
  

  

  

Fluidity is tough  

 

A sexual discovery has me in turmoil  

 

Shifting sands distress me  

A simple female identity felt so certain  

Bloody expectation, must do transition just right  

Of course I will revise my anatomy  

 

Sexual orientation stable----ish  

Hormones rebuilt post castration  

Sexual function turned upside down  

If I don’t risk what I know  

Does that say I am a gender coward?  

Does that call to doubt my gender awareness?   

 

My scar tells me to over value physical desirability   

My adult self tells me desirability is not morphological defined  

Body Change or no change I will be me but my scar aches.  

My brain and my heart swirl  

 

Can I love me as a physical hermaphrodite?  

Can I climb the dune and see a future Sea?  

 

The waves of sexuality are clouding my mind.  

I must talk I must settle I must sleep.  


