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Hi!

Thanks for reading the first ever issue of T! - a zine 

about testosterone. All of us involved are incredibly excited to 

finally put it out into the world after many months of work.

I initially conceived of T! as a zine about testosterone 

transition, but soon widened its scope to accept submissions 

from anyone with thoughts about the testosterone in their 

body. All of the contributors to issue 1 are trans - though this 

wasn't a condition of submission! - but not all are testosterone 

transitioners, taking pharmaceutical testosterone, or trans men. 

The similarities and differences between our experiences don't 

arise from clear-cut divisions by gender; there's far more at 

play that brings out nuances in the way we relate to 

hormones and our bodies.

What we aim to do with the zine is challenge 

assumptions about what testosterone does, and what it means 

to people. We want to set aside essentialist ideas about 

testosterone's relationship to masculinity, aggression, sexuality 

and emotion. We want to disprove the horror stories about 

how testosterone makes you monstrous of body and mind and 

reassure prospective testosterone takers. We hold that 

testosterone is not an evil, and can be a great good.

I hope that in future we can bring you further issues 

of T!, with more contributors, more writing, more art, more 

pro-T propaganda, intersectional exploration of experiences with 

testosterone, and maybe some fun extras. For now, we're very 

proud to present T!, volume 1, issue 1. 

Enjoy!

Bryn and the T! team

Cover: Corner illustration depicts a box of Tostran T gel with a 

little plant growing out of it. 
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Why I don't Take (Pharma) Testosterone 

and a recipe for Ash1vagandha Tincture 

I never set out to not take testosterone. I ftilly intended to take T at some point for 

many years. I still might. But in the meantime, life has intervened. 

I don't know where you live but all the places I've been have not afforded me 

consistent access to health insurance, let alone competent, informed-consent-based trans 

healthcare. Where I live now in so-cal.led Canada, the famous 'universal healthcare.' excludes 

recent immigrants and undocumented people, creating a segregated medical system. Even 

my friends who have access to care complain about decades of austerity causing long wait 

times, and having to go through onerous psychiatric evaluations to "prove they're really 

trans." And me? I real.ly don't like doctors. 

Al.I my family are doctors: my mom, my dad, al.I of my grandparents, and most of my 

aunts and uncles. Hel.l, my sister is training to be a doctor too. I've been poked and prodded 

since I was a kid by people who thought they knew what was good for me better than I 

could. When I first came out to my mom at age 14, in addition to physical and mental abuse, 

she subjected me to a series of therapists she thought would "fix me" and put me on 

psychiatric medication that dulled my personality and took years to wean myself off of. 

While my first therapist was supportive and therefore had to be fired by my mom, I was not 

so lucky when it came to the next guy. He put me through a battery of invasive tests, told me 

I was a narcissist, a compulsive liar, had borderline personality disorder,1 and god knows

what else, but I definitely wasn't "really transgender." Thankfully by this point I was 18 years 

old, and I departed from conversion therapy shortly thereafter. Many queer youth are not so 

lucky. 

However by this point I had also left home and lost stable access to medical care. It 

didn't bother me too much, though. I finally had the freedom to live as myself. I spent the 

next several years socially and legally transitioning, finally getting to live as Aaron instead of 

only being called that by my close friends and being Deadname to the rest of the world. I 

finally got to date men as a man. I developed my real mannerisms and sense of style. I fell in 

love. Of course I wasn't overjoyed about my body. I stiU wanted to transition medicaUy, but it 

just didn't feel like an option. 

My chest dysphoria was the biggest issue (or two). My parents paid for me to get a 

breast reduction, but it only made things worse. In his evaluation room the leering plastic 

surgeon informed me that my giant chest could only be taken down to DD size, ignoring my 

tears as my mom did all the talking. After months of healing I discovered that in fact my 

chest looked bigger, newly arranged to be firm and perky and therefore unable to be bound 

down, where I had previously made it saggy from years of binding at school, changing into 

1 l later Jearned this is doctor code for "woman or queer with a trauma history." AlJ my favorite gays are borderLine. 
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the awkward neoprene corset behind a bush each morning on the way to catch the school 

bus. After the 'reduction' it was painful to bind, and it didn't even come close to making me 

look flat. 

During my college years I learned that I could be a man the way I was, that people 

who understood would see me for who I was no matter what. And the rest? Fuck them. I've 

always been gender nonconforming, first as a girl and now as a man. I began to take pride in 

it, to wear strangers' double takes like a badge of honor. Of course it's still tiring, exhausting, 

even upsetting sometimes. How could it not be? But I've spent years building up the 

thickness of my skin. I'm already a small brown dude in a rural town, an immigrant no 

matter where I go. People have always judged me as different for things I can't change about 

myself. 

At some point I started working with trans prisoners. Supporting them through their 

experiences showed me that the medical abuse I've experienced is just the tip of the iceberg 

of trans medicalization and erasure. I saw trans youth who grew into adults under the control 

of foster care and juvenile detention. I saw folks who fought court cases to get access to 

hormones in prison only to have their dosages repeatedly changed, having them stopped and 

started at random, cycling through many puberties and menopauses, their bodies and minds 

ravaged by hormonal chaos. I saw trans people experiencing horrific abuse at the hands of 

those who claim to 'protect and serve.' Many incarcerated trans people are innocent of the 

crimes they're imprisoned for. Still more are there for the ways they tried to survive, for 

defending themselves from abuse or for participating in sex work or drug trades to sustain 

themselves.2 I could easily have been one of them. If my parents were less wealthy and skilled 

at hiding their abuse I would be one of them. I may yet be one of them: I am a politically 

active trans person of color, an 'illegal immigrant,' and I've already had my share of run-ins 

with Lucy Law. 

My history of medical abuse, as well as seeing how unreliable trans medical care is, 

showed me that I could not take hormones. I did still pursue top surgery and have since had 

it. (4 months post op babeyy!) The scars of my two surgeries intersect on my chest, telling a 

story of lost and reclaimed autonomy. But T was never an option. I'm not the 'right' kind of 

trans person for most doctors--gender nonconforming and gay--and I don't want to chain 

myself to a substance I have to keep taking forever. All love and respect to those who take it. 

My life just hasn't worked out in a way that makes T feel like a good option for me. 

Instead I have spent years learning and practicing herbalism. I've walked in the cool 

woods and sipped tea with Black and Indigenous women who have shared forms of 

medicine that trace back many generations. I have learned through practice how to care for 

2 See Black and Pink, "Coming Out of Concrete Closets:A Report of Black & Pink's National LGBTQ Prisoner 
Survey" (2015), available at 
httl's://www.blackandl'ink.org/wl'-content/ul'I,oads/Coming-Out-of-Concrete-Closets.-Black-and-Pink.-October-21-2 
015 .. l'df. 
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3 Saiyed, Jahan, Majeedi, and Roqaiya, “Medicinal Properties, Phytochemistry and Pharmacology of Withania Somnifera: An 

Important Drug of Unani Medicine,” 5(4) Journal of Scientific and Innovative Research pp. 156-160 (2016), available at https://
www.researchgate.net/profile/Nasreen-Jahan-2/
publication/326247436_Medicinal_properties_phytochemistry_and_pharmacology_of_Withania_somnifera_an_important_drug_of_
Unani_Medicine/links/5b409aff0f7e9bb59b11138a/Medicinal-properties-phytochemistry-and-pharmacology-of-Withania-somnifera-
an-important-drug-of-Unani-Medicine.pdf, see also Uddin, Samiulla, Singh, and Jamil, “Phytochemical and Pharmacological Profile 

of Withania Somnifera Dunal: A Review,” 2(1) Journal of Applied Pharmaceutical Science pp. 170-75 (2012), available at https://
japsonline.com/admin/php/uploads/364_pdf.pdf.
4 Sharma, Sharma, Pracheta, and Paliwal, “Withania Somnifera: A Rejuvenating Ayurvedic Medicinal Herb for the Treatment of 
Various Human Ailments,” 3(1) Journal of PharmTech Research pp. 187-192 (2011), available at https://
d1wqtxts1xzle7.cloudfront.net/27596744/jm11(pt_34)_pp_187-192-with-cover-page-v2.pdf?
Expires=1659291581&Signature=EC5CVTMAYfeaYm7dhypwpQaWKP3DfJrlofPxuxha41eFOdHZ6po0U0Fr9CJSBLJWv~tjXfwdk
OCr3gau28oKffQhdmflpFsNVM~JGfDNr2SjdzP3~1TsURhVG34f05IdyLYHZ4ih~yPigxbh8ps3uPk9jLZf~0xp3ol1Hv78hddCb4D6
TiIZHCBo2R1m6kE~sZlBjKDpYbJhJYKb~s3aORy~nTa2tlALFS6hdyxA-
bvBSn~4vor2MGJ5irIxhZDqxbqvUGGAVCZo2owmUiYFTN7DSHsnKLMZFUO-
TJWYdqzlQx27tSwNTfsN8LY3RjxU1gjZPBOyrRXVKVmliAKEDg__&Key-Pair-Id=APKAJLOHF5GGSLRBV4ZA.
 5 See, e.g., Azgomi, Zomorrodi, Nazemyieh, Fazljou, Bazargani, Nejatbakhsh, Jazani, and AsrBadr, “Effects of Withania Somnifera 

on Reproductive System: A systematic review of the available evidence,” BioMed Research International, vol. 2018, Article ID 

4076430, 17 pages, 2018. https://doi.org/10.1155/2018/4076430 (collecting studies), Dongre, Langade, and Bhattacharyya, “Efficacy 

and Safety of Ashwagandha Root Extract in Improving Sexual Function in Women: A Pilot Study,” Biomed Research International 
(2015),https://www.hindawi.com/journals/bmri/2015/284154/ (showing increased Testosterone), Shukla, Mahdi, Mishra, Rajender, 
Sankhwar, Patel, and Das, “Withania Somnifera Improves Semen Quality by Combating Oxidative Stress …” 22(5) Reproductive 

BioMedicine Online pp. 421-27 (2011), available at https://doi.org/10.1016/j.rbmo.2011.01.010, Abbas Ali Mahdi, Kamla Kant 
Shukla, Mohammad Kaleem Ahmad, Singh Rajender, Satya Narain Shankhwar, Vishwajeet Singh, Deepansh Dalela, "Withania 

somnifera Improves Semen Quality in Stress-Related Male Fertility ", Evidence-Based Complementary and Alternative Medicine, vol. 
2011, Article ID 576962, 9 pages, 2011. https://doi.org/10.1093/ecam/nep138.
6  Wankhende, Langade, Joshi, Sinha, Bhattacharyya, “Examining the Effect of Withania Somnifera supplementation on muscle 

strength and recovery: a randomized controlled trial,” 12(43) Journal of the International Society of Sports Nutrition (2015), available 

at https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/26609282/. 
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my community and build sustainable relations with the land. And as part of this practice, I 

came to know Ashwagandha. 

Ashwagandha, also known as Withania Somnifera, Winter Cherry, and Kakanj Hindi, 

is a herb with long usage in Ayurvedic, Greek, Egyptian, and Arabic medical traditions.3 It is 

known as the 'root for a man with a thousand wives' because it reduces stress and boosts 

strength, virility, and energy.4 Modern scientific studies are beginning to confirm this, 

showing how Ashwagandha boosts testosterone levels among a variety of reproductive 

health benefits.5 It is also shown to be well tolerated for long term use compared to other 

exercise supplements.6

I should pause here and give some disclaimers. I am not a doctor. I am a trainee 

herbalist experimenting on myself. If you try this your mileage will definitely vary. If you 

have access to regular medical care, please tell your practitioner about all the herbs and 

medicines you are taking, as they may interact with each other or with other medical 

conditions you may have. In particular, Ashwagandha is not recommended for people with 

throat related issues, as well as those with 'fiery' or very energetic temperaments. Basically, 

just be careful! 

https://www.researchgate.net/profile/Nasreen-Jahan-2/publication/326247436_Medicinal_properties_phytochemistry_and_pharmacology_of_Withania_somnifera_an_important_drug_of_Unani_Medicine/links/5b409aff0f7e9bb59b11138a/Medicinal-properties-phytochemistry-and-pharmacology-of-Withania-somnifera-an-important-drug-of-Unani-Medicine.pdf
https://japsonline.com/admin/php/uploads/364_pdf.pdf
https://d1wqtxts1xzle7.cloudfront.net/27596744/jm11(pt_34)_pp_187-192-with-cover-page-v2.pdf?Expires=1659291581&Signature=EC5CVTMAYfeaYm7dhypwpQaWKP3DfJrlofPxuxha41eFOdHZ6po0U0Fr9CJSBLJWv~tjXfwdkOCr3gau28oKffQhdmflpFsNVM~JGfDNr2SjdzP3~1TsURhVG34f05IdyLYHZ4ih~yPigxbh8ps3uPk9jLZf~0xp3ol1Hv78hddCb4D6TiIZHCBo2R1m6kE~sZlBjKDpYbJhJYKb~s3aORy~nTa2tlALFS6hdyxA-bvBSn~4vor2MGJ5irIxhZDqxbqvUGGAVCZo2owmUiYFTN7DSHsnKLMZFUO-TJWYdqzlQx27tSwNTfsN8LY3RjxU1gjZPBOyrRXVKVmliAKEDg__&Key-Pair-Id=APKAJLOHF5GGSLRBV4ZA
https://doi.org/10.1155/2018/4076430
https://www.hindawi.com/journals/bmri/2015/284154/
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.rbmo.2011.01.010
https://doi.org/10.1093/ecam/nep138
https://doi.org/10.1093/ecam/nep138


So, what have the results of my experiment been? Well, I started taking 625 

milligrams of Ashwagandha daily in February of 2021 (a year and a half ago as of July 2022). 

My physical and mental health are much improved. I have more energy and vitality, a 

tremendous change for me as a lifelong depression sufferer. I am much stronger and 

experience less post-exercise fatigue. I also have experienced a dramatic reduction in my 

monthly 'shark week,' which is more like a shark weekend these days, and still getting lighter 

and less painful each month. I have greater sexual arousal and performance. I haven't really 

grown any facial hair, and I've always had a decent amount of body hair, so that's unchanged 

too. My voice is also about the same. But that's all fine with me. 

You might say that a lot of that could just be placebo effect, aside from my period 

getting shorter, and even that could be from increased exercise. And I would say, yeah, 

maybe. The placebo effect is very powerful, particularly when it comes to mental health 

issues and chronic pain.7 If I have energy and strength for the first time in my life then I 

don't really care if it's 'from me' or 'from the plants.' In fact, most herbal traditions are forms 

of magick practice and rely heavily on intention and belief for their efficacy. Part of what 

attracted me to herbal medicine was its immediacy and accessibility. Unlike forms of 

medicine which are gatekept by doctors and pharmaceutical corporations, I can provide 

plant medicine to myself and my community, and in so doing I am participating in medical 

traditions that my ancestors have practiced for thousands of years. That it is a slower and 

more gradual change than lab-synthesized testosterone is also a benefit to me, because I can 

evaluate my metamorphosis in real time and maintain control over its progress. 

I'm also really drawn to the relational and ritual aspects of plant medicine. I prepare 

my own Ashwagandha tincture. Through measuring the herbs, soaking them in alcohol, 

shaking them daily for six weeks, and decanting them, I infuse my intentions and desires into 

the medicine. Each evening I sip the medicine before bed, feeling grateful to the plants and 

my body for giving me strength. Over time I am coming to know Ashwagandha as a being 

with desires and goals of its own, its own 'personality.' It is my hope to one day also grow the 

Ashwagandha. Currently I buy the dried roots, and despite what the hippies at the health 

food store will tell you, there is just as much worker exploitation and environmental damage 

in commodity herbs as any pharmaceutical or other product under capitalism.8 

If you are interested in making your own Ashwagandha tincture, here is my recipe. 

Again, please keep in mind that I am not a doctor or a pharmacist, and this is not medical 

advice. This recipe is based on a general tincture recipe created by Amanda David of the 

7 

See, e.g., Burke, Faria, Cappon, Pascual-Leone, Kaptchuk, and Santarnecchi, "Leveraging the Shared Neurobiology of 
Placebo Effects and Functional Neurological Disorder: A Call for Research," 32(1) Journal of Neuropsychiatry pp. 
101-104 (2020), available at htrps· //doj oepD 0 1176/appi neuropsych 19030077. 
8 

See, e.g., Hind Hasan, "Inside the Wellness Industry's Controversial Supply Chains," Vice News Qune 28, 2022) 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SwElvx L0Ok. 
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People's Medicine School.9 It is based on a 1 gram : 4 milliliters ratio of dried Ashwagandha 

roots and distilled alcohol. This provides the same dosage as most store bought 

Ashwagandha tinctures I've encountered. 

Ashwagandha Tincture (1:4) 

makes approximate!J 3 months' supp!J at 625mg/ dcry 

Ingredients: 

7 5 g dried ashwagandha root (1 part 

by weight) 10 

300 ml distilled alcohol (4 parts by 

volume)11 

A sufficiently large jar 

A strainer & cheesecloth/ cloth bag 

Small, dark-colored bottles, ideally 

with dropper lids12 

Labels or paint pen 

Steps: 

1. Measure the appropriate

amount of herbs into your jar.

If you have pieces, do a quick

check to make sure there's no

pebbles or anything in there.

Measure the alcohol and pour

it in. If you are using powder,

be careful to do so gently as

the powder may puff back up

toward you. Close the jar and

shake the mixture vigorously.

9 https:/ / ww,v. rootwotkherbals.com/ about-the-herbalist-amanda-david 
1
° Can be found at health food stores, herbalists, or the spice section of South Asian grocery stores. In my experience the 

packets come in 75g increments so you don't need a scale at home. The powdered roors are more potent but make the 
finished product harder to filter than the root pieces. Figure out what works for you! 
11 You can use any hard liquor you like as long as it's 40-50% alcohol (80-100 proof). This includes most vodka, brandy,
whiskey, tequila, and rum. If alcohol is a concern for you, please keep in mind you will only drink a very small amount 
daily. You can apparently make tinctures with glycerin if you wish to avoid alcohol altogether, but I am not as 
experienced at tl1is. See https://nofussnatural.com/tinctures-glycerin/. 
12 l keep empty bottles from store bought tinctures and reuse tl1em. 
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2. Leave your jar in a cool place out of direct sunlight, but somewhere you will

remember it. Shake the jar daily for six weeks. While doing so, think about your

transition goals. Feel your muscles moving and imagine them getting bigger. Maybe

even sing to the plants if that's your thing.

3. After six weeks to two months, line the strainer with cheesecloth or your bag and

pour the mixture through. Squeeze the herb mash as much as you can to extract as

much liquid as possible. Do not let it drip in the open air for long, especially on a hot

day, or the alcohol will evaporate and the dosage will change. If you used powdered

root, it may require multiple strainings to be clear.

4. Decant the tincture into smaller, dark-colored glass bottles. Label it clearly as:

''Ashwagandha Root Tincture, 1g:4ml [your type of alcohol here], [date of bottlingl,

[your dosage]."

5. Store in a cool, dark place and take daily. I usually pour it into a little cup and add

some water from the tap, but you may prefer taking it straight up or adding hot water

to evaporate some of the alcohol.

Dosage Notes: 

If you make your tincture using this recipe, 1 ml of your finished tincture wiJI contain 250 

mg of Ashwagandha root extract. It is up to you to decide how much you want to take. 

Ideally you would do this under medical supervision. Several human studies of Ashwagandha 

have used up to 5 grams per day in the short term with no ill effects, however, most longer 

term studies stick to around 600-700 mg per day.13 I take 2.5 ml of my tincture each day, wch 
works out to 625 mg of Ashwagandha. 

13 SeeAzgomi eta/, supra, Table 1, "Characteristics and Results of Human Studies Investigating Effects of Withania 

Somnifera on Reproductive System," htt;ps://www.hindawi.com/journals/bmri/2018/ 4076430/tabl /. 
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we are staring down the prospect of a generation of 

trans kids who will be forced to detransition and have 

the hope of unequivocal passing ripped from them as 

they're forced into a puberty they don't want by a 

society that will then cast them out for not fitting in. 

and to be clear this is monstrous beyond speaking. this 

is medical torture and fuck you forever if you think this 

is reasonable. but that generation deserves to be able to 

love their bodies in spite of what will be done to them. 

everybody 

deserves to 

be able to 

love their 

bodies. 
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by Davey Stiles 



by Bryn Rowan 

Let's start here: I am non-binary. I was assigned female at 

birth, and I'm transgender, but I'm not a trans man, nor 

transmasculine. I am trans, non-binary, genderq_ueer; I am outside 

the gender binary. I am writing about the experience of a non

binary person transitioning with exogenous testosterone. Let's start 

there. 

What I want to set out here is an extension of and a reflection 

on a thread I wrote around two years ago to mark two years of 

taking testosterone. In another two years' time I expect I'll have 

more to say about it. I haven't reached any kind of end point in my 

hormonal transition, and I don't think I ever will. 

How my testosterone transition began, around about four 

years ago, was with a canister of Tostran 2% testosterone gel 

handed to me by an endocrinologist at Edinburgh's Chalmers 

Centre Gender Identity Clinic. How I got there is a story of several 

years of grudgingly accepting, then repressing, the transness I felt, 

rinse and repeat, until finally I couldn't take it any more and began 

the process of coming out to my friends. But I didn't want 

hormones. I wanted vocal training only, I told my GIC nurse at my 

first appointment. By my second appointment I'd changed my mind. 

My nurse could have used my indecisiveness against me in my q_uest 

to get testosterone, but blessedly he didn't. 

I wasn't really all that sure what I wanted, though. I was 

dysphoric, I knew that much. I wanted things to change. But I didn't 

know whether HRT was the answer. I wanted my voice to deepen, 

my shoulders to broaden, my hips to narrow and my face to sprout 

stubble. But I didn't want body hair, a receding hairline or the 

alarmingly reptilian-sounding clitoromegaly. 

I was also afraid of what I'd heard about what T does to your 

personality. My GIC nurse told me that many people who take 

testosterone become less self-aware. And the widespread 

understanding of the hormone is that it's the chemical that makes 

16



you want to fight, fuck, shout, take charge - in short, makes you 

traditionally masculine. For all the apparent contradiction, what I 

wanted from testosterone was not masculinity. 

Ultimately though, my dysphoria won out over my doubts. On 

29th May 2018 I brought home from Edinburgh some testosterone 

and that night I began the process of hormonal transition. 

I don't think it's useful for me to detail every physical change 

that came from it. You can read enough accounts on the internet, 

and anyway, every body will react differently to exogenous 

hormones. I'll willingly speak in q_uite a lot of detail about my 

experience, but it's not universal. What I will say is that many-in 

fact, almost all-of the physical changes I was expecting to dislike, 

I have ended up enjoying. It's taken a few years, but I've come to 

love my body hair. I love wearing tanks and crop tops and tiny 

shorts that show off the soft dark brown hair that sprouts from my 

pits and stomach and legs. I won't speak too much about my junk 

but I will say that I am grateful for what T has done in that 

department. The reverse-disliking the changes I'd hoped for

hasn't been the case, although if my stubble pattern wanted to fill 

in more than Shaggy from Scooby Doo's, that'd be neat, thanks. 

The emotional changes T has brought about, though, have 

massively diverged from the expectation I was given by prevalent 

ideas about what the hormone does and by the information I 

received from the GIC. My nurse warned me to expect to become 

less self-aware; I was concerned I'd get angry, aggressive, 

inconsiderate and unsympathetic. My experience has been almost 

entirely unlike that. Obviously self-awareness isn't something you 

can really check up on yourself, but for a long while I regularly 

asked the people who were around me most about it, and they 

reassured me they hadn't noticed a change in that regard. And 

actually, being able to present myself closer to how I want, and, 

importantly, being able to show "feminine" traits in a way that 

didn't reinforce my womanhood, has allowed me to remove some of 
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the emotional armour I wore before transition and be softer, 

tenderer, more open. I feel stabler, and for a long time I cried a lot 

less at things going on in my life, because I was happier, and more 

at films and music, probably because, as I said, I feel more able to 

be "girly" now. 

I think if you start to pass as a man, it can be easier to feel 

pressured to conform to societal expectations of masculinity, and if 

you're a trans man or transmasculine and don't pass, you can feel 

the need to prove your masculinity, and I think these are probably 

much bigger reasons that some testosterone transitioners behave 

in unpleasant, aggressive ways than purely the effect of the 

hormone. That's not a hypothesis I can test, but I would guess that 

if you keep an eye on yourself, remind yourself that you don't need 

to do what's expected of you because of your (perceived) gender, 

and keep around you people who'll let you know if you do 

something shitty, you'll probably be fine. 

There's this pervasive message in feminist and leftist circles

and not only cis ones, interestingly-that oestrogen is some kind of 

Good Juice that makes you a good person, and conversely that 

testosterone is the Nasty Hormone. This is just bioessentialism. It's 

damaging obviously to cis and trans men and all testosterone

transitioning people, and also to non-hormonally-transitioning 

trans people who were assigned male at birth. It places the blame 

for misogyny and toxic masculine behaviour on a hormone, rather 

than on people's conscious choices and more widely on culturally

ingrained ideas about gender. It sucks, it's reductive, and it's 

wrong. 

It's my belief that if you want to transition with testosterone, 

then doing so will probably make you a better person. Spending 

less of your emotional energy dealing with dysphoria is almost 

definitely not gonna make you a worse person. And honestly, even if 

you do get a bit grumpier sometimes than you might have done, if 

you feel better in your body then it's worth a bit of agginess.
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Don't freak out about it. 

Testosterone hasn't cured my dysphoria. I'm even dysphoric 

about new things now! I think I'll be dysphoric every day of my life. 

But I'm so much less dysphoric than I was four years ago. I'm more 

able to present myself in ways I want-how I dress, speak, act

and I like myself better in general. I think I'm a better person, more 

likeable, and more able to dedicate brainspace to things and 

people I care about. I feel more able to be loved, and more secure 

in being understood by the people who love me as the person I 

understand myself to be. 

It gets a bad rap, but all of this is to say that I think 

testosterone can be very, very good. 
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Page 21: Collage with a forest background and an old Microsoft 

Windows search box with "cmd" typed in. Text: "Testosterone." 

Page 23: The top half of a faun drawn digitally. The faun has long 

messy hair pulled into a loose ponytail, pointed ears, antler nubs, 

and some facial hair down the sides of their face, as well as a 

sparse mustache. They are wearing a vest. There are surgery 

seams on their chest under their pees, sparse chest hair, belly hair, 

and arm hair. 
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by Sorrel G 
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Who You Need to Be//Who You Are 

Ro Wright 

When Percival first comes out, it's for self-preservation. He isn't himself unless 

he's known to be male, he isn't happy or well unless he's male. But consequently, he 

finds his university years spent proving himself. Housing not allowing him male 

dorms unless he's been on hormones for a certain period of time. His ID will not reflect 

his name unless he's gotten it legally changed. Male peers who are bigger and burly 

and more aggressive not accepting him as one of the guys, although he's not seen as 

one of the girls either. Percival tries his best to adapt to it, to come into this state of 

forced out-ness thinking he'll stand up and use his transness to help anyone else who 

comes out. But he's not a man, he's not big and bold and brave, he doesn't force 

himself into spaces, he can't stand up for what he believes in. 

In 4 years, after he graduates, he'll be able to get on testosterone, and everything 

will change then. He's read warnings about the hormone making people more angry or 

aggressive, less soft, and he's ready for it. He's seen vloggers describing not being able 

to cry. He's excited for it. 

He hasn't had many, if any positive male role models, and he doesn't see a 

need to change what he thinks a man should be because no one's told him or shown 

 him different. 

But year two rolls in and Percival has a male professor who is soft and kind, 

flamboyant. Listens well, laughs even easier. He's straight, but everyone assumes he's 

gay. He's all these things, but not feminine, and suddenly Percival wonders if he's been 

going about it all wrong. If he doesn't have to change himself much at all. If he doesn't 

have to want the aggression, or any of the other traits he distasted about other males in 

his life. Traits he only wanted because they were expected of the masculine. He 

thought being soft was a weakness. But it's his professor's greatest strength. 

It takes Percival a few full years of office hours and classes, of    one-on-one 

meetings and long conversations before he realizes this. And when he does, he's about 

to graduate. He wonders if he'll be able to say thank you, one day. 

When he first comes out at a job, it's more a necessity than anything else. He's 

been passing for years, even pre-medical transition, but he knows what his ID says and 

despite his doctor offering to sign off on the paperwork, he's not comfortable with it 

being adjusted until he can pass I 00% of the time, to everyone. He's asked the 

occasional question by coworkers. Another parades him in front of           their customers, 

asking if they perceive him to be male or female. He's not out, not to him, and laughs it 

off as a joke, as if it was funny that anyone would see him as anything other than male. 

He overcompensates, not correcting people who assume him to be straight or 

into male activities. Percival thinks of      the softness he grew to admire and look up to 

and finds himself losing that. 

One of the managers he is out to asks him what bathroom he uses, makes open 

comments about his name change when he gets it done. He thinks that at future jobs he 

will just be stealth and be done with it. Whatever brand of masculinity he's found here 

will evolve into what he needs to be.  
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The second time he lands an interview, he makes no mention of it, and neither 
does his boss, and Percival wonders if he’s finally found a place where he can exist more 
freely. He’s stealth and as he’s starting testosterone, no one makes remark of his 
deepening voice, his changing build. He passes 100% of the time for real. Coworkers 
assume him to be straight and into stereotypically masculine things. He doesn’t speak 
much about his passion for storytelling, for softer music, for art. He doesn’t speak about 
much of anything. Many find him intimidating, and he’s alright with that. That is, he 
thinks with some bitterness one day, what masculinity has been about for him.

But when he meets a queer man he likes, he finds himself speaking more. 
Passionately about injustice his community faces. When the man speaks of being 
bisexual, he admits his own queer label.

“If you like men and women, then you’re bi, right?” the man asks. “I use the 
label queer, because anything else would have too many complications,” Percival admits. 
It allows him some anonymity in his identity, some room to exist without being fully out. 
Percival is soft to him, and kinder to coworkers. As he becomes more honest, he finds 
more worth in his job. When he’s up for promotion, it’s under a new boss, and he sits 
down with him fighting many anxieties.

“I need you to know that I’m transgender,” he says. He can’t read the expression 
on his boss’s face. “I don’t feel comfortable working for someone who doesn’t.”

“I know. They told me. Do you still want the promotion?” He’s been out the 
whole time without realizing. And no one’s expected anything of him other than what 
he’s given.

As years pass, he finds his voice and build stabilizing. People assume him 
straight and he corrects them. As he finds more of a found family in his community, he 
reflects deeply on what sort of man that he is. What sort of man he will be. What sort of 
man he wants to be.

He’s teaching now. Teenagers, mostly, although in some spaces he comes across 
young people in their early twenties. One day a 17-year-old, exactly a decade younger 
than him, pulls him aside after class to admit that he’s bisexual.

“I didn’t want to tell anyone else yet. I’m just not ready.”
Percival blinks. Takes a breath. “Thank you. For telling me.”
Sometime later, two of his kids come in, talking to him about a group sleepover

 they had over the weekend.
“One of us is transitioning,”one of the girls says in an excited whisper. “Can I 

tell you who?”
She’s stopped by her friend from outing the person, before he can even react. 

Percival is astounded often by how accepting the kids are. By how they know, sometimes 
quicker than he, how to handle a situation.

The boy doesn’t come out to him directly, instead allowing a friend to discreetly 
tell him. He changes the name where it can be changed, adds his pronouns where they’re 
needed. He writes the boy a note with some helpful information when the boy mentions 
some struggles at home. He hesitates at the end and then writes his doctor’s name down. 
“He gets my strongest recommendation.”Any Google search would turn up that the man 
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and that the clinic he works for specializes in transgender patients. And yet, Percival 
doesn’t mind if the boy works out what it means.

A few years later. Percival has settled now. He’s become the good, queer uncle 
of the kids, well-liked, respected, and celebrated. He passes out pride bands to those who 
ask, wears his pronouns on a pin, and speaks openly about being queer. He doesn’t out 
himself as trans, but it’s not as if he tries to hide it either. He’s gotten back into semi-
regular contact with his old teacher, but still hasn’t found the right time to address who 
he’s become.

Testosterone has stabilized him. He’s calmer. More clear-headed. It’s as if the 
hormone was always supposed to be in his body. That the lack of it was what caused his 
moodiness and uncertainty. His body is all sharp angles and lean muscle. Pointy stubble 
along his chin. But he’s kinder and softer. And all Percival wants is to be more so.

When a new student transfers, recently out as MTF and in the process of socially 
transitioning, he listens with interest as he’s told privately by their school president. It’s 
none of Percival’s business, but he can still understand why he’s being told.

He corrects pronouns in conversations in the hallways, with his peers and some 
of the older students. The kids do it just as quickly, flashing him a smile as well. Percival 
waits, bracingly, for the conversations around bathrooms.

When they come, he is ready.
“I just think that everyone should use the bathroom of their assigned 

gender,”one of the female teachers says, arms up in the air.“We have to think about 
safety.”

“Then I’ll be happy to use the restroom in a cubicle next to you,”Percival says 
calmly.

His principal fixes him with a look, slightly surprised, but not unhappy.
The female teacher looks at him in horror. “Why would you do that? You’re—

you’re—”
“Male,” he says. “Just as she is female.” He stares back at her. He is a man, now, 

but he tries never to use that privilege to intimidate. “My being transgender affords me a 
clearer view of this situation than I would have if I were a cisgender male. I could provide 
you with some information if you’d like.”

She blinks several times, before saying softly that she didn’t know, and perhaps 
she would like that. Percival had her daughter in class two years ago and had helped the 
girl come out as a lesbian to her family. He wonders if this simple deed has made all the 
difference in the conversation now. Would she have lashed out if she didn’t know his 
earnest desire to help?

Maybe, in the future, he will casually admit to his students that he is 
transgender. Percival has heard of at least two more trans students in their midst. He 
worries they will feel alone. One is a trans boy, who hides his shame over his long hair 
and slight frame with aggression and anger. Another is nonbinary, and while he hasn’t 
had the experience to allow him to help as much as he wants, he prepares to listen and 
learn. Percival worries for the trans girl, who holds her own and is yet still at the mercy of 
a system who doesn’t understand her.
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Maybe, in the future, he will sit down with the faculty and discuss things like 
hormones versus social transition. How testosterone does not make someone any more 
hardened than someone without. How he had been hardened without and softer with it. 
Maybe everyone in the room would learn something of themselves, how hormones don’t 
make their gender, although they can aid in comfort. Maybe they will reflect on how they 
grew to be as well.

The president might look on, head tilted slightly, approvingly—out of all of 
them, he knows the most.

Perhaps Percival’s friend from the neighboring classroom—the one who asked 
him to coffee last week and admitted he’d dated trans men in the past, who looks at 
Percival like he’s someone to be loved—would smile at him. Percival would smile back.

He gets coffee with his old professor one wintery day. The man is well in his 
fifties now, hair light grey. Still slight as ever, and well-dressed. He waves his hands as he 
updates Percival on his wife and son. Percival talks just as animatedly about his own 
students and staff. He discusses the changes they’ve made regarding queer kids and social 
transition in the classroom. When he finishes, his professor is watching him openly, 
elbows on the table, chin resting gently on his clasped hands.

“What?”
“I remember during one of our early chats, you hinted at some of the male figures in your 
life—I don’t think we would call them role models, would we?” Percival smiles at that. 
His teacher continues, “You worried that getting on hormones, that fully transitioning as 
you needed would make you more like them. I think it scared you. But you haven’t 
changed too much, have you?”

Percival opens his mouth to correct him. He’s changed quite a bit, more so than 
Percival himself can quantify. His professor holds up a hand, eyes twinkling.

“No, that’s not what I mean. I mean that you’ve become exactly the sort of man I 
hoped you would be. The sort of man I want to be. Are you proud?” He stops for a 
moment, makes sure Percival has his eyes. “I’m proud of you.”

It takes him several minutes of swallowing down a few tears (it turns out he can 
cry quite easily on testosterone), but Percival manages a “Thank you.” And then another, 
and another. When they hug before departing, their embrace is gentle and warm.

Percival’s hug is soft.



by Davey Stiles 

l /0 :\,iJ> r 

i " ! 

/ > • • 
( 

.,,,,., 



Page 27: Collage of a stone path through the woods, with a fist, 

the cover of "The Little Engine that Could," a clock pointing to 

12:00, and a sign that says "danger, men working." 
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Page 30: A large, edited monopoly board. In the centre of the board, the text that would usually 

read "Monopoly - The Fast-Dealing Property Trading Game" reads "Testosterone - An Adventure 

Through The NHS". The rectangles where Community Chest and Chance cards would be placed are 

labelled "YOU HATE YOUR CHEST" and "PRIVATE CARE? NO CHANCE". Beginning from the bottom right 

square, where "Go!" is on a Monopoly board, the spaces on the board read as follows: 

- YOU ARE FINALLY OFF THE WAITING LIST. GO!

- BLOOD TEST TIME

- CALL THE DOCTOR - Above this text is a symbol of a phone.

- "WE LOST YOUR BLOOD RESULTS" 

- PAY FOR YOUR TRAVEL 

- 3 HRS ON A MEGABUS - Above this text is a symbol of a bus.

- "WE'LL LET YOU HAVE T GEL"

- WILL THEY HAVE YOUR MEDS IN TIME?

- SNEAK YOUR T OVER THE BORDER

- WILL THIS BATCH LAST 6 MONTHS?

- YOU TAKE YOUR FIRST DOSE!

- CHANGES ARE HAPPENING! 

- ORGASMS ARE AMAZING - Above this text is the symbol for the Electric Company.

- ... IT'S TAKING IT'S TIME THOUGH

- WHEN DO YOU GET FACIAL HAIR? 

- 12 HRS ON A PLANE. Above this text is a symbol of a plane.

- "WE NEED MORE BLOOD RESULTS" 

- PAY FOR YOUR PRESCRIPTION 

- YOU'LL HAVE TO HALVE YOUR DOSAGE

- YOU LIKE THE DAILY ROUTINE OF IT

- YOUR GP CAN PROVIDE YOUR CARE!

- YOU'RE ON YOUR PERIOD AGAIN

- WOULD THIS STOP IF YOU WERE ON SHOTS?

- GEL IS CONVENIENT ... 

- BUT DYSPHORIA TRUMPS IT

- CALL THE DOCTOR - Above this text is a symbol of a phone.

- "WE NEED THE GIC'S PERMISSION"

- "THIS IS THE GP'S DIVISION"

- YOU WISH YOU COULD CRY - Above this text is the symbol for the Water Works.

- DID I MENTION THERE'S A PANDEMIC ON? 

- OUT OF STOCK! 

- YOU'RE SHAVING EVERY DAY 

- BUT YOUR PERIOD'S STILL HERE 

- LOOK INTO HYSTERECTOMY

- YOU KEEP MISSING YOUR BLOOD TESTS

- LEAVE WORK FOR YOUR T SHOT - Above this text is a symbol of a bus.

- WHAT ABOUT WHEN YOU'RE FULL TIME?

- PRESCRIPTION PRICE IS RISING 

- PAY FOR YOUR EXISTENCE 

- WHAT ABOUT NEBIDO ... "
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Bryn Rowan is a mutual aid fan, co-operative 

worker and testosterone advocate aiming to 

trans every gender. In aer spare time ae

enjoys gardening and unpleasant music. Xe 

loves to chat about taking T and can be 

contacted on brynrowan@protonmail.com. 



Davey Stiles 

Chloe Bear 

Chloe Bear is a butch trans dyke who lives in 

Seattle with her long-suffering forever 

girlfriend. She has written and will continue 

to write many different things, some under 

another name. You can find her on Twitter 

@correspondence. 

Davey Stiles is a 28-year-old nonbinary 

artist from Sacramento. They can be found 

on Mastodon at @sugar@goblin.camp for 

inquiries and witty one-liners. 
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• based in Birmingham, UK. A teacher, poet,
and linguist, his work across all disciplines
focuses on trans livabilities, institutional

, violences, and q_ueer resistances. Fae has 
been taking testosterone since July 2018, 
despite the NHS's best efforts. You can find 
more of his work at https:// 
mikeymay.carrd.co/ 
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Ro Wright has had work featured in Baldwin 
Wallace's literary magazine, The Mill (2016) 
and in Femme Friday, a collection by The 
Baker Street Babes (2019). When he's not at 
work on his novels-in-progress, Ro can be 
found cycling around his city, playing fetch 
with his cat, Baskerville, or leading a guild 
across the lands in his MMORPG of choice. He 
can be found at https://www.instagram.com/ 
roswordsman/ 
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orrel G. is a nonbinary butch lesbian mom 

with a seven-year-old son. Xie works as a 

deli clerk, makes a web comic, knits, and 

does cross stitch. Sorrel is a fan of the 

horror genre, particularly monsters and 

ghosts. You can find Sorrel's web comic at 

https://fa iryplay 183923072.word press.com/ 
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