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Beau Laurence 

Je Suis à la Fois (I Am Both) 

I have a memory from the summer of 1975. I was five years old. At a playground, a 

boy a little bit older, maybe six or seven, stopped playing. With sand running through 

his cupped fingers, he looked me in the eye, and asked, "Are you a boy or a girl?" 

The first reply that came to mind was, "Both." He rejected that answer as impossible. 

So I said that I had „girl parts.‟ The boy frowned. He told me that I had an Adam's 

apple, and left me alone in the sandbox.  

When I recently came out to a lesbian friend as third-gender, she asked, “Do you see 

third gender as part of transgender, or as distinct?” Yes, I see a difference. Third 

gender is different from transman and from butch dyke. I don‟t want to, or feel 

pressured to, trade in one set of cultural expectations for another. The category 

„male‟ is as limiting to me as is „female.‟ I tell friends they are adorable and I openly 

cry in public – looking at art, watching movies, in church. I check out women at the 

gym, watch porn, belch on the couch with my legs splayed out. And these things are 

not incongruous. Not „guy‟ things or „girl‟ things. Just „me‟ things. Having a split in my 

world – male behavior here, female there – has been so damaging to me. Feeling 

pressure to conform to expectations appropriate for my gender or my sexual 
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orientation has been tearing me into jagged segments of a person for far too long. 

And yes, I am trans gender – neither category „woman‟ nor „man‟ is expansive 

enough to contain me.  

Growing up in the 1970s on a farm with goats and chickens and horses, a dozen 

other families and several Vietnam-era draft dodgers, everything I did that rejected 

traditional female stereotyping was cheered as a feminist act of defiance. Susan B. 

Anthony's face was on one dollar coins, Title IX had been enacted, and a girl could 

climb trees, collect baseball cards, and grow up to be President. I came to know that 

a lot of the things I liked to do were labelled „boy‟ stuff. For many „girl‟ things like 

wearing dresses or playing house I expressed extreme dislike. Never did anyone 

question that my biological sex might be out of line with my internal sense of self. In 

fact, I was marked female at birth in more ways than one; my given name translates 

as „she.‟ Except by my parochial maternal grandmother, and until age twelve, I was 

accepted as a rural, farm-raised tomboy. The narrative that I was given to explain my 

place in the world? That being a rough-and-tumble girl meant that I was a strong 

second-wave feminist, and that was what I was expected to be. 

As a very young child, I asked my father to teach me to pee standing up. My body 

was built differently than his but I thought I just needed more practice to master the 

act. I hadn‟t been taught that biology is destiny. I remember my mother whispering 

something to him when I first mentioned it. But Dad never questioned why I wanted 

to learn. He treated my request as a humorous challenge. Visiting my French 

immigrant grandmother one day soon after, I proudly announced that I was almost 

perfect at it, and did she want to see how good I was. She let me know in her stern 
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quivering voice (the one reserved for the most serious breaches of etiquette) that I 

was a GIRL and I was to do NO such thing, EVER AGAIN.  

Since 1984, my life – and my sense of self – has been defined by breasts. And so, 

femaleness. As a young teen, my body exploded into a Marilyn Monroe 

curvaceousness in a matter of months. The summer I was fifteen, not yet driving, I 

walked six days a week along the shoulder of the rural road to my job at a fast-food 

place near the beach strip. In the span of four miles, at least four carloads of boys 

would honk and swerve to get my attention. Usually, at least one would pull 

alongside, offering me a beer, a smoke, a „ride.‟ I feared them. They were stronger, 

and older, and feminist-bashing was a cultural norm in my small town during those 

Reagan years. But I acted tough and above it all, and I kept walking. I learned it was 

better to ignore their taunts. Say that I was not attracted to them, and they were 

more aggressive. Say that I liked girls and not boys, I‟d hear misogynist replies like, 

"You haven't tried my dick yet," and, "So-and-so has a sister – can we watch?" 

***  *** 

In that sandbox thirty-five years ago, the complete rejection of my self-identity threw 

me. I had a sense of dread; that the boy had run off to tell his parents, and my mom, 

and all the other kids, what I had said. And that I was going to be shamed for my 

words, for my belief about myself. I stared intently at the ground, trying to act 

„normal‟ – something that I recognized for the first time I was not. Suddenly, I didn't fit 

anywhere. I experienced a sense of terror, and loneliness, that remained deep within 

for close to four decades.  
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My entire life I have only haltingly claimed „girl‟ as my identity. It never quite fit. It was 

a default, an un-chosen non-consensual placement into a box of someone else‟s 

design that I finally have the strength and articulation to refute. The very first time I 

resonated with being female was in my twenties, within a lesbian feminist 

community. I was thankful to discover other beings with breasts and cunts and 

strength and woman-loving energy. Their companionship, their conversation, allowed 

me a place to be seen, to stop being invisible – at least a little bit. I felt pressure, 

though, to stifle a deeper me. One that could never conform to the label, or even the 

spirit, of „lesbian.‟ But, where else did I fit? Perhaps this was as good as it could get. 

It certainly was better than fitting in nowhere. I had the woman symbol tattooed on 

my ankle, to force myself to accept that, regardless of my internal sense of self, I 

was female. Then, I didn‟t know that opting out of the binary was possible.  

One or zero. Male or female. Both are problematic. Male privilege is well-covered 

territory in liberal circles. Those born female who later transition are sometimes 

accused of wanting male privilege, and of changing their bodies in order to access it. 

No doubt there are transmen who fit that stereotype; there are always some who fit 

any label. I am not one of them. And I am not striving for that acceptance, nor 

wanting to „pass.‟ Being read outwardly as male (or „other‟) but reacting internally 

from a place of female socialization is a far greater complexity than simply „gaining‟ 

male privilege.  

And, the concept of privilege is not gendered. There is also female privilege. As I 

have begun to dismantle the binary of my own his/herstory, I am realizing that in 

some ways female privilege was as elusive in my life as was male privilege. Unlike 

with traditional female socialization, I was actively discouraged from being overt with 
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my emotional state. I was well into my 30s the first time I cried in public for any 

reason beyond extreme physical pain. I had been taught to hide my inner feelings, to 

present a strong and stoic exterior, to appear not to need anyone. There were other 

girlish anomalies – the number of times I‟ve babysat in the past year is greater than 

in of all my teenage years combined; when I was sixteen adults rarely considered me 

a suitable, compassionate caretaker for their children.  

The idea that such a thing as female privilege exists is, sadly, rarely discussed – or 

even recognized – outside of radical space. It seems a legacy of the Second Wave 

of the feminist movement. Those American feminists of the 1960s and 70s tirelessly 

fought for access to what women did not have in the way of tangible material things, 

like property and careers. They also perpetuated the myth that women were 

temperamentally more caring than men and so better suited to certain tasks, like 

parenting. And so male privilege has been examined and challenged and in some 

small ways dismantled, while female privilege remains hidden behind gender bias. 

Just as men have advantages afforded them around financial compensation and 

title, women have privilege around things like parenting and compassion. Ask a 

married stay-at-home father at the playground how often he is assumed to be 

divorced and having „his‟ weekend with the kids, and you will hear about how a man 

is seen when he is doing that caring „women‟s work.‟ A man recognized as a nurturer 

is rare. For a woman, though, it is culturally expected. A woman is supposed to be a 

caretaker, feel comfortable speaking of her feelings, have a best friend with whom 

she shares her secrets. Both sets of cultural expectations are damaging – to 

everyone, not just to the gender outlaws, and not just to the LGBTQI community.  
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According to the girl socialization scale, my platonic relationships have failed. I have 

had several close friends over the years – all male and straight. Some of those men 

were my primary support during difficult times. And yet, when we would talk, 

something was held back. There was always some sort of distance between us and 

in the things we said to each other. Our conversations took place while we were 

doing something else – watching a hockey game, rock climbing, scraping paint off a 

boat hull. We never got together just to talk. And if they confided in me, it was 

understood that the purpose was to figure out a solution. Talking simply to be heard 

was something none of us considered. Only in my late 30s did I begin to have a 

close female friend that could be called a best friend, someone who I confess to and 

call up just to check in on, and with whom the support and sharing is mutual, deep, 

and unrestricted. 

Until recently, I accepted others‟ interpretation of my personality as truth. These 

women-loving-women told me that my lack of being seen as an emotional, 

compassionate person needing to be heard came from being too stoic and too 

reserved to let people in. So I tried to be less stoic, less reserved. But upon careful 

reflection, that isn‟t the cause, not really. All those desires to be recognized as 

nurturing and at times emotionally fragile have been under my surface forever. The 

path to make those qualities apparent to others, however, has been obscured since 

my earliest memories. I was ostracized from some pieces of female privilege, 

because I wasn‟t the only one to understand instinctively that I didn‟t relate to the 

world as female. I never learned how to share my feelings like a girl is expected to 

share. And because I didn‟t know how to do what other girls expected from me, they 

sensed that I wasn‟t a true sister. And they barred my entry into the club. My comfort 

level with the open „girl‟ things I was supposed to know intuitively is as hard-won as 
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the standoffish „manly‟ things came easily. So, what kept me from being fully seen? It 

wasn‟t stoicism. It was trying to be a whole person within the restrictive binary of 

female versus male. How could I possibly show all of myself within a gender box that 

did not allow some of me in? If girls grow up receiving female privilege, and boys 

grow up receiving male privilege, what privileges do third gender children receive? I 

don‟t see much in the way of distinct privilege. Just a legacy of separateness, a life 

of being misunderstood and invisible. 

The path to wholeness has been a long and arduous one. First, I had to make peace 

with my outward body. Learn to inhabit it like the most accomplished method actor, 

leaving no fold of skin nor follicle of hair fallow. Then, decades after both healing 

nourishment and painful alienation, I worked my way deeper. I began to connect 

body with inward spirit. I have a male spirit, a female body.  Well, I have so much 

more than a male spirit. But no other words come closer to my truth so I must allow 

this half-lie to stand. What words exists to describe how it feels to have one person 

tell me that I radiate female sexuality when I dance, and the next says that male 

energy is palpable in my gait? And that both comments resonate with me. And that I 

cannot fully embody one without losing the other. So I chose to keep both. Having no 

option within the binary system, I claim the middle ground. The seldom-seen middle. 

The third gender. I straddle both male and female. I am not „she‟ or „he‟ – I am „ze.‟ 

Neither him nor her, but hir. And that honors the core me like nothing else ever has. 

Like nothing else, I suspect, ever will. Yes. I am trans gender, because I am 

trans(itioning) gender, beyond the binary. Because there are others like me, and they 

have a right to feel community. They have a right, and a need, to be seen. 
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Some who share my sexual orientation and gender-box resistance choose to claim 

butch dyke as an identity. That does not work for me. I see Butch as a personality, a 

way of being, distinct from gender, coming from both sex and that sense of being 

oppression‟s target. Butch is who I became. Butch was the only sliver of space 

between the binary I was given to explore. But Butch doesn‟t let me cry in public, 

doesn‟t honor my breasts as the sensual beings they are. Butch doesn‟t help me feel 

safe sharing my self with the world. In fact, Butch tells me not to reveal. It resists 

being vulnerable. Butch was too small to hold me. 

Butch is rife with „shoulds.‟ Butch tells me I should put on weight – how else can I 

take up space, not be a target, protect the vulnerable of my tribe? Butch says that I 

should not wrap my breasts in lace and reveal them to the world – Butches do not 

celebrate their feminine sexuality. Butch demands that I strive to be read as male, or 

at the least, bulldyke, and not ever female. Butch flatly states that I should seduce a 

Lady, but should not be seduced by anyone, or that I absolutely should be seduced 

by a Femme, and on a date only I should drive and open the doors. Butch tells me 

that I am an acid and the object of my affection should only be a base. 

But I refuse to play Butch‟s game. I can fall in love with, or lust after, or have a 

platonic friendship with, anyone at all, regardless of where they individually fall with 

costuming or identity. As third gender, I am not at risk (as Butches are) of losing my 

community because I lick my lips watching a femme‟s dress hug her curves as she 

shifts her weight and imagine her pressing onto me, her tongue into me, and the next 

moment fantasize about my fingers working down the ripped abdomen of the soccer 

player at the gym. 
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There are others, I know. Others who are reclaiming Butch from the land of shoulds. 

They are fierce and they are hot and sometimes I fantasize about them taking me, or 

me them, or us together a third. But I am not one of them. Butch energy is different 

from male energy. Although sometimes I‟ve been categorized as Butch, I‟ve never 

been told I resonate at that frequency. My hourglass shape, which I sometimes do 

nothing to hide, is so obviously female. I am not thin or lanky. My hair may be short, 

my face may be androgynous, but my body is not. And yet, I am called Sir several 

times a day. And yet, I am referred to as a „young man‟ by the library clerk, the sex 

worker who propositioned me, the older gentlemen a pew away from me in church. 

And yet, friends have told me that I walk like a dude (whatever that means) and meld 

seamlessly into male spaces (whatever they are). It has been that split, that duality, 

that prompted me to claim third gender and shed Butch. Male resonates at a 

frequency that Butch does not. My frequency. So, Butch is out.  

And so is trans man. I don‟t want to become a man. I am cis sexual. The body I 

inhabit is female, with breasts and cunt and knowing what it means to be objectified 

because of them. To me, altering my body, being trans sexual, is trading Myself for 

what‟s behind Door Number Two. I refuse to trade away what is mine. These hips, 

these breasts, these decades of being ogled and harassed and fucked are my 

herstory and I refuse to discard them like a carton of broken eggshells. I cradle them, 

coo to them, and inhabit them with loving kindness. I have made peace with my 

curves, reclaimed them from those who tried to possess them while ignoring the me 

inside. Being third gender – where my emotional self has always resided, buried 

even to myself underneath my overtly female body – is about being known as more 

than my outward appearance. It‟s about being unapologetic that a person is more 

than the sum of hir parts.  
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And so, third gender is in. Because I don‟t want to alter my body. And I don‟t want to 

be chastised or judged for thinking and feeling that which is outside the box lesbians 

consider appropriate for me. I want to slide my penis inside a vagina. I want to feel a 

woman‟s fingers inside my own vagina. I want her hand rubbing my shaft, her tongue 

on my clit, her lips wrapped around my dick. I want it all. At the same time. Not 

because I‟m greedy. Because I already feel it, on the inside. I am trans gender, 

because I am trans(gressing) gender, beyond culturally-accepted norms. Because 

the norms need to honor everyone, not just some one. 

Being third gender is about claiming space, space within which my physical body 

and emotional self is allowed to be whole. Space in which I am no longer forced to 

make excuses for why some part of me is other than what is expected. Being third 

gender is saying that the binary is inadequate to explain who and what I am, that the 

available options of „one‟ or „zero‟ suck, that I refuse to humor the status quo. I am a 

conscientious objector in the war of gender.  

Qualities considered to be male, or female, coexist within me and congeal into a 

single being that is both. In fairness, it is not necessarily the best of both. Being trans 

comes from within and within is a messy place. Some qualities can be challenging, 

regardless of sex or gender. But to be authentic, I must allow access to each and 

every one. I am a third gender trans gender person. And I will seduce with the vigor 

and confidence reserved for men and I will make love with the passion and 

romanticism expected of a woman and I will come rivers as you wonder if I‟m more 

handsome or more beautiful.  

***  *** 
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The name I have chosen for my integrated, whole self is a masculine name with a 

feminine spelling. Beau. Masculine inside feminine. Feminine inside masculine. That 

is third gender, to me. Both, together. Neither piece, alone, authentically me. And my 

chosen name honors my roots in France, a nation where men are permitted to be 

romantic and women to be overt.  Beau is my frequency. Beau is my harmonic 

resonance.  
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