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Nobody likes to feel foolish; it’s what stings the most about being ridiculed. And when you’re a transwoman 
or a transman with deep insecurities, facing cruel or thoughtless ridicule can tear your heart out. Transition 
brings relationship drama, physical discomfort, a whirlwind of emotional travails, and heaped atop this is the 
unsolicited scorn of total strangers. When a buffoon uses you as a punchline by loudly announcing to 
everyone within earshot  "look at the man in a dress!" —that's the kind of crap that can make a bad day even 
worse, can make you doubt yourself even more, and can even drive you to substance abuse or worse. 
 
Even the strongest proponents of trans visibility would agree, perhaps grudgingly, that the easiest way to 
avoid being singled out for abuse is not standing out. But what if you can't or refuse to pass for a GG? Also, 
what if you blend in fine in some situations but stand out in others? Well, get ready for some would-be 
comedian to make you the center of his routine. 
 
One's ability to blend can be compromised by daylight or much more capricious factors, such as locale. For 
instance, San Francisco's reputation for being a tolerant and accepting town is a myth. . . at least it was in 
the fifteen years I lived there. The large trans presence combined with a sensitized audience heightens 
awareness to overly tall women and unusually short men, and other deviations from standard gender traits. 
Combine heightened awareness with a boor's insensitivity and a large trans population as targets, and the 
number of demeaning incidents you face can far exceed what you might encounter in a far less "accepting" 
town. 
 
Considering the mindset of a transphobe, we might take some comfort that the kind of people who abuse 
total strangers are seldom happy campers. As I postulate in my "Misery Loves Company" youtube video, 
people who routinely put down others are frequently insecure and unhappy. Feeling miserable, powerless 
or inconsequential, they try to resurrect their own battered egos by attacking someone else, in their own 
minds making them superior to the target of their derision. This results only in a temporary boost of ego 
followed by inevitable return of misery — much like treating the symptoms of an illness with a drug that 
actually makes worse the underlying condition — plus it hurts another person for no good reason at all. The 
only way to improve self-esteem is to better oneself or one's situation, and there's no way attacking a total 
stranger can accomplish that. 
 
The other main cause of transphobia is suppressed attraction; the attacker is either attracted to 
transwomen or fears he may be one himself. I remember one instance of walking with my best friend Nola 
on Market Street in San Francisco, and a carload of guys drove past, most of them jeering us. One of them 
wasn't jeering us; he was furiously yelling at us like we'd burned down his mother’s house with her in it. We 
saw his buddies looking at him strangely, like "what the hell, dude?" They were merely having a "good" time 
(and strutting for each other, waxing their male egos) by playing Spot-the-Tranny, but the other guy had a 
serious problem with us. After they were down the block, Nola and I speculated how much "shemale" porn 
he had stashed under his bed that he felt guilty about owning. 
 
Recognizing the typical shortcomings — unhappiness and shame — of those who ridicule us can go a long 
way in taking away the power that we give to them when we allow them to make us feel bad. Two of the 
three main principles of transcending ridicule bear repeating, so let's belabor those two points: the people 
who attempt to make you feel bad actually feel bad themselves, and it is only with *our* permission they 
have that power.  
 
Former First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt said, "No one can make you feel inferior without your consent." 
Essentially you have to fear that you deserve whatever aspersions another person casts at you, that to 
some degree they are right about you. Never mind they likely don't know a damn thing about you except 
that you are different from them. The main thing your detractor has going against you is that (A) by being 
trans you are different, and (B) those who are different, especially in a society warped by rampant 
fundamentalist religion, are viewed with skepticism, distaste, disgust and even fear. Not only does your 



detractor have the weight of social opinion on their side, to some degree it may still be working on you. 
 
The best defense is to recall two facts proven again and again by history: (A) people, both individually and 
collectively, are frequently mistaken in their dearest beliefs, and (B) history eventually proves them wrong 
and, at the very least, their descendents correct the mistakes. From Copernicus and Columbus disproving 
long held beliefs about the world, to the effects of the Civil Rights Act of 1964 not living up to racist fears, 
cherished beliefs have been debunked for millennia. Someday it will be widely recognized that trans people 
are not sick or "sinful" or otherwise undeserving of respect. Until that time comes to pass, you must stand 
firm in that belief with as much conviction as Columbus stuck to the bearing that everyone told him would 
take his ships right over the "edge" of the world. Knowing in your heart the guy calling you names is dead 
wrong, takes away his power over your self-esteem. 
 
Finally, it's important to realize that when somebody attacks you without good reason other than you being 
an "easy" target, it really says nothing about you and everything about them. Happy, serene people with 
true self-esteem do not need to attack strangers merely for being different. If you can keep in mind your 
detractors are deep-down miserable, it takes away their power over you. The same holds true to the 
transphobes who are either vexed by their attraction to us and/or have gender issues of their own. 
 
After twenty-six years since my first transition I am all too painfully aware that it takes a long time to 
internalize the reassurances listed above. Given the gender rules we were raised with, the extreme social 
proscription against violating those gender rules, the natural human discomfort of standing out and looking 
bad to others, social religious messages and the very disorientation of going through a change as big as 
gender transition, allof these  factored together make it nearly impossible not to feel some, usually a great 
degree of insecurity that outweighs any reassurance you or a trusted friend offers yourself.  
 
The good news is that if someone as horribly insecure as I was for most of my life can learn self-confidence 
in her gender, as our community continues to grow in strength and positive visibility, and as society follows 
the track I’ve observed over these years of its growing “so what?” attitude toward trans people, the less 
likely it is the next transwoman to come along will have to struggle against ridicule and prejudice for as long 
as her predecessors did. And hopefully before too much longer, it will be the catcallers and the other haters 
who end up looking foolish. 


