





: . Rear View

Rhiannon Catherwood

\
;,- . If ['ve passed certain landmarks on the path between genders—a hand-
| ful of “coming out” conversations, the first time I shakily stepped in front

of a classroom as Ms. Catherwood, the day I gave away all my old clothes
| s in a giant blue Tupperware bin—then my father has hit a few of his own

—the first time he introduced me as his daughter, the day he suggested
‘ ' the re-spelling that would become my new name, the time he saw me
dressed up and “you look nice” became “you look beautiful.”

The little things came more gradually. Pronouns weren't a milestone
so much as they were a thousand million pebbles that made up the road
itself, the long, gradual path on which he occasionally slipped backward
in the grit. In most cases, he would slip back because he was looking back,
| reminiscing about a faraway past. In the same breath, he might gesture
to me and tell someone, “She probably doesn’t remember this, but he
would draw pictures on index cards before he learned to write, and he'd
flip through them to tell you a story.” It made my partner cringe, but I
couldn't bring myself to feel too bothered. He was seventy-five years old,

and he was trying. I didn’t correct him about the pronouns, though I
pointed out that I did remember th Is. I rememberec ' |
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‘T walked out dwelling on what I'd just said. The answer was simple,
easy. And like all simple and easy answers,
correct and complete bullshit all at once.

It's true of most transsexuals that we have always known and thus

in some sense have always been the gender that we finally work up the
courage to reveal to the world. A great deal of conventional trans rhetoric
revolves around this duality of gendered selves, one true, one false. I can't
say I entirely disagree. But I do wonder—what becomes of the self T left
behind? Does its “falseness” render it valueless? A shell to be discarded
once outgrown?

I know many have thought exactly that. Certain transwomen |
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with a different face and a short haircut and a crappy black suit and tie,
but me nonetheless. The sight of him made me furious—1I didn't stop to
think about why. I opened my purse, took out my foundation and applied
it over his face. Next some eye-shadow |n|r|‘»lv.ﬂl.t-ng‘lhvniug mascara—
tricky to apply at this angle. A little blush here and there. Finally, lipstick.
There. That's a little more like it. .

[ wondered if anyone would try to stop me,

The dream came not long after I transitioned, and I took it as an
expression of my fear that despite my new identity, in the perception
and memory of the people closest to me, I would remain as they saw me
before. But the more time went by and the more my mind wandered back
to it, I wondered if it was a sign of a deeper, unspoken anxiety. Remorse
for the person I was burying, the dead man 1'd sloughed off like snake
skin. Because yes, I might have admitted to that student, there were
things about it I liked.

I like that as soon as [ was old enough to trade my bicycle for a car,
I began my career in urban exploration, seeking out abandoned places,
trekking through the husks of forgotten factories and haunted mental in-
stitutions. I would steal into an abandoned shopping mall—the doors not
being locked in any relevant way—that had been colonized by the drug-
addled and the homeless and decorated with graffiti. I like that I would
decide once or twice a year on a moment’s notice to just go—to slip the
i vorld and drive as far and fast as I could, until ev-
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for an hour in Nebraska. The incredibly tall woman at the pool hall in
Missouri (whom I would have sworn was a trzfnssexual—sh‘c wasn't)
who took me home and introduced me to her friends. By the following
evening, we were wandering through Cuivre State Park, guided through
the woods by the sprites and spirits who are easier to see on mushrooms.
I remember the girl who needed aride in Vermont, and the Jolly Rancher
taste of her mouth and the way my goosebumps trailed in the wake of her
caress, rising as though trying to follow her lifting fingertips.

[ remember sleeping in my car in Walmart parking lots among a
collection of truck drivers and other travelers. Climbing an adjacent hill,
Waftching the expanse of asphalt where semi-trucks drifted like derelict
ships lost at sea, swirling around each other in a slow churn, finding a
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while the rest of it sailed by. Don't mind me. Just passing through.

a gun under the seat, just 'i[l_ case,
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0notmean to suggest that all this aimless wandering is somehow

a(?::n;e:fsegitrljilg Tvzllizxp(;;ien(:e that I wouldn't have had if I'd been
presented female Bathell‘.l.thesfam' on some, but not all, such trips, |
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Of course._b}' conventional wisdom, transsexuals are not supposed
to look back. We're not supposed to want to, We are supposed to wish we
had been born properly, tolament our old lives and the normal childhoods
we didn’t have, detach our rear view mirrors and imagine a different
image in their place. To be transsexual is to want not to be transsexual.
And sometimes I do. I might have liked to join the Girl Scouts, to not be
ashamed of liking dolls more than balls, to shop for a prom dress instead

of a tuxedo. But if offered the chance to have those things in exchange for

the things I experienced beyond the borders, out on the highway, driven
by a need to escape, | wouldn't make the trade. Even if m
false, it was not valueless.

I don't know what it says about me that I value my life before

y old self was

transition, that I wouldn't swap it for a different one, a normal one, a
correct one. I mightlike to think it means I'm more honest, more in touch
with my own experience, but maybe not. Maybe it means that unlike
transwomen who are capable of riding into a new life wi
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