind I was.
Naturally, New York was a big part of the setting for
both of these poems because, from a young age, I expected
myself to live there eventually. While I’m not at the Big
Apple like I hoped to be, I can at least consider the
ramifications of living there and be more self-aware with
my adult mind.
I thought about it one day, in the juncture between
post-high school and pre-university. I was taking classes at
my local community college and took a second to wonder
how so many people desire California. The Gold Rush
aside, the weather is ideal (although native Californians,
such as myself, can attest the contrary).
This idea didn’t come out of nowhere. The woman
sitting next to me in my Elementary Statistics for
Behavioral Science course recalled why she chose to attend
that community college despite living in Japan all her life.
She explained that she initially chose New York upon her
arrival to the states because it immediately reminded her
of Tokyo. The familiar hustle and bustle was so familiar
to her, but school was too expensive. That’s where New
York usually has someone at the jugular--with their wallet
and checking account. So she settled on SoCal, and more
specifically, Fullerton, California. In a similar tale as old
as Goldilocks and the Three Bears (although not as
rudimentary), she chose this quaint area because of the
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affordability, among other things.
Admittedly, I am brainwashed to think that that’s my
American Dream. But I still want to go to New York as
more than a visit; I want to live there as I always have
because I am still captivated by those wondrous lights.
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Destination: Summer Devastation
The sword of my brain attacks me
As I walk through nature.
I feel the cold, cold limestone wall.
The beautiful, violet archway
Is still a soldier that attacks my eyes.
Bikes fall to the driveway
On a pedestal in a scenery so familiar.
Corroded fences line up
As barbarians
Peck their burning wood.
The blinding sun controls us
So we can see its illustrious rays.
The greasy, dewy hills
Are full of starlight.
In the night
Spring’s flowers
Devastate Summer’s features
I try to enjoy.
Too bad I never
Stopped to smell
What Summer wanted me to.
I could never interpret
What was supposed to be.
Why does Spring devastate Summer?
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My Honors English teacher told us to get out of the
classroom, explore nature, and write about what we saw.
So I walked near a gate separating the residential zone
from our school campus and I wrote about the transition
from spring to summer that was emerging before my very
eyes that morning.
Summer used to mean staying up all night, watching
plenty of movies and habitually tuning into reruns of TV
show episodes before fall premieres returned, swimming
at my aunt’s swimming pool during the Fourth of July,
and playing with toys galore. Spring, on the other hand,
used to be a reminder of the freedom and fun that came
with summer’s arrival, but summer itself was actually not
too eventful.
The junction between junior high and high school
meant I wasn’t a kid anymore. I was beginning to see how
much I wasted my childhood as I complained about being
bored more than doing something about it. Nowadays, I
see kids making things all the time--coding, inventing, you
name it! I didn’t go on family trips like other kids; I simply
stayed home and didn’t use my imagination to my
advantage before it lost its childish tint. As I mentioned
earlier, I felt limited of the lack of things I could do due
to my family’s financial status, but now I know that that
is not a deterrent. Soon, I’d be doing essays beyond essays,
and meeting stress face-to-face. Junior high was ending
and high school didn’t even start yet and that reflected in
my depression the summer before eighth grade began.
Adulthood was not that far away and yet it seemed like my
childhood was there just the other day.
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Reflection #2
What moment marked the end of your childhood? Go outside
and do some nature/people watching. Find an outside or natural
component (e.g. seasons or materials, like rocks and trees) to use
as a metaphor for the bridge between your childhood and
adolescence or adolescence and adulthood, and write a letter,
note, or poem in the space below.
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Sonnet: Life Cycle
Naturally, tears start a life;
A laugh starts a smile.
In this time, you are filled with trial.
Walking and talking may start a strife.
Helpless, you ask for help.
With given help, you learn.
This may help with what you earn.
This change differs when you sell.
Distance and miles apart-Hours and words of years afar.
Nights and songs in the stars
Create an image as you find a heart.
Much love and times of strife
Thus returns the cycle of life.

106 | she rotates with pluto
This sonnet was a group effort, but it’s about 90
percent my words (that’s junior high group work for you).
It reflects the cycle of life on a rudimentary level. Life is a
cycle, something akin to orbiting or rotating around as we
transition from birth to plenty of life and development
and eventually to death. This poem marks the emerging
neuroscientist in me (even before I figured out that I
wanted to pursue neuroscience), especially considering my
basic understanding of the nature-nurture components of
development. For example, in the poem, I mention the
need to establish basic trust and support throughout our
development in infancy.15
Even though I was depressed, I clung onto the idea
that life is precious and filled with many influences that
propel our development. Here, my vessel is struggling to
reach beyond a rocky part of my voyage: a zenith, a climax,
a point that requires a sufficient amount of fuel for the
full orbit.

15

In child psychology, basic trust is the idea that we require consistent help to
support our development through life and the difficulties that come with it. It is
seen in other species and is essential to the type of attachment styles we have with
our parents, guardians, and those in our other relationships.

High School
After compiling the poems and short stories for this part, I
realized how much more I wrote throughout high school
than I give myself credit. I didn’t really venture through
many writing pursuits in terms of poems and short stories,
but I wrote journal entries and ideas in a journal with an
Audrey Hepburn-esque woman on the front cover. Such
entries and ideas were not included in this book, but rather
meant for two novels I started writing during my sophomore
year. It’s still a work in progress.
In high school, I was very academically motivated and
competitive. I created documents of things I felt I needed
to do to be the best student I could be, including what I
should do in the morning, during school, after school, and
in the event that I fall asleep in the middle of pulling daily
all-nighters. It contained advice on how to manage my
classes and prevent procrastination just as it contained
supplemental resources for my classes. It was hardcore as it
had a comeback for every excuse I could possibly give
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myself. That said, I knew myself, so I made the document
personal to my health and study habits. I usually didn’t
follow that six-to-eight-page document, but it was a guide to
being the straight-A student I wanted to be yet never was. I
may have been a straight-A student with stellar awards in
junior high, but high school was another ball park.
Something I hate about the U.S. education system is
that so many assignments were irrelevant, yet I did them
(well, most of them) anyways for the grade, not the learning.
Most of the time I was unable to keep up with the load I put
on myself. On top of my required homework, I’d also fill
my agenda with supplemental assignments such as watching
videos on Khan Academy and doing practice tests for AP
exams I was never going to pass. My body ran empty.
Yet, I still wanted to manage learning and studying
things in ostensibly short days. I told myself I could manage
it all… I never did. I wanted to love my schedule when I
didn’t even like it.
My disillusionment of what high school was going to
be like eventually made itself clear. Where were the sappy
first dates, sexual pressures, or heedless shenanigans?
Where was the drama I had craved because of false
depictions of high school? Where were the students who
are teenagers that instead look like 28 year olds? And what
about the days wherein it seemed like I could leave the
house carelessly and seem as though there was not a worry
about studying or doing homework?
They didn’t happen; they didn’t exist.
With virtually no school pride, I refused to attend
school dances, pep rallies, prom, and senior activities
(including grad night, Disneyland, Knott’s Berry Farm, and
the like), which was why I never got a yearbook despite
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always wanting one.16 In fact, it was all useless at the time.
They weren’t the things that were going to get me to college.
Ever the daydreamer, I only saw high school as a gateway
obstructing the path to my goals in life. Why would I waste
$10-100 on a school dance when that money could be saved
for college?
Before I started high school, I recount anticipating
joining many clubs and activities. The exact opposite
happened. During freshman year, for example, I joined the
cross-country team with my sister, Mary. I quickly learned
that I’d be on the boy’s team, which made me immediately
uncomfortable, especially when it came to changing in the
boys’ restroom and competing on their team. Needless to
say, by the end of the semester, I chose not to pursue the
sport or any activity, for that matter if it meant transitioning
in a space where people could recognize me and know my
name. I wanted to remain as anonymous as possible
because God forbid I express competing on the girls’ team,
or volunteer, or participate in a club. I’d be the subject of
unwarranted controversy, ridicule, misgendering. As far as
I was concerned, I just wanted to be out of everyone’s hair.
Any sense of confidence projected to others concealed
my lack of self-esteem, like when I decided to grow my hair
out. During my freshman year, hair returned not as a
fanciful notion of it being a determinant of my gender as I
once thought, but instead as an awkward quality of my

16

During my senior year, in the beginning of the school year when yearbook prices
were at their all-time low, I gave my mom an all-or-nothing option to buy me one.
We didn’t meet the deadline, and thus I told her I didn’t want one, the stubborn
person I am. She had to pay rent and I simply didn’t care anymore; it’s not like I
was participating anyway. It’d just be a sloppily edited hardback book consisting of
the memories of others and activities I willingly missed out on.
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appearance in an already awkward stage of one’s life.
As my usual haircut before Thanksgiving arose, I
refused to have my bangs shaved off or trimmed. They
made me feel feminine, which explains why I grew them out
and parted my hair in the opposite direction than the usual
in the fifth grade. However, after my father shaved my sides
and switched out razor heads as he saw fit, he almost
carelessly and habitually went for my bangs, against my
wishes. My right hand immediately disarmed him.
I almost wanted to shout at him, “What the hell do you
think you’re doing?” but what came out instead was “I told
you not to do the top.”
My stern face was not enough to counter his excuse: “I
was just going to get a little bit off the top so it balances out,”
he said.
One exchange after another, and I stormed out of the
room, aggravating his short temper. I’ve stood up to my
father before and this time, I really stood my ground and
avoided the grasps of his arms.17 I almost had no sympathy
for him.
Until… “I’m sorry” came out of my mouth.
Especially after I heard through the hall him mumbling
to himself how hard he works for us, something compelled
me to return out of guilt and promptly sit myself down in
the second-hand, vintage barber chair facing the kitchen and
adjacent to the front door to the house and my uncle and
grandmother’s shared room.
The guilt didn’t last much longer. Before I knew it, he
grabs the head of the electric razor he just finished cleaning
17

He would pick and choose his battles (whether or not it’s worth hitting). Other
times, his violence toward us was almost instinctual.
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and while he has me willingly in the seat, he immediately
zooms for the top of my head. It was as if he anticipated me
remorsefully coming back.
Catching my footing, I jumped out of the chair and
pushed passed him, shouting “I’m growing it out.”
As affirming as it was to stand up for myself, it’s not
like it was easy doing so. In fact, embarrassment comforted
itself in me hiding my lengthening hair beneath a beanie
each day, even in 95-plus degrees Fahrenheit weather.
Beanies, once an expressive way of styling myself seeing as
the “hipster” look was gender-neutral and beanies were not
banned the way they were in junior high, were now essential.
I almost couldn’t live without them without feeling naked,
though no one who saw me every day noticed it gradually
growing… until they saw the final result.
By the time sophomore year arrived, all those days
spent under crocheted yarn paid off when I stepped foot on
campus with my unclothed hair messily tied in a ponytail (as
I didn’t know how to do my hair then). This spoke for me
as my coming out as it bounced and swooshed alongside my
new long-sleeved chambray top that I picked out from
JCPenny just the day before due to it being a trend among
female teens. Unnerving to say the least, just seeing people
who already knew me just stare at me in contemplation and
slight distaste hurt me. Not only that, it scared me enough
into further self-oppression in an environment already
uncomfortable to my existence.
Much the same happened when I came out to my
family. I never really had a conversation with my siblings
and parents; I just made them deal with me, which,
unsurprisingly, proved to be more difficult than not
verbalizing my desires at all. When my eldest sister caught
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me wearing a bra I had crafted from an undershirt I had,
she didn’t express disapproval.
With the nod of her head, she uttered, “Hmmmph,”
which had me avoiding eye contact with her for a week out
of embarrassment.
What did “hmmmph” even mean? She was later the
first person to whom I told I was transgender. In telling her,
I was affirming the words “I’m transgender” to myself, as
well. I was 16 and it slipped out defensively after she
confided in me that she was proud of my brother Adam
(who had just come out) and me for being ourselves, “for
being so brave.” I believed her to be claiming me as gay.
“Oh, I know,” she responded, felt validating beyond
words.
My father, on another hand, responded by forbidding
me from wearing a dress for the first time in public on a day
my friends and I decided to have our annual Friends-giving.
He told me that he wouldn’t take me if I was planning on
wearing a purple, floral dress my sister gave me to keep just
moments before. So I devised a plan to change my clothes,
realizing I would be late otherwise, and put the “boy clothes”
over the dress.
As we approached our destination, I stripped and
unapologetically exited from the car wearing what I had
sought to wear. 18 I didn’t think I’d get that far, but I
confidently marched to the table where my friends were
already comfortably sitting, chatting amongst themselves,

18

A similar thing with my father happened just months later, during one of my
mock trial competitions. In those months in between, I gradually became
comfortable wearing feminine attire to school and exchanged the most feminine
“men’s” clothes I owned for second-hand dresses from my sisters. I even went to
a boutique and tried on dresses with my friends.
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and catching up. Though momentarily dubious and losing
a shot of adrenaline at the thought of how they would react
to seeing me in a dress for the first time, I was immediately
welcomed with compliments, hugs, and smiles.
I wish I could say the same about others. For every
smile or laugh from my peers, an uncomfortable and
indefinite number of insults in the form of wrong pronouns
and a name I never asked for was exchanged. Every kind
gesture toward me was hidden by an innumerable number
of glares and disparaging stares, even despite my changing
my appearance.
How could I ever forget nearly contracting a UTI in
high school from avoiding to use the restroom? It did not
matter which restroom I used and hardly anyone would
have cared, but I felt like everybody needed to know my
private business like I was under some microscope. By
senior year, I mustered up the courage to finally use the
women's restroom. The first time came when I couldn’t wait
until after school or run off campus to use the restroom
without peeing in myself. As if I need another reason for
others to talk about me behind my back.
On this occasion, the closest girl’s restroom was
situated close to where my bullies from elementary school
(Remember them?) would sit during lunch. Although I
could have used this restroom when I needed to prior,
nothing seemed more dire than the bomb that was about to
go off in my pants. I entered quickly so as to not be seen,
relieved myself, washed up, and walked out. No bombs
went off. No one got hurt. I peed in peace and hey, I didn’t
end up with a UTI, to whom it may concern. Nobody needs
to know what I do behind those stalls.
I got through much of high school by saying that I was
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“fine,” pseudo-smiling, and topping it all off with a less than
genuine laugh. I didn’t really get any of the grades I wanted;
some could have been better. In hindsight, I looked good
on paper, but gosh, did I beat myself up about grades,
grades, grades--which don’t and shouldn’t matter, but really
did to me. Despite having a voice in class discussions, I gave
up on participating and, most importantly, I lost interest in
the things I love to the point that I didn’t even know what I
wanted to do in life anymore.
My good friend gave me the journal I mentioned
earlier. It had blank pages and that’s what I really needed at
the time: a way of expressing and rediscovering my creativity
on a blank canvas of sorts. The possibilities were endless!
I drew. For pleasure for the first time in years, I drew
fashion designs, remembering that at age 12, I wanted to be
a fashion designer. I wrote. I’ve never been the type of
person to maintain a diary due to having to catch up on
filling it in with the events of my sensationally eventful week-and I do say this with complete sarcasm. But with the
journal, I would insert spontaneous and even brief instances
of writing and drawing in class that kept my ideas, plans, and
feelings at bay and my mental health in check. While waiting
for my dad to pick me up, and when I wanted to avoid
conversations and small-talk, I occupied myself in any way
that would not abstain from asocial rumination.
Despite a discontinuation from reading for fun, the
Hepburn-esque journal, like a friend, accompanied me in
reminding me what path I wanted to pave in life, especially
as I found my classes becoming more and more pointless. I
didn’t understand why we needed to take so many
unnecessary courses when there were so much more
important skills and topics schools were neglecting to teach
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students about the real world (financial management,
human sexuality, business skills and hospitality, etc.).
Regardless, a book containing my own creations helped me
cope with my prosaic daily routine.
During my junior year, I discovered “Why some of us
don’t have one true calling” by Emilie Wapnick, a muchneeded Ted Talk on YouTube I had somehow avoided
watching for a while. Wapnick’s message revealed that there
are people out in the world who not only have multiple
interests, but are also able to reach a high caliber in a
widespread amount of interests. Such a person is called a
multipotentialite. 19 I am a multipotentialite. As soon as I
heard about this, I realized that it explained why I wanted to
be more than just a fashion designer, or an author, or a
screenwriter.
Even though I was rediscovering my passions, my
family, specifically my eldest sister, wasn’t fully on board
with the idea of me possibly having an inconsistent, nonsedentary lifestyle. I’m sure they have my best interests in
mind, but it felt like they were instigating against my future
and attacking my capabilities by adding realism to my
daydreams. Admittedly, I was aware that it would take a lot
out of me, so I understood where they’re coming from.
As I began to understand myself more, I had to adjust
to many rapidly changing events in my vicinity. Life went on
as my brother Adam came out as gay when I began to come
out as trans, and my family moved houses. Additionally, my
eldest sister got married to her boyfriend of ten years. Their
wedding was a celebration of unity, life, and family as
emphasized by her idea of having all her guests wear a
19

A multipotentialite are more commonly referred to as “jack of all trades” or

116 | she rotates with pluto
variety of colors. She mentioned in her speech that we’d
only see certain family members and friends during funerals
instead of more positive events. I love what her wedding
stood for.
Conversely, while some positivity came from these
changes, moving houses complicated matters as I
approached young adulthood. Up until November of my
junior year, we had lived in that house all my life. We were
expected to move when I was in eighth grade. When we
didn’t, all our belongings that we already kept packed away
accumulated to the point where much of the house
contained stacked boxes along the walls. With boxes filling
the volume (and then some), decorating the house for the
holidays didn’t seem to be important anymore. While
increased stress and responsibilities drove adulthood at my
front door, it felt like I was clinging onto the last bits of
childhood I cherished. Nothing felt the same anymore. My
childhood was slipping, and I knew that there was not much
I could do to recover it. I had to accept it despite it being so
hard. I was bitter.
While I worried about losing sight of my youth,
moving houses also had a profound impact on my
debilitating Uncle Dion, who had already been gradually
losing sensorimotor skills and ability to effectively use the
restroom back at the old house. But without a carpet at the
new house, he would intermittently trip with the last of his
motor coordination and independence. Soon, he was
confined to a hospital bed placed in our house after he fell
face forward from his wheelchair, where we strapped him
in to prevent him from sliding out. Little did we expect him
to lean forward, accelerating his decline and rendering such
a strong man so helpless.
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I must add that my dad had taken care of him all my
uncle’s life. My father dedicated his life to his family,
especially to my grandmother and Uncle Dion, with whom
he emigrated from Belize in search of better medical care
for my grandmother, as well as better opportunities.20 He
became catatonic and bed-ridden as he’d fall down every
time he tried walking. In his last few months, he lost the
ability to walk and move his limbs, making him feel cold
and lifeless. It was a joint effort for all of us to care for him-feed him, change his diaper, change his catheter, ensure his
bed sores weren’t infected by his excrement, etc. Hospital
accommodations and finances posed a burden on my
parents, especially since he wasn’t a U.S. citizen.
In March of my senior year, my brother Andrew
picked my brother Adam and I up from our respective
school campuses. After we came home, upon exiting the
bathroom in my uncle’s room, Adam realized that we Uncle
Dion was already gone.21 His funeral meant connecting with
relatives on my dad’s side of the family, from whom we had
long remained disconnected for personal reasons. After so
many years of arresting himself to the lives of his family, my
father could finally live at ease. He had his afternoons to
himself. He had no more work to do. He could forget. And
as Uncle Dion’s bed disappeared, it was as if Uncle Dion
had never been there and he had disappeared as well. It
surprised me how fast everyone else seemed to move on
when Uncle Dion had been the heart of our family.
Among other transitions in the lives of my family, I was
20

Since Uncle Dion was developmentally delayed and born with hydrocephalus,
he couldn’t take care of himself and thus, he lived with my family.
21

Uncle Dion shared a room with my parents.
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transitioning from high school to college, from wanting to
join every club to growing out my lovely locks beneath
beanies to eventually feeling out of touch with my school,
community, and fellow student body. By the end of high
school, my work-only attitude contributed to loneliness and
another wave of depression that was so bad I didn’t even
attend my own graduation.
Graduations are glamorized in movies and TV shows
and I had always wanted to attend my own, but for the sake
of my mental health, I didn’t because I felt like I didn’t
deserve the esteem when I felt I hardly met any of my
personal or academic goals. I was just too disappointed with
myself for reasons only I propelled and perpetuated with
each decision I made throughout high school. Even if I
don’t have a story to tell my children, even if I was missing
out on what was supposed to be one of the happiest
moments of my life, even if I seemed selfish enough not to
see the privilege I had in graduating (though selfishness is
just a way of shaming people with mental illnesses), I would
much rather attend happily than grudgingly. And that’s what
I hoped for my college graduation. I just wanted graduation
to pass and better things to come so that I could transform
into a better version of myself, do what I want, and liberate
myself from being a burden with a new start.
There was no in-between; I was miserable no matter
where I went. It didn’t help that I had to depend on my
siblings and dad to transport me places. Trapped at home,
I only had a limited number of activities to partake in. On
top of that, my dad has a clinically bad back and if I ever
decided to go somewhere, he’d shame me for leaving the
house atop several excuses to just not leave the house. So, I
stayed home, slept, ate, and did my homework. And I began
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to connect with my mom in a way I hadn’t before, for
reasons outside of her being my own mother. I’d look at her
and think about not wanting to be 55 and dependent on my
husband transporting me everywhere like he’s my personal
chauffeur. Like my dad, my future husband wouldn’t want
to drive me around when he has his own obligations.
Through reading articles and watching videos with
progressive messages, such as those from The Young Turks,
Vox, Vice, Ted Talks, The Atlantic, and The New York
Times, my empathy grew beyond the household as I not
only became more open-minded and increasingly aware of
human rights and injustices in the world, but also more
invigorated to become a part of the change and resolution
through activism in film, literature, music, and conversation.
Becoming more socially active, I started to become a
student of human rights activists via their interviews, texts,
and speeches.
I decided to share these ideas as an advocate for
human rights through writing because of my developing
beliefs. I even cherish attending the first women’s march in
L.A., even though my father urged me not to go. Taking
over the streets and breathing in the atmosphere comprised
of like-minded, diverse, strong people speaking our truth
represented the first time I felt like an adult, even after I had
voted for the first time. The Audrey Hepburn-esque journal
bred new life in me and the march gave me a purpose.
Above the good, the bad, and the awkward, I began to
discover my strength above the adversity. The words in the
following poems and short stories represent an escape from
and window to my depressing reality.22 Without further ado,
22

I’m using “depressing” in the present progressive verb form--not as an adjective.

120 | she rotates with pluto
here are my creative writings that bring everything together.
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Sabet in the Sea
Foredrowning, fearlessly—falling
Killing Time—leaving Time
Blood of stain… stain of the free
Sparkling gold of thou heart
Shall never see such hideous specimen like thee.
In fact, thou dost not—thou canst
Believe to see or see to believe
Where thou art to thee.
Open the door—let in thy soul
For thy organ music tune to your majesty—
Majesty thy see, thy return, thy wilst kill—
Kill for the sake of me…
For the sake of time—that of which
Will turn—tick-tock—to the black center of a clock
Infinite cease in thy heart
*No tear, no word*
But thou dost not to understand
That thy mirror reflects to thee
That as a bat—thou’st progress
Echolocation Metro dost not get thou
Anywhere. The Nashville heart-shaped lips
Wilts end dry, oceanly
…That stripe-lined dress thou sees put on is
Desire reached, held, and grasped
But not by thee…
Take’r out on the moon
Beneath sea-shine-shore
Perhaps.
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But thine eyes—no bat art thy—
Oh! Time left!
‘Tis a minute thy sees!
No time? Fine!
*Turns head blankly and smiles*
By yesteryear ‘twere daint’ly
Confess’d and by kiss’th oh hand
‘Twas known to thee…
To thou?
Well, thou art ready for new.
O kiss o hand
Is but a dreary, dreary point on line…
So easily o’ershadowed
This hit-by-train fate
That opens thou eyes
To magnet-locked turquoise sea smile
One kiss for the moonlight
Oh, blonde… pure blue eyes
And freckled nose on top by the touch
Stolen by the sea and grasp’d by…
Just another blonde, pure-eyed!
O so blasé… but why?
Pucker as I confer thou request
Turn around and see the ocean
Who’s waited since passion fruit and star
“Love…taken…
…New passion fruit and star.”
*Disappears*
*Blonde Blue-Eyed Sea turns and smiles*
*Freckled Blonde turns, exhales deeply, and smiles*
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I apologize if the poem is confusing; this was my first
and last attempt at being Shakespearean. It was an English
assignment during freshman year and we had to use ten
poetry devices that we had learned, so naturally, I
incorporated over thirty. Try to find them. Chances are,
I’ve probably already forgotten the definitions of most of
these literary terms, but I did earn unanticipated extra
credit, so that’s a win.
I remember reading it to my best friends at my friend
Jesseca’s house. They don’t remember, nor do they know
what it meant to me for them to hear me read it aloud,
but I do. I remember shaking as I read it to them because
I was worried that if they caught the message behind it,
they’d know that I like guys.
This poem is essentially about how an apparition-well, someone female--who had a crush on someone who
never reciprocated their feelings. The apparition looks on
as the blonde-haired, blue-eyed, freckled boy (some guy I
liked at the time, of which “Sabet” is an anagram for his
last name) finds himself infatuated by another blondehaired, blue-eyed, freckled person (someone you’ll come
to find is a recurring character in several of my poems and
stories, like Diana in “Falling in Love in a Waiting
Room”). I couldn’t compete with pure genetics like that.
Such people were destined to be with people like
themselves, I thought. I felt I’d always be passed up for
someone else who has so much going because of her looks,
accomplishments, and likeable personality traits.
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Reflection #3
How did you express attraction to someone as a teenager (e.g.
upfront, passive-aggressively, from afar, via text)? Did you relish
in each moment of communication? In hindsight, would you call
it “love”? Use the space below to craft a letter, note, or poem to
a) your childhood self with love advice, or b) one of/your high
school crush(es) about what you thought about them and how you
treated them and they you at the time.
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Free Spirit
"How are you?"
"Busy, slightly irritated, and impatient with your subtle
interrogation," I say just before I stop writing. "What did
you think I was going to say, I'm fine? How are you? Because
if you did, you're talking to the wrong girl. And if you in
your right mind thought you were going to hit on me, then
you have two flaws already."
He coughs and scowls, as if adjusting his jaw, burned
by the unexpected remark.
Glancing from my paper and then back to him, I find
that he's still there. "Is there something else you possibly
want," I ask irritably.
"A drink?"
"If you're offering, I guess I can't refuse." I exhale and
drop my pencil to dispense my order, "I want a venti, no
foam, caramel Frappuccino," I say, "with pumpkin spice,
and extra ice and caramel."
"Uh--"
"Oh, didn't I tell you to write that down?" I pout
audaciously, “Darn."
He returns with drinks and what appears to be a scone
of some sort and utters, "May I ask what you're doing here?"
"I have a Calc exam; didn't you get my message?"
"If by message you mean the rushed and
incomprehensible voice mail, then yeah, I got it. But then
again, no one, despite all the languages in the world, could
even understand it."
"Well, I'm busy. Can’t you tell?" I furiously write an
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extensive list of problems that I'd probably finish writing in
five minutes if Tristan hadn't been interrogating me. "In
other news, I have stomach cramps, PMS, and a headache
no thanks to you. Oh, and I haven't officially slept in over a
month. You?"
"I-I-I don't know what to say," he wipes his hand over
his face in frustration and disbelief. "I thought you were a
free spirit. The kind of girl that guys have to take three good
looks at when you pass by. I see you and you walk so
confidently as if you don’t give a care, as if you’re ready to
handle just about anything and ready to have fun
whenever." Tristan stops to wrap his head around the
situation he inadvertently got himself into. "And when did
you start taking Calculus?"
"Since orange became the new black. When do you
think? I’m glad you see me as a sex object by the way.”
“No, no I did--”
“If you're saying this as a means of asking me out then
you should do it already." Glaring up from my paper, I
remark, "I'm free Friday if that's what you--"
"You wanna go out?" he interrupted in return, looking
up from his laptop to me with a smile. I turn aside and
mentally avoid the fact that I am impressed by how he got
this far. No matter what I seemed to say, he was still going
to be there. Ms. Free Spirit and Mr. Suave. That has a nice
ring to it.
"I don't know. I have Pilates at six, class for what seems
to be all day, studying, my Seventeen internship, but I guess
the real question is, will you go out with me," I ask as I slip
a paper with my response under his laptop, "because I guess
I can fit you in my schedule somewhere."
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I stop to find a glare in his eyes, confused, yet allured.
"I have to go, but let me know." I grab the Frappuccino
and my study materials and walk away, smiling.
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This story is very reflective of the movie Geek
Charming, starring Sarah Hyland. In high school, I might
have been deemed “mysterious” simply because I hardly
talked to anyone outside of class. If a guy came up to me,
I would’ve wanted to debunk his assumptions about me.
This story may be a much exaggerated way of going about
that, but sixteen-year-old me would have wanted such a
romantic encounter, one wherein the guy turns around
and thinks, Who is she? I want to get to know her.
However, due to transitioning in high school, I was
so withdrawn and I prioritized academics over romantics.
Additionally, it all goes back to those who got more
attention, affection, and acknowledgement. The popular
kids at school were those at the top of the class, the most
talented, and the most personable. Their intelligence,
charisma, and positivity radiated while mine were simply
dearth. I didn’t think I was smart, extroverted, pretty, or
even remotely worthy of praise, but I felt that one day I
could, even if I knew that I couldn’t in high school.
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She with Big Hands
Is it not bad that they can never get themselves to say her
name, despite it being very common and having only four
letters?
They mean no shame; they mean no harm; they just
want to clarify. All is understood.
Is it not irrational, though, that they cut themselves off
when they refer to her because they are not sure WHAT she
is, despite the clarity of her hands exploiting the very quality
they are confused about?
Clearly, there’s something wrong here. It’s not the
people, nor her hands, but there’s something wrong-something no one can quite understand. Society is an
existential crisis to all and she is no exception to this.
They call her Nothing, she thinks with no allusion to
Dickinson whatsoever and no direct reference to the very
gay and gregarious Patrick; they literally do not call her
anything. Anything, a general opposite to Nothing, as it
cannot always be one thing. Anything, any name can refer
to her other than her own. She guesses it’s just so hard to
ask her what her primary identifier is.
The primary identifier, amongst the main insignificant
identifiers: human, student, ambivert, writer, the list goes
on. Then, with each, there are the sub-identifiers--such as
what type of human, what kind of student--and this is where
society explodes. Its central nervous system explodes, from
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the nerves escalating the spinal cord, down from the
coccygeal, sacral, lumbar, thoracic, and cervical segments of
the spine, and igniting the dynamite, simply implanted at
the corpus callosum. This, here, is where society spurts
rainbows from all the synaptic connects, like injecting
vaccines from a needle. This, here, is where society’s
rainbow shines through, with a dull tri-color of confusion.
This is where gender and race and age and ethnicity and a
whole plethora of sub-identifiers come in. She’s not just a
human, an individual, or even just a person; she is Blank,
or, simply put, Nothing, as that’s what arises to the surface
of the concept of society.
Society just does not know.
Period.
Society tries to make a Something out of Nothing.
Except this Nothing has huge ass hands. They are just
hands, but huge, and apparently that makes a difference.
Apparently, that is a means of fearing her.
If she is, in fact, Nothing, why then do they stop and use
their potato-influenced minds to decipher the Nothing she
is when she is Nothing?
She’s Nothing, yet they try to make a Something out
of her.
Was she not Something to begin with?
Teachers drill into their students’ heads that if one is
confused, ask a question, but it’s easy to turn the other way
and put oneself in a mental peril and not ask the damn
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question that’d make all the difference. She’s a walking
question mark, that’s something. She is a walking question
mark only because no one cares to ask what, rather who she
is and who she wants to be, because society, this potato, is
sinking, drowning, and soiling in Narcissus’ river. A walking
potato, an exploded and dull-colored potato is not a potato
we should listen to.
Since when does a potato, this dull central brain, control
those of each individual (oh, sorry, human)?
She is not exactly insecure about these two hands of
hers, but her hands speak for and draw attention to
themselves when they move about as they express her
audible words. But their audience refuses to acknowledge
the words she actually says as they instead lose themselves
in independently gesticulating flesh and bone. One would
think that they, these people, make something out of her
because of that, but no. Now she’s just a walking question
mark, with no face, eyes, or words--just a shape and two
hands that signal the other way.
The very hands she carved and shaped with her very
own mind. The very hands with ridges, whorls, and
curvilinear structures of some higher being’s creation.
These two hands with more capabilities than she even
knows. These two hands that she snaps and cracks when
she’s nervous and swings when she’s confident.
-WOW!
-What big hands she has,
They think.
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Unlike the notorious portrayal of Red Riding Hood
and the malefactor of a wolf, this audience is well aware that
she is a person, not a wolf, real, unlike the characters of the
story, and beautiful, unlike the thought they’d hate to
admit.
As she looks in the mirror, these big hands, those of
men, fix her curly, frizzy, stubborn noodles, knowing that
they won’t fix; pluck her uneven rainbows; and shave
patches of a lawn that return much to her dismay.
What did she expect?
These hands drop eyes and intonation in voices, not
flowers and boxes of chocolates.
Is she the girl, the woman, the human being that is all man’s
maiden? Captivating and mesmerizing each of their
attentions with dainty turns and twirls of such that are
reflective of the 1920’s or unrealistic Disney princesses?
Is she a beast? A ravenous and resounding Charybdis,
drawing, luring, and diverting the attention of her
counterparts she calls man--humankind?
No, she just has big hands.
That is all.
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For the longest time, I didn’t know how to
characterize this work; is it prose or is it poetry? It doesn’t
have plot and thus, it doesn’t have a beginning, middle,
end, conflict, climax, or any other elements that may
function in a story. At the same time, this did not look
like any poem I had ever really seen. Poems that I had
studied in classes--whether in an anthology or otherwise-did not have paragraphs, rather they had stanzas. So “She
with Big Hands” definitely defies conventions in my mind.
Contextually, this piece is about me, particularly my
experiences in high school: how my family, classmates,
and even faculty and administrators treated me.
I was everything but Joss.
I felt subhuman every time I noticed others in my
community avoid saying my name and any pronouns.
More often than not, though, I was referred to by my legal
name and male pronouns, if I was acknowledged or talked
to at all. Sometimes when going to the front desk of
somewhere, the clerk or receptionist would ask me to
clarify how to spell my name because apparently the name
“Joshua” is spelled differently for a girl than for a guy. I
understand that many just didn’t want to try or have felt
slightly dubious asking me what I’d prefer to be called.
Rebelliously, I excused school faculty, students, and
anyone else, for that matter, calling me “Joshua” along
with male pronouns. Granted, I gave them no other
option. I know it made them uncomfortable and I don’t
know why, but I enjoyed that because it made me
uncomfortable too. It felt like a fair trade-off that
wouldn’t last much longer.
Many times, people are just uneducated about
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gender and sexuality, something that should be
incorporated into educational institutions to prevent this
isolation. Their reservations toward me reflect a societal
tendency towards those who are different. Each time I
came out of my shell there was no doubt in my mind that
someone in my family and community was going to
continually force me back into it.
People get so caught up in what’s different from
themselves. We try to conceptualize others’ differences
when approached by their presence or appearance, and
well, that’s human. We try to get the best of our curiosities,
trying to learn more about the human race or resisting to
do so. Not all trans people are the same, though there’s an
underlying truth in our narratives, something that
connects all trans people: that we were assigned and
socialized as a gender that we don’t see ourselves as.
Picture a quality about yourself that you dislike,
particularly one that has haunted you every time you look
in the mirror and think about it. It could be your skin
color, birthmark, hair type, nose, hair color, whatever the
case may be. In many cases you deal with the cards that
are dealt, as is the case with race. Other times, you have
the right and opportunity to change said quality. Even
though it may take money, time, and effort, it’s possible.
Trans people are no different.
Tell any kid that they are the gender opposite the one
they were assigned at birth and they’ll feel uncomfortable.
I don’t even think they’d appreciate you, as a parent,
doing such a cruel thing. Such was the case with intersex
individuals and those like David Reimer, who was
assigned male at birth, yet endured an accidental
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castration upon birth. As a result, his parents declared
him and raised him as female and called him Brenda, but
nothing stopped him from feeling different. After he
heard about his accident later in life, he transitioned to
male, though his childhood socialization was over.
Everything was irreversible. Eventually, at the age of 38,
he committed suicide after suffering with depression and
social oppression. Likewise, I was told I was a boy and
nearly suffered the same fate. This feeling of difference is
not only valid, but must be resolved.
At school, I only had two teachers who welcomed my
differences and called me by my preferred name and
pronouns.23 Needless to say, they are among my favorite
instructors. Interestingly enough, they are both English
teachers; I’m not sure if that says something.
Over the summer entering my senior year, my
English class had to read The House on Mango Street by
Sandra Cisneros. One of our first assignments (which, like
most high school assignments, was very trivial, now that I
think about it) was to write a vignette in the style of one
of the vignettes in the book: “Names.” One day after class,
I asked my teacher if he could proofread my version of the
assignment. If you have read the vignettes in Cisneros’
book, you would know that the main character, Esperanza,
makes a point in degrading her own name multiple times.
Mine wasn’t any different.

23

Correction: my English teacher during my junior year referred to me by female
pronouns, though he still called me “Josh” because I didn’t have a name for myself
then. After class, he would, in confidence, make a point of apologizing if he used
incorrect pronouns.
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I was single-handedly coming out to my English
teacher and I knew it. Considering the time between
“Sabet in the Sea” and this work--from freshman to senior
year--I’ve surely come a long way. I knew what the
attendance sheet said my name was, but I asked him to
view my vignette anyway and I don’t regret doing so. After
depressively sitting through an hour of an AP Calculus BC
teacher who made me feel uncomfortable about existing
in his space, it was assuring to know that I had this English
teacher’s class right after. His class was the only class where
I could be myself that year.
That same English teacher actually helped me
categorize this work in its true group: a poem. He
reminded me that poems can have any form. If you call
your work a poem, it’s a poem. This came at a time when
I was beginning to call myself “Joss,” getting used to the
validating feeling of strangers unmistakably referring to
me as “she” or “her,” and giving my family the
opportunity to refamiliarize themselves with their
daughter or sister who they’ve already known.24
24

This wasn’t easy to get used to, especially among friends and family. Having
strangers call me by my name and appropriate pronouns and those I know and
love not feels dreadful, but that’s also understandable because they know me more
and thus must take more time than those who’ve learned my name and associated
me as female upon introduction. The name “Joss” is an easy variation of “Joshua”
that I had been forcing myself to call myself during my junior year, but it became
“public” during my sister Jackie’s wedding. Each sibling was to walk in one-by-one,
from the youngest (me) to the oldest (Jackie). As I walked in, I thought about how
things would change, how others would see me, how guests I didn’t know wouldn’t
know my history, and this scared me, as I wondered how soon the announcer
would call out the name of Adam, the second youngest, so I wouldn’t just stand
there with the guests perhaps scratching their heads. Regardless, I danced on, and
for the following days, I would correct my parents whenever they’d say my
previous name by saying “Hmm, who’s Joshua? I thought your daughter was “Joss.”
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And that’s how I came to the decision to call this a
poem. In it are several literary allusions to “nobodies” as
well as sparse instances of neuroscience terms to apply
what I know: literature and textbook knowledge of basic
neuroscience anatomy.
What I also know is my experience as a trans person.
I can’t speak for all trans people, but allow me to say that
it’s hard to be transgender and not feel dysphoric about
some part of your body: genitalia, shoulders, Adam’s
apple, or multiple anatomical structures. Because of these,
I just don’t seem to fit into the construct of femininity,
the requirements of what makes a “real” woman. Being a
woman is not as easy as saying you’re one, as many media
outlets, community spokespeople, and even several
political figures may argue. And being a woman isn’t so
much a part of genitalia, anatomy, and chromosomes as
many people think it is.
Too often trans people are misrepresented by writers
who aren’t even trans. The few instances of transgender
representation that we get should be a teaching moment,
but instead, we are written as an all-of-a-sudden plot twist,
the butt of a joke, a crossdresser, or a sex worker. In a
world where the gender binary is so ingrained and
prominent, it is hard to see that the very real and difficult
psychological processes and journeys necessary to
humanize us are often glanced over, overlooked,
disregarded. Nonessential.
My hands were included in this framework of
dysphoria, or qualities about myself that don’t make me
feel entirely female because they’re bigger than those of
many cisgender women I know, not that that means
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anything. And I’m often reminded of this when, out of
nowhere, someone comments on how big they are and
proceed to ask to compare hand sizes. My mom still
comments on how I have elongated “E.T.” fingers, even
after calling her out on numerous occasions. She’s
unaware that she was giving me another reason to be
dysphoric about my body. And she’s not alone.
Plenty of cissexual people are unaware of how to talk
to or react to transgender people when they come out to
them, whether it’s saying “Wow, I didn’t know you were
a guy before” or “I wouldn’t have ever guessed you were
transgender” or my personal favorite, “You look just like
a real woman.” Backhanded compliments aren’t
compliments and after we come out to someone, we
notice them trying to find parts of our body, like our
hands, that may match our assigned sex like we’re a game
of Where’s Waldo. We’re aware of the interrogation we’re
going to receive because we’re just so dang exotic. I am
keenly aware that my height or big hands could give my
gender away, that I’d be clocked and in a position that
would make me fear for my life. 25 Like I need another
reason to remind myself of my dysphoria and the fact that
I’m a woman who happens to be transgender.
I want to elaborate in this poem that there is more to
me than being transgender. One thing I tried to
emphasize in my personal statements for the University of
California application is that I am transgender, yes, but
25

“Clocked” is a term used in the trans community to refer to a trans person being
called out as trans for a distinct characteristic about them, whether that be a
physical, vocal, or otherwise non-explicit quality of their expression.
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multifaceted as well, and I not only want to immerse
myself in many fields but also learn and combine said
fields to engender something much more than myself--a
movie, a TV series, a song. 26 A book?
What one sees is not always what they get, and
similarly, it's easy to limit one’s own field of vision
through such a narrow kaleidoscope. My hands are a
complete metonymy of my outward appearance in this
poem. Other aspects of myself, such as my noticeably
“masculine” Adam's apple, height, chin, broad shoulders,
or any other part you’ll use to “clock” and attack me aren’t
indicators of my personality. They aren’t indicators of my
sense of self.

26

The UC application is the only application one could fill out to apply to a UC.
Applicants can apply to any or all of the UC’s all in one application without
needing to apply to each school separately. After choosing which schools one
wants to apply to, however, an applicant is directed to a page where they can
choose a major and an optional alternate major (if that’s even an option) for each
individual UC campus.
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The Tunnel
She has a tunnel,
A phantom tunnel,
A tunnel that is not there,
But exists nonetheless to her, that is.
The tunnel runs one way,
Much to her dismay.
The fact of the matter is,
This is a lonely world and it’s a lonely tunnel,
Having only but one shuttle at a time
Before each reaches its ultimate demise.
It’s a free tunnel,
One she did not ask for,
With free passage to reach an untimely commitment.
If only the passengers knew that with each ride,
With each terrorist hijack,
Is an unfavorable generation of dismembered, dislocated
parts.
But that’s the tunnel.
It’s a damn sad tunnel,
But it’s a hell of a fast passage to no return.
“A sad tunnel,
Free to hijack…
A despicable purpose indeed,”
Dear Melancholia reports to her.
Oh,
How she longs for a two-way tunnel,
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Yet goes on with her days knowing she doesn’t carry life
But
Days.
Hours.
Minutes.
And poor seconds of tragedy.
Oh,
How she knows that nine is the quintessence of life
And how nine is just a series of threes.
That’s
Three
By
Three
By
Three
Last time she checked.
That’s
Three trinities.
Three infinities.
Three glimpses
Of holy life that she just cannot have.
“She’ll live,” Sympathy regrets to inform.
There,
Since three infinities ago,
Was never meant to be a glimpse of light,
Of hope,
Through this excavated and depraved tunnel that,
At this point,
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Has nothing to offer to her.
It’s not so much the fact that she will never possess a twoway tunnel.
It’s that she had a shuttle with no purpose,
No purpose than to crash into the barrier.
The boundary.
The barricade.
The borderline.
As the engine spurts each of its machinery,
Its nuts and bolts and everything in between,
Disperses and shatters throughout.
That is just its way.
The reason of which she now knows.
The despicable reason why she has a one-way sign
And a freakin’ monopoly man with a bloody top hat
Monopolizing dear passenger lives
Rather than a two-way equilibrium
Is simply as anatomical as arranging constellations of stars
with a pencil.
Rather than make the tunnel forever cease to exist
Thereby discontinuing any chance of reversibility,
She waits.
And is still waiting for the road to open
And the shuttle to pass through the tunnel,
To produce something more than sparks and debris,
To produce instead a novel pathway.
Perhaps a shuttle that actually reaches the other side
And reaches its long-awaited destination.
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Her long-awaited destination.
Oh,
But that’s just a dream,
And in here,
It’s just another dream
That shall
Never
Reach
Beyond
The tunnel.
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This poem is strictly metaphorical: the tunnel
represents the vagina. More specifically, this poem
discusses menstruation, pregnancy, childbirth, and
abortion without actually saying any of those terms
explicitly.
I don’t have a vagina. There’s no other way of
spinning that. I may call my genitalia my clitasaurus rex,
pussy, or whatever I want, but I’m still a “chick with a
dick.” Not having a vagina doesn’t make me any less of a
woman, even though dictionary definitions, biology books,
and comments on the YouTube videos of trans people
may suggest otherwise.
As a trans woman, I don’t have the privilege of being
pregnant. This idea hits straight to my core because even
when I’m happy for those who can be pregnant, some part
of me is always going to slightly resent people who do have
that privilege. Many women like me have felt robbed of
motherhood, not because of other women, but because of
genetics.
Sometimes I think about being pregnant:
experiencing morning sickness, mood swings, food
cravings, and intimate moments touching my belly and
singing and reading to the baby. Pregnancy is a lot more
complicated than that, of course, but what I’ve gathered
from classes, books, and videos on YouTube is that I want
an extension of myself and thrill myself with the idea of
knowing that a miracle is at work, that lots of weird and
crazy shit happens when you’re pregnant.
I’ve realized that this isn’t solely a trans women’s
issue; there are many infertile cisgender, nonbinary, and
gender nonconforming people out there—with or without
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vaginas—who experience the same despair and
resentment.27 Plenty of us would take the mistreated and
unwanted children in the world. And, let’s be real, some
people don’t have any business having a child, but they do,
nonetheless. However, many of us understand that what a
woman does is her decision and a very difficult one to
consider. So we set aside our resentment; we just want to
be pregnant. Knowing we can’t makes many of us project
jealousy onto women who can, and for that, I apologize
now and in advance.
When I was younger and more dysphoric, I hoped to
switch bodies with any person who had wanted to be a guy.
I thought I was in the wrong body and if I had known that
trans men existed, I would have gladly switched bodies
with one who also believed that they were in the wrong
body. I wouldn’t mind taking their baggage so long as I
got to be female, have children, the whole shebang.
Oh, how I hated myself then!
I’m still dysphoric in some respects, but I don’t think
about changing bodies anymore. I appreciate my life and
history and wouldn’t take any of it away. Now, I realize
that I was born in the right body and was meant to
discover my femininity and sense of womanhood in the
manner I had.
However, some things are always going to separate
me from my friends and sisters and I can’t really do
I remember seeing Lena in The Fosters struggle with her pregnancy. Even
though she could get pregnant, I still empathized with her experience in wanting
her own biological child as her wife had had her own biological child. I cried when
she had to face the difficult decision to give birth preterm at the expense of the life
of her daughter.
27
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anything about that. I can take hormones and be as
comfortable as I can as a woman, but periods pose a
monthly reminder of something I cannot do or feel. And
while my peers may complain about them, I still want to
have them so I could share some part of the struggle and
jargon that “real” women have.
At least once every year, I look up any advances
regarding the potential for trans women to become
pregnant. In 2017, I came upon an article by Marci
Bowers, a gynecological surgeon who is actually a trans
woman herself. She mentions uterine transplants as an
option. At the top of a transplant list, there are not as
many surgical priorities for trans women as there are for
cis women who are having fertility issues. However, the
procedure seems more and more tangible given that the
first successful uterine transplant in the U.S. happened in
2017! She also mentioned that, though something is being
done in terms of stem cell research, she doesn’t think trans
women will have the opportunity to become pregnant in
her lifetime. If they will, the cost may yet be another
boundary to biological motherhood.
Regardless, I am pleased to know that something is
being done. Knowing that makes me want to do research
and contribute to a change, even if such areas of science
are not up my alley. I’m sure someone or some people are
perfect for the position that’ll contribute to some
discovery. Since various studies have indicated that
hormones drastically improve the mood of a trans person,
medical advances would doubly brighten the lives of many
gender variant people, such as myself, and cissexual
women alike. I’d be able to have three trinities, three
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infinities--an extension of myself to live on and discover
themselves in an effervescent and changing world. And if
that day does not come, well, I have other reproductive
options of having amazing children. And by then, I will be
an immensely proud mother of children I am yet to hold.
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The Modern Mistake
When I found out you were like any other guy,
My heart shattered and tore,
So shaken and terribly trembling.
This strong woman
And strong ass
Was just some meat and prey
For the carnivorous, ravenous silhouetted black
double-headed eagle
Who just couldn’t wait for a bite.
Who could?
“Whatever,” you said.
“We have to,” you said.
“I want you so bad,” you said.
Well, not only is your grammar erroneous,
But so is your patience.
And for that matter,
Instant gratification does not equate love.
What merciless creatures of humanity
Would instill such an aberration?
Over and over again?
Constantly?
And here, in this generation?
When equality and respect,
Not abhorrence and infidelity,
Are the goals of society?
So to those heartfelt and honest words,
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I say, “thank you,”
But to those of the predator, sir,
I say, “FUCK OFF!”
Listen to what I have to say,
Like we’re having a conversation,
And not like I’m just submitting myself to your
senseless dick.
No, baby, the very name you called me, you can’t
listen
‘Cause libido is quenching your auditory cilia
And no air,
No frequency of pitch, reaches beyond the outer ear.
You couldn’t even listen from the start.
Well, my darling,
It may come as a surprise,
But we both fell into a trap.
I, Ms. Naive, Ms. Hopeful, Ms. Optimistic, Ms. We
Can Wait For Each Other,
And you,
Mr. Average Dick.
It’s aversive to think that there are a lot out there.
Among all them dicks, I apple-bobbed an indecent
one.
And damn,
Am I going to bob a lot of them out from the pond!
Damn, are we going to...
I was looking for what I saw in a human and found
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none,
But a modern man,
As somehow no decency seems to exist in this age.
This day.
Maybe when we were six,
When the predator didn’t rape us of our empathy,
trust, and sensitization,
But now, we’re fucked.
The predator fucked us, men and women alike.
You found a conversation,
A good chat to hope and doubt
Before your beaches and drive for privacy on my part
Became a factor to encumber.
How fast a trap.
How fast you were caught.
Well, I guess that’s me to blame
That you couldn’t withstand the 48 hours
Without a slip of what drove you so excited last night,
What drove your clearly erect chances and
expectations.
Libido could drive a man to pleasure,
But astray of a human relationship,
As it veers off a one-way road.
That was the impression of his prey
After he unapologetically let go to the very ass
He said he wouldn’t do so to.
I say, “Not ‘whatever,’ sir.”
I say, “Close your fucking mouth, sir.”
Because I’m done.
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The truth is,
Yes,
I lost something special,
Something that I may never get again,
At least
Considering our modern mistake,
And yes,
We shared dreams of liberty and vivacity,
But I’m a lady-human,
Not some Aryan goddess,
Nor a woman of yesterday.
And you, sir,
The very name I call all men out of respect,
Are no gentleman,
Not that such a species ever existed.
You have other contenders, I’m sure,
So your prey may come as no loss to you,
But that’s a feeling.
Similar to the very surged feeling that shakes society’s
opposite reciprocal.
And I’m back to square one on a Tuesday morning.
A shell of Carrie Bradshaw.
Confident and flirtatious.
Not lascivious and boisterous.
Because that’s not the way I want to be,
Not the way this mistake was raised,
Not what I deserve,
As some fair lady certainly would not approve
Of the modern man society has sculpted.
She, sir, preferred decency and not a one-and-done.
She, sir, was a lady deserving of respect,
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So excuse me for having values.
Excuse me for not being like the rest of your prey.
I remain no carcass, but instead a fuller person than
either you or I could imagine.
That, sir, is the real trap!
However, I cannot resist staring at your kouros,
Your modern physique, stature, and hair,
Your pure complexion,
And soft...
Well,
How would I know?
But that’s the last of you.
My last look.
A picture worth savoring.
I have already thought too long on this,
And now I’m inconsolably emotional
That maybe in the instant of disappointment,
I should have ridden myself of you and the shame
you caused this woman.
Only but two minutes could have passed,
And you would be gone,
As I may already be to you.
Even though you were never here
And I’d be back to the start
With new memories to fear.
What has been is still there,
But you wouldn’t care,
Because you ended up like the rest of them.
Okay.
Whatever.
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For starters, I’m a little ashamed and embarrassed to
include this poem. Not at all because I hate it or think it’s
terrible, but because of the story behind the 135 lines or
so.
I joined dating apps, something I was absolutely
against as soon as I heard about them because it felt like
the members were taking a chance on cheating the
“traditional system” of meeting one’s significant other
through personal, face-to-face connections and by chance.
That’s the only way I knew to meet a potential partner. So
to meet someone online would rob someone the chance
of having a meaningful introduction and journey, I
thought.
I was so against dating apps, but so drawn to them at
the same time. The way I could talk to adult men and have
a genuine conversation with them felt more validating
than walking among fellow high schoolers as a designated
tranny. Looking for love seemed to validate my existence
because no one seemed to express interest in a controversy.
No one seemed to be looking my way if they knew about
me. And if they were, I never saw.
Since I single-handedly isolated myself from my own
friends and anyone for that matter at school, I couldn’t
help but feel lonely, sinking further into a depressive state
of mind. When it came to a guy expressing interest in me
on the apps, I got to escape myself for a bit and focus more
on the attention I was lacking in my mundane life because
I didn’t think a girl like me could meet a guy in person
without the guy lethally lashing out at me after the reveal
of my gender identity status. I wasn’t even myself many
times when communicating with guys; I was Lily Tamblin,
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a UCLA engineering student who shared many of my
personality traits and looked like me, but was nonetheless
not me, reflecting how much I wanted to distance myself
from everyone, including myself.
I blindly entered the dating arena, treading through
meaningless conversations with strangers, many of which
went nowhere. It wasn’t all paradise, to say the least.
The reality is, not every guy on such apps was looking
for a serious relationship the way I presumed. I’m not sure
if it was the informal, filtered nature of dating apps that
made men so disrespectful and lustful, or if the men
brought that version themselves to the table. It was as if
chivalry died with technology as many men did not know
how to communicate or introduce themselves. Some were
blunt, while others were simply boring. Some even
pointed out shallow, unnoteworthy characteristics no one
would be interested in but themselves (e.g. gym rat, hiking,
shooting) in such a way that they did not mention any
characteristics that would seem promising in meeting
their intended pool of potential matches. That said, many
had ambiguous motives. Why put your face on a public
app for others to see when you yourself are not serious
about the very thing upon which you put yourself.
I immediately threw myself into adult relationships
before having a chance at enjoying the more innocent
ones. At this point, my childhood was over and with it
went the possibility for cute one-week relationships that
one’s friends see a mile away and urge to happen. I blithely
skipped the first dates at the local theatre, all because I
knew that they’d go nowhere once the guy would find out
that I’m trans. None of this stopped me from
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daydreaming that, one day, some guy would move to town,
be assigned to sit next to me in classes in which I was mute
and less than enthused sitting, and express interest in me
despite being stigmatized as “gay.” But that day never
came.
Instead, what former hopeless romantic me got was
the experience of filtration and conversations with so
many different types of guys that’d last for minutes, hours,
or days that’d eventually slip through murky waters. I
sought validation in my lonely, busy world that was hardly
reflective of any Cinderella story, and well, I got some,
along with late-night phone calls at the expense of my
academic performance and study and homework time.
What did older men even see in me anyway that those
my age did not? One second, I wanted boys my age to like
me, the next, I expected grown ass men to be attracted to
me, and as I transitioned, I became increasingly aware that
they were. I wouldn’t dare consider anyone over five years
of age… usually. I realized that age didn’t matter the way
it does in junior high and high school. We were among a
pool of other adults and I presented myself maturely,
according to some of the guys, I suppose because I’ve spent
my life around those who are older than I. However, I was
worried that if my dad escorted me in or out of a
restaurant, he would not catch me hanging out with a
teenage girl or group of teens, but instead a man half his
age. He would question the discrepancy between my
obdurate, selfish, childish, and unappreciative demeanor
to his classy, mature, charming, and dignified character.
I wasn’t learning what I wanted through one-night
stands or failed relationships. I knew exactly what I
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wanted by observing and hearing or reading about the
relationships of others. Furthermore, I learned not to
waste my time on dating apps. My conversations became
straightforward: kids, values, etc. And, I made it
abundantly clear that I was trans at the beginning of the
conversation, assuming I hadn’t forgotten that I am, in
fact, trans.28
I saw the way I deserved to be treated. When I finally
found what I wanted, I not only threw it away, but I also
convinced myself that it was not mine to earn. My low selfesteem left me under the impression that I was never
going to let myself have what I wanted when I felt I was
always disappointing myself and family with careless
mistakes and not being conventionally as mature as my
eldest siblings became when they were my age.
I went through one guy and another, and another,
and another--anything but what I wanted. Until I found
someone with whom I later had a year-long intimate
relationship.
Let’s call him Henry.
When I first saw Henry, I hardly believed that he
found me attractive. I would even ask him why he liked
me several times because, having only transitioned for
over a year, I didn’t think I was physically where I wanted
to be or pretty enough for anyone or even worthy of
anyone’s love, for that matter.
Henry was witty, genuine, respectful, sweet,
intelligent, and geeky. What was he doing with me? Why
28

Sometimes, I would just get lost in the conversation only for it to be rudely
discontinued upon remembering to mention it.
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did he accept my being transgender when I had been
fetishized or insulted by others for being “a guy,” “a dude,”
and “a tranny”? I felt compassion when he expressed
interest in qualities that were outside of my being trans; I
felt intimacy even without him touching me as we stayed
up all night discussing the innermost personal things
about ourselves; I felt commitment, loyalty, and trust even
if I thought that anyone could snatch a gem like him. He
was everything I wanted, everything I thought many other
women wanted. He was constantly learning and
improving himself as was I. He was mine. He was my first
love.
That is precisely why losing him was so difficult.
How anticlimactic, right? It was bound to happen. A
girl like me couldn’t stay with a guy like that, the type of
guy that movies tell you to keep no matter what. I drove
him away. He did nothing to hurt me and yet I treated
him not so kindly in our last days together. We had
discussed marriage and kids and meeting each other’s
families, yet something inside me still wanted the
attention of other guys. By staying with Henry, I was
passing up the chance of meeting others and having the
quintessential love life I had long seen in movies: the
journey of meeting, dating, and falling in love in person.

After I got all the dating out of the way, it wouldn’t
be like I cheated on him, because that’s how I’d really lose
him, was my excuse during the break. However, I couldn’t
just keep him in my back pocket and take him out to pick
up business where it left off. It doesn’t work that way. He’s
a human being! And that’s not the way he deserved to be
treated.
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He and I agreed to take a break first, prompted by
none other than me, of course, and it hurt him because
he very much thought I was “the one” and well, I
shamefully, might I add, didn’t propose a break just once,
but more like three times. And each time, his comfort and
love drew me back in, seducing my insecurities with latenight conversations ranging from such topics as pizza,
school, family, and philosophical quotes with which we
could use to enlighten ourselves so that we could reach our
goals in life. But him hurting couldn’t last forever.
The year-long endeavor came to a dreary end during
my first year of college, when I was constantly on the
lookout as a young college woman with plenty of options
from which to choose. What did I expect? Him to end up
at my door after running from his house in the rain? My
life isn’t a movie. Love doesn’t happen the way it is
depicted in film. What the movies get right is that love
exists and can be quite messy.
Before I knew it, he was gone from my life. And even
though I still check up on him from time to time and
witness from afar his active attempts at self-improvement,
I not only contrast them with the stagnancy in my life, but
I also experience profound remorse for being so selfish.
My unhealthily low self-esteem and inconsiderate
treatment of him successfully sabotaged and terminated
an otherwise great relationship that could have lasted
many years had I let it.
Relationships are all about learning and growing
through one another, whether the relationship lasts or not.
I should have been appreciative of him and his loyalty and
the fact that I sagaciously settled for nothing less than
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what I found in him. Most people would appreciate what
they got and willingly resign from finding a mate (i.e.,
dating), but seeing as a mate came very soon for me with
him in my life, the problem underscored my latent and
conflicting desires: to be young and date or rush into
monogamy. He was more than enough despite me treating
him as less, and I still went with the less permanent or
gratifying option.
But I couldn’t claim ownership of him just because
of my territoriality of the idea that I had no chance at
getting exactly what I wanted in a one-of-a-kind guy like
him again. I had to move on, find someone else, and
accept the fact that he also must move on with someone
new to include in his life orbit.
I successfully filtered out everything I didn’t want
and didn’t submit to temptations of hookups or people I
knew would not hold my heart with ease, respect, love, or
fairness. That said, it’s not just how one deserves to be
treated, but also how their partner(s) deserve(s) to be
treated as well. Sure, I found what I wanted in another
person, but I did not exactly know what I wanted for
myself and as a result, I strung someone along who had no
business being caught in my orbit, and, well, with new
experiences, I hope we both find something new, lasting,
and fulfilling in another partner with which to grow and
prosper. And, most importantly, I hope to not back out
of commitment and treat men I love, or anyone, the way
I treated Henry.
It’s something I’m still working on, something I want to
not be an issue in the next relationship or two or three.
Going through something presents the opportunity to

160 | she rotates with pluto
either choose to refuse changing one’s ways or work on
not making the same mistakes. I pick the latter. Like
Henry, I want to be a more wholesome version of myself.
The decision takes more than daydreaming and inaction.
It takes active efforts, and that’s what this woman will do.
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Sestina: In the Name of Pluto
...No “once upon a time”’s, no “happily ever after”’s ‘cause
there’s only one time and she’s only one girl,
Who, in an inclusive world, closes herself to open doors, enjoying
solace alone. This girl,
Who enjoys company alone but resents the loneliness she set in
store for herself. Here, a girl
Apt for adventure, knows what she wants, finding little else to
interfere, she thinks, but this girl
Lives in a world where disappointment
Restlessly lurks, this malefactress inhibiting her gravitational pull
by 248 years for which the sun can breathe this girl.
Her self-esteem deceptively shakes her hand only to slap it away;
a girl
Whose worth is intangible to the low self-esteem she instead picks
up at the door is a girl
In her world of Pluto in which success is failure and optimism
and expectations radiate in failure and all of the above resound her and
only her… a disappointment.
Some being whose depression is known by her and her only is a
girl
Who, when she comes home, stops to consider the possibility of
failure, a girl
Witnessing bypassers get in to get out, while her ligand locks and
binds to a receptor… her… some girl.
That girl,
That girl
Entangled by all that has been with that girl;
With each look in the mirror--at him, at her, from thrice a time
ago when that girl,
Whose capacity to understand malice far underceeded the
amount of injustice that girl
Has seen to date and will see in thrice a time away is but a
disappointment.
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She is someone, a girl, not maybe, who finds disappointment
At the thought of all that she can-not achieve, but none of which
she can’t not achieve as a girl,
Who steps nearly weightlessly (and with negligible air resistance,
of course) into the footsteps of another girl,
And is expected to follow directions without as much as an
instantaneous moment or derivative of anxiety about what it means to
be a girl.
Suffocating in the corners of a room with the impending Yellow
Wallpaper, reminding that girl
Of what she can and cannot do, where and when she can go, and
how to decide if she sufficiently is a girl.
Regardless, she adamantly confers to a mirror that she is a girl
Who finds herself a dreadful burden to those she feels burden
her. The disappointment
Of seeing a fading reflection of the girl that used to be hers, a
vision of the girl
She will never regain herself; just a silhouette--a shell of some girl
That’s neither attainable nor able to be reached. In her current
form, she flounders as a girl
Who counts far more mistakes than successes and flaws than
rightdoings. Just a girl.
But there’d never be a day that she’d fancy the notion of being
“Just a girl.”
There would be more to her, she thought; a girl
Without disappointment.
A girl who’d strut on a world that’d still encase her with caged
boxes and neuter her personality; a girl
In search of some sanctuary of “some girl,” posting such a
qualification in some job listing: a girl
Who longs for less than a neither composite nor prime life who’s
more than some perfect, priceless girl.
That’s just it
She’s not a girl--she’s a woman--a human.
Aren’t we all meant to feel this way? This disappointment?
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Google an image of Pluto and you’ll find a gaseous
ball with a heart--a heart imprinted on the geographic
landscape. Scientifically considered a “dwarf” planet, Her
semblance of love, inclusion, and recognition bleed true
in Her geography.
Being called “little” (as in “little people,” a group of
people who were traditionally called “dwarves” or
“midgets”) doesn’t make anyone less of a person, so how
is Pluto any different? It’s not. By definition, she’s a
planet, yet not a planet that we consider a member of our
major solar system due to the human-made standards or
construct that scientists devised arbitrarily when
deciphering what constitutes a planet. As such, labels are
a means of establishing order through categorization.
Even despite this misunderstanding, Pluto brazenly
embraces Her heart, showcasing all Her planetary glory
and worth just as I ignore stigmas against me and prove
others wrong in the process.
Transgender.
Multi-ethnic.
Mentally ill.
Each of these terms arouses much controversy and
misunderstanding, similar to the misunderstandings
surrounding Pluto, yet I’m still alive and active,
presenting myself to the world that I’m here for a purpose,
that I’m going to somehow change this world for the
better.
Pluto is isolated and so was I when I wrote this poem.
I was my weakest self and since I didn’t love myself, I
believed I couldn’t follow my dreams. Not when I was
restricted, self-deprecatory, and lonely.
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In the tradition of writing sestinas, I interchanged
the terms “disappointment” and “girl” at the end of each
line. Quite simply, the two words are strongly connected.
No matter what I did, how I dressed, what I said, I wanted
to be a priceless girl to compensate for hardly being one in
society’s eyes. On a less superficial level, I was a
disappointment to myself as my academic, career-related,
and other personal goals seemed continually out of reach,
unrealistic, and uncharacteristic of the person I had
presented myself to be to others who had known me or
seen me grow up.
Even when daydreaming and planning ten steps
ahead of myself made me see the light at the end of the
tunnel, I didn’t see what I had before me in the present.
All I acknowledged was what I didn’t get, what I didn’t
have, what I didn’t earn instead of all the things I did get,
have, and earn. All the disappointment and guilt
overshadowed the gleaming exterior of an already fragile
shell seeking validation from strangers in an unhealthy
manner.
***
This poem came about one Thursday evening in midFebruary 2017, a day I intended to take the bus from my
high school to the local college so that I could amply
attend my General Physics I class.
I missed the bus and spontaneously, I took the next
bus, but not without asking “Does this bus stop by
Fullerton College?” to the kind, heavyset African
American female bus driver.
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“The College?”
“Yeah,” I responded as if forgiving myself for
providing incorrect information.
“Yeah, it will,” the bus driver responded.
I hopped on and the bus driver drove on. If only I
asked her to tell me where the stop was since this was not
my usual OCTA 143. As I feared would happen at some
point, we already passed and I didn’t have my wits about
me to ask the driver how far off we were so that I could
get off and take the next bus that’d arrive closest to
campus, probably along the State College stop. So I held
tight as we headed to who knows where. Uncharted
territory to my usual journey of home to school back to
home.
The bus came to a final stop at the Brea Mall, which
I had only been to several times in my life, but never on
my own. There, I waited for another bus, but instead of
taking one going backward, I obliviously took one going
forward, into Newport Beach, all because that’s to where
a majority of my fellow bus riders were heading.
Luckily, I had just more than enough tokens to get
home. I just had to be on the lookout for anything familiar.
Landmarks. As the sun set, I was not only far from home,
but I was also far from being calm as I clutched to my
laptop and binder. I couldn’t even look down at my
homework without fearing potentially overlooking a
familiar landmark.
Next thing you know, the bus reaches its final stop
and I’m prompted to get off. I didn’t know what to do and
where to go and my phone service wouldn’t work without
WiFi, so my mind immediately went into “Find a
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Starbucks” mode, seeing as I would go to Starbucks after
school often during my freshman and sophomore years
(albeit, I rarely bought something).
My feet lifted themselves through the parking lots of
closed businesses, outside which I broke down
underneath the dark sky. Five-year-old me told me I
wanted my daddy. Where did that girl go and where is this
one now?
About two blocks away, I sensed plenty of light and
figured it was a town center. Lo and behold, where there
was light, there was bound to be a Starbucks somewhere.
Lo and behold, before my very eyes, I hit the motherlode.
All disheveled me had to do was walk over and sit my ass
down (again, without paying for anything).
This Starbucks was a bit more spacious than that by
my old house. The lights were brighter and the décor
looked more expensive—even the baristas and townsfolk
looked more expensive. With hardly any energy left on my
phone, just about 11-14 percent left, I charged my phone
into my laptop, settled down, and called my father, who,
as I forgot, was at a wake for my distant and late greatgrandmother or one of his cousins.
No answer.
Several minutes later, he called me back.
Looking at my phone percentage, I didn’t take
another moment to pick up the phone. I explained the
whole situation. He assured me that he’s gotten lost on
buses before and that it takes some time to get used to,
and that there is a bus across the street of one’s current
bus and it goes the opposite direction, back to the Brea
Mall.
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“The buses come ten to fifteen minutes of each other.”
“Okay, are you sure?”
“Yeah, I used to drive buses back in the day for the
Boys & Girls Club,” he replied.
I never cease to learn something new and astounding
about my father.
He added, “Make sure to text or call me where you
are and that you get home. I’ll let Andrew know where
you are.”
“Okay. Thanks, Dad.”
“I love you.”
“Okay, I love you too.”
I checked Google Maps while I had the chance in
search of the precise bus stop location and when the bus
was coming. Six minutes, it read.
And I was off. With a screenshot of the destination
in hand, I raced back to the bus stop, dodging cars in the
heavily concentrated town center and wondering if I
remembered where the stop even was.
I just go straight, I reminded myself. It shouldn’t be
that hard to find.
As I was told, when I got there, I looked across the
way from the stop, and there it was! Walking over, I
thanked God that it was easier to find than, say, one on
the street, due to it being in an actual bus station
turnaround.
There I waited, thinking about homework, the
points I was losing from missing class, and my brother
Adam getting out of class around the same time I would
if I actually went to class. Unless Dad told him what was
up, he’d impatiently stand outside the 400 Building until
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he became confused with what was going on.

Is the bus even coming? There’s only one other guy
here and I’m not sure if he’s riding or if he lives here. Dad
said there should be one last bus of the day coming around
now.
Clutching firmly to my last few coins, the final bus
arrived, and I exchanged them for a seat. I had half a mind
to start breaking down then and there. All I thought was
how furious, scared, or ashamed my family would be.
Why do I keep doing this? “This” meaning making stupid,
preventable mistakes that would concern or disappoint
my family and by extension, myself. On the right side of
the bus opposite the driver, no one could deny how
beautiful the night sky and city lights illuminating the
landscape of Newport Beach actually were at such a
moment. So I wrote.
I wrote about how being on the bus epitomized my
shame, how I didn’t deserve to see such a beautiful night
or another at all, how I would fail physics, how I couldn’t
possibly do anything I strived to achieve if I’m such a
burden, how this all could have been prevented if I didn’t
take the wrong bus… if I wasn’t born. The words poured
out and all I had to do was stare out a window of the nearly
deserted bus to take pleasure in the muse before my very
eyes: myself. The sadness in my eyes drifted within the
cityscape and translated as a mosaic through the glass
hovering above the seats parallel to mine.
It all made for the perfect English assignment: to
write either a sestina or a free verse. Naturally, I went for
the more challenging option. The road less traveled. Plus,
I had time, like 45 minutes, to vent. Letting it all out took
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on a life of its own with my control of language.
Eventually, I made it back to the mall and walked
around the area to find a place to call Andrew or Adam
efficiently. I also needed to pee, so I resolved to entering
an Oliver Garden that appeared to be closing, though I
slipped in before any of the employees could see me.
After relieving myself, I washed my hands and got my
first real look at what the day’s stress did to me: more
flyaway hair than usual, an oily and grimy visage, and
sweat stains. Still no WiFi. Lovely.
I walked out to find another place, one that’d
possibly be open and with adequate WiFi. Gosh, I felt
dirty and sweaty and wanted to strip before the next
person, but no such brothel or strip club appeared to be
open or awaiting my services. I settled on entering Target,
where I was immediately welcomed with escalators.

You have to resist the temptation of wanting to ride
them, Joss.
I hop on. Weeeeeeeeee! Atop, I regain my balance
and immediately take to my phone to reach a service,
where the strongest came from the Starbucks enclave near
the front right, in the corner. There I sat, charging my
exhausted phone, recuperating it enough for a phone call
with one of my brothers, one of which answered, though
I don’t know who (probably Andrew), saying that they
were around the mall. I don’t remember if they drove up
to Target or if I walked out to meet them in the parking
lot of Macy’s outside the mall. I remember both, though,
I’m sure one of those happened. Either way, I gladly dived
into the car.
What an adventure! As much as I wanted to explain
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myself, I didn’t want to express more glee than I let on. So
I shamefully sat there, quiet and composed, surprised to
find that Adam was in a good mood. Perhaps, he had a
more decent day than I. Out the window, devoid of
thoughts of how I came away with my virginity and
belongings and life intact, I saw my reflection and gappedtoothily smiled at the sight of pure familiarity.
***
I didn’t like openly discussing my mental health with
others, especially with my family. My mom, for example,
would always stare at me, possibly with both concern and
confusion as I held in all the pain, anger, and confusion
to avoid judgment, shame, and even more pain, which dug
me into a deeper rut than at first. As I separated myself
from my family, I grew more frustrated because I still lived
with them and the restrictions and isolation that came
with that situation. As a result, I buried myself in more
schoolwork and even isolated myself from my own friends.
Overall, I didn’t want to talk to anybody when I
desperately needed to. However, where there is loneliness,
there is comfort.
Pluto has always been my favorite planet and when
schools discontinued discussing Her in the curriculum
when I was in the third grade, I felt even more enthralled
by Her kindred and distant spirit with which I can confide.
And, hey, Sailor Pluto is, by far, the most badass Sailor
Scout. With Sailor Saturn and her calm, poised grace and
maturity, she represents rebirth, something with which I
also connect.
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When my mom was pregnant with me, she and my
father got into a car crash. We survived. Another unusual
circumstance occurred in our previous house, where my
mom noticed a bird perched on the windowsill outside of
our kitchen, where no one in the house had ever seen a
bird before. She claims that birds are God’s messengers.
That one, according to her, wanted to tell her that I was
coming and with some purpose.
A purpose, huh? The idea of having a purpose makes
me wonder what makes me so important when most of
my life has been spent irritating my family, complaining,
neglecting to appreciate the things in my life, and selfdeprecating. How am I supposed to help the world when
I can’t even help myself?
If I truly loved myself, I wouldn't take advantage of
and hurt my body the way I do. I don't nourish my body
properly; I don't do what is best for my sleep cycle; I don't
take my medication consistently; and if I really cared
about myself at all, I wouldn't let people who make me
feel bad about myself permeate my life and parasitize my
mental health when I know that such people are not
worth my time, attention, or energy.
If you truly love yourself, the actions, decisions, and
opinions of others are only considered important if they
make you a better version of yourself.
I'm still not there.
I constantly play catch-up with myself, whether that
be with respect to sleep, schoolwork, or a personal project.
As a result, I unintentionally feel worse about myself
despite an awareness of the actions that brought me to that
feeling. There's a sense of disappointment and dread and
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fatigue because, well, I put that all on myself.
So I’m messy, but I can live my life and try to
overcome the stigmas and misinterpretations so that I can
instead confidently focus on and make strides as a
filmmaker, screenwriter, fashion designer, professor,
author, blogger, entrepreneur, mother, and transgender
woman of color. I don’t want to take any of that for
granted--I want to embrace it all. And this is where I start;
this is my beginning, my rebirth.
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Reflection #4
Take a moment to reflect on some of the topics the book has
included in this chapter: self-love, sacrifice of one’s interests,
depression, social stigma, gender transition, in-/fertility, and more.
Did you find that you could relate to something mentioned? Was
there anything that you learned? Write a letter, note, or poem to
yourself about how you felt about any one or more topics as a
child versus how you feel and think about that/those same topic(s)
now.

College
March 17, 2017: the day I found out that UCLA accepted
me into their prestigious school
I felt like UCLA took a chance on me. That
application year, UCLA was more selective in their
admission (16.5 percent accepted in my admit class) than
Berkeley, which usually had a lower acceptance rate. I was
chosen to be a part of a program that had a two percent
acceptance rate. What did they see in me?
With a lack of consistent clubs or activities and several
D’s on my transcript, I thought UCLA would revoke my
admission. I didn’t look good on paper, so I had to get in
with my personality, which meant applying for one of the
most selective majors that required an interview.
However, when I filled out my application, I almost
made two big mistakes: almost applying to the film major
and almost missing my interview. I already felt like an
inadequate student; I didn’t want to be an inadequate
applicant. Allow me to explain.
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I forgot that I switched film for theatre as my firstchoice major on my application. Regardless, both required
a supplemental application submission along with the
general UC application, because both programs were
among a handful of UCLA’s most selective majors. Before
I realized my mistake, I was doing the film supplement
instead of the theatre one, as I had already made it up in my
head that I was applying for film and planning on being a
film major. However, it turns out, I actually declared theatre
as my first choice major and was subject to doing that
application instead. And, when the time arrived for
interviews, due to conflict with my dad, I almost didn’t go-which would have jeopardized me getting into UCLA
entirely, considering the interview being a huge part of the
theatre application process.30 If I didn’t go to the interview,
I wouldn’t be paired with my interviewer, who I felt really
got me accepted into the school, an interviewer who I had
as a professor during my first quarter at UCLA. I talked
about a need for authentic representation and diversity and
she ended up being my Drama of Diversity professor, of
which I was among the first students to take that course.
Turns out she teaches a lot of diversity classes in the Theatre
department.
It still feels unbelievable that I’m at this school. It’s
filled with such a rich history, community, and alumni pool
and I always find something new to love and appreciate my
campus from secret quirks to beautiful sceneries. When I
first moved in and the first few months following, I
30

Unlike most majors, the theatre major had a supplemental application and thus,
you must be committed to that. As opposed to most applicants who could get in
with their first- or second-choice majors, for me it was all or nothing because of
the selective nature of the program I was applying for.
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engrossed myself in everything I could, overstimulated by
the freedom and overwhelming number of opportunities
constantly being thrown in my direction. Yet during that
period, I couldn’t help but feel intimidated by the number
of intelligent and talented people around me--some of the
nation’s brightest and most impressionable, especially
because I felt average and untalented.
My former roommate confided to me during our
winter term that she felt she didn’t perform as well as she
could have during the prior term. She admitted that she was
still growing as a person, which meant learning through the
experiences and discussions of some of those in our
enormously diverse campus, taking risks she wouldn’t have
otherwise taken in high school, as well as seeing to
opportunities brought upon by college. It was so
inspirational to hear her admit this and make new goals for
herself as she reflected on the last day of her African
American Studies class.
Her professor told his students that the color of their
skin had no bearing on their dignity, potential, education,
success or failure. He stressed how he heard them, saw
them, acknowledged them, appreciated them even if it
seemed like many people in the world may not. In one of
the most diverse universities, he assured them that race is
just a social construct, an identity that one can learn to
discriminate against, accept, or claim and use to empower
themselves. At a time when we’re still academically learning
and discovering more about who we are as individuals,
hearing such a message would validate anyone’s experiences,
upbringings, failures, and achievements. It underscores the
importance of developing our identity and learning from the
accounts and history of an often ignored, misrepresented,

joss glenn | 177
and neglected heritage that is still all the more vocal and
robust as a community. At 11 pm and at a point of
suppressing stress-related tears that night, that’s exactly what
I needed to hear.
Despite feeling insecure about myself, people like my
roommate’s professor remind me that there’s still so much
to learn about myself, even if I thought I already knew
myself pretty well. A feeling of belonging, well, that just
comes with the journey of acceptance and pride in one’s self.
I just finished my first year here at UCLA. I still have a lot
to learn. There’s a lot that I still want to learn with the new
freedoms I have. I’d gone through hell to protect my
aspirations and I showed no signs of stopping. Now I was in
the thick of the things that actually mattered to me and
whatever road laid ahead, I was moving forward.
Here are some things I accomplished so far:
1) Finished this book;
2) Got a better idea of how I want to structure my
novels;
3) Wrote lyrics for several songs that I plan on writing;
4) Designed more fashion design outfits;
5) Wrote for Her Campus, a collegiate website written
by college women, for college women;
6) Joined clubs and organizations like BruinMeet
(UCLA’s start-up dating app), which gave me a family,
something I hadn’t had in a long time among a group of
close-knit peers;31
31

The experience has taught me how to be a better computer programmer and
entrepreneur due to the fact that we are all collaborating on the same project as a
team of people whose ideas and contributions are valid and important to giving
the product an identity and purpose to people. Although I’m the only nonComputer Science-type person on the team, I’ve been inspired by everyone’s tech
abilities since mine are lacking.
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7) Started getting counseling for my personal start-up
that I hope to connect to my blog;
8) Started taking hormones and undergoing hormone
replacement surgery (HRT);32
9) Legally changed my name and gender;
10) And took courses from which I really valued and
learned a lot, from Music Industry, Technology, and
Science to Art and Technique in Filmmaking to Gender
Studies
While I never pursued the theatre major (more on that
later), I was introduced to a wealth of opportunities and
experiences, from volunteer opportunities to movie
premieres to improving skills that have long been put off to
sightseeing in the heart of L.A. This is where I choose to
carry out the beginnings of my aspirations, the next stage of
my life. And I belonged.
UCLA undoubtedly began to offer many opportunities
that I’m continuing to explore. The next stage of my life
started here. As soon as I received my rejection from NYU,
my dream school, I submitted my intent to register to
UCLA and never looked back.

32

HRT is often prescribed to people, whether they are gender-variant like
transgender people, deficient in a certain hormone, breaking out, etc. Plenty of
transgender people use it to gain traits that reflect their expressed gender, while
suppressing the sex hormones of their assigned gender. However, hormones may
not make all desired changes, as everyone’s bodies are different. Additionally, it is
the transgender individual’s prerogative whether they want to undergo HRT or
not. In order to undergo, say, breast augmentation or bottom surgery (the process
of reshaping of one’s genitalia into the matching genitalia of one’s expressed
gender), HRT and a letter from a licensed physician is necessary. Transgender
people vary in their degrees of gender dysphoria and comfortability. Not everyone
would be comfortable with receiving, say, a breast augmentation, let alone want to,
while some may feel like they desperately need it.
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Just Starting
“Nobody said it was easy,”
The Scientist assures.
No going back to the start;
You’re there,
So make it last and make it count
One, two, three…
Pass go,
But don’t collect your 200 dollars just yet.
You gotsa wait awhile,
Make a 360.
Four, five, six…
Collect your damn money
And run with your ebbs and flows.
The old Scientist
Atones what the young failed to achieve.
Though disappointment lurks,
The dimensions and possibilities
Arise from the start-From the seven, eight, nine,
But not the seven ate nine.
Without the eight,
There shan't be a nine;
Without the eight,
There’s no Oceanic 815
And you're Lost.
Lost.
Two roads diverged
Or seven...
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Wits and goals
All too much
You know to be true.
But do you really know you?
Crescendo.
Start on the upbeat.
You’re on the upbeat,
Where you could go anywhere-Deceptively, melodically.
Be deceptive,
Been deceptive.
Who says you’ll reach a cadence just yet?
But you’re just starting
And this might come as quite a shock
But you’re starting--over.
Contradiction
Think about it.
Regalia in the form of milestones,
Regalia paving the steps upward.
But each step is a new beginning
And you’re always starting over
…And over
…And over
Again.
Each line of music had a
New start though.
The measure doesn’t always
Restart or change course
At each line,
Each finish line.
Ten, nine, eight…
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Push up, Siphulus,
Push up bra,
Rocking that rock
Back and forth.
Ain’t gon’ do you no good.
You gotsta
Push up
With them calves
Don’t go weighing in
Them steps.
Them steps push up
And up and up
From the anterior steps.
Though they’re anterior,
They’re downward, gone.
Push up!
Seven, six, five…
Push pen
Presses and it don’t hurt you if you
Do it yourself.
But it lobotomizes,
Biting gator style,
Staging sharp circuits of electromagnetic signals.
Push up!
PUSH UP!
Six, seven, nine…
Dammit,
You’re Lost.
You’re Lost.
Two roads diverged
And you don’t know
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If Frost saw two roads
Or eight.
Eight?
Eight.
But which to choose?
Glasses of apple cider clank
And to the clank,
Eight becomes branches;
Eight is branches.
Is.
Read it and weep, fool.
At the end of the day,
Optimize your humanity,
Your human-hood.
You’re at the start,
Just starting, child-Older child.
You don’t recognize your child-manatee,
Your child-manity,
But it’s there.
That’s the regalia that lifts
Each step at a time,
To a new beginning,
Arrival,
Start.
Get there.
To a place
Where crayons become keys
For which your thumbs are too big;
Keys become seldom pencils;
Pencils become swipes--
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Left and right
In a shameful game of matchmaking
And suddenly you see
You’ve become the Scientist,
Albeit you know you hate science.
Evaluate the insanity that’s culminated
Through cortices
As you climb for sanity
And never find it 100%,
Or 100% of the time.
Never find freedom.
Never.
Inevitably.
You’re just starting.
You’ve just started.
Assigning yourself a new starting line.
You’re a dreamer
Who sees the world going according to your dreams.
It’s unrealistically realistic,
Practical.
It’s just not the truth.
Truth,
Omit the just.
Omit,
Seventh grade,
Push up.
This salad tightens your lifts
And the dura mater is only slightly permeable.
Reality does not meet expectation
At each measured line,
Each measure,
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Or at the end of the block.
It meets it when it meets it.
To go back to the start
Is to be a fool.
You’re a fool.
You dream and dream
And dream.
But you don’t achieve.
You don’t achieve
Because you dream too much.
Dreams push down--not up.
Push back,
Don’t push back.
Hasn't it yet occurred to you
That dreams disappoint?
From hair to letter marks
That mean nothing now?
Don’t submit yourself
To the sunken hole,
To the hypnosis of the seductive Glass Menagerie.
You must subvert, not submit;
Diverge, not converge;
Deceptively leap, not cadence yourself.
Don’t rotisserate yourself,
You rotisserie fan.
You’re only going to meet Tom,
The Scientist,
Who expects
The reality of Summer to lie.
When he hates to admit that
Expectations lie.
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They disappear in a Regina Spektor song,
Though you need to be realistic,
The fellow scientists say.
Day one:
Autumn,
New beginning
Higher step
Newer beginning
Starting all over
And over again
In Summer’s vessel.
Boomerangs don’t always return to their owner;
They fall,
They get stuck in the branches of Eight,
Unpredictable to Frost.
We ain’t goin’ back
To powerpuffs, flintstones, and all that
Which uplift and
Will always have been
What they will never be again.
They uplift
And they form steps
And thus, they support
But they do not retrograde.
And, that’s enough,
As that step facilitates you,
And you use it to your advantage.
And although you don’t return,
You acknowledge ever so quickly
How much closer the
New beginning will be
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With all the steps before you.
There’s no end,
No rectangular pyramid-Just an endless upward trail,
A hike.
You hate hikes but they’re always there
On the terrain,
Creating an illusion of level ground,
Common ground
You reach along the way
And “hey,”
Says Arthur’s friends,
“Sometimes it’s just the journey.”
The steps will always be there
Below,
Before.
They’re pillars that embody a history
That’s still always changing and disappearing,
Unpredictably.
Talk to yourselves along the way
Up and up and up
In this verbal journey
That you’re set out on
Since the canal birthed life,
Limited liberty
And the pursuit of many, many…
From that moment,
You stop onto Pluto
On steps that spiral and interweb with
Those of Her fellow creatures,
Who step within your space.

joss glenn | 187
You’re all going up,
Where there’s a negligible force of gravity.
No one knows where they’re going
But up and up and up,
Mindlessly-Mindlessly learning and failing.
Some steps fall shorter or longer than others,
Proving that continuity does not
Always result in some arbitrary value,
As it does in the mechanics of math classes.
In fact, more often than not,
Arbitrary values are just not the case;
More often than not,
You reach commas,
Ellipses,
But no period,
No complete 360-degree dot
Indicating the end of an idea.
The [not] end.
Even the Scientist doesn’t have all the answers.
Don’t go searching for answers you don’t wanna find.
The labyrinth doesn’t have a visible conscious.
Exit,
Ending.
Searching, Tom, disappointment.
Revision of the publication is just a revised version
Of what exactly didn’t end
As anticipated.
Is there total satisfaction?
You have yet to reach it
In a continuously failed attempt at scouring,
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Again
For what is simply not there to be scoured.
You gotsta wait several infinite infinities
To reach that,
And you still wouldn’t be satisfied.
Steps to reach the next step are strenuous;
However,
They are possible.
The possibilities are endless.
The bastards that intertwine,
The rock that pushes back with
The same force in the opposite direction
As it tries to pin-ball you in regression,
Throughout an endlessly limited time.
The children,
The sounds,
The pressures,
The finances,
The combat against yourselves,
The possibilities,
The journey.
Do and do good,
Do and do well
Do and please fail
But seldom with intention to.
But actually use your senses,
And the common sense you feel you lack,
And what you know you feel is right.
What’s the point of disappointing?
To spiral in self-loathing
And letting the rock regress your id
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To a state of intolerable
Instant gratification and pleasure?
Make it work and do it all
Make it habitual to climb and push,
Focusing on the surface area of each step you’re breaching
upon,
Instead of rolling without slipping.
It’s there,
Awaiting a fool,
A triumphant uplift,
With words inscribed with raven claw marks on the boulder.
It’s difficult for a boulder to leave you silent
With all your screams and groans
Wrought on for a passerby
To read or ignore as they
Ride as passengers up their own struggles.
Nothing will be left unsaid,
Nothing won’t be unacknowledged
Without some documentation.
To cross-section
Your paraboloid
Would be a document
Set-back and regressed to the
Irrational malefactor as the boulder
Wounds their humanity,
Crushing their empathy and sensation
More and more
‘Til screams out-rank
The grotesque cracks and snaps only heard by you.
That’s a lesson to be learned
For reducing you to your simplest term.
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Who said you have a role,
And more importantly,
Who says you’re supposed to please others?
Defy gravity from
Those from whom you shouldn’t try to reserve validation.
Don’t try;
Don’t worship the phallus
Everyone else seems to enshrine.
Either way,
The bastards with crushing limbs
Won’t care.
Keep reaching that sanity;
It’s conflicting and you will never
Be at the top
Considering the fact that
There’s no known top,
But it’s along the way
Weaving in and out across
Multiple steps from here on out
But it’ll never be infinite,
Especially as sanity can flicker
And shape shift into insanity
Indiscriminately,
At any possible moment.
Remember, Tom,
Dreams are meant to be caught
(Preferably in a dream catcher).
Don’t deny that.
The caged boxes that neuter
Will continue to neuter,
Deeming you helpless.
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Dear apprentice,
You’re at some start,
Though not the true beginning,
Two, three, four,
Nothing’s happened yet,
Though much has happened.
Make things happen
As the possibilities from other
Spirals intersect 24-sevenEight-nine…
As you pave the possibilities
Out of your way,
On your own,
In a journey you’ve
Always wanted to continue exploring
But never in such a manner.
There’s no reason
To wait
And leave your id hungry.
Though doing so at the expense of your ego
Is irrevocably
Incorrigible,
Unforgivable.
That will make sense at some time that isn’t now
When you gain reason
At the end of some beginning.
Tin can engaged
In a mesh can,
Mesh box…
You be meshing.
You don’t choose
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Just one European cookie-White chocolate and
Cotton cushion on the
Tin can surface of a tin plate.
You’re just starting,
Two, three, four…
Again...
Four, three…
Two…
Three…
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Yourselves
Who is you?
I don’t know.
I still don’t know.
Who was you?
Is that a trick question?
You are one and many,
An extension of your old reality,
A string, a line.
You still don’t see,
Even from your own autobiography.
You run a course
That wracks your brain
In seemingly endless circles,
Alotta pain.
You change,
You the same,
You do both.
Who is you?
As a matter of circumstances,
You’re a one with many before,
A version.
Is that you?
Your versions.
That ain’t you!
Oh,
But it is you.
Make up your mind.
You come to a harsh reality
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That you don’t even recognize you.
Who the hell is you?
Nobody opened the door.
Nobody let you in.
Who opened the door?
Who?
You left the door open
To all kinds of shit-Corruption, namely.
Was it inevitable?
Maybe so.
The door has always been open
To new possibilities.
Whether you have welcomed them or not.
They claw and permeate
Such that all the insignificant,
All the major-They all get in.
And they never really leave.
It ain’t no endless, vivacious party either,
With countless guests
And invites that don’t knock or ring.
They come in from nowhere’s anywhere.
Make up your mind,
Yourselves’ mind.
You changed,
You’ve changed,
You change,
You’re changin’.
You were not quite the same,
You‘ve not quite been the same,
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You’re not quite the same
You will not quite be the same.
And yet you’re not too much to blame.
From what point do you change?
Stay the same?
From the first infinitesimally small moment.
The milliseconds,
Nanoseconds,
Pico-seconds
Change you
From everythin’ that happens
To everything welcomin’ itself in between,
Into your environment.
What’s your environment?
How close does it run to your skin?
You’ll never know.
You’ll never know
Who you is,
Who you’ve been,
Who you gonna be,
So stop tryin’ to decide
And leave the door open
An’ walk out.
Ain’t nothin gonna escape.
Ain’t nothin’ nobody gonna decide for you,
No matter how hard they try to.
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Kudos if you read all that without confusion. There
was a lot of confusion running through my mind as I
embarked on my journey to university. These two poems
are undeniably connected, especially as I wrote them both
over the course of several days before I moved into UCLA.
I was just so blithely unaware of what I’d be going through.
There are lots of metaphors and allusions scattered
throughout. They allude to how much you don’t
recognize yourself as you age. They’re very much inspired
by my then current mental state and Sara Bareilles’ “She
Used to be Mine,” a song I immediately connected with
its universal message. As I look at myself in the mirror, I
find that I don’t recognize this version--this adult version-of myself; I don’t see the same oblivious, rambunctious
child staring back at me anymore. Likewise, little me only
saw someone with short hair and a baby face but never
could I have imagined the woman I see in the mirror today.
It makes me wonder how my anatomical and physiological
changes were so undetected to the point where I think

who is this woman I see and how did she end up this way?
So passionate, so beautiful, so tall, so inappropriate, so
smart and yet so lonely, so naïve, and so self-destructive?
You enter the world so optimistically, yet so
innocently. You become aware of so many expectations
and the world seems so much bigger, yet so small, as you
face rejection, failure, disappointment. You’re learning.
Fresh mistakes are made from a barely legal young adult
who has more freedom to navigate relationships and a
world that inevitably has complexities and opportunities
associated with adulthood. I’m no longer the kid who
thought teachers lived in their classes, parents were each
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other’s siblings, and an infinite supply of candy, pizza, and
toys is “living the life.”
From the point at which these poems were written, I
was a nervous, confused young adult who was yet to find
how many other young adults would pass up candy and
toys for an infinite supply of booze and partying. They
would redefine the term “fun” and maybe have more
depth than the stereotypes associated with being young
and dumb, and in a de facto real world filled with plenty
of strangers who are around our ages who are also
potentially young and dumb. I was yet to find that the
college life I had expected to live was far from being
entirely mature, having a glamorous nightlife, and
understanding 100 percent of everything about the world.
And it may not be a stage right before marriage and
children for everyone. Starting college started a weird inbetween stage of life and the truth is, I am still just starting.

198 | she rotates with pluto

Falling in Love in a Waiting Room
“Hi, I have an appointment with, uh, Dr. Ray? Ree? It’s
spelled R-H-E, so I don’t know.”
“Have you been here before, ma’am?”
“No.”
“I could tell. You looked kind of lost,” The Man
Behind the Desk laughs. “Can I see your I.D. please?”
“Okay, hold on,” the woman says before shuffling in
her bag to find her I.D. A grab here, an unzip there, and by
gosh, she’s found it. After a moment of hesitation, she slides
it across the counter.
The woman focuses her eyes on The Man Behind the
Desk, shifting her eyes, first to his name on his name tag,
then to his photo of which corresponds to his name. The
photo contains a low resolution of a still-life version of the
man sitting before her, but she realizes that that’s beside the
point. She returns her eyes to his facial expression and finds
his eyes fixated on hers, shifting glances from her card to
her calm face, which, by the way, is concealing the boost of
adrenaline that has shot from her pituitary gland. His face
transparently takes the form of confusion and then to
realization and then compliance, a face she has recognized
when people look at the name on her I.D.
“Dr. Rhe, right?”
“Uh, yeah, Rhe for 11:15,” she says, nodding her head
matter of factly and confirming that “Rhe” is pronounced
“ray” as in “sun ray” or “Rachael Ray.”
“Okay, I'll put you in the system. Just fill this out,” The
Man Behind the Desk says while sliding a transparent
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clipboard containing several verification and consent forms
toward Kida, “and you can take a seat over there.” He lifts
himself a bit out of his seat behind the desk so that he can
point to the sitting area.
Instead of taking a seat, she fills out the forms with
bookworm reading skills and swift strokes of her signature,
then proceeds to turn in the forms and look through the
brochures and catalogs on the mini transparent kiosk on
the counter. The Man Behind the Desk looks at her from
out of the corner of his eyes and acknowledges that she's
there looking at the catalogs and brochures, not stealing
anything, before which he realizes that there’s nothing of
value for her to steal.
Several minutes later, Dr. Rhe enters and peaks out
through a pale blue door beside the receptionist desk.
“Kida uhm Eks-oh-chit-lee?”
Kida raises her hand and after walking toward Dr. Rhe,
tells her how to actually pronounce her last name, though
it is indistinguishable from others in the waiting room.
“Walk down three rooms to the left, and I’ll be with
you shortly.”
“Okay,” Kida replies.
Kida finds her way to the room and sets her bag on the
chair beside the bed before sitting down on the bed. She
figures that Dr. Rhe may take several minutes to arrive, so
Kida contorts herself over the bed to reach her bag (because
she’s too lazy to simply get up and walk around and get a
book to read in the meantime). No moment shall be wasted
when there are gaps of time in her schedule or when she’s
doing nothing, and Kida isn’t one to obsessively depend on
her phone for comfort and social interaction. Clearly, she
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has an affinity for reading whenever she has a chance, even
if it’s just one minute or one page. Anything less than a
minute is not sufficient because she finds that there’s a oneminute critical period in which she becomes fully immersed
in what she’s reading. As one might be able to tell, being
interrupted during this critical period is relatively
frustrating and irritating-her biggest pet peeve.
Soon enough, she hears a double knock, and Dr. Rhe
invites herself into the room.
“Hi, Kida. I understand that you’re here for psychiatric
counseling for your depression. Is that correct?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Have you filled out the consent forms?”
“I have, yes.”
“Great! Okay, today is very much informative. I’ll get a
sense of who you are and where you’re at emotionally,
socially, and mentally before we get into sessions where we
can evaluate what’s on your mind, what depressive episodes
you might have, and--just talk about your life and thoughts.”
“Okay, well, I’m quite the treat. I’m no Rice Krispies
treat; I’m more of a fudge brownie; you oughta microwave
me first to get the goods out of me,” Kida jokes
Dr. Rhe laughs, though Kida speculates that she does
so out of pity.
“Just know that what you say is completely confidential,
but if I notice any signs of at-risk behavior, by law, I have to
report it, so understand that. And, if we see each other in
public, I legally have to treat you like I don’t know you,
unless you initiate contact. Any questions so far?”
“Okay. Uh, no. Not at the moment.”
“Great. So,” Dr. Rhe claps her hands so as to change
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the subject, “I need to confirm if there is any history of
certain diseases, disorders, and medical conditions in your
family. It doesn’t seem like you filled that out on the online
form.”
“Yeah, I saw that portion on the online portal, and it
seemed like it involved too much writing, so I just didn’t do
it.” Kida laughs nervously, as she does when she meets
someone new.
“That’s okay. We can fill that out here. The
explanation portion is optional.”
“Oh, great.”
“We’ll start with autoimmune disorders. Do you know
if anyone in your family has had lupus or Rheumatoid
arthritis?”
“No, I don’t know, so can I just say ‘no’?”
“Yeah. Just tell me when there’s a ‘yes.’”
“Okay.”
“Blood clots, cancer, hearing impairment?”
“Uh, I think a few of my aunts had lung cancer because
of excessive smoking.”
“Okay,” Dr. Rhe says while typing and clicking
according to what Kida is saying. “Diabetes?”
“Yes, plenty of diabetes going on, on both sides.”
“Okay, and… uh, thyroid disorder? Crohn’s disease?”
“No, but my roommate keeps complaining about a
Crohn’s disease commercial that keeps interrupting her
YouTube videos. It’s a running joke in our room.”
Dr. Rhe laughs, “I’m sure. So, is that a no?”
“Oh, yeah.”
“Yeah, that’s a ‘no’?”
Kida laughs. “Yes, that’s a ‘no.’”
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“Irritable Bowel Syndrome? Ulcerative colitis? Gender
dysphoria, so genderqueerness, transgender--?”
“Yes, me. I’m transgender.”
“Oh, you are? Great, we can discuss that after if you’d
like,” Dr. Rhe says turning to Kida to offer some sort of
comfort.
Kida nods. “Yeah, that’d be great.”
“Great!” Dr. Rhe’s eyes wander to where she left off.
“High blood pressure or high cholesterol?”
“Yeah, my dad has a history of both, I think.”
“Okay. Uh, HIV, alcoholism, any anxiety disorder,
bipolar disorder, depression--other than you--eating
disorder, suicide? Anything like that?”
“Yeah, my sister has a history of OCD and depression.
Another sister of mine, a brother, and I have a history of
eating disorders. Um, my brother and I had anorexia and
my sister had bulimia and anorexia, I believe. Oh, and I
have a history of suicide attempts, so yeah, I’m a treat.”
“Oh-kay. I’m just typing this in. And… Great! I mean
not great,” Dr. Rhe says.
Kida laughs, but knows what Dr. Rhe means.
“I just mean that bipolar disorder and depression
genetically run in families. They correlate, so that, erm, you
don’t have any twins, right?”
“Actually, the brother I mentioned is my not-soidentical twin brother. We were identical before I started
transitioning.”
“Okay, interesting. And he hasn’t had depression or
bipolar disorder?”
“No, he’s surprisingly chipper. I’m surprised he isn’t as
miserable as me. No, I’m kidding. I wouldn’t wish that on
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him. I’m proud that he hasn’t experienced much adversity
and I hope he doesn’t.”
“Huh. Interesting. Well, what I was going to say was
that they tend to be strongly aligned among twins. So, if
you’re identical, which you said you are, and one twin has
depression, it is highly likely for the other to develop bipolar
disorder or depression; the two are highly related both
biologically and chemically.” She stops herself. “Okay, well,
it’s great to hear that he’s healthy. Take this pamphlet,” she
says while grabbing an anxiety disorder related pamphlet
from a transparent shelf attached to the wall beside her,
“and we’ll kind of discuss this whole thing. Just give me a
moment to add a few notes to your file.”
There’s a short pause and lack of exchange of words
between the two as she types up some of the information
Kida has just said. In the meantime, Kida attends herself to
her book.
As soon as she finishes typing, Dr. Rhe gives a
comprehensive lesson about the logistics of biochemical
effects of the disorders and how they may exacerbate and
potentially affect Kida’s brother. Kida nods her head and
utters an “okay” here and there to assure Dr. Rhe that she’s
listening, knowing damn well that not only has she heard
this all before, but she’s also studied up on it in several
textbooks that she read for fun.
“Do you have any questions?”
“Uh, no, wait, I might. Give me a second,” Kida says,
giving her eyes a break to dart around the room while her
mind devises a question or two.
She’s aware that she has questions, but it’s not like she
wrote them down. The anticipation on the appointment
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and having the opportunity to hear rationality to the
thoughts she has that make her feel insane made her forget
any questions she could have possibly had.
Where can I start? she thinks. Uhmmmm. Crap, I knew I
should have written all this down. Uh, I guess I could start with
senior year, but no, there was something that kind of segued into
that… Oh my gosh! They have a poster of a smiling panda in here!
They knew I was going to be here. Shit, how long have I been
stalling?
“Uhhhhhhh. Give me a moment.”
“That’s okay.”
“I always feel obligated to come up with something to
say on the spot, but it’s awkward to have silence in between
what I’m saying and trying to think about saying.”
“Take your time. But mind you we have thirty minutes,
and we still need to talk about a few other things that I want
to cover before you leave. Though I know I’m going to wake
up in the middle of the night knowing that I forgot to tell
you something anyway.”
Kida laughs. I’ve definitely heard people say that before.
“Well, I guess I’ll start with--umm I’ve already begun
taking hormones through my medical provider, and I have
to go home every month for a new dosage. And--”
“We can have them transferred here to make the
process more efficient and more accessible for you. I must
add, wow, it’s remarkable how well you pass.”
“Thank you. I guess I got lucky with genetics. It’s
definitely something I take for granted.”
“Well, Kida. We can check your testosterone and
estrogen levels as well as get those tests done. I’ll order them
for you now, and you can go downstairs if you’d like to
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make sure everything is okay. How long have you been on
HRT?”
“Just over a month.”
“So how are things with that?”
“No noticeable changes, really, though it takes a bit
longer for facial hair to come back, so that’s a plus. But
that’s about it.”
“You know, we have counseling specifically for
LGBTQ students. I would check with Sigourney in the
resource center for times, because I understand that you
might experience things differently or, you know, some
people might not understand. Have you been assimilating
well on campus though? Has anyone been giving you a hard
time?”
“No, everything’s great. Since I put my preferred name
in the school system, professors and students call me ‘Kida’
because that’s the only name they know me by. High school
was a different story, wherein if people could not refer to
me, that would have been best for them. I don’t know. I
guess they didn’t know what to call me--name and genderwise. I guess they didn’t want to or didn’t know that they
could ask.”
“Okay. And your family?” Dr. Rhe fiercely types up all
these notes into her computer.
“My family is a different story.”
Some time passes as Kida reveals things she’s long held
inside. She didn’t realize how much she felt alone until she
admitted that certain things she can’t relate to when it
comes to her cisgender female peers, like periods. Even if
she is close to her roommates, she knows that most of them
shared a childhood with Barbies and makeup kits and
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female clothes when she didn’t. Besides that, she knows
there’s only one thing that primarily separates her from her
cisgender female peers: a vagina. Somehow, it makes all the
difference.
The trans woman experience is just so uncomfortable. Like I
can’t talk to my roommates about potential bulging or the fact that
I shave my face. And I can’t walk around in the room in my
underwear like them. I didn’t really think about all this, but they
really add up. I guess I have it good compared to other trans women,
but besides that, part of me is still hiding even when I’m publicly
trans. I need to remind myself to find times for counseling next time
I go to the resource center then.
“Just walk in and go straight, straight, straight until you
see the Radiology/Labs sign, sign in and you may have to
provide some specimen, but it should just take ten minutes
max.”
“Okay, I’ll get that done right after this,” Kida says
aloud only as a verbal reminder to herself that she should
do it right after so that she could fulfill two errands in one
without returning to the same place on separate occasions.
‘I understand you wanted to do some STI testing,
right?” Kid nods. “Okay, well, that will involve some extra
blood tests and more specimen.” She looks at Kida
apologetically. “Sorry. But it’s just once. More tubes of
blood. So I suggest taking half of the lab tests one day and
another half another day next week.”
“Uh, got it.”
“Are you okay with blood?”
“Yeah? If you mean that whole biology textbook blood,
then yeah, I can tolerate it. You mean blood tests, though,
right?”
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Dr. Rhe turns her chair so that she is facing Kida,
shaking her head to move her bangs aside. “Yeah, it won’t
take too long though. I just ordered the tests. All you have
to do is go to the first floor, walk in, they draw a couple of
tubes of blood, and you walk out. So, while it might be
daunting, I’m sure you won’t be permanently scarred. Well,
at least, according to your record, it doesn’t seem like you’ll
be scarred. Nervous?”
“It’s been awhile since I’ve had a needle inside me. I
feel like a needle virgin again. Oh, the whirlwind. I feel like
Pidgeotto in Pokémon, man.”
Dr. Rhe slides her chair--which conveniently has
wheels on the bottom--toward the computer, which is just
about forty-five degrees left of Kida. Dr. Rhe opens into the
computer’s system, while Kida thinks about how fun chairs
with wheels are.
“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” Dr. Rhe expresses with an inch
of concern drawing upon her eyebrows.
“Oh, by the way, did you get your flu shot?”
“No, I don’t think so.”
“Okay, well we can get that done today, if you’d like
and you still need HepB” Dr. Rhe says with more concern.
Not long after, Kida exits Dr. Rhe’s room because her
appointment has just ended and goes to the receptionist
desk where The Man Behind the Desk is.
She hands him a slip.
“Here, Dr. Rhe wanted me to hand this to you. Looks
pretty important,” she says while looking down at the slip
and up at him to see a response. “Well,” she says, half
expecting him to respond, “have a nice weekend, Parson,”
she says wondering how the strange sensation of his name

208 | she rotates with pluto
lingers on her tongue, like a sweet, aftertaste.
It isn't until after she left that he realizes he never told
her his name. He wonders about this, putting the slip down
to stare off into the distance, then resumes to clack away on
his keyboard at his desk.
The next week’s appointment begins much like it did
the week prior.
“Hi, I'm here for my 11:15 appointment,” Kida says
formally.
Before Parson could have the chance to interrupt her
by asking who she has an appointment with, Kida beats him
to the punch and says that she is here to see Dr. Rhe.
“Oh, okay, you’re prepared today, aren’t you?”
Kida smiles at the joke and resumes to find a book in
her bag, while Parson checks her in.
Instead of sitting down, Kida again decides to stay at
the counter, arousing Parson´s interests and suspicions.
“Yeah, I’m in a good mood and I’ve been through this with
several other medical centers before. So yeah, I guess I’m
prepared and used to the whole process.”
“I hear you. By the way,” Parson says as he remembers
her last appointment, “how did you know my name? I don’t
think I told you, unless we’ve met before…”
“No, no. I read your name tag. They’re there for a
reason, no?”
“Oh. Right. Ha. Well, take a seat and Dr. Rhe will be
right with you,” Parson says, forgetting to ask her for her
I.D. This very well might have been a strategy Kida had
devised to avoid putting herself and her name and life story
out there.
“Okay.”
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Instead of taking a seat yet again, she reclines her back
and left shoulder at the end of the receptionist desk
countertop. Clutching to her book, she decides that she’ll
read between this time and the time Dr. Rhe protrudes
from that pale blue door, like the Kool-Aid man barging
into a room unannounced and unwelcomed.
“Kida, okay, let me see if I got this right. So-chit-lee? Is
that right,” Dr. Rhe asks as she enters.
“Yeah, very close actually,” Kida says as she gets up
from her seat, grabbing her bag and coat.
“Well, you're up.”
“Okay,” Kida says to herself.
Parson thinks she is talking to him since she is very
close to him, looks up at her, then realizes that she's not
talking to him. He then proceeds to his work.
During the duration of her appointment, emotions in
the form of Pokémon attacks fly out of her: starting from
the latest book she’s reading to why she didn’t go to prom
to her passions to that one time that she wanted a Barbie
and her father bought her a Ken instead at the local
Walmart to “teach you a lesson.”
After she exits her doctor's office she goes straight to
the entrance. But she’s ahead of herself, forgetting that she
needs to ask one of the workers about something that came
up in her appointment, so she walks back to the counter.
“Hi, uh, may I have a doctor’s note? My appointment
went overtime, so Dr. Rhe didn’t have time to print one out
for me.”
“Uh, yeah, sure. Hold on,” Parson says. “Goddamn,
it’s just taking its precious time, isn’t it,” he mutters under
his breath, referring to the speed of the computer. “It’s
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going to take a minute, if that’s fine.”
“Sure, that’s okay.” She stares at the computer screen
and back at the man, reading his apparent frustration.
“Any plans for the weekend,” Kida asks. She suggests
it’s good enough small-talk that seems to be successful
whenever her dad does it.
“Well, just homework and finishing some of the food
in my fridge before they go bad,” Parson responds, paying
more attention to the buffering computer.
“I hear you. Yeah, that’s good, so that you don’t waste
the food.”
“Yeah, I mean, I bought it all, so I better hope I don’t
waste it. You know?”
“Yeah, I know.”
“You know what? I forgot, I get to go home this
weekend. Man, I really miss my family,” he smiles,
forgetting that he’s revealing this to a complete stranger.
“Well, that’s good. I can tell you’re looking forward to
it. You miss ‘em?”
“Yeah, you have no idea, man. It’s been a while. And I
get to see my ol’ Paquito.”
“Oh, your dad?”
“No, my dog. God, I miss him. You didn’t hear it from
me, but I love the little guy.”
“I understand,” Kida smiles, keenly interested.
“Well, enjoy your weekend. It sounds like it’s going to
be a pretty great one. I’ll--”
“Wait. You can’t leave without telling me about your
weekend.”
“What?”
“C’mon. It was completely selfish of me not to ask.”
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Caught off guard, Kida responds, “Hmm, you know.
Homework, studying, eating, breathing…” She looks at
Parson, who glances from his computer and back to her.
Almost out of nowhere, she decides to pique his interest.
“You know… I really wanna do a 24-hour read-a-thon,
which is just a random thing in which you read as many
books as you can for 24 hours. I’m really looking forward to
that!”
Parson notices her beam with excitement. “No way.
They have conventions for that?”
Confused, Kida responds, “Uh, no. No, it’s at my
house.”
“So, you’re holding a book club at your house?”
“Haha, no. It’s an individual thing.”
“Oh, cool,” Parson responds, still obfuscated.
“Yeah. Actually, I already know what I want to read.
Have you heard of The Lovely Bones?”
“The movie?”
“Yeah, well, it’s based on a book.” Parson nods out of
politeness and neutral interest. Kida continues, “So I’m
reading that and a book by Carrie Fisher--”
“No way! Princess Leia? I didn’t know she wrote books!”
“Yeah, she’s written quite a bit actually. At least five, I
think.” Her eyes dart diagonally upward to visually
demonstrate to him that she’s thinking while avoiding eye
contact. “I hear she was funny in person and her writing
even more biting and hilarious, so I can’t wait to dive into
her book Wishful Drinking.”
“Really cool. Tell me how that goes.”
“Uh, I will,” she says, surprised that he said this. It
means that he’s interested in hearing more, potentially starting
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another conversation, but maybe he’s just saying that to be polite,
she thinks. “I’m also deciding between Big Little Lies by
Liane Moriarty and The Night Circus by Erin Morgenstern
because I feel like I’m going to finish the other two books
within the 24 hours and I want to start another that’s longer
and can last me beyond the twenty-four hours.”
“Well, you know, have fun with that.”
“You too. I-I mean with your weekend. Haha.”
“I will. Have a good one. Oh, wait, hold up. Here’s
your doctor’s note.” He hands her the note, which she grabs,
but not before noticing his royal blue nail polish. She smirks
at this and waves goodbye, smiling.
Parson acknowledges her goodbye with a smile, then
proceeds to do the work he wasn’t really paying too much
attention to since Kida started talking to him. He spends
the next few minutes catching up on what he gets paid to
do, but not without thinking about his family and his
conversation with Kida to get him through the day.
The next Friday, Kida arrives and upon seeing her,
Parson already knows to input her into the system. When
she approaches the receptionist desk, he greets her, “Hi, Dr.
Rhe, right?”
“Yeah, thanks,” she responds.
Before she gets a chance to sit down, Parson asks, “So
how was the whole reading-a-thon thing?”
Surprised, she responds, “You know… Wow, great
actually, thanks for asking. I honestly thought you wouldn’t
ask because, well, I forgot myself. I already started diving
into this new book. Hold on, I have it with me.” She swings
her Ravenclaw backpack slouching from behind her and
digs into her bag. Meanwhile, Parson stares at his computer
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screen at some emails that appear to be important with his
right arm on his right thigh and left hand on his chin,
holding his pensive visage.
“Here it is. It’s Angels and Demons but in Spanish,” she
holds it up, even handing it to him.
Parson looks up from the emails to receive it with his
left hand.
Kida tries to notice any change in his facial expressions,
but he doesn't say anything to her as he flips through the
pages.
“It’s pretty big,” Parson replies with slight interest. “I
mean, there are lots of pages haha.”
What he really felt like saying was Wow, you’re handing
this to me. I didn’t ask you to do that, but okay.
“Yeah. It--”
“Kida?” Dr. Rhe unknowingly interrupts, calling for
Kida to enter the room.
Kida looks at Parson, pouting, to confirm that she
needs to leave for her appointment.
“Yeah, we could catch up when you’re done,” Parson
assures her. She nods, as he returns the book to her. She
walks away, and he could hear her greet Dr. Rhe, imagining
her smiling and having “girl-talk” with her.
For the duration of Kida’s appointment, he wonders
what they talk about in there and why Kida is here and how
coincidental it is that he chose to switch shifts with one of
his co-workers to work on Fridays, the day Kida so happens
to have her appointments. All he knows is that she is here
for psychiatric help, as Dr. Rhe is one of the school
psychiatrists, but nothing specific as to why Kida might
possibly be here. And since the receptionist desktop is
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monitored, it’s not like he’s curious to the point that he’s
going to jeopardize his job by looking in her file. That’d be
too suspicious and risky. But it’s hard for him to stop
thinking about her until she exits the door that separates
him from knowing the more personal things about her.
After Kida exits Dr. Rhe’s office and heads toward the
receptionist desk, Parson continues their conversation as if
it hadn’t ended.
“So, I’m impressed. You can speak Spanish?”
As if she naturally understands what he’s talking about,
she immediately responds, following his drift and
appreciating his interest. “Hmm? No, I can read in Spanish,
though speaking Spanish is a different story.”
“Well, I saw the movie version--in English, of course.”
“I wouldn’t have guessed otherwise,” she laughs.
“Haha, right. Well,” he laughs in between every few
words because he can’t really evaluate whether he’s nervous
or excited. “It’s not easy to understand, so I guess what I’m
trying to say is enjoy the book because the movie is really
good.”
Kida acknowledges his suggestion, not admitting that
she had already seen the movie four times despite strongly
affirming to herself that she prefers reading books before
seeing their respective movie adaptations. It is because she
adores every word that Parson says as if his words sing and
vibrate into her soul in a melodically unique way that even
the most attractive person in the world could not achieve.
“I’ll keep that in mind. It already has a really strong start.”
As soon as neither of them knows what to talk about,
she asks, “So what do you have planned for this weekend,”
her most frequently asked question on Fridays, one she asks
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classmates, acquaintances, and anyone she happens to walk
into throughout the day. She figures it’s conversational
etiquette, enough for an awkward person like her when they
don’t know what to talk about or how to continue a
conversation.
“I--”
“Actually,” Kida interrupts, “how was last weekend?
Your family, Paquito, which is an adorable name by the way,
and the potentially spoiled food that you may or may not
have wasted?”
“It was, uh, hold on.” He stops since he sees someone
who needs to check in. Kida turns around, following
Parson’s eyes pointed straight in front of him and almost
directly behind her. She looks to her book for comfort,
something she’s learned to do to seek shelter from
potentially awkward encounters.
The person approaches just as Kida opens Ángeles y
demonios.
This woman is shorter than Kida, but average height
for a female. And it appears that she has a confident walk.
She seems like a serious student who hides her troubles
through wasting herself at weekend parties, according to
Kida, who spends quite a bit of time comparing herself to
others. But she also seems pretty enough to get anyone
female-loving person’s attention, including Parson’s. Pretty
enough to make other women envious of her. But this is all
what Kida thinks, and Kida doesn’t exactly have an above
average self-esteem.
“Hi. Do you know if Dr. Johnson has any available
times for walk-in massage therapy?”
“Midterms stress?”
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“Yes! And a week before finals too, which defeats the
purpose of midterms, if you ask me. Seriously? How are we
supposed to improve on some skills in less than a week? And
why can’t all classes have midterms within weeks four and
seven, when it seems most logical to have them?” As she
rants, Parson looks up what this woman has urgently asked
for on the computer screen: the appointment times for
massage therapy.
“That really sucks,” he says, paying more attention to
the screen.
“No kidding. That’s why I’m really depending on this
massage therapy. So, are there any walk-ins?”
“Dr. Johnson, right?”
“Yeah,” she says semi-impatiently.
Kida gives a good look at this woman from her
peripheral vision, lifting her eyes from page sixty-seven to
the majestic creature Parson, who only naturally treats her
with a decent, mediocre demeanor.
His face becomes transparent enough for this woman
as his eyes scrunch up and eyebrows follow suit in a concave
shape.
The woman sighs, out of desperation. “Okay, are there
any available slots between today and tomorrow?”
Parson’s physiognomy remains virtually unchanged.
“Well, available slots? No. Sorry. We’re booked until the
end of the quarter.”
“There’s no--Ugh, fine.” she sighs and reaches her
hand over her forehead in frustration. Kida and Parson
doubly can tell that this woman has experienced enough
stress for the day and really deserves this walk-in
appointment to relieve it before she explodes in something
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reflective of someone’s head exploding volcanically in
cartoons.
“Yeah,” Parson turns the computer to face the
mysterious woman. “You see, walk-ins are allowed during
the gaps, like this one,” he indicates with his index finger,
“last month, for example. But over these past few weeks,
times are overlapping, so unfortunately, no walk-ins. I mean
you can come and risk waiting a while just in case someone
doesn’t come to their appointment, but that might be a long
wait.”
The woman exhales deeply.
Parson looks at her sympathetically.
“You know what,” he says, reaching for a Post-it, “write
your name, number, and school I.D. on here and as soon
as we get an available space, like if someone cancels their
appointment, we’ll call you.”
The woman exhales deeply again. “I guess.”
Before she gets the chance to write anything, Kida
barges into the conversation. “You know,” she says, as the
woman lifts her head to turn toward Kida, who she had not
noticed this entire time, “I was going to cancel my
appointment anyway. Are you free next Tuesday at 11? A.M.
not P.M., obviously”
“No, I have class. But thanks,” she says with wilting
hope. She proceeds to write her information on the Post-it
note.
“It’s okay. I suggest making an appointment when the
quarter starts--when you know your final exams’ schedule
because they fill up pretty fast.”
“Yeah, thanks,” the woman says, now insulted for her
untimeliness. “I’ll keep that in mind.” She turns to Parson
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for a split-second smile and trudges out the door with dread,
irritability, and burgeoning desperation wavering out of her
ass like a rainbow.
Kida and Parson, Karson, as someone might say if they
knew how the two communicated, exchange glances, chitchat for a bit about their weekly events and weekend plans,
and then pursue their individual lives.
The next Friday, Parson anticipates on her arrival in
order to strike up a conversation, learn more about her, and
input her name in the system, but she doesn’t arrive.
Wanting to see where their conversation takes them, he’s
disappointed. He wants to see what book she wants to read
next, but to no avail. He wants to hear what she might have
planned for the weekend, much to his dismay.
For some reason he suspects might be associated with
Kida’s absence, the medical center seems quieter, more
boring, and less productive. Slow, until the next Friday:
“Hey, we missed you last week?” Parson wishes he
would have said I missed you last week, but instead, he
replaces I with we to cover up his infatuation. Regardless,
he consciously shoots himself down, wondering if asking
Where were you last week? would have been more appropriate
instead.
“Oh, I went home for the weekend to celebrate my
birthday with my family; it's a joint birthday. You know, a
lot of people in my family have birthdays in May so we
celebrated mine, my mom and dad's, my brother-in-law’s,
uncle’s, and aunt’s. Mine and my mom's birthdays are a
week apart.”
“Did you guys do anything crazy fun, like going out
and drinking?”
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“No, nothing like that. I’ve never really had a birthday
party, you know, with friends, a piñata, and the whole
shebang. We usually just celebrate family birthdays, which
is all a person can really ask for. So yeah, nothing like the
parties people our age typically have, you know? And I'm
not a party person anyways, you know? I'm not into drinking
or drugs or anything like that.”
“Wow, how wholesome.”
“It is what it is. I'm not into, you know, frat parties or
anything like that and if I am to go to a party like that, I
usually just go for the food, which is virtually rare to come
by at them.” Her eyes dart up in the air imaginatively as she
speaks. “Especially if there are nachos and pizza.”
“I like nachos and pizza too,” Parson responds.
“Yeah well, who doesn't? Well, I guess people who are
lactose intolerant.” The two laugh until Dr. Rhe calls her
into her office. And the next forty-five minutes or so ensue
naturally.
Naturally, that is, until after Kida exits Dr. Rhe’s office
and returns to the receptionist desk with which she’s now
familiar.
“Hey, uh, I think you’re really pretty and cute and
mysterious and--”
“Thanks, I mean, I don’t think so, but thanks.”
“I think so. Why don’t you?”
“I don’t know. I mean, you could be with whoever you
want, someone better. There are women out there who are
prettier and social, and they have so much going for them.
I… don’t because I have a lot of problems that make me
undeserving of someone really liking me. Relationships
with people like me are hard to come by without much
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controversy.”
“Look, you’re the person that I’m flirting with and like
at the moment. My feelings for you aren’t any less valid
because I actually like you and you’re the girl I want to go
out with,” Parson blurts out after much embarrassment,
and spontaneity, realizing what he just said.
“What? Like on a date?”
“Yeah, if that’s fine by you.”
“Uh, well I don't know. Probably not, uhhh, what
makes you think I want to go out with you?” Somehow, she
can’t find the right words and she doesn’t have the ability
to add wit on the spot. She’s targeted and doesn’t know
what to do in this police line-up of one and all shades of
Kida Xochitl.
“Oh, uh, I don’t know. I thought that, you know, we’ve
been flirting for a while and I like you and I hope that you
like me. You’re quirky and I think that’s cute in a girl.”
“I don't know. You wouldn’t want to go out with me.”
“Yes, I would,” Parson says defensively. “That’s why
I’m asking you out.”
“I mean you don’t really wanna go out with me. You
just pity me.”
“Wait, what?” Caught off guard, Parson composes
himself, reminding himself of his training sessions
regarding how to sensitively treat people who may have
mental illnesses.
“Look, you don’t want to go out with a transgender
woman,” she says affirmatively, as if she’s speaking for him.
She looks at the shock and surprise on his face and no
words need to be exchanged for them to be on the same
page.
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“Oh. I didn’t know…”
“C’mon you knew,” she says, hoping she didn’t let the
cat out of the bag so soon. He really isn’t going to like me now.
Everything suddenly seems to make sense to Parson
now--the I.D., her name in her medical records, the extra
bit of mystery she had to her, everything.
Slightly unsure of what to says, he responds, “No, I
really didn’t. You really threw me for a loop there.”
He notices Kida look down at the counter in
embarrassment. Mercifully, he still tries to extend his
invitation because he doesn’t want her to think that he
would revoke it just because she’s trans even though he
doesn’t know how he feels about going out with a trans
person.
“We could get drinks and--”
“Alcohol mixed with my medication can KILL me,”
Kida interrupts, ignoring the fact that her voice cracked a
bit. “You work at a medical center, and you don’t get that?”
“Look, we could work something out. I don’t mind. I
don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable.”
“No, you are making me uncomfortable.”
“Yeah, I mean it couldn’t hurt. You know, take a
chance. You never know where it might--”
“Look, I have an appointment with Dr. Rhe.
Remember? You always seem to remember. So why don’t
you put me in the system like you always do? Because I need
to see Dr. Rhe. I don’t want to go out with you and have
you be embarrassed to be seen with me in public. I don’t
want to be date raped and found at the back of someone’s
Subaru while you boast about your latest sexual conquest
and forget to mention that that fling was a tranny. I want to
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see Dr. Rhe, because she is my psychiatrist and I need her
to help me avoid the anxiety in my life, including the
anxiety you’re giving me right now.”
“Oh, okay. I understand.”
At this point, Parson acknowledges that he doesn’t
know how to climb out of the rut he accidentally put
himself in. Not only did I hurt a really nice girl who did nothing
wrong to me, but now my job may be on the line for offending one
of the patients. It’s only a matter of time until she complains about
me and there goes my scholarship, job, future.
“No, you don’t understand,” Kida mutters to herself.
“Well, I’ll put you in the system.”
Parson nervously attends to the computer while
avoiding eye contact. Kida, on the other hand, is out of
breath. It takes a lot out of her to shout. She hates shouting
because her voice, which she trained to feminize herself,
reverts to male-Kida. Somewhat embarrassed, she tugs at
her dress and finds her arms hug herself as she crisscrosses
them.
Part of her wonders if shouting and putting herself in
that situation was uncalled for. Part of her was proud that
she stood up for herself, when for some many years she
hadn’t. Part of her knew this was wrong and easily
resolvable. Regardless, she felt unequivocally like a badass.
She’s been meaning to stand up to people to whom she’s
been too nice.
“Miss Xochitl,” Dr. Rhe announces from outside her
door, unaware of what had just ensued between Kida and
Parson.
Kida turns to Parson. “You're lucky I haven't reported
you for harassment,” she says before nearly slamming the
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door behind her.
The second Kida exits her psychiatrist’s office, Parson
wants to ensure that he clears the misunderstanding with
her, having been on his toes with each person who has
exited through the door that connects to the offices. His
antsiness gets the best of him when he races around the
receptionist desk to catch up to her.
Finally catching up to her, he wheezes, “I would still
like to date you though.”
“Look. I’m sick. I’m here for a reason, Parson. I’m at
this medical center because I have mental illnesses. It’s not
that I don’t want to date--”
“What’s stopping you,” Parson politely interrupts, still
slightly out of breath.
“Don’t interrupt me when I’m talking,” Kida says
sternly. She rolls her eyes. “I don’t want to hurt anyone with
my mental illnesses. I guess what I’m trying to say is,” Kida
looks aside, rolling her eyes at the thought of admitting
something she had long held inside, “How can I invest time,
energy, and money in something that could potentially turn
into a relationship? That involves commitment, and I have
dysthymia and anxiety and, I don’t know, I don’t think I
deserve to go out with someone who could find someone
better than me. I’m fucked up and have bad thoughts and
can be selfish and wish bad things for other people and treat
my family terribly. I’m running empty. I’m a shell of
someone I’m losing within myself.”
Tossing his eyes from deep within Kida’s eyes to the
white-and-grey marble tiles of the medical center floor,
Parson begins to realize that taking a risk involves a bit of
complication that he’s not sure he could handle. These
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aren’t the things one can predict to hear from someone they
like but now that he knows that there’s a lot more in Kida’s
file and appointments, he tries to conjure words to express
any possible sympathy to her.
“Okay. Okay, uh, well, I, I--”
“Just respect that.”
“I do, it’s just,” he tries to find his words, “will I ever
see you again?”
“My school insurance covers psychiatric support and
Dr. Rhe is a really good therapist, so yeah, as long as both
of those bases are covered, I guess I’ll be seeing you quite a
bit. From in front of the receptionist desk, that is.”
“Yeah, yeah, fine, I can totally do that. I guess I’ll be
behind--”
“You’ll be doing your job?”
“Yeah, I’ll just do my job. That’s a good idea, ha,” he
laughs nervously, realizing how embarrassing and possibly
regretful he is for putting himself out there. Because he
didn’t know what to do or how to react, he draws his hand
to pick up a stapler, realizing that he doesn’t need it. But he
holds it anyway, so it seems like he does need to use it in
case anyone who saw the confrontation so happened to look
at him.
Just as Kida leaves, he puts the stapler down, staring
directly at the door as if she were still standing there and
hadn’t left him in that state of confusion and disbelief and
a hint of romantic curiosity.
At her next weekly appointment, she goes to the
receptionist desk and feels the strain of having her eyeballs
resist turning to the ravishing creature sitting before her.
Kida says, “I'm here to see Dr. Rhe.”
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“Okay, I'll put you in the system so take a seat please.”
Kida proceeds to sit down in the sitting area
containing vertical rows of black chairs with beige cushions
connected. She sits several seats in the first row from the
entrance, but not directly in front of Parson, where Parson
notices her take out a pill bottle and consume two blue oval
tablets. Protectiveness and concern overcome his face, but
he urges the idea of wanting to talk to Kida out of his mind
by occupying himself with the work he gets paid to do. He
shuffles papers and sets them aside. She returns her pill
container to her bag only to replace it with a fresh book she
borrowed from a friend: Get Well Soon by Julie Halpern.
“Sophie Macdonald?”
A woman in a short, pale blue denim dress gets up,
collecting herself and hiding her phone in her purse before
she follows the doctor that just called for her. Kida’s eyes
follow her as the woman’s breeze hugs Kida from behind.
Parson, on the other hand, makes it a habit to prevent
himself from lifting his head in an upward direction.
On this slow Friday, the last Friday of the quarter, one
of Parson’s coworkers staples some documents, breaking a
bit of an atmosphere that seemed quiet despite several
workers chatting and giggling among themselves. Kida just
zones them out.
The second Parson decides to call out Kida’s name, Dr.
Rhe beats him to the punch, after which Kida packs her
book in her bag, something she’s used to considering how
she’s usually alone, and makes her way inside a room she’s
been in many times before. Parson? Defeated by his own
regret.
He has one opportunity to say something before the
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end of the quarter. Otherwise, he’d think non-stop about
this woman, who he believes led him on to some capacity.
Or did he lead her on? Maybe it was mutual.
In the meantime, he helps patients as they come, one
Latina student flirting with him, but he just wasn’t there
mentally. Only thinking about any parting words he could
possibly say to Kida in order to absolve any
misunderstandings and apologies he might have with her.
The second he decides that he wants to tell her how he feels,
including how he accepts her unique life and humanity, she
has already exited Dr. Rhe’s office and headed toward the
entrance of this medical center floor.
Well, until, that is, she walks passed a face that’s
familiar to hers.
“Kida?” A woman, the same woman flirting with
Parson, spots Kida as she passes by. Parson is, again,
unaware, having even ignored this woman for most of the
time she had been speaking.
“Oh, yeah, hi Diana,” Kida announces, surprised to
find someone recognize her when she barely talks to anyone.
Nothing is more painful to Kida than small talk. Kida
accidentally shifts her eyes to Parson, who is staring right at
her. He can understand how uncomfortable she must be.
Come to think of it, he had never seen Kida converse with
anyone other than himself and Dr. Rhe.
Diana walks toward Kida, which Kida appreciates as
she wouldn’t willingly want to walk toward her since she was
standing right next to Parson.
“Haha, good thing it was you. It would’ve seemed
weird if I said your name without it being you. That’s an
embarrassing thing I don’t want to relive.”
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“Right, haha.” Kida tries to find something to talk
about, so she allows Diana to initiate, or rather continue
the conversation.
“So how is everything? Have you adjusted alright? I
mean, everything’s so different from high school.”
“Yeah, you know, life goes on. I’m a part of some cool
clubs and I’m starting some projects that I’m really excited
about, stuff that I didn’t have the opportunity to do in high
school. You know, I didn’t really participate in high school;
I was just academic and studied too hard. It all got me here,
but, I don’t know, I guess I was too hard on myself. Either
way, I guess I would’ve been alright.”
Diana stares at Kida as if she feels sorry for her, but
she’s zoned out while hearing her talk. “Yeah, well that’s
college for you. At least you can do more things here.”
“You must be adjusting well. You were so involved in
high school: president of clubs, volunteering, all A’s in all
your classes, talent, sociability.”
“That’s not true. I mean, yeah, I did well in high school,
but college is an adjustment for everyone. The fact that I’m
in this waiting room kinda says something about my mental
and emotional health, doesn’t it?”
“I guess that’s true.” There’s a brief, awkward pause.
“You’re an engineering major, right,” Kida asks, feeling
obligated to pursue the conversation that she never asked
to be in.
“Yeah, I’m also doing a WAC, or World Arts and
Cultures, minor.”
“Oh, that’s cool. You could expand your activism by
understanding the social and cultural systems around the
world. You could make professional and more well-
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informed arguments about human rights.”
“Yeah, it’s really fun and easy, but there’s a lot of
reading.”
“Engineering must not be easy. I mean, I’m all for
women in STEM, especially women of color in STEM.
Almost everyone on my floor is a STEM major, so it seems
like women aren’t a minority in the industry, but that’s just
the demographic here, you know, students, not real-world
professionals.” Kida notices that Diana is an active listener
as she nods her head and indicates agreement by humming
“mmhmm.” She’s utterly blind to the fact that Diana just
started paying attention to what she was saying. “What do
you want to do with engineering?”
“I want to be a mechanical engineer and, I don’t know,
I’ve only gotten that far. It’s so broad, so I’ll have to figure
out what works for me by trying out everything I can. Who
knows, I could probably run my own business in Silicon
Valley and have people working for me. It’s up in the air for
now.”
“Yeah, that’s a good idea, explore your options.”
“Yeah. Hey, you should go to this Halloween party in
Hermanos Unidos on frat row. It’ll be lots of fun,” Diana
says lyrically.
“Na, I’m good. I’m not a party person,”
“You don’t have to be a party person in order to go to
a party; you just have to have fun.”
“Yeah, but I don’t need sex and drugs to have fun.
That’s not fun for me.” Meanwhile, Parson is overhearing
their conversation.
“You should let loose a little, though.”
“That’s not my idea of letting loose but thank you.”
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“Diana. The room’s ready for you,” Dr. Rhe
announces from outside the pale blue door that separates
the waiting room and the medical center rooms.
Diana looks at Kida upon breaching to her departure,
though she doesn’t really acknowledge her goodbye, leaving
her with the impression that she is a buzzkill that Diana had
no patience for. Nothing has changed between the two since
high school.
“I’ll see you later,” Kida says as Diana leaves. She smiles
at Dr. Rhe, realizing how awkward it is to see someone after
already bidding farewell to them.
Kida is aware that she doesn’t want to see Diana later.
In fact, she didn’t even want to see her at all. She never
anticipated on seeing her and had no plans to. People like
Diana made her feel insecure, depressed, weird, untalented,
and unintelligent in high school. There was no comparison
between them in anyone’s eyes because Kida was never even
considered. Diana was the charm everyone saw in their eyes,
the one most likely to succeed.
Not that Diana was mean to her, she was just
everything, the well-rounded student and leader in high
school that Kida wanted to be like. She wishes that she was
as effortlessly outspoken and admired and respected among
her peers and the faculty and administration as Diana, but
instead, she stayed out of everyone’s business and remained
as anonymous as possible.
Now, Diana’s just a subject to begin discussing in her
next appointment with Dr. Rhe when she was someone
Kida tried so hard to forget about. But that would be the
beginning of the next school quarter.
Just that conversation alone exhausted Kida. Diana
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won’t see her coming when Kida becomes the most likely to
succeed.
Why the fuck did she have to be here? I was doing just fine
without her. I started out right. I’m starting things I didn’t have
time for in high school, things I’m proud of and now she’s here,
which means, by coincidence, I’m probably going to see her more
frequently until, eventually, we’ll have the same class and she
probably, realistically won’t sit next to me because she’ll sit with
her already established friends or rather people who will rapidly like
her if they are not friends already, but she’ll wave at me and suggest
having dinner ‘cause that’s definitely what extroverted people who
went to the same high school as you say if they go to the same
college as if they mean for dinner to happen when they know in
their heart of hearts that it won’t.
More importantly, why is she here to see Dr. Rhe, who’s a
psychiatrist? Okay, don’t make assumptions. Maybe her puppy
died. I don’t know. What do super privileged people get therapy for?
Maybe she goes just to stay mentally healthy and talk? Wait, she’s
extroverted. She talks and talks and talks anyways to anyone like
an unregulated, continuously flowing water fountain. Doesn’t she
say enough to her friends? Doesn’t she reveal too much of her life
story and accomplishments to unassuming strangers who never
asked about her accomplishments anyways? Shut up, Kida. You’re
being judgmental. Sure, you went to high school with the girl, but
you don’t know what goes on in her life to make assumptions. Gosh,
I hate thinking like this.
Kida looks over to where Parson would be, partly
because she wants to see how he reacts, even though part of
her refuses to look over. He’s irresistible not to look at, so
she lets her eyes anticipate on his figure as they drive
themselves to his direction. But he’s not there.
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She composes herself, sniffs tear-initiated fluid from
her nose, and makes her way out the door.
Some after Kida walks away, Parson stares at Kida’s
dwindling body heading further and further down the hall
outside the medical center. He sees her in a new light.
There’s more to her, he thinks. He imagines the certain speck
of despair in her face she dressed herself in when she spoke
with Diana, though he doesn’t recognize it as well as she
does.
Kida has familiarized herself with this burning feeling
of disappointment and extreme sadness that she didn’t ask
or look for. This was a conversation she never anticipated
on, one that was inevitable considering how her school
valedictorian attends the same school as her.
Parson just couldn’t handle seeing her in such a state.
He knew the opportunity to share his feelings with her the
second Diana addressed her name, startling him. It made
him forget everything he had wanted to tell her in a spill of
hormones and blood rushing through him.
“Hey, are you okay, man,” a co-worker asks.
“Yeah, my chest hurts a bit, but I’ll be alright.” The
truth is, he knows that he probably won’t be alright for a
while, at least not until things clear up between him and
Kida--if things clear up between the two.
“Is this about what that girl said to you last week? Man,
she fucking got you. I saw your face turn all red. You must’ve
been pretty fucking embarrassed then, huh?”
“Look, it’s nothing,” Parson says to assure himself that
he’s alright and brush the reminder out of his mind.
“Don’t tell me you two…”
“What?”
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“You two…?”
“What? Man, what are you insinuating?”
“Have you guys,” he silences himself and looks down
at his hands, prompting Parson to look at his coworker’s
hands as he coworker slips a finger of one hand through a
hold he created with his fingers in another hand.
“God no! I don’t--We haven’t even seen each other
outside this building. How would we be able to do that?”
“I don’t know, but sometimes I hear some doctors and
nurses do some shady shit in some of the offices. They don’t
even keep it discrete you know. It’s not that hard, so maybe
you…”
“Why are we still talking about this? What do you want?
Do you, like, need something?”
“Look, you better get your ass in here to check your
blood pressure out. I’ll call the love doctor, I mean Paige, to
see if she has a few minutes to squeeze you in, among other
things you be squeezing in. Best case scenario, you get your
ass out early.”
“I have to look at this document from the new R.N.”
“Dude, did you hear me? I said you can go home.
HOOOOME. Get a long weekend. Sleep. Everyone knows
you’re fucking tired all the time. We could see it in your
pigmentation. It’s kinda gross seeing you this pale. You
should seriously check with Paige. Maybe I’ll have to see
Paige too. Listening to your issues almost makes me wanna
get out early… Hmmm, keep talking.”
“Yeah, maybe I should.”
“Good. You should relax, man. You work too hard.”
“Can’t lose my scholarship, man. The nursing school
is expensive, and they must’ve pitied me or something when
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they accepted me because I don’t know why they even did,
so I really have to prove myself to them and provide for my
family.”
“Just relax. Get some drinks in you and you’ll be fine.
Or sleep. Or both. You look deprived of fun, so do
something and lay low this weekend. ‘Kay?”
“Yeah, nothing says fun like being below
consciousness. I guess I’ll see Paige then. Cover for me.”
Fuck, my head hurts and I’m not even hungover. Not to add
that my heart hurts like someone drove a stake through it. It’s like
numb, yet empty.
With the school year coming to a close, Kida will not
have any appointments with her doctor since she lives
nearly fifty miles outside the perimeter of campus.
Returning to a house full of stressors, she has no choice but
to manage on her own and focus on her mental health
without any convenient medical consultation. It doesn’t
help that she signed up for more classes than she could
handle and two jobs to prevent herself from succumbing to
her stressors in her house all day. Parson, on the other hand,
returns home to help out his family and earn some income
with a job already set up for him through one of his prior
employers.
He has no option but to wait. And wait he will-essentially three months to get a chance to alleviate any
nerves that might sneak within himself. His awareness of
the misery he will endure and the dread and anticipation
on a possibility he knows will eventually happen become the
hardest part, harder than when she publicly scolded me, he
thinks.
And sometime after the school year has begun, after
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many hours have been worked, and after many, many books
have been read, Kida understands that she has to return for
her medication and therapy at some point, yet she doesn’t
realize what she’s getting herself into by walking into her
school’s medical center until she approaches the door.
Upon entering, she doesn’t see Parson, so she figures
that one of his co-workers or higher-ups must have asked
him to do some task.
As she approaches the front desk, she tries to come up
with what to say. Approaching front desks usually gets her
in such a panic anyway that her life story and introductions
like Hi, I’m Kida and I’m looking for Parson because I want to
apologize for hurting his feelings and nearly having a panic attack
in front of him, but I think he’s cute and am afraid to tell him that
I like him all seemed to be too long.
“Hi, do you know if Parson Geffers is here?” blurts out
instead.
“No. That isn’t a physician, is it? You might want to
check one of the other floors,” the receptionist says.
“No, it’s fine. I’m here to see Dr. Rhe.”
“Okay, can you show me your I.D. please,” the
receptionist asks.
Later, that afternoon, Parson finds himself walking
down the staircase from the nursing school.
Should I get lunch? I have an hour between this and Food
Club, so I guess I don’t have to each lunch and waste a swipe if
I’m getting free, swipeless food. On the other hand, I get more food
if I do both. Hmmmm. Parson’s eyes shift over straight ahead
to the quad, where he sees a flu shot booth outside the
medical center.
Oop, should I get my flu shot. They’re doing them in the quad,
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huh? Yeah, I should. Okay, I’ll walk over.
On the way over, he sees Kida walk out from the
medical center.
Without much thought, he announces, “Kida,” Parson
exclaims loudly and almost spontaneously from behind her.
“Hey.” Kida turns around and scratches her head,
partly because it’s itchy, partly because she doesn’t know
what to do with her hands. She has very good hearing but
uses her loud music and earbuds as an excuse to not talk to
certain people when she doesn’t have the energy to do so.
Which is often.
“I went to my appointment and didn’t see you, not
that I was looking for you. I don’t know, I guess after you
see a guy every week for several months, you tend to expect
him. This is what it must feel like to withdraw from
conditioned stimuli. I think I can finally empathize with
Pavlovian dogs.”
Parson laughs, understanding that she intended her
words to include a joke from her facial cues, though only
slightly understanding it.
“Uh, yeah, um, my friend usually works Fridays; I
switched with him last year because he had a thing.”
“A thing?”
“Yeah, a thing.”
Kida stares at him blankly.
“A personal thing,” he elaborates.
“I can relate.”
Parson laughs nervously. “Yeah. But since it’s the new
year, new classes and work schedules.”
“I understand. I just didn’t consider that,” Kida
affirms.
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“Yeah, speaking of not considering stuff, I, uh, really,
really want to apologize to you. It was completely insensitive
of me not to consider what you’re going through. It must
be a lot.”
“Yeah, it is,” Kida says, almost saying a joke to reduce
the levity of the situation. She decides against this because
she doesn’t expect this to be easy for him considering his
genuine demeanor. “I didn’t expect you to know. I guess I
really put myself out there.”
“Is that what you call putting yourself out there,”
Parson jokes, gleefully.
“Hey! It took a lot of courage. Courage I don’t
ordinarily have.” Kida punches his arm playfully.
The teaser he is, Parson exclaims, “Wow!”
“Sorry, I don’t know what to do with my hands when
I’m nervous.”
“I was kidding. And you don’t need to apologize for
that. I could say something cheesy or inappropriate with the
whole hands thing, but I want to hear about your story.
Only if that’s okay with you.”
“Oh. My story?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, there’s not much too it.”
“That’s not true.”
“You’re right. I guess I’m downplaying my life. The
truth is I’ve been through more than I can give myself credit
for.”
“Well, I’d love to hear all about it.”
“Parson.”
“Kida?”
“I’m not well. I don’t, I mean I like you, I just… Do
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you know what I mean? There’s so much my mind thinks
about, some things scary, some things manageable, but
mostly unfiltered and uncontrollable and without my
consent. And every time I feel like I’m getting better,
something tells me I haven’t passed Go on the Monopoly
game board. I’m going nowhere, I won’t achieve what I’ve
been saying I would, that I’m still a disappointment. I can’t
explain it, but--”
“No, I mean, if it’s how you feel, I gotta respect that.
No one, even psychiatrists, has all the right answers. I have
to take your word because it’s true to you. I can’t feel what
you feel to verify it, so I believe you. Panda bear scout honor,
man.”
Kida laughs. “I should also apologize--no I will
apologize--right now, actually. God, I shouldn’t have said
‘should.’ Urgh,” she groans in anxious frustration.
What am I trying to say? Now, there’s a long pause and I’m
rambling, which isn’t far from digressing, Kida thinks Why can’t
I socialize like Diana? At least people like her come up with all the
right things to say on the spot. And somehow Parson is accepting
this long pause. He’s patient. I wouldn’t be patient with me if I
were him.
While this is happening, Parson wants nothing more
than to cut off the conversation, but Mom says, “Be patient.”
So, I have to listen to her. Don’t cut her off. Wait, did I already
cut her off? Dammit!
Wait, where are her eyes going? They seem to escape the air
when she’s thinking deeply. She looks like she thinks deeply a lot.
She looks very smart. The smart ones usually can just sit there and
think for hours in their own minds. And she has very big eyes. I
haven’t really noticed. But those lashes, man. No one could even
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tell she’s trans.
I hope she knows that she can be safe with me. I don’t want
anyone to hurt or mistreat her because she’s so great. She doesn’t
deserve to be hurting, but then again, if she wasn’t, I probably
wouldn’t have met her. She deserves attention. She deserves to be
spoiled. She deserves to be looked at and admired for her beauty
and intelligence. She deserves to be heard… Fuck, I’m not even
listening. How could I ask her out and spoil her if I can’t even
listen to her?
“I guess what I’m trying to say is that I never really,
uhhh, thought that I deserved anyone’s affection. You know,
any time I see an attractive guy and consider asking him out,
I always tell myself that he could do better, that he probably
deserves better. That he can’t understand or won’t care
about my problems. And I have a lot of problems. Like some
deep shit that you have to use a toilet plunger for. I’m sure
you know the feeling.”
“Yeah, I’ve used my ol’ trusty toilet plunger for years.
Wow, I’m really considering my life choices now, so maybe
I need a new plunger,” Parson jokes and Kida doesn’t take
more than a second to start laughing, holding back tears
she’s attributing to her hormones that are now fully in effect.
“I’m not kidding,” Kida snorts
“I know. I’ll shut up. I’m listening,” Parson nods,
tucking his smile and relaxing his lips.
“Parson, I think you deserve better. You’ll find
someone, I’m sure. Someone who doesn’t have as many
issues. Someone who’s not transgender. Someone without
mental illnesses.”
Parson nods, before realizing that she’s done.
I should say something, he thinks.
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“I don’t understand. But I’m willing to take the time
to listen and hear you out because you know you best. As
for you being transgender, I’ll admit, I was a bit skeptical,
but I talked to my mom and she told me all about it. And
while I still don’t know a lot about it from the half-hour
comprehensive conversation we had, I’m willing to learn
more from you. I’ve already looked into it online and I
learned a lot. How I feel about you means that my body is
doing the right thing. It’s telling me That girl, talk to her.
You’ll learn something. It’s telling me that you’re like any
other girl and the fact that I like you means that you’re just
any other girl. There might be some other things going on,
but… I guess I want to protect you. Scout honor, you know?
I shouldn’t be ashamed to know or associate myself with
you either. You’re pretty fucking cool and I like you and
yeah, my body is working correctly when it tells me that I’m
still a straight guy.”
“You could be with anyone.”
“I know.”
“Someone with a cooch.”
“I know.”
“Someone who doesn’t brush their teeth while taking
a shit.”
“I--Wait, you brush your teeth while taking a dump?”
“Yeah, it’s multitasking.”
“Mad props to you, man.”
“Thanks. I’m no queen, but I do know how to sit on a
throne, if you know what I mean.”
Parson laughs, “Wait, I actually don’t.”
“Toilet. Throne. They’re synonyms… Right a bell?”
“Oh, okay. You got me there.”
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“Speaking of bells, there’s this song called ‘You Can
Ring My Bell’ that comes on the radio often and I’ve found
it to be quite the inappropriate tune.”
“Quite?”
“Quite.”
“Kida?”
“Mhmm.”
“You’re stalling.”
“Shit, right. I guess I’ve never heard someone say that
before and take the time to understand me. Even my
parents don’t do that. But who says you need to protect me,
huh?”
“My mom.”
“Smooth answer. You two close?”
“Very.”
“That’s good. I like that… that you were open-minded
enough to listen.”
“Yeah, whenever I need a good talk, despite common
belief about guys, I know I can depend on my mom. I was
never really close to my dad, and so my mom raised me with
a lot of human rights and feminist ideas. It’s drilled into me,
you know?”
“I do. It’s reassuring to know that you have a strong
maternal system that you’re not afraid to admit to,” Kida
says.
“Yeah, well, anyways. How do you feel--about what I
said earlier? It kinda took a lot for me to say it all. It was all
kinda jumbled in my head when I gave it a good thought
about what I’d tell you if I saw you and when I did, they
scrambled like one of those puzzles with a thousand pieces
that I usually don’t have the patience for.”
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“I--”
“But I have the patience for you.”
“Clearly,” Kida utters.
“Hear me out. I’m going to forget this if I don’t say it
right now. You’re complex and something in me likes that
you’re hard to figure out and put together. No matter the
combinations of pieces I put together, I’m never going to
finish you. I have the puzzle box of you to look at, but I’ll
always be adding pieces to you.”
“I can protect myself, but I know that sometimes I
can’t, but the independent woman inside me, who prefers
being confined to my own mind and thoughts and
judgement, tells me that I can, when realistically, sometimes
I can’t protect myself. No matter how I try to spin that in
my head.”
“I guess you’re not alone then. I don’t have any
illnesses myself or in my family, but we all need protecting.
I’m glad that I have you. No matter how many potential
‘matches’ I may have out there, I’m not going to know any
of them as much as I’m ever going to know you. I won’t
have their protection, their back.”
“You can’t own my back, but I’ll let you borrow it.
Take it out for a spin,” Kida jokes with a glimmer in her eye
coated with a squint that looked like a flirtatious wink.
Nope, it was just a squint full of awkward haste accredited
to her staring at Parson for too long without really blinking.
“God, you know I was kidding.” Parson laughs.
Kida laughs in return, before turning her head down
at his hands, where she again notices his nail polish.
“Purple nail polish today?” Kida asks.
Parson, who has learned to not be as self-conscious
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about his nail polish in casual settings, is caught off guard
and shame returns. He laughs anxiously as he looks down
at his nails.
“Yeah, it’s not a gay thing--” He shyly slips his free
hand into his right pocket.
“No, not at all! Whoever says that, is obviously
constrained to their own limitations on what they think
makes a man.”
Parson smiles, slowly returning his hand to his side
comfortably. Not much more needs to be exchanged about
the matter.
“Do you want to talk more about this over coffee? The
campus bookstore opened up a mini café. I was heading
there anyway. We could talk about Paquito, if you’d like.”
“You know,” his face irresistibly tries to hold back a
smile, “I can’t not have a conversation about ol’ Paquito.
You got me, man. Right in my soft spot.” Parson smiles, and
Kida notices a dimple that’s only been hiding throughout
the entire time she’s known Parson. This smile seemed
genuine. Symmetric. And apparently he seemed to toss in a
dimple with that smile for the price of one this time.
Kida knew what he meant by his “soft spot”: his heart.
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I started writing this the night before/the day I
moved into UCLA for the first time. I needed to write to
calm down a bit and ease my excitement. My spontaneity
also made me decide to use the microphone feature on
Google Docs. What can I say? I’m a rebel.
In terms of writing it, I finalized the draft during
winter break of that year, and again, with more freedom,
nothing was stopping me from returning to writing as a
way of expressing myself. Furthermore, I liked the original
premise of what I was writing about and wanted to
elaborate as much as I could.
It focuses on my fantasy of falling in love in a coffee
shop (like the song, but also not like the song) or in a
bookstore--or better yet, a bookstore with a coffee shop
enclave. However, since I hadn’t technically started at
UCLA and I knew that I’d spend quite a bit of time in
psychiatric and medical places, I thought that I could
focus the setting there as if I were to meet an attractive,
smart, quirky receptionist, male med student.
This version of my fantasy centers on mental illness
and how that may conflict with relationships--which is
presented in the relationship between Kida and Parson,
wherein Kida experiences a form of depression and
anxiety, prompting her to take matters regarding her
mental health into her own hands. She struggles to love
herself amidst discrediting her own thoughts, actions, and
feelings, though she makes efforts to improve.
Kida’s truth is all too familiar and this idea
circulating throughout the story is something I had heard
quite a bit throughout my life but never really took to
heart until the end of my first quarter at university, when
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I cried emotionally in my dorm--unapologetically
apologetic about my lack of talent, beauty, and self-worth.
I thought about the same message my sister reminded me
in a book containing promising, meaningful messages that
my friends and family wrote to me at my going-away party.
My sister, who wrote a list of several reminders and advice
about how to manage myself as an adult, emphasized that
I need to love myself before emotionally, romantically,
and sexually involving myself in a relationship. Going into
a relationship without knowing or loving yourself makes
you more vulnerable to getting hurt if you aren’t aware of
what you deserve in a relationship as your partner and
relationship weave each other into your life and identity.
As I wept, I realized that I still don’t truly love myself,
especially when I don’t prioritize my mental, emotional,
and physical health and what I’m most passionate about.
This message doesn’t apply to just my circumstances, it is
universal, something we all forget or lose sight of as we age
and discover and rediscover ourselves.
This is step one of self-love: value yourself, respect
yourself, take yourself seriously. One thing about human
development is ensuring that we respect ourselves enough
that we let in the people in our lives who make us better
versions of ourselves. For example, people like Diana,
people who make insecure people like me feel terrible
about ourselves, need to be in our lives and journeys in
order for us to realize that we don’t want such people in
our lives and that we should accept and come to terms
with our own accomplishments and failures, strengths
and weaknesses, and personalities and lives more so than
compare ourselves to others that we may not want to
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surround ourselves with anyway.
Reese Witherspoon’s character, Madeline, in Big
Little Lies particularly harbors this us-versus-them
complex: “us” being stay-at-home moms and “them”
being successful working mothers. When the audience
soon realizes that she isn’t entirely satisfied with her family
life being her whole universe, we can empathize with her
more because we can see why she divides herself from
working mothers. Kida likewise expresses this divisive
complex when it comes to comparing herself to smarter
and more extroverted people, which is just one of several
attributes that prevents her from feeling deserving of
someone else’s love and affection.
Additionally, this story marks a development in my
writing. This is the very first story that I have written in
the third-person point of view, a tense I often imagined
being difficult to write in considering the fact that I’m so
narcissistic (I spend a lot of time alone, okay). In all
seriousness, we as Americans often think in the first
person and find it easy to refer to ourselves a lot when we
get the chance. When it came to thinking in the thirdperson for writing this story, I not only had to relearn how
to format dialogue, but I also had to separate myself from
the characters enough to make them exist on their own.
To have Parson, for instance, feel self-conscious
about his nail polish is something I’ve appropriated from
The Fosters and Boyhood and something I’ve personally
dealt with, especially when I transitioned. Parson doesn’t
get a lot of attention in this story, but I did want to capture
an essence of him being insecure about how he expresses
himself or his masculinity. He tries to be sensitive to
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Kida’s mental health, but he doesn’t exactly know how,
which really signifies an aspect of vulnerability. This idea
stems from lack of authentic representation of mental
disorders, which doesn’t help demystify the
misconceptions associated with mental illnesses as a whole.
This story also shows a mature development from
Platonic. These characters are more complex and, while
I’m no longer a hopeless romantic, I still would like to see
where these characters go. Nevertheless, I cut the story
short (sue me), letting you imagine what ensues between
the pair: a burgeoning love story, one could say.
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Kryptonic Sounds
When the sounds,
Which don’t touch,
Still harm,
That’s misophonia.
And yet they wonder
How this is so
Even when they claim
That the sun “hurts” their eyes?
It is not always physicality that hurts;
It’s the wavelengths they reproduce
That reverberate sonorously.
Loud, harsh...seemingly innocuous.
Cacophonic, discordant...harmless, huh?
Is it harmless when the kryptonite
Arouses primitive instincts?
When it motivates a drive to attack or flee?
When productively plummets
And Superwoman is super no longer?
She conceals herself in a room of one,
Helplessly yearning for sanity
In the ears of the beholder
And some zone safeguarded
By boisterous, resounding chatter
To alleviate the casualties in her ear canals,
Which are engendered by a pressure to escape
A spontaneously and perhaps intermittent roar, it seems.
Tantrums,
Though obnoxiously aberrant,

248 | she rotates with pluto
Exude a cry for help;
They aren’t a means of gaining attention,
A suitable excuse for someone
Who minimizes the severity of the disorder.
A weakened Superwoman,
Just know,
Will no longer remain the same…
Will no longer save the day
And work for herself and others
The way she had before.
Solidarity,
Eluded from harm,
Becomes a factor to consider
In the long run
When relationships and dinner banter
With family and friends
Become unbearable and almost torturous to escape
Because she must defend her sanity to others.
She mustn’t at all though.
Sometimes she considers a life of silence
But there are so many wonderful sounds
To be heard
That’d be lost
And that’s how she’ll truly become insane.
She hears every tap on glass,
Every lick on one’s lips,
Every crunch,
Every congested clearing of the throat
And yet,
She’s still super
And it’s only permanently temporary
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To weaken and never eradicate
An enemy she cannot see.
Physical actions don’t just hurt at times.
One’s pet peeve
Is her
*Cough, cough*
Kryptonite.
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Misophonia, also known as sound sensitivity disorder
or sound selectivity disorder, has more to do with anxiety
than hearing than one might think. It is a disorder that I
would describe as a sound that triggers me like a slap to
the face that lingers there like grime or an impending
leech; it invades my ear canal in the form of pitches and
air, surreptitiously penetrating their way into my auditory
cortices. Yet I’m expected to deal with the sounds as I
suffer helplessly and anxiously in a dead end as I deal with
pet peeves on steroids. In more scientific words, it is a
disorder characterized by an innocuous sound that others
would not notice that triggers a fight-or-flight response in
people with misophonia--fear, anxiety, no escape.
Growing up, my family convinced me that I was a
problem child, throwing tantrums to gain attention.
Nobody else seemed to react the way I did: slamming
doors, shouting at family members to get away from me
immediately after they triggered me with a sound, and
covering my ears in the car with my dad on our daily
commute to school until my fingers became numb.
The sounds would trigger me out of nowhere,
intermittently, making me paralyzed to the notion that I
can’t rudely storm out of a room in public, nor could I
concentrate on the topic at hand. How could I forget
always wanting to slap the girl that sat next to me in my
AP Psychology class whenever she chewed gum—which
was every day and against classroom policy.
It wasn’t until I took a Brain and Behavior course at
my community college the summer before my senior year
of high school that I had the opportunity to research
neurological and behavioral responses associated with a
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disorder of my choice and to propose an area of research
to further understand the disorder and how those with it
are treated. In class, I had been documenting topics of
study that my professor professed required more research
in understanding, but misophonia wasn’t one of them.
Sure, researching helping those with schizophrenia
discern between reality and hallucination would be
helpful, but misophonia was personal and I genuinely
wanted answers; it affected my social livelihood and
overall well-being for, by then, half my life, and I wasn’t
going to let it affect my chances of excelling in school.
So I typed in “why do sounds hurt me?” into Google
and found the term “misophonia,” coined by Pawel and
Margaret Jastreboff. As I researched, my experiences
became validated as something other than a nuisance or
an argument with my family. I thereon investigated
through my college’s periodicals and databases as I found
studies, very few, might I add, on the preliminary
understanding of the demography, proposed treatment,
and theories of the symptoms or causes, making me want
to not only further research this myself as a neuroscience
major, but also document and film experiences of this
through film, whether as nonfiction or as a part of a
character’s story arc in a movie or television series,
wherein I could write them authentically.
While misophonia continues to be an impending
threat and aggravating pet peeve that inflicts my everyday
life, I’ve found coping mechanisms through therapeutic
techniques that help me avoid potential public anxiety
attacks or lashing out at innocent bystanders who did not
mean to hurt me. More often than not, though, I use
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earbuds, turning up music at the highest volume at my
own expense as I walk about. It is still fairly difficult as my
reactions at times seem irrational, but now I no longer see
myself as a helpless victim using noise cancellation as a
Band-Aid. Through therapy and a persistent focus to
overcome my daily challenges, I am now starting to
overcome my problem as opposed to letting my problem
overcome me, as I walk about this world more
comfortably and confidently.
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The Temptress
"Isn't she lucky," an elderly, hunchbacked woman asks.
Mico hardly notices this woman standing beside her as
she stares earnestly at another woman across the park
greeting several people who appear to be friends of hers.
"Yeah, I guess she is lucky."
"Are you expecting as well?"
"No," Mico shakes her head, still placing her eyes on
the woman across the park. "I wish I could though.
Eventually."
"Someday?"
"Yeah. Someday," she says, still avoiding eye contact
with the elderly woman.
The elderly woman stares into Mico’s eyes.
"You can't have children, can't you?"
"What makes you think that," Mico asks suspiciously.
"The way you look at that woman with such
contemplation and latent resentment.” She pauses, looking
onward at the woman again. "Doesn't it make your blood
boil just hearing that she's going to abort the child? Poor
thing must be two months, maybe three…”
Mico doesn't respond, focusing more so on the
woman--with envy--only to avoid eye contact with the
haggard lady.
“She’s having an abortion? H-How do you know that?”
The elderly woman ignores Mico’s concern.
“She doesn't want it. Somebody else might. That
selfish bitch. If she can’t have it, no one can.”
“It’s none of our business.”
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“You don’t get to say that, dearie. You made it your
business the second you laid your eyes on her with
preconceived judgment already set in your mind. Stop
kidding yourself.”
"Look, I commend your conclusive reasoning, but I
don't feel comfortable talking about this with a complete
stranger."
"I can give you a child."
Mico raises her voice. "What the hell are you talking
about? Look, you need to go!" Next thing she knows, the
group of women she had been looking at had all eyes on her
and her eyes met the other woman’s.
Avoiding further direct eye contact with the ladies,
Mico retracts her eyes from them and instead onto the
woman standing next to her this entire time. And as if she
really gives a good look at the hunchbacked lady, it doesn't
take long for Mico to realize that the hag is balding and only
has several teeth. Her peeling, creased skin and an outfit
that might be a cross between a Halloween costume and a
crafted, anachronistic essence of a 17th-century New
Englander make the lady akin to a mysterious stranger her
parents told her not to talk to or associate herself with when
she was younger. It's crazy, she thinks, how that still applies
to her as a twenty-seven-year-old woman.
"It's sickening that you have to suffer, sweetheart, while
others throw away children like they're plastic kitchen
utensils."
Unresponsive, Mico tries to devise an escape plan. Is it
as easy as just getting up and walking away? Do I call 9-1-1 and
tell them I’m being harassed by a lunatic?
"Don't you think that every person who wants a child
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should have the opportunity to have one? Isn't it a sin to
take away a miracle--a gift--so carelessly? Don't you wonder
if every child considered to be aborted should go to
someone hopelessly longing for one?"
"I--"
"Don't, sweetie. Look at that woman," pointing at the
woman across the park again.
Mico's eyes fixate on the woman billowing with several
months of life inside her, a woman expatiating around a
picnic table with her friends. And suddenly, the elderly
woman's words become harmonious music to Mico's ears,
paralyzing her restraints and pinning her down to a
mesmerized, catatonic state.
"Take this, sweetheart," the woman says, unsuspectedly
offering her an apple.
As if under some spell, Mico’s right arm unreluctantly
outstretches for the apple, her eyes locked on the pregnant
woman’s belly. She grabs into it, takes a bite, and…
She wakes up on the green, chipped park bench, to the
sound of sirens crescendoing in the background and a child
staring at her from overhead. She smiles at the toddler, as
he stares back at her blankly. Nauseous and dizzy, she’s
slightly uneasy around the child, though pleasantly
surprised to see him.
As soon as she is about to say hi to the little boy, a
woman calls out, "Anthony. C'mon, leave the lady alone."
Mico is immediately startled by this. Her eyes leer in
the direction of the shouting as if they are targeting a prime
suspect like Terminator T-800.
"ANTHONY! Get over here! We need to go!"
The kid turns around and seemingly acknowledges
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that someone is shouting at him, though at a sloth’s capacity.
Frustrated and impatient, the woman, apparently the tiny
tot's mother, marches toward the child.
"Anthony! Seriously," she exclaims, grabbing his hand
and dropping the rocks he so happened to be clenching.
She looks up at Mico to say, "I'm so sorry if he bothered
you." The woman has her hands full yet manages to smack
the rocks Anthony picked up in his mother's brief
encounter with Mico away from his hands.
Mico can see the little boy staring off somewhere in the
far distance from Mico as he waddles beside his restless
mother. Her eyes follow his as the two make a last face-toface connection and as she is disappointed to find that he
is not hers.
It's almost as if she missed a piece of time when she
slept--however long she slept. Even though she just woke up,
she still somehow feels fatigued. Meanwhile, she notices the
woman she previously remembers sitting with her friends
being lifted and strolled away in a gurney into an ambulance,
seemingly unconscious with blood streaming from along
her legs.
Mico regurgitates fluids, immediately realizing what’s
happened.
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As soon as I had the chance, I started undergoing
hormone replacement therapy (HRT) when I moved out
of the Glenn household and entered university, but not
without reproductive consequences. I signed contracts
and familiarized myself with the effects of the medications
I’ll be taking for nearly the rest of my life. However, in my
first appointment with my physician, she warned me that
starting would reduce my chances of fertility. Each year
on hormones would impede both the quality and quantity
of my specimen. I could either store a sample of my sperm
and have it frozen cryogenically or immediately start
hormones. Concerned more about starting my life--not
that of another human being, I imprudently chose the
latter, sacrificing my fertility in what became one of the
most momentous decisions of my life.
Stopping hormones won’t guarantee procreation
either. Unless I was a trans-feminine lesbian with a cisfemale partner with working “parts” willing to be used for
reproduction, I couldn’t conceive children with aspects of
my genetic makeup and my future husband’s.33 I could no
longer even donate my sperm, as I had considered and
rejected at the thought of me, a woman, being in a
cryobank with men who’d question my purpose in being
there. Any possible chance I had at having a biological
child was shot out the window, accruing acidulous
afterthoughts of regret as I eagerly traded offspring for
33

Being trans-feminine means that one identifies, in terms of gender, as female or
feminine, and in terms of sexual orientation, as gay. Assigned male at birth, she
would likely be born inherently predestined to produce sperm, while her partner,
say, a cis woman, would have, hopefully, functioning reproductive parts, like a
uterus and fallopian tubes.
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thicker skin (increase of body fat and self-confidence),
bigger boobs, and other cosmetic features. Unsurprisingly,
many women who undergo abortions don’t go without
feeling more or less the same edacious ignominy.
While I already mentioned my infertility in “The
Tunnel,” this short story explores a view of shame toward
women who voluntarily undergo abortions, use other
contraceptive alternatives, or receive a surgery or other
medical procedure to remove a reproductive organ or
function. In the end, shame rests on both parties. Mico
gets what she wants, but not without the guilt of taking
the child of another, while the woman who wanted the
abortion will bear guilt in choosing not to bear a child,
and remorse in the ectopic pregnancy that beat her to it.
By referring to yet not focusing on the pregnant
woman in the park, I give a lens through which we view
women who choose the abortion route. We know nothing
about this woman, so we can’t assume she’s “a slut,” a rape
victim, or anything. We don’t know about her motives for
pursuing an abortion at all. We don’t know what the
woman is feeling, which leaves her humanity absent, yet
still very present in the sense that she’s repeatedly, yet
anonymously referred to from a distance.
Getting an abortion is a traumatic experience to
anyone who gets one. It is an option, and no one really
“wants” to get one, nor does anyone want to experience
the shame perpetuated by pro-life and pro-choice people
alike. The topic of trans-related fertility isn’t really
discussed and I really wanted to convey how I feel about it
through this book, how there could be many shades of
shame associated with it as well.
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Untitled #3
Sometimes,
The inner core
Hopes to just repose serenely on a floating platform
without any destination.
Just a little escape.
But no.
Any moment of escape my mind takes
Animates itself into an ephemeral dream
Or, much worse, embodies a nightmare.
But my soul rests in a reality without any platforms
With which my feet can land safely.
My being constantly gets knocked down
In a fighting arena with
Expectations, obligations, questions, uncertainties.
And in this reality,
It has options:
Tear itself apart and hit self-destruct,
Latch on for dear life without much effort
Only to land feet first on the ground,
Or actively engineer a way onto a surface of one’s own
creation
With their own touch of security.
With enough self-love, amnesty, and trust,
That is solely a possibility.
All it requires is
Thought,
Innovation,
And effort.
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This was recently written in response to having
woken up and not wanting to. I hadn’t really thought
about not wanting to wake up since I was fourteen, but
there I lay lost again. Even though there were days when I
didn’t want to wake up (days I’m sure many of us have had
and will continue to have), I get out of bed anyway. But
what I’m trying to say is that I haven’t aimlessly lingered
in bed with anything more than my paralyzing thoughts
since I was suicidal.
I wanted to be in eternal sleep and not wake up. If I
didn’t wake up, I wouldn’t have to be dissatisfied with
myself and deal with obligations that I felt had been
hindering my progress toward the passions in my life. Not
wanting to wake up translates as mild suicidal thoughts.
These thoughts had likely been lingering oh so briefly
within the past year that I hadn’t recognized that I was
suicidal again until that moment.
Here are two diary entries I had written at the time
of the construction of this poem:
***

April 10, 2018
Yesterday morning, I woke up at 2:22 AM or so,
having fallen asleep at 5 PM the night prior, totaling about
9 hours of sleep. I woke up and yet I didn’t want to. It’s
been several years since I’ve felt that feeling of
disappointment from waking up--my last suicide attempt
to be exact.
I might be suicidal again. How is it that nothing has
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changed in this past year? I’m supposed to be happier now
that I’m at UCLA: away from the trigger sounds, trivial
schoolwork, unaccepting high school faculty and students.
I find myself carelessly blundering, failing, and not doing
anything about it. Now, I stand here, waiting four more
hours just to cry. And I don’t take my hormones
consistently, or really take care of myself during the years
wherein I’m supposed to learn to live independently.
April 24, 2018
5:51 PM
Ackerman Union, Los Angeles, CA 90095
I have a physics midterm that I’ll be going to and
starting to fail in two hours. My goal: 40%. My straight-A
mentality and attitude lingered into the beginning of high
school, before I realized that I wasn’t at the top. I was
above average yet felt below average compared to my peers.
I expected myself to be the most studious, hardcore
student I had seen in my favorite TV shows and movies.
Yet even those characters had lives. I hardly had any extracurricular activities (though I said I did in my college
applications). I had a brain, sleep-deprived attitude, and
mentality that going through the boring is a temporary
sacrifice that’ll make everything afterward so worth it.
So how could I compare? How could I be my own
inspiration without sounding like a New York Times’
bestselling self-help book by Mark Manson?
Plenty of effort left me here, at UCLA, at the
Wolfgang Puck here in Ackerman Union. I didn’t even
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order any food.34 What I mean is plenty of effort and hard
work makes me look around, roll my eyes at myself, and
wonder if I’m reaching my goals. If everything will be
worth it.35
My mind winds, I daydream, I’m not there, and yes,
I’m in space. My mind isn’t directed just anywhere in
space; it’s on Pluto. Earth is so stressful, if you couldn’t
already tell. The thing is, I’m flying and landing, seeking
shelter on Pluto. The planet is small, but Her heart is big;
it ensures there’s a space for every lonely, daydreaming
soul, embracing us with hugs that outstretch to become
each of our own little celestial heavens so that when we’re
ready, loved, and empowered, we return to Earth
headstrong.
I don’t want the A. I don’t even want a degree; I want
my childhood back yet control over my life. I want to learn
what I want to learn under my conditions without
limitations.
***
As these thoughts encroached my mind, I realized I
needed to get some help, so I made an appointment with
a psychiatrist with UCLA’s Counseling and Psychiatric
Services (CAPS). After several appointments, I discovered
that I have persistent depressive disorder (also known as
higher functioning depression or chronic depression),
34

35

Granted, I’d do that at the Starbucks by my house when I was in high school.

In public, it may have looked like I was rolling my eyes at someone when I was
just rolling my eyes at myself.
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which is characterized by fatigue, less energy, depressed
ability to concentrate or make decisions, weight
fluctuation, low self-esteem, and feeling of hopelessness,
among other symptoms. It’s less severe than major
depressive disorder (which people commonly know as
“depression”), but it is more prolonged.
This explained my low self-esteem, constant
disapproval of myself, and depressive attitude for most
parts of most days. Withdrawal from daily activities,
pessimism, and fatigue have factored in with the constant
stress to which I find myself addicted. This poem
expressively articulates some of my confusion and a lot of
things I have been feeling that I couldn’t put into words
even when I was writing Sestina: In the Name of Pluto.
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The #MeToo Story I Didn’t Know I
Had
You touched me.
And after all these years of suppressing the fact that
your slithery, violating hands touched me, I have since really
forgotten that they were even there to begin with. But that
doesn't excuse the fact that you were here and there and
there and there.
I played it along as a joke and avoided you every chance
I could, especially when one of you chased me around the
classroom, even after our English teacher and band
instructor told you to stop provoking me. I didn't have the
power or the will to tell you two to stop then, so I went to
some teachers and the administration and left out the part
that you two harassed me the ways you had. But you had
the power and imbibed mine, the Death Eaters you are.
Let's see where you'd be had you touched me further
and in more vulnerable parts, the vulnerable parts about
which I felt most insecure and dysphoric. I wouldn't be so
kind. I wouldn't be so silent. Let's be real, the kindest thing
I could have done to you two was report your asses. Maybe
you'd learn a lesson or two about respect and empathy.
I took it as childhood teasing. Boys will be boys, right?
Boys will be boys when they get away with inappropriately
touching people in plain sight at age 13, when such
behavior is supposed to be deemed inexcusable? Hmmm. If
we don’t recognize the double standards we teach our
children about virginity, about sex and hookups, about
respect, about our bodies, we'll perpetuate the habit and see
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our children behind bars in a hypersensitive environment
that calls out such behavior as unacceptable.
You didn't see what I did in the restroom after you
publicly humiliated me, did you? No, you were too busy
claiming to others, not even behind my back, that I was gay,
when instead, I was realizing that I am, in fact, transgender.
I cried.
That's what I did in the restroom. I ran and exploded
in quiet bursts of inhales and exhales so that the guys in
there didn't already take your lies to heart, lies you had no
business sharing to anyone about me. After everyone left to
their eighth-period classes, I exited the restroom, tears
drying on my cheeks, eyes puffy, and walked into my eighthperiod Honors Algebra class, which was right next door,
and sat diagonally from one of you and in front of the other
in utter silence and distress. This was the life I was subject
to, I thought throughout the remaining minutes of not
taking notes, feeling the eyes of one of you unabashedly
reading me. This is just going to keep happening, and I’m never
going to defend myself.
But that wouldn’t stop you from insinuating certain
things about me, moaning and making kissy noises at me,
and isolating me and invading my space by staring at me
intensely with odious disgust and grabbing me wherever you
could when our teachers weren't looking in our direction.
A year after the encounters, I shared a geometry test
with one of you, and we stayed until after school as I
jeopardized our exam grade. What? Did you think I was
going to help you out? You asked and joshed "What did I
ever do to you?" as our teacher unknowingly and patiently
attended to grading the other exams. You shifted and
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fidgeted in discomfort just being alone with me as we stared
at the same difficult problems for minutes on end. You
probably complained about me with your accomplice by
calling me a fag after we left because it made you feel better.
We thereon went to high school, and I saw you laugh
and succeed and fail from afar. I didn't scoff; I just observed.
Because that's what the silenced do. I saw you like girls who
didn't know about your ways, or if they did, silenced
themselves to your liking. I cringe at the thought that they
changed you because you haven't changed and it'll take no
time for your hands to forget the existence of consent.
I sometimes shiver when anyone touches me where
you have, as if your fingerprints are still freshly imprinted
on my flesh. Although these memories have almost long
been forgotten, goosebumps vestigially remind my skin that
your skin asserted itself on me without my consent, without
love, without sexual interest. The injustices you have placed
on me, and undoubtedly others, have made me more vocal
and, trust me, you don't want to hear what this woman can
say when she uses her mouth (God forbid). I don't have to
be silent, "gay," or a lady about it. Ladies speak. Ironically,
you taught me how to love myself a bit more when I just
didn't at the time. And how I love is who I am, and who I
am is a person who forgives and hopes.
This story isn't only long overdue. It's appropriately
inappropriate, and that's why we need to discuss why your
time's up, son. Time is up, and boy, you have no idea what
we will do to you to make you realize this. When someone
reports your ass, and you're blindsided because someone
actually tells the truth and unapologetically vocalizes your
actions (just like how you unapologetically touched me and

268 | she rotates with pluto
them), you can watch me succeed from your prison cell.
And we'll have faith in the recovery of your sons.
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This derived from a blog post I wrote earlier this year.
It is neither a short story nor a poem, though it depicts an
aspect of my life nonetheless, one that I had suppressed
for a long while. Just as the #MeToo movement uttered a
call-to-action against assailants, I did not think that it
pertained to me. I had not been raped, and although I had
taken a very comprehensive human sexuality course the
summer before, I still did not grasp the concept of sexual
harassment until I returned to my textbook, which I keep
nestled in my personal, accruing mini library.
According to the fourth edition of Roger R. Hock’s
Human Sexuality, sexual harassment is “a pattern of
unwelcome sexual advances, requests for sexual favors, or
other verbal and physical conduct that is coercive or
creates a hostile work or educational environment.”
I had been sexually harassed at a time when I didn’t
even have the vocabulary to call it such. Yes, I had been
bullied, but that’s all I could say to describe the situation
at the time. Let’s not get into the logistics. Everything
disclosed in the article is straightforward enough that I
don’t need to sugar-coat anything.
This article does not vie for an apology. If anything,
it asks my assailants and the assailants of others to consider
who they’re really messing with; they’re messing with
other human beings, not a set of sex toys that they could
use at their discretion. These people have power and
intelligence and sentimentality that can remain
momentarily or extensively cease to, what? Enhance the
power of the abuser?
Furthermore, I decided to add this to the book
because it reveals an aspect of harassment in the trans
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community that I feel should not be neglected from
public view. My blog, more recently, has become a
platform through which I can express my advocacy and
ideas, like this story. For a long time, it had been a space
to discuss random topics, but it has evolved to become my
vehicle in promoting human rights and much more--even
though it may seem like no one is listening.
My story and the stories of others are valid and
should not be ignored; they must be heard with open ears
and arms and by that, I hope hearing the stories of others
can inundate a world with significantly less sexual assault
instances and unreported cases.
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Reflection #5
Sexual assault remains a heavy topic. Take a moment to consider
any experiences you may have had or witnessed—in movies or TV
shows, on the news, in your life. Use the space below to vent your
feelings or thoughts in a poem, short story, letter, or note. I find
that teachers, parents, and other facilitators socialize girls to ignore
the teasing of boys, who can get away with anything, making girls
less likely to report future assault. If you don’t identify as female,
don’t hesitate to share as well.
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Making Music
Touch this sax
I’ll grab your horn
Escape the world
Avoid the scorn
Tongue this mouthpiece
And lube the valves
We’re gonna clench ourselves
And finish in towels
When you’re ready,
Come and get it, beau
‘Til we make that great
Crescendo
Come over here, boi
Let’s make some music
Plug in the cords
And make that guitar feel electric
And synthesize hands and sounds
To get that pulsing chime
Grab that staff
We’ll have a fun time
We’ll crescendo
Oh
Oh
Oh
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You got me feeling the
Euphoric sensation
Of blowing the blues
On an eighth note down beat
Of serial exaltation
When you’re ready…
I’m not ready…
With chipped lips
And corroded bronze
We’ve practiced some tunes
And you’re done already,
Returning the merchandise in its case
When you’re ready…
You’re not ready…
New instrument with new keys
Can’t taste this music sanely
You’re not used to the parts
So take it gradually
When you’re ready
Come and get it, beau
‘Til we make that great
Crescendo
When you're ready
I’m so ready
I want us to feel that great
Crescendo
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This poem reminds me, I speculate that the first four lines
of the poem “Change and Impossibility” may refer to
masturbation, something I discovered during the spring
of my seventh grade on a Sunday (or was it a Wednesday?)
of springtime. It felt good in the moment, but shameful
and forbidden by the time it ended. Whenever I went to
school, I’d compare myself to everyone else, who seemed
“normal” and incapable of doing this seemingly
deplorable act, which is a testament to the fact that
masturbation is not only a personal matter, but also
something that isn’t really discussed. I felt this guilt for
several years, especially when I stimulated myself with
pornographic content, but all before I learned in a human
sexuality class that self-pleasure is perfectly healthy and
encouraged.
Textbooks don’t teach that women aren’t the only
group of human beings who can get pregnant or
menstruate; trans men, nonbinary, genderqueer and
those of other gender identities can as well. All the same
goes to anatomy and physiology. In other words, certain
experiences are generalized at the expense of including the
experiences of others. This erasure of people from the
frame highlights the fact that our bodies are as socially
constructed as gender and the letters that comprise the
word “butt.”
This can be seen when conducting a sociological
analysis of advertisements and setting apart different
systems of representation of different groups in terms of
how they are portrayed, which is precisely what Rosalind
Gill and colleagues did. For instance, men are depicted as
oiled, buff, tall, the list continues. But this is not inclusive

joss glenn | 275
to all men. Not all men, especially gay men, men of color,
or men of different body types, are sexualized, but that’s
not to say that they can’t be. The more recognizable tropes
are a bit too ingrained to make a 180, but it’s not
impossible. With the immersion of more diverse writers,
stage crew, and directors, those other than the default thin,
white person like, say, “the midriff model,” can begin to
be framed as subjects rather than objects of the media
project or advertisement in such a way that beauty is
framed in all shades and body types and backgrounds.
According to Emily Martin’s “The Egg and the
Sperm: How Science Has Constructed a Romance Based
on Stereotypical Male-Female Roles,” the egg and sperm
are framed differently in textbooks to videos to how we
communicate them to others; the egg passively awaits a
sperm to save it and thereon make a zygote. Eggs are
otherwise released when fellow sperm doesn’t save the day,
which is a shame on the person carrying the egg. However,
those who produce sperm are not seen as wasteful even
though they produce and “waste” approximately 100
million times more gametes per day to the one egg or so
released a month. In other words, egg and sperm are
assigned roles that we allocate to women and men,
respectively, when that disregards the fact that they are
not men or women, nor do they have any gender identity,
for that matter. They are simply gametes. Plus, this
doesn’t include those of other gender identities. They are
seen as separate when they are independent and
theoretically symbiotic. She accounts other examples of
imagery from specific textbooks to provide commentary,
using nothing other than science as an explanation. I
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would give it a read.
Professor Juliet Williams of my Introduction to
Gender Studies class, from which I read the journal
mentioned above, additionally pointed out ways in which
the words “clitoris” and “penis” are framed in dictionaries.
Below are some of the ways the words “clitoris” and “penis”
are defined:
Merriam-Webster:
• Clitoris (abridged definition): “a female
sexual organ that is small, sensitive, and
located on the outside of the body in front
of the opening of the vagina.”
• Clitoris (unabridged definition): “a small
erectile female organ located within the
anterior junction of the labia minora that
develops from the same embryonic mass of
tissue as the penis and is responsive to sexual
stimulation.”
• Penis (abridged definition): “the part of the
body of men and male animals that is used
for sex and through which urine leaves the
body.”
• Penis (unabridged definition): “a male
erectile organ of copulation by which urine
and semen are discharged from the body
and that develops from the same embryonic
mass of tissue as the clitoris.”
Oxford English Dictionary:
• Clitoris: “a homologue of the male penis,
present, as a rudimentary organ, in the
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females of many of the higher vertebrata.”
• Penis: “the male genital organ used (usually)
for copulation and for the emission or
dispersal of sperm, in mammals containing
erectile tissue and serving also for the
elimination of urine.”
A lot can be said about how these are framed. Firstly,
penises and clitorises do not have a gender. What the hell
is a “male penis” and why is there no mention then of a
“female” or “nonbinary” penis? Additionally, if a clitoris
is “a homologue of the male penis,” wouldn’t the
definition of penis in the Oxford English Dictionary then
say that it is a homologue of the clitoris? Why is the clitoris
depicted as “small” and “sensitive,” while the definition
of “penis” is described with more active imagery of its
purpose? That said, is there any mention of the purpose
of the clitoris beyond the fact that it “is responsive to
sexual stimulation”? Professor Williams reached out to
one of the dictionary writers and petitioned them to
reword the definition of “clitoris.” Should anyone search
what it is, they know, with just as much description as the
penis, what a clitoris is without eliminating its role in the
body.
Furthermore, when textbooks are in black and white,
it’s hard to find sources that target those in the LGBTQ+
community, many of whom participate in nonreproductive sex. Having sex as someone with a penis
(presumably a man) was framed very well, and let me tell
you how me having sex with someone with a penis was
framed. It wasn’t. It was framed in such a way that I didn’t
memorize or see it in between the lines of text or pictures.
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It was framed in such a way that sex as someone with a
penis who is not a man was not a topic of conversation,
not existent.
According to textbooks, women like me having a
penis don’t exist so where does one go (besides
pornographic sites and other content) to find information
about one’s body and sexuality in terms of sexual anatomy,
sexual response, orientation, behavior, and relationship
when textbooks aren’t even the best source of inclusive
concepts?
I didn’t occur to me that a trans woman could have
sex, and choose to use or not use her penis (if she even has
one), until I was faced upon the decision to have [phone]
sex for the first time when my boyfriend politely asked if
he could see mine. He was mesmerized and said he wanted
to please me by doing X, Y, and Z with my genitalia, which
confused me. Was he fascinated by penises of those who
aren’t women as well or did he just like mine?
“Just yours. If I wanted to have sex with a guy, I’d be
bisexual, but if I saw some guy’s dick, it wouldn’t do
anything for me the way yours does because it’s the person
attached to it that I see,” he told me in a text.
Among certain effects I noticed when starting HRT,
I not only experienced breast augmentation, shrinkage in
the size of my penis, body fat redistribution and overall
more physical security, but also my sexual arousal shifted
from erotic stimuli to more romantically intimate ones.
According to my nurse practitioner, some people who
take androgen suppressors experience changes in sexuality,
whether in sexual orientation, romantic attraction, sexual
attraction, or another aspect of sexuality. This was mine
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and I didn’t see it coming until quite literally, I was
cumming…
Instead of reaching for my go-to bookmarked
pornographic videos, my mind wandered, as it does
intermittently, until I became aroused by the idea of
cuddling that resulted in a slow, sensual, and passionate
affair with a loved one. Yes, I had an erection, which, by
the way, occur less frequently with estrogen and
testosterone suppressors, but I also had butterflies that
made me feel a way I hadn’t before when it came to the
idea of sex because I never really thought about sex. I was
exposed and blithely accustomed to fucking—not sex—via
porn at age 14, and I’ve hardly had sex so this new surge
of excitement and pleasure sent its salutations and I gladly
welcomed them in this new uncharted territory of my
mind.
Needless to say, this poem, although embarrassing to
add to the overall book, is an expression of my sexuality
and slight sexual humor… learning about and becoming
comfortable with my sexuality with someone other than
myself. I sexualize myself and that’s okay because I believe
that any woman, regardless of whether she is transgender
or not, is allowed to sexualize themselves without having
someone else do that for them.
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Summer, Fall, Winter and Spring
*Note: the content on the following pages will include
poetry from my final group project for a class I was taking
during the only quarter that I was a theatre major.
Our teacher gave each group a different title and each
group was to create their own performance based on their
given title, giving us the freedom to demonstrate our
abilities in performance. Summer, Fall, Winter, and Spring. As
soon as I heard this title, I immediately knew I wanted to be
a part of it. It had so much potential and I already had so
many ideas rushing through my head upon hearing the title.
It could go several different ways depending on how well my
group negotiated.
I was chosen. When I heard my name called by my
Intro to Performance professor, I felt like I just became
prom queen. “Joss Glenn will be co-poet, songwriter, and
musician,” he announced. Classmates applauded out of
support, some expressed awe in my chosen areas of expertise.
Each student got to pretend to be professionals in their
chosen fields of expertise, so I tried to do my part for this
project.
We had the artistic freedom to do whatever we wanted
with the title we were given, but it took us several drafts to
figure out what the direction of the story, character, and
poems. We made the protagonist a guy, so don’t read too
much into my sexual and romantic history here. Each
season or act represents a different stage in the protagonist’s
life. As you may recall from “Sonnet: Life Cycle,” I like a
good story about development and life.
The producer for our show (again, a student) decided
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that we should do haikus, and for some strange reason, the
other poet and I were insulted. As poets, we value haikus,
but we could elaborate and pack a punch with more than
seventeen syllables as well. Just saying. Plus, I’m pretty
verbose, if you can’t tell.
When writer’s block set in one day, I asked several of
my group mates who weren’t doing anything at the moment
to write some haikus to get the writing juices flowing. I was
hoping that some of their words would stick so I could come
up with a melody. Five minutes later, one of my group
members already had the first part of a stand-alone song. I
heard it and I couldn’t disagree; it sounded professional,
unique, and great. I thought I could build upon the song
with my own lyrics and style. Several minutes later, she
finished the song and that’s when jealousy set in. I could
never write a song, let alone a good song, with great piano
chord progressions--in ten minutes!
The experience of working on the entire performance
made me ugly cry the week before the performance date. As
soon as I slid my room card into its slot, I couldn’t hold
back the tears anymore. I burst and wept tearfully on the
floor, and in the fetal position, to give you a visual. I cried
there for a good 45 minutes or so about how untalented I
was, before I proceeded to comfort myself with a longawaited bag of Hot Cheetos.
Untalented and disappointed, that instigated crying
about how ugly I think I am, which led to thoughts of how
I lost an election in the fifth grade when I ran for VP and
sixth grade when I somehow decided to run for president
set in. How did I not know that I was destined for failure
from that early on in my life, how did I not foresee my
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future of disappointment from such a young age? Hindsight
is 20/20; it’s also a bitch, like karma, and oh, do I have a
lot of karma coming after my ass after calling karma a bitch.
I must add that we never actually got to perform our
show because several fires broke out in Los Angeles that
week. There was quite a concentration of smoke in the air
so they didn’t want to risk student health and safety. So they
cancelled classes. I was thrilled because the group member
I had mentioned earlier asked me to learn a piano part for
the beginning of “Summer.”
I had mentioned in our first rehearsal how I could only
write songs with piano, but I don’t actually know how to
play the piano. She assumed I could play and I worked my
butt off to learn the piano part that she wrote, but I could
never replicate it as well as her. On the day of the
performance, I would have embarrassed myself by
disappointing everyone who already heard about how great
the song was or who already heard it in person. (Theatre
students walk and talk in flocks; so as soon as they heard
about the song, probably within a matter of minutes, they
were really looking forward to hearing this song weaved into
our performance.) To put it plainly, the fire was music to
my ears.
For the purpose of this book, I’m only including my poems
and not the other poet’s, because, well, those are his.
Anyway, here are the poems. They don’t have titles, but I
did label them according to where I initially intended to put
them in the play.
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//Beginning of Summer//
Beach days and sun rays
Hiding your summer dreams
Under a tank top.

//End of Summer//
Wedding bells chiming
Loud--something old, new, borrowed
And bleak, sunset blue.
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//Beginning of Fall//
Crisp red and orange
Array the pavement and trees
And the fam’lies kiss.

//End of Fall//
Why can't I be a kid again,
When things were just so simple
And the leaves fell eagerly into auburn-t piles?
You broke my heart
To Reese’s Pieces,
The same Reese’s Pieces
We shared during lunch
Under a dying tree.
Can we kiss under
A mistletoe, a horse-drawn
Sleigh? No,
Because you don’t love me.
You don’t love me, and I don’t know why.
I tried to treat you like a princess
And give you everything I could.
Isn’t that what you wanted?
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I kind of like this poem, especially the first lines.
Who doesn’t want to be a kid again, assuming you had a
great or, at the very least, decent childhood? There’s some
charm in the whole “Reese’s Pieces” aspect. And it really
reflects why I think a lot of guys end up in relationships
when they’re in junior high or middle school. In essence,
the entire play is a boy’s evolution of his understanding of
what love is.
In all honesty, I don’t know why young adolescents
enter into relationships when they do. I’ve always
wondered why (especially as I wasn’t in a relationship at
that time in my life), but this is my imagination of why.
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//Beginning of Winter//
Mom said you’re just
A temporary marker,
Which is like a permanent marker,
But temporary.
You’re here one second
And you’re not likely to stay the next.
She said that that’s okay
Because I don’t need to love someone yet,
That I need to learn to love myself
Before I love others,
Although I don’t know what that means yet-To love,
Or even to love myself.
But when you asked me if I loved you
And I replied that I didn’t know,
I understand why you left me
And stormed from the room that
We shared our first kiss in.
We don’t have the right chords
And the strings don’t play
As they had before-Or we just didn’t fit from the start.
Our chords didn’t progress because they aren’t
chords;
They’re a random array of notes
We tried to string together
To make music.
But we didn’t even make music;
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We made harsh,
Cacophonic,
And passionate sounds
That quite honestly
Hurt my ears when you shout them at me.
This dating is all a song for me,
Something I have to pick up and learn,
But maybe on my own for a while.
I don’t claim to be a perfect anything to you.
Is this the love I see in movies
And read in comic books?
Because it doesn’t feel the way it looks
And I want it to.
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At this point in the play, the character has just
broken up with his high school girlfriend and is still
figuring out relationships. “Winter” is the
adolescent/young adult stage in his life and, as it is his first
big heartbreak, he needs to reevaluate and develop before
finding more everlasting love in “Spring” (the adult stage
of his life).
Someone in my group really liked this poem (in full-and after the cuts made to it) and wanted to know the
backstory to it. To that, I say “I literally took a shower and
then wrote this.” That’s the backstory. It’s not based on
anyone in particular; I wrote it specifically for our project.
I don’t have some spine-tingling, chilling experience that
inspired it. Showers just really help calm my mind. Just
kidding.
I’m projecting my own evolving understanding and
expectations about love (as seen in my junior high poetry)
onto the character, a guy, to whom I would have
vehemently detested relating. Even guys go through a shift
in expectations and I’m old enough to see that now. It’s
disappointing to grasp that this universally unfathomable
feeling is a) not as easy as it looks to find or manage and b)
not always beguiling.
Many find themselves in unhealthy relationships
because they were deceived by those who effectively
disguise their ulterior motives with money and affection,
they weren’t compatible, and/or they didn’t know what
they wanted out of the relationship. Such an experience
for the protagonist, although very ambiguous in terms of
the backstory, makes him question why he even wanted a
relationship at all and why he stuck with someone even
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after the charm and novelty deteriorated to such toxicity.
He fails to see what his parents see--that he’s young and in
love and must go through trial-and-error in order to
understand what he values most and what he wants and
doesn’t want in a relationship and in a partner. When we
begin to see our own self-worth, we can filter out the
incompatible people who would otherwise waste our time,
money, and effort. And the character is beginning to
recognize this.
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//End of Winter//
Valentine's long walk
And ten things she hates to love
About you… and her
Become much stronger
And, at the same time,
More and more pointless.
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The first three lines of this were originally all one
haiku. They helped me extend the rest of this poem,
which isn’t much. I prided myself when my group mates
expressed admiration for the latter half of this poem. It
made me feel like I had done something well. In hindsight,
although I had a relatively negative experience doing this
project, my group members did seem to genuinely like my
poems, and for an instant, I felt like I belonged--slightly
valued for my talents and included in a major I felt so
excluded from.
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//Climax of Spring//
A little bird told me
To realize that you’re not a queen
And I shouldn’t treat you as such;
You’re not a queen
Though you’re sublime
And intelligently and poignantly
Imperfect...
Because you’re human
And that’s how you want this guitar
To melodically tune to your harmony.
And now that
I’m older,
This world’s become
Much colder.
This drift,
This breeze,
The color in the air
Remind me that loving myself means
Loving my flaws and shortcomings
Just as much as it means feeling and seeing
The music colored in the air,
Circumnavigating the corners and curves
Of your perfect imperfections.
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This poem was excluded altogether, but some words
and phrases were included in the final musical number of
the play.
You may have noticed how music guides the
protagonist throughout the play: in “Summer,” he’s
learning how to play guitar; by winter, he’s lost himself
and given up on guitar; by “Spring,” he is basically a pro
as he and his lover serenade each other. This element in
the play need not be mentioned explicitly, but the
producer lost sight of it as we made cuts as the
performance date approached.
I didn’t finish this poem because the initial version,
a Spanish version, was much better and poetic.
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//End of Spring//
Flowers radiate
And demarcate decisions.
It's time to begin.

Afterword
Unfortunately,

this book must come to an end. Each

salutation welcomes a farewell at some point. I would
formally like to thank you for reading this book. Hopefully,
some stories, poems, or ideas may have resonated with you
and introduced a new way of thinking about the world. I
suppose that that is any author’s desire when it comes to
writing, whether someone admits that they learned
something, even if that one thing is that I am a bad writer
and should refuse to write again.
As I strive towards my degree and gain more
experience, I know I will come out a better writer. The
people I will meet, the books I will read, the movies/shows
I will watch will change the direction of this orbit and push
me toward a better understanding of humanity (on a
cognitive, behavioral, biological, and social level) as I try to
portray the visibility of underrepresented peoples and
stories in the projects I will create. That’s my next step. The
road will be hazy, but I’m ready for the adventure.
My writing and life will continue to improve, flourish,
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and, hopefully, inspire. You may not cry, or you may close
this book only to throw it at the wall (though, at this point, I
insist you throw the book at the wall just to make a point).
And you know what? My life isn’t a fairy tale and although
five-year-old me is incredibly disappointed to hear that,
there’s not much I can do to control the ups and downs in
my life. My core understands that I will endure conflicts past,
present, and future.
My Life-Span Developmental Psychology professor
profoundly put it that our lives experience moments of bliss
and moments of grief, disappointment, helplessness, failure,
and depression. On the first day of class, after getting
acquainted with our names, favorite candy, and preference
of cat or dog as an “ice breaker,” she immediately handed
us a blank sheet of copy paper and asked us to draw a
continuous line representing the ups and downs of our lives
until the present. She had no intention of collecting these
papers as they may contain personal information, but her
point revealed itself to us soon enough.36
Former first lady Michelle Obama mentioned at a high
school graduation (certainly, not mine) that she had the
pleasure of speaking at that life is like a road; no one’s life
passes through a straight road perfectly or unscarred. We
experience detours. We do not, however, have perfectly
defined lives without any issues, setbacks, or obstacles.
We have to face our problems head-on and not avoid
them or pass them along to someone who will deal with
issues you need to learn from yourself. We need to learn
36

Ironically, the hardest part of doing that for me was not deciding what constituted
the peaks in my life, but rather the fact that apparently, I did not know how to
draw lines. Do the lines dip and then curve or point, I thought. This demonstrates
my ability to overthink things, even if the paper wasn’t going to be turned in.
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from the hurt, the hatred, the guilt, the regret, the
embarrassment, the love, the failure, the disappointment,
and the loss.
And that’s life. That was something my professor
wanted to remind us. Everyone’s life is messy and different
and overlaps when their roads enter the same traffic, the
same intersection. She said that none of our papers
contained the same events; a high moment for someone
could be another student’s low, but the line, your life, is
always continuous.
My point is, you can roam aimlessly, wait for an answer,
daydream a new endeavor… Or, keep moving forward.
Keep rotating in the right direction and don’t look back at
your previous gravitational orbits. They don’t matter. Focus
on your current destination. You could continue floating in
the middle of nowhere, suffocating due to the lack of
sufficient oxygen necessary to fuel your passions. Or, you
can soar with the asteroids.
Focus on the adventure and rotate with it. Focus on the
journey to your next rotation more so than the fact that your
destination may be the same path, the same orbit as one
prior. In all reality, it may be another orbit, but it’ll be a new
one! In life, we may experience a full circle (as I say, from
diapers to diapers), repetition (continuously making the
same mistakes), and a point of stagnancy or reversal, but we
come out at the end a newer version of ourselves.
It may take 248 earth years to get there, but you’ll get
there.
***

Next Book: Tranny

Pants (Preview)
Cal
“Yeah, let me find my room first and I’ll meet you right
after. Where again?
“Near the basketball courts. You know where that is?”
“By the parking structure, right?”
“Uh, not sure.”
“My dad dropped me off by the basketball courts, so
that one. I think I know where it is.”
“Well, you’re going to have to show me ‘cause I don’t
even know where it is,” Darnell laughs.
“The irony. Well, text me when you find it,” Cal says.
“K, man.”
I hang up the phone and peer through his residential
building, with two doors wide open through which students
can fit carts filled with their belongings.”
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***
Cal
Darnell nonverbally mouths to Cal, “Who’s that,” he
asks, pointing to Via.
“Uh, I still don’t know,” he whispers in return.
“No seriously. Who is that, man?”
Via, getting off on the attention that she’s overhearing,
daintily approaches Darnell. “Hi, I’m Via. Are you Cal’s
brother?”
He laughs. “No, we’ve been friends since fourth grade.
My little guy is going off to college and I--I think I’m going
to be emotional,” he says pretending to tear up. “He barely
learned how to wipe his own ass, and now here he is. When
you become a mother you’ll realize what a difficult state I’m
in, being in an empty nest,” he jokes.
“Yeah, well, I just dropped off my little one right before
I came,” Via says, playing along.
Shocked, Cal and Darnell glance at each other.
“I’m kidding,” Via scoffs. “God, I’m going to be living
with a gullible fool! But seriously, I like this game. Let’s keep
it going.”
“Are you talking about me,” Cal says, caught off guard.
“I’m not gullible.” He smiles to make a great first impression
to the random girl standing in his room. “I was weirded out
because I wasn’t expecting someone like you to be in here.
Plus, I don’t even know you, so how am I supposed to know
if you have a kid or not?”
“C’mon, man.”
“What?”
“Are you blushing? You know you can’t hide that when

300 | she rotates with pluto
you’re pale as fuck.”
Cal is smiling, and yes, he’s blushing. There’s a
random girl in his room and she’s not unattractive, so he
wants to be on his best behavior to make an good
impression in case this could go somewhere… like his bed
in the old and odorous room he was already standing in.
“Anyways…” Cal pauses. “Who even are you?”
Now, Via is caught off guard. She saw this question
coming and played it cool with a casanova confidence but
that that can’t last forever.
Via (Valeria)
Fuuuuuuuuuuuck.
“I--”
“Valerio’s sister?”
“I am Valeri… a. I’m Valeria.”
“What the fuck. Did Housing mess up,” Cal asks
sternly.
“I mean, there’s nothing to complain about. You’re
rooming with a girl, man,” Darnell chimes.
“No, they didn’t mess up, well, they did actually, but,
uh, where do I start? I’m transgender and while I’d like to
room with a girl, the university doesn’t allow that.”
Cal’s eyes glare at her up and down, hardly blinking.
“You gotta be fucking kidding me. You’re not kidding?”
I stand there mute, trying to find words as my eyes dart
across all aspects of his face. “I’m reporting this to housing.”
His eyes dart around the room, masking his embarrassment
with restrained belligerence.
“Trust me. I’ve already tried and now, they’re no
longer responding to my emails. I highly doubt that they’re
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going to give you the time of day.”
***
Via
“Cal?” Cal doesn’t respond. “Do you wanna talk?”
“No,” he responds, aimlessly swiping right and left on
Tinder.
I reluctantly pause to explain myself. Perhaps Cal
would talk if he understood why I wanted to talk.
“I like late-night conversations. My brothers and I
would do it all the time.”
“Do I look and sound like your brothers?”
“Kinda. Yeah. I mean, if you say--”
“Shut the fuck up,” Cal interrupts.
“That would do it. See, you do sound like them.”
Cal rolls his eyes.
“Go the fuck to sleep, Valerio.”
“Is that the sequel to the notorious Go the Fuck to Sleep?
I don’t think I’ve heard of that one. I’m going to have to
check that out on Amazon. Did you pre-order it?”
***
Cal
“Uh, Val--”
As I attempt to say his name for the first time, he
interrupts me. I’m really making an effort here. Isn’t that what
he wants?
“Via. Call me Via,” he says, staring at his assignment
on his laptop, allowing his knees to hold up the bottom.

302 | she rotates with pluto
“Right. Uh,” I pause, as I feel like I notice him peak
away from his screen, up at me, and back to his screen. “Do
you know how I should talk to this one girl? You’re like a
girl and you hang around them, so you might know.”
“Hmm. How validating to hear. And why do you
expect me to give you advice if you make me feel hostile in
my own room, Cal? Hmm?”
“I’m trying here,” I say, hoping he’ll give in to helping
me out.
“No, you’re not. I’ve been through this before,” he says,
lifting his laptop off of his thighs, ready to argue. “You
wanna pretend to be nice so that you can take advantage of
me, then you’ll go back to treating me with hostility. I’m not
going to help you. It’d be as childish of you to deny that as
it is of you asking me for advice.”
“Fine. I’m going to ask someone else.”
“That’s very funny. Why are you desperate enough to
ask me, then? After nearly a month without even simply
acknowledging me, now you’re deciding to talk to me? Is that
a coincidence? Like, wouldn’t I have to be the last person
you’d want to talk to about this, or,” he pauses, “anything
for that matter? Face it, Cal, there is no one else you can
talk to about this. You lack the ability to socialize with a
woman that you’re settling with seeking advice from
someone who’s, what did you call me? ‘Like a girl’?”
“I,” I utter, raising my voice in an attempt to make a
counter argument but-“Yeah, go fuck yourself. We both know you’re not
getting laid tonight anyways.”
He wasn’t wrong. I stood there, defeated, wrong. He
had a point, an argument, and I couldn’t even defend
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myself. I stood there stupidly for a moment before I even
decided to move. I felt that remaining motionless would
make him forget that I existed for a moment and absolve
any remnants of my lingering embarrassment. Nope, I still
smell embarrassment. And BO. I haven’t taken a shower yet.
Via
Seriously, the nerve he has to even talk to me. I mean,
he should talk to me. We’re roommates and I haven’t done
anything to him, well, until now. He should tolerate me; we
don’t have to be friends, but we should, at least, be civil
enough to have conversations without arguing. I mean, is
this what the entire school year’s going to be like with him?
That dreadful?
Okay, focus on your assignment. It’s due in an hour
and you’re not even halfway done. At least he’s taking a
shower. That way, I can focus for a bit.
***
Cal
“You’re rooming with a girl?”
“Oh, yeah. It’s compl--”
“That’s really weird. Like really weird. Why didn’t you
tell me this?”
“I--”
“Are you fucking her?”
“No, I--”
“You can’t honestly sit there ready to fuck me and tell
me that you’re not fucking her. I mean, how do you live
with a girl and not fuck her, huh? I mean, unless she’s a
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lesbian. And even if she was a lesbian, that wouldn’t stop
you from wanting to fuck her because you’re a guy and want
to be inside anything with a hole.”
Cal laughs. “No, she’s not a lesbian.” He hadn’t even
considered the idea of Via, or any trans woman for that
matter, even being a lesbian. “She’s trans.”
The woman sits there considerably silent. Her eyes dart,
eyebrows furrow, and mouth twitches. “You’re rooming
with a guy that dresses up in girl’s clothes? So he’s gay?”
Cal exhales. “No. She’s female.” he pauses to find his
words and not think about Via before having sex. “Are we
going to hook up or not?”
The woman rises from the bed as her foot tries to find
her heel, which she had kicked off before landing on the
comforter. “No, I don’t think I can blow a guy who rooms
with someone who can’t come to terms with their sexuality.
I think that says a lot about you. I’m calling an Über.”
Arms outstretched behind him on the bed, Cal’s eyes
follow the woman as she escorts herself out of his room,
regretting he even said anything at all, wondering how if Via
were just cis or masculine, things might just work out for
him. The sexual excitement has already subsided and now
the resentment and rationality settle themselves in his mind.
***
Via
“Yeah, I’m sorry about it. I know we were both
drinking. We--”
“Cal, I don’t drink.”
“What?”
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“I’ve told you that a thousand times.”
“Wha--What are you talking about?”
“I don’t know. Maybe I let you kiss me. And maybe I
liked it. And maybe I went in for the kiss myself. And maybe
that’s a lot of maybes.”
Cal turns around in disbelief while his hands find
themselves on his hips. “I can’t believe this.”
“I know. May--”
Before I have the chance to say “maybe” again, Cal
turns around and rushes in to kiss my lips, hands cupped
around my face.
Neither of us let go.
Cal’s arms find their way down my back, then up to
the nape of my neck under my hair, and then return to rub
my back.
I, still unsure of the rules of kissing, immediately fall
into the gesticular cues of making out like it’s a second
language.
It’s natural, intuitive. Just right.
***
Cal
“Via?”
“Yeah?”
“Am I gay?”
She turns over in bed to express her concern.
Shocked, she asks, “What? No. You like women.
Unless,” Via says, sitting up from against my bare chest,
“unless you don’t like women at all, in which case, what the
hell just happened?”
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Startled, I reply, “No, no, no, I like women and I like
you.”
“But?”
“Is it bad that I’m falling in love with a trans girl? Like,
does that make me gay?”
“No,” she whispers in return, “you like who you like.”
“Yeah, but does that make me gay?”
“Why are you so concerned about being gay?”
I don’t respond but pout instead. My eyes solemnly
look below at the sheets with slight shame, while Via
suddenly realizes how defensive she got in asking that.
“Look,” she exhales, “I’m a woman. You like women,
right?”
“Yeah, but I also like what we did just now and your--”
“Then that answers your question,” she interrupts.
Staring wide-eyed at me, she asks, “Doesn’t it?”
“Yeah. I guess it does” I say, staring down at her, my
heart calming to a steady beat.
I let out a heavy exhale while slumping back into my
previous position: head and neck hunched up against the
headboard. Then, I proceed to wrap my right arm around
Via who nestles up against my chest.
“So, I’m straight, right?”
“Yeah, Cal. You’re straight,” she says, licking her lips
and luring over the nightstand while her right hand clutches
onto some of their clothes sprawled on the bed.
“Why do you ask?”
“Because Darnell--”
“How did Darnell find out?” She quickly lifts her head
from my chest. “Well, I shouldn’t be surprised, guys are so
quick to talk about their sexual conquests,” she says
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dislodging my arm from around her and pulling away from
me entirely. Then, she jumps out of the bed in frustration.
“What? Via, what are you talking about? I’m not like
that anymore.”
“What? You screw around with your tranny roommate,
having just cheated on your girlfriend and slept with half
the girls in our building. Are you serious,” she shouts angrily.
“You don’t change that quickly, Cal.”
“I was just going to say that Darnell--” I look at Via as
she takes a breath. She seems ready to listen now, so I
continue, more placidly. “Are you ready to listen?”
She doesn’t respond. She sits herself on the bed,
drawing her hands in her lap and her back facing me. As
soon as I hear her loud silence register, I start talking before
she stops taking me so seriously.
“I was going to say… that Darnell saw me glowing
earlier today. And, you know,” I lick my lips, eyes darting in
the air, “I was feeling a rush of things: euphoria, fear,
excitement. I felt good, but I felt so scared and so excited.
But, I didn’t know what to do, who I should tell, if I should
tell anyone at all. Who do you tell about being intimate with
a trans girl you really like at an all-white, completely
conservative school, you know? So I went to a stranger,
someone who wouldn’t pass much judgement at me
because, you know, they wouldn’t know me. I went to
confession at church and the pastor was shunning me and
really grilled me for what I did. I didn’t want to be judged
and he judged me, no less referred me to a quack therapist
to check out my sexuality.”
I notice Via’s arms stretch out behind her. She turns
her head to me. She’s listening, I could tell, but she’s giving
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me a look that says I could be zoning out but I’m cursed with
being a good listener and while it would be nice to zone out, I really
want you to get to the point.
“Anyways, so I went to Darnell a while later and he
said he saw me glowing, so he asked what that was all about
and, eh, he guessed… right.”
“So he found out,” she asks. Her voice booms and
since I had been explaining myself this entire time, it feels
like I haven’t heard her in months.
“Yeah. And he asked me--”
“If you’re gay,” she says in an almost inquisitive
manner.
“Yeah. And… I said I didn’t know.”
She’s unresponsive for a moment, so I sit up a bit to
reach her, hugging her from behind. She doesn’t say
anything but rests her head on my arm.
Feeling her words vibrate through my chest, “Look at
it this way. If you didn’t know me, if we weren’t roommates,
and you saw me somewhere and became immediately
attracted to me, you’d become attracted to me with the
assumption that I’m cisgender--outside of other factors that
you may find me attractive. It’s unconscious. You see a
woman you find attractive and you pursue her and I guess
that’s life’s way.”
I pause for a second. Nervously, I brush my left hand
through her dark, dark brown curly hair as my right arm
falls asleep from her head being on it.
***
Cal
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“I wanna be with you, Via.”
“Well, I don’t really wanna be with you. When I first
met you, you were like any douchebag. And you couldn’t
even be a douchebag right. And while I did get to see a
sensitive angle to your personality, I could do much better
than you. And don’t you think that I can’t! What, because
I’m trans, that means I don’t have options? I’m not going to
settle for you because you’re the only guy who’s expressed
interest in me, Cal.” She continues, “Yeah, you could be
with anyone--any cisgender woman out there, who a
cisgender heterosexual man is supposed to be with
according to evolution and society. Why would you possibly
want to be with me of all women?”
I pause, “Because, eh, you, eh, I-I-I don’t know.”
I remove my hand from her hair and raise it to scratch
my head. I never really thought about this. Does anyone
really know why they like someone? That question really
threw me off. I mean, God, at the moment, it seems like the
most impossible question to answer, one of life’s most
inescapable, suffocating questions. And it’s safe to say that
I don’t really know what to say.
“You, you’re, uhh, you are different. I like you because,
I don’t know, you challenge what I think, what I’ve thought
about women. You’re more than just trans. And, if I would
have met you like on a date or something, I wouldn’t have
known that you are trans.”
“Wow, thanks.”
“Hear me out.” That shuts her up. I should say that
more often.
“And I wouldn’t have given you the time of day and
would have been confused and questioned my sexuality and
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gotten over the shock and humiliation by binging on
copious amounts of alcohol and sleeping with a lot of girls
to affirm my masculinity. But by being roommates with you,
I got to know you as a human, a woman who happens to be
trans and that blows my mind and I don’t know what to do
anymore.”
I continue, “Sure, you told me you’re trans from the get-go,
but being forced to be here in this room with you has only
brought good to me. And a lot of people don’t give you the
time of day and make assumptions about you and don’t
expect much from you. They’ll try to weed you out of the
system before getting to know you and that’s a shame. I
guess I like you because you’re human; there’s more to you
than being trans and I don’t know if you show that
deliberately or not, but you’re quirky and independent and
outspoken and intelligent.”
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This story arose one day in April of my senior year of
high school. I ditched school to spend more time studying
for my classes in which I had been behind (probably
because I ditched so many times to the point that I was
constantly catching up--just a thought). I recall needlessly
studying the concept of pressure for my physics class at my
community college, which I would go on to drop that
same week. I had too much on my plate, but I didn’t want
to admit that I just couldn’t do everything.
Anyways, I’d usually go to my local library whenever
I’d ditch school and one day, I felt like exploring (a.k.a.
further procrastinating on the work that I had already
been procrastinating on) when I discovered that there is a
park behind the library. Naturally, I tended to the swings,
until I noticed a pair of guys, one seemingly with Down
syndrome and one seemingly the caretaker of the former.
Eventually, the man with Down syndrome tended to the
swings and we just sat there, swing to swing, in harmony,
having fun in our respective thoughts as I wondered about
what he was thinking, if he was having fun, what his family
life was like.
At some point, I decided to return to my studies,
upon which I had been procrastinating, because every
time I see swings I just have to go on them. I don’t know
how the conversation began, but the caretaker and I
discussed his position. I’ll spare the details, but let’s say he
turned his life around and he admitted that he never
would have expected how his life turned out. The topic of
conversation took a more spiritual turn. As you can guess,
that’s what prompted the aforementioned change of life.
Should have known that this conversation would have
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turned religious. The guy was convincing and attractiveish, if I remember correctly. Maybe I’m just too trusting
and naïve.
Eventually, after the discussion, the two peers
returned to the caretaker’s vehicle and I returned to the
swing that I declared as my own for the next 45 minutes-or whenever my ass decided that it was cramping down
there.
In that time, I thought about how the transition to
college would be, specifically with housing. With whom
would I room? Would they accept me for being
transgender? Or would they just isolate me? I had just
gotten into UCLA about a month prior so I was thinking
about the next stage of my life a lot.
When I applied to NYU, I also applied to NYU’s
sister campuses: NYU Shanghai and Abu Dhabi (because
I was desperate to get into anything affiliated with the
notorious campus). NYU Shanghai had an interview
process because so few people apply and are chosen in
which case they wanted to familiarize themselves with the
applicants.
When I interviewed for NYU Shanghai, the topic of
me being transgender came up. I thought I was being so
professional because I brought this up when the
interviewer asked if I had any questions; me asking a
question was a good sign that I was getting in because it
demonstrated that I had gumption until my question
posed a serious issue to my acceptance. No other
transgender applicant had actually gotten accepted, so
they had never dealt with the scenario that I presented
about a trans person dorming. Somehow, though, I still
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felt that I was a great contender. Yet I still thought I’ll the
exception. I’ll be a pioneer. I still have a chance yada yada
yada. By the end of the interview, the admissions officer
mentioned that she’d email me about the housing issue
and she immediately did, admitting that in order for me
to room with females, I would have to undergo the entire
name and gender change process, which I am undergoing
as we speak. Needless to say, I didn’t get in, well, to any of
the NYU campuses, as mentioned earlier.
Fine, I didn’t even wanna go there anyway, I thought.
Since I had already gotten into UCLA and decided to
go there by then, I considered what it would be like if
UCLA’s housing accidentally matched me with male,
rather than female, roommates. This brought me to the
decision to come up with scenarios in this story as well as
leave the university in the story ambiguous, or at the very
least, not about UCLA, which is very progressive in their
housing. In fact, we have several floors in one of our
residential buildings here allocated to LGBTQ+ students,
especially students who would otherwise feel
uncomfortable and/or unsafe without all-gender
restrooms and with roommates of a specific gender. I
didn’t choose to live on that floor, but I did live with two
intelligent and supportive cis-women and our housing
didn’t screw that up.
Therefore, the possibility of falling in love with a
male roommate, although very uncomfortable, would
make finding a boyfriend easier. My eldest sister made
finding a partner seem so easy: go to college, find a man
with which to marry, find a house with a white-picket
fence, and then, bada bing bada boom, have kids. Being
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transgender, conversely, adds a layer or two of difficulty
to relationships: the risk of fetishism, sex-related violence,
homelessness, stigma, assault, and lack of resources.
Transgender women of color are disproportionately
more likely of enduring domestic violence and murder
upon coming out or hooking up than other groups and
many are subject not only to fetishism, but also sex with
cisgender, heterosexual men, many of which wouldn’t
admit to clandestinely having sex with transgender
women or sex workers, who, due to employment-based
discrimination, lack many avenues of work. It’s hard to
meet a guy in person without the fear of him physically
demonstrating his misogyny, lack of security in his own
masculinity and sexuality, and prejudice and covering it
up as power and strength.37 So dating apps are the way to
go, but even then, even if one explicitly indicates that
they’re trans or not, they never know another’s true
intentions. Some dating app users, from my experience,
don’t read profiles and only look at pictures. So they could
overlook that information and if the trans person does not
clarify before meeting up, not only could a lot of time,
energy, and money be wasted, but so too could one’s life.
The rush of “meeting” new guys made me realize that,
whether I mentioned I was trans or not, I have a passing
privilege. In other words, I “pass” as cisgender, whether
that was over the phone or via glances. Plenty of people
would not second guess my entering a women’s restroom
37

The lack of security in one’s own sexuality would refer not the man’s sexual
orientation, but rather to his sexual attraction and romantic interest being inclusive
to trans women.
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or “clock” me when conversing; however, due to the name
and gender change process, matters at an airport or
another place could become uncomfortable and
embarrassing.
From messaging guys, I looked “more like a woman”
than other trans people, which is why they reached out to
me. What does a woman even look like? Some women,
regardless of whether they are trans or not, can have an
Adam’s apple and short hair and broad shoulders and
defined arms and yes, even penises. Being a trans woman
is being a woman, whatever that means. Trans women are
just a specific group and type of women just as a “gay
marriage” is a specific type of wedding between two people
who happen to love someone of the opposite sex.38 The
marriage itself isn’t gay; that wouldn’t make any sense. All
of this underscores the salience of specificity of labels to
people, of which specifying “trans” in “trans man” is
extraneous information that hardly serves any useful
function to a conversation or discussion.
The experience of being on dating apps taught me a
lot more about the trans community and the experience
of being a member of a group so complex, disparaged, and
underrepresented. It has allowed me to empathize with
other trans women who may disclose their trans identity

38

This is not to say that two people participating in a “gay” marriage are gay. The
person with which they happen to share the union just so happens to also be the
same gender, even though one or both might be of the same or a different sexual
orientation (bisexual, pansexual, asexual, aromantic, etc.)
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until a number of dates with someone.39 They have faith
in their date understanding who they are after they get to
know her, but often times, that’s a lost cause filled with
disappointment and wasted energy, money, and time. It
seems like no matter how much a person knows about you,
they’ll see you as trans and nothing more, even though
you understand you’re so much more than a trans person.
As I mentioned in “She with Big Hands,” you are
more than your identity, yet nothing will stop the bastards
from degrading or classifying you as anything more than
who and what you are. Who you happen to be. As for the
trans female community, that means we are often
misgendered and misinterpreted as being a creep,
crossdresser, fetish/sex toy, man, pedophile, or sex worker
by people who don’t know you the way you know you.
You really have to love yourself enough to not let anyone’s
insults puncture your relationship with yourself.
There’s no rush into intimacy. Once you intertwine
yourself with another, it becomes hard to untangle
yourself without that person. Knowing yourself will satisfy
you as you indulge in environments, activities, and people
who make you feel like the best version of yourself. Letting
in a toxic person will only make you an easy person to
infect. You’ll be surprised with how many guys will
fetishize you and want your body exclusively for their own
pleasure more than they want your personality. You have
so much substance and bravery in being yourself in the
39

It is important to note that trans women can have any sexual orientation, and
thus be on a date with any gender. Gender identity (their being women is not the
same as sexual orientation (gay, straight, bisexual, pansexual, asexual, etc.).
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world and it’s worth waiting for someone who will
recognize that too.
Around age 18, before I started my senior year of
high school, I started recognizing something within
myself. I started watching actor-on-actor interviews, as
seen on the YouTube channel of The Hollywood Reporter
and Variety, and discussions about their backgrounds,
observations, and experiences in the industry and out as
well as their motivations for portraying or accepting the
role of a character, atop their personal tales of entering the
business, participating in activist projects, and/or taking
the reins behind the camera.
I especially lent an attentive ear to underrepresented
actors who shared a drive to play or create more visible
roles to combat the lack of and resistance to diversity in
the industry. Their messages resonated as something I
hadn’t considered, all coming from people I had only
glamorized-- on my living room television or in my local
theatre—but not humanized.
The following summer, when I started film classes at
UCLA, I took a course called Drama of Diversity, which
directed me to further study of how role stealing through
privilege and power as well as performance oppression
through blackface, yellow face, and the like still exist. That
same year, certain actors, like Scarlett Johansson in the
live-action version of the popular Japanese anime series,
Ghost in a Shell, were called out for taking their roles
without themselves acknowledging their privilege or the
historical upper hand they have, or calling out the
revocation of the role from an actor that’s more qualified
or representative.
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Similarly, to have Elle Fanning, for example, play a
transgender role is limiting to the acting abilities of actual
transgender actors who are just as capable of playing the
role, if not better. I mean, rarely have I seen a trans
woman (let alone a trans woman of color) depicted by a
trans actor and depicted as something other than a
stereotype that perpetuates their stereotype, which does
nothing to our understanding of trans people.
Think about it this way, if a casting director casts an
unknown trans actor as the lead role along with acclaimed
actors as the supporting characters, they can market the
movie with the more famous actors, while displaying the
underrepresented character/actor. Additionally, the actor
will provide such authenticity that the film gets praised,
deeming those that share the experiences of the
underrepresented actor more visible, and thus the film
makes money… win-win. On that note, trans people are
capable of playing more than trans roles if they’re
fortunate enough not to have that role appropriated by a
cisgender actor. We’re just as versatile, willing, and
creative though we have not received many chances--in
front of or behind the camera--to prove that when such
opportunities are ignorantly revoked or offered to other
individuals with more prestige, privilege, and power.
But first, we must have those who have experienced
what we have experienced do something and add to our
narrative and history of resilience from struggle by doing
what they do best: represent and support us through
public policy, protest, and media exposure and portrayal.
No one is going to write the history, but us. Our
experiences are often overlooked and if they are
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recognized, they’re a secondary misrepresentation of
reality. With that, people fight against us based on the
depiction of this misrepresentation, without first getting
to know us—as individuals and as a group of people.
Without hearing our stories and understanding our
history. “Resilience,” last time I checked, meant “strength”
in history classes. Why mustn’t this same image extend
itself to the narratives of our fellow under- and
misrepresented folx?
I dedicated myself to making an impact in this regard,
but for now, I’m still educating myself on topics upon
which I hope to research further. Like a sponge, I’ve been
studying myself on depicting people as authentically as
possible. The actor-on-actor interviews have only provided
a direction in life through which I have begun to take
advantage of the largest library of LGBTQ+ sources here
at UCLA, Psychology Today articles, news sources, the
short films of others that are both entertaining and
thought-provoking (Omeleto is a good one), textbooks, a
Goodreads group that is dedicated to introducing others
about many underrepresented writers and topics in the
literary community, and, well, other underrepresented
individuals who will help me create these unheard stories
so that we can offer confidence, optimism, and a world
that’ll welcome, accept, and listen to marginalized groups.
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