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INTRODUCTORY NOTES 

T h e  following work is a textual adaptation of a performance piece originally 
presented at “Rage Across the Disciplines,” an arts, humanities, and social 
sciences conference held June 10-12, 1993, at California State University, 
San Marcos. The interdisciplinary nature of the conference, its theme, and 
the organizers’ call for both performances and academic papers inspired me 
to be creative in my mode of presenting a topic then much on my mind. As 
a member of Transgender Nation-a militantly queer, direct action trans- 
sexual advocacy group-I was at the time involved in organizing a disruption 
and protest at the American Psychiatric Association’s 1993 annual meeting 
in San Francisco. A good deal of the discussion at our planning meetings 
concerned how to harness the intense emotions emanating from transsexual 
experience-especially rage-and mobilize them into effective political ac- 
tions. I was intrigued by the prospect of critically examining this rage in a 
more academic setting through an idiosyncratic application of the concept of  
gender performativity . My idea was to perform self-consciously a queer gen- 
der rather than simply talk about it, thus embodying and enacting the concept 
simultaneously under discussion. I wanted the formal structure of the work 
to express a transgender aesthetic by replicating our abrupt, often jarring 
transitions between genders-challenging generic classification with the forms 
of my words just as my transsexuality challenges the conventions of legitimate 
gender and my performance in the conference room challenged the boundaries 
of acceptable academic discourse. During the performance, I stood at the 
podium wearing genderfuck drag-combat boots, threadbare Levi 501s over 
a black lace body suit, a shredded Transgender Nation T-shirt with the neck 
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and sleeves cut out, a pink triangle quartz crystal pendant, grunge metal 
jewelry, arid a six-inch long marlin hook dangling around my neck on a length 
of heavy stainless steel chain. I decorated the set by draping my black leather 
hiker jacket over my chair at the panelists’ table. The jacket had handcuffs 
on the left shoulder, rainbow freedom rings on the right side lacings, and 
Queer Nation-style stickers reading SEX CHANGE, DYKE, and FUCK YOUR 
TRANSPHOBIA plastered on the back. 

The transsexual body is an unnatural body. It is the product of medical 
science. It is a technological construction. It is flesh torn apart and sewn 
together again in a shape other than that in which it was born. In these 
circumstances, I find a deep affinity between myself as a transsexual woman 
and the monster in Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. Like the monster, 1 am too 
often perceived as less than fully human due to the means of my embodiment; 
like the monster’s as well, my exclusion from human community fuels a deep 
and abiding rage in me that I,  like the monster, direct against the conditions 
in which I must struggle to exist. 

I am not the first to link Frankenstein’s monster anti the transsexual t d y  . 
Mary Daly makes the connection explicit b y  discussing transscxuality i n  
“l3oiindary Violation and the Frankenstein Phenomenon,” i n  which she char- 
acterizes transsexuals as the agents of a “necrophilic invasion’’ of female 
space (69-72). Janice Raymond, who acknowledges Daly as a formative in- 
fluence, is less direct when she says that “the problem of transsexuality would 
best tw served b y  morally mandating it out of existence,” but in this statement 
s he nevertheless ec: h oe s Victor Frankenstein ’ s feelings tow a r d the monster : 
“Begone, vile insect, or rather, stay, that I may trample you to dust. You 
reproach me with your creation” (Raymond 178; Shelley 95). It is a com- 
monplace of literary criticism to note that Frankenstein’s monster is his own 
dark,  romantic double, the alien Other he constructs and upon which he 
projects all he cannot accept in himself; indeed, Frankenstein calls the mon- 
ster ‘‘my own vampire, my own spirit set loose from the grave” (Shelley 74). 
Might I suggest that Daly, Raymond and others of their ilk similarly construct 
the transsexual as their own particular golem?’ 

The attrihution of monstrosity remains a palpable characteristic of most 
leshian and gay representations of transsexuality , displaying in unnerving 
detail the anxious, fearful underside of the current cultural fascination with 
transgenderism.2 Hecause transsexuality more than any other transgentler 
1)ractic.e or identity represents the prospect of destabilizing the foundational 
prtsupposition of fixed genders upon which a politics of personal itientiy 
tlq)t.ncls, people who have invested their aspirations for social justice i n  
iclentitarian movements say things about us out of sheer panic that, if said 
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of other minorities, would see print only in the most hate-riddled, white 
supremacist, Christian fascist rags. To quote extensively from one letter to 
the editor of a popular San Francisco gay /lesbian periodical: 

I consider transsexualism to be a fraud, and the participants in it . . . 
perverted. The transsexual [claims] he/she needs to change his/her body 
in order to be his/her “true self.” Because this “true self’ requires 
another physical form in which to manifest itself, it must therefore war 
with nature. One cannot change one’s gender. What occurs is a cleverly 
manipulated exterior: what has been done is mutation. What exists 
beneath the deformed surface is the same person who was there prior 
to the deformity. People who break or deform their bodies [act] out the 
sick farce of a deluded, patriarchal approach to nature, alienated from 
true being. 

Referring by name to one particular person, self-identified as a transsexual 
lesbian, whom she had heard speak in a public forum at the San Francisco 
Women’s Building, the letter-writer went on to say: 

When an estrogenated man with breasts loves a woman, that is not 
lesbianism, that is mutilated perversion. [This individual] is not a threat 
to the lesbian community, he is an outrage to us. He is not a lesbian, 
he is a mutant man, a self-made freak, a deformity, an insult. He 
deserves a slap in the face. After that, he deserves to have his body and 
mind made well again.:’ 

When such beings as these tell me I war with nature, I find no more reason 
to mourn my opposition to them-or to the order they claim to represent- 
than Frankenstein’s monster felt in its enmity to the human race. I do not 
fall from the grace of their company-I roar gleefully away from it like a 
Harley-straddling, dildo-packing leatherdyke from hell. 

The stigmatization fostered by this sort of pejorative labelling is not without 
consequence. Such words have the power to destroy transsexual lives. On 
January 5,1993, a 22-year-old pre-operative transsexual woman from Seattle, 
Filisa Vistima, wrote in her journal, “I wish I was anatomically ‘normal’ so 
I could go swimming. . . . But no, I’m a mutant, Frankenstein’s monster.” 
Two months later Filisa Vistima committed suicide. What drove her to such 
despair was the exclusion she experienced in Seattle’s queer community, some 
memlwrs of which opposed Filisa’s participation because of her transsex- 
uality-even though she identified as and lived as a bisexual woman. The 
1,est)ian Resource Center where she served as a volunteer conducted a survey 
of its constituency to determine whether it should stop offering services to 
male-to-female transsexuals. Filisa did the data entry for tabulating the sup- 
vey results; she didn’t have to imagine how people felt about her kind. The 
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