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A word from Kathy
president’S report
Since the last newsletter we have progressed to a stage where we have two web sites, one
for Agender Australia and a new one for Changeling Aspects. Our thanks for this go to
our web Mistress Stevie.
We are still receiving enquiries from people who discover the web sites as well as from
other groups that pass on people outside their own particular coverage.
Contact has been established with Transbridge in Townsville and Erica and Joan who
run this group. Erica and I attended the forum conducted by the Anti-Discrimination
Commission, Queensland in Brisbane on 16 November 2004, which was well
attended by people from across the general community. This forum discussed subjects
relating to transgendered people as well as discrimination and possible vilification.
I have made a request to the Commision’s Legal Department about a
probable situation that is discriminatory, and await their reply. I have also lodged a submission about the legal rights of transgendered people in prison. A further submission
has been sent to the Queensland Attorney-General concerning the issue of a new birth
certificate to transgendered people who, though they wish to undergo reassignment
surgery are prevented from doing so because they have medical advice that surgery
would be life threatening for them. There are many people in this category. They live
in role in the same way as post operative transexuals but can never have surgery. Why
should they be discriminated against because of their general health issues.
News of Agender Australia setting up a division in New South Wales is being negotiated, and again I will keep you up to speed as and when it occurs.
My involvement with the Women’s Forum is beginning to pay dividends and giving
entrée to several areas that can be helpful where it concerns transgendered people and
support people. This would include the Women’s Health Clinics, legal areas, prisons
and several others to be developed.
This is the start of a new year, 2005, and I would like to think that we can achieve
still more for our community and hope that many of you will participate in making
the awareness grow!
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In conclusion I would especially like to welcome Tanya from the New South Wales
Central Coast, not only as a member, but as the Agender Australia representative for New
South Wales. Thank you Tanya and I know you will give one hundred per cent effort.
God speed.
I wish you all a happy, healthy and wealthy 2005
Love and Peace,
Kathy

A word from Marion
editor
I first came to know Kathy Noble at a dinner on the night before the Seahorse Society
Ball in Sydney in 2003. Over the past nineteen months or so I have come to know
her much better and to realise what an enormous amount of her life she has unselfishly devoted and continues to devote to the transgender community. She provided
enormous help to me in the months following my coming to terms with my Gender
Dysphoria, even though she lived in Brisbane and I in Sydney. Agender Australia is
indeed fortunate to have a person of this calibre as their President and I was happy to
step in to become the editor and publisher of the Agender Australia Newsletter.
One of the most important things I had to rectify, was that of getting to know
you all at a personal level. It helps to know something of one’s readers so that what is
provided in print meets their needs and interests. So I hope you will all send me
lots of emails and lots of personal stories to include in these pages over the coming
months and years. Just from my personal experience, and in talking to trannies in my
local community and from other places in the world, I know just how many stories
there are to be shared. Some heart-rending, and some warm and expressive of the
contentment that we can achieve when the obstacles to our growth have been lessened
or removed. So please, in these pages let us all share these experiences and the information we gain on our journeys through life. None of us should be alone.
I am glad to able to use the skills I have learned in nearly a lifetime in publishing and
look forward to sharing with you all in the months and years to come.
New Year greetings and love and hugs to all,
Marion
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The Butterfly
A beautiful butterfly starts life as an egg, which develops into a caterpillar. The
caterpillar then faces many dangers and traumas in its short life, until it eventually
pupates into a chrysalis. During this time it undergoes a vast metamorphosis in
order to emerge as the beautiful butterfly it is meant to be.
The French transsexual Cochinelle called herself Ladybird, but I prefer Butterfly.
However both start in the same way, but develop differently. The pupa of the ladybird is a voracious hunter of other insects. I believe my caterpillar is much less
aggressive and lives by eating greenstuffs. In doing this the caterpillar is itself open
to all sorts of predatory attacks.
To me, this only signifies what we transsexual people go through. We start as
an egg, but quickly find after birth that something is wrong! At first we cannot
understand these feelings, but as time goes by, we certainly begin awakening. We
feed on all the wrong feelings in order to bury our true self, but in the end it is
inevitable that the truth will out!
At this time we begin the equivalent of pupation and build a new world and
being that will lead to the moment of metamorphosis and the person we knew we
should have been all along.
Butterflies like all lower order species only recognise what they should do via a
built in inherent drive. We as the supposed higher order are not that well equipped
and question everything.
We now ask—what are we to do in regard to relationships, marriages, kids, business and all in the general community? Nothing appears to be easy and in most
instances is certainly not as easy or natural as emerging as a butterfly!
We suffer as the caterpillar; in as far as all that can be thrown at us by family,
friends, colleagues and society in general can generate. Because of this, as with the
caterpillar, many will not make it to the stage of metamorphosis and the butterfly.
Like the caterpillar there are many ordeals to be overcome, many are life threatening and may end in death, or just delay our inevitable end!
If we endure all of this and come to the chrysalis state of transition or metamorphosis we have done extremely well. We now progress to the butterfly stage, the
real stuff, but again there are many obstacles and life threatening hurdles to overcome. The butterfly only understands what it is and what it is given life for. We, as
the highest species, have to recognise grief for many reasons, as well as the elation
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tion of reaching our real self. We may form relationships like the butterfly, but ours
is not for procreation as is theirs! They live a short life in order to procreate, ensuring the continuation of the species. Ours is for the satisfaction and gratification of
knowing that we have at least achieved what we always knew we should be!
If we are fortunate enough to survive the caterpillar and chrysalis stage, we then
develop into what we knew all along we should be a Butterfly!
I have survived many years in the pupa stage before entering into the chrysalis.
I am now through that stage and after many years of self-denial in order not to
hurt those I loved, I finally had to succumb to the change and metamorphose into
the butterfly. It has been long and hard, and yes, there was trauma and heartache
along the way, but now I am what I always knew I should be, but fought against
hard and long. I arrived late as a butterfly and can only hope that my tenure here
as Kathy is not as brief as their short lives can be.
—Kathy Noble

Hectic Times

editor’s note.
This report by Kath Noble was published in the first Newsletter in October last year but
ufortunately the editor accidentally cut it in two and only the first half appeared. My
apologies. It is reprinted here in full. Oh, the teething problems! —Ed.
What seems like many eons ago, I retired! Well it seems that long, but then the one
thing I am sure of is—I have not retired! At present and for as long as I can recall
I have been working flat out in the transgender field. At times it is all consuming,
but then the rewards are many and enjoyable. So what follows is a typical period
for me in the year 2004.
In April I went to New Zealand to visit friends and to see Janet and Claudia
in order to talk about changes that will apply to Agender Australia. The meeting
was fruitful and we arrived at an outcome acceptable to all. Meetings with friends
followed and it was wonderful to see Stefi, Fran, Kerin, Kathryn, Kaye and Peri
and Karen again, and to also meet new friends like Becky. The week went all too
quickly and then off to South Island for some R&R. This took the form of a ten
day Coach trip that was great fun and a marvellous experience. On returning to
Christchurch I met two more new friends in Ellen and Dot. All of this just makes
me want to return again.
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May and June I was involved in the running of Agender and Changeling Aspects.
This also entailed getting ready to step down as the President of Agender. At this
time I was also involved in meetings with the Tax Office, the Tax Ombudsman
and Senator Cherry concerning tax problems of mine that first started in 2001. Of
course there were the usual monthly meetings as well as meeting people on a one
on one basis who were seeking help. The June long-weekend saw me in Hervey
Bay talking to year twelve students. This was previously reported. Come the end
of June and I stood down as President of Agender and became Immediate Past
president of the new Committee.
July was memorable when I was asked to lecture at a TAFE college, also reported
earlier. At the same time it was the appointment of a new President, which would
give me more time to concentrate on other fields that I was investigating. The
highlight for me was having Janet and Claudia visit and explain about their vision
for the New Zealand Gender Centre in Wellington. I believe this to be a marvellous
and worthwhile project, and hope that it comes to fruition with all my heart. We
spent a leisurely day together looking at antiques, and someone made an offer for
this old relic! On the Friday of their visit we had an evening meal at our restaurant,
Sassy’s. Carolyn and Eddy attended, but our new President was unable to join us
due to work commitments. It was a very enjoyable evening.
August kicked off by attending a women’s forum followed by a visit to Sydney.
I flew down and hired a car and unbelievably did nearly 1500 kms in ten days. I
visited friends and new contacts to see if we could form a new central group for
transgender people. This is still in the formative stage and we must wait to see
what the outcome will be. I also attended the Sydney Gender Centre and took part
in a very interesting and informative session with Elizabeth Anne the counsellor.
Also met a lady who is a publisher, writer and journalist, who wants to write about
transgender people. This came about through a very dear friend who is also a publisher and is doing very well in her own transition. Believe it or not, in between all
of this I did manage to see the kids. On return from Sydney I attended the first
of the Women’s Forum steering committee meetings and met the manager of a
women’s health clinic. We arranged a meeting as she said ‘I need to understand,
in case we get a trans-woman ask for help’. The meeting was arranged for early
September.
My friend from the ACT came to Brisbane, staying with her sister. Peta was
one of the last to go to Peter Widdowson for the operation. We have spent some
time together, catching up! A phone call from ‘Open Doors’ led me to a three-hour
6

meeting with a husband and wife. He has recently told her that he wants to dress
and may be transsexual. I was able to help in some small way and to give them
the phone number and address of a psychiatrist in order to make an appointment.
Had several other calls from people who viewed the Agender web site and also more
referrals from Open Doors to contact Community Health Clinics.
September. Well, this opened with my having to visit a new lady GP, as my old one
had moved. As my records are marked ‘transexual’ she asked me ‘How long since the
operation and how long have you had breasts?’ I answered: ‘Three years and about
five years. Then the bombshell, ‘have you had a mammogram?’ ‘No’, was my answer.
‘Well get one ASAP’. Yes m’arm! So a few days later I went for my mammogram,
had to fill out a form and told the nurses that there were certain questions I could
not answer as I was transexual. No problem, just prepare for the session and enjoy!(?)
Now I have heard all sorts of things about this test, the last being enjoyment! I had
the session and it was not as bad as I had been led to believe. I think some of my lady
friends have enjoyed some fun at my expense! In the end there was nothing wrong,
so breath again. I understand that men are now having mammograms, and in the
United Kingdom one man asked for the test and was knocked back. He sued the
health authorities after it was confirmed that he had breast cancer!
Had a second meeting with the wife of the couple as she was finding it hard to
come to terms with the situation. She told me they had arranged a meeting with
the Psychiatrist and that they both will attend the first meeting.
After some problems emerged to do with Agender, the new President stood
down and I took over again.
Had another dear friend stay with me who came down from Hervey Bay, and it
was great to catch up again. He left Saturday morning and in the evening, ten of
us went to Sassy’s again for a meal. The husband and wife were there also. Good!
On the preceeding Saturday I had been invited to a meeting on the Gold Coast at
Juanita’s home. There I met a very interesting person who is a counsellor and feeling her way at present. She has written a very interesting article in a recent edition
of Polare (the magazine of the Sydney Gender Centre).
This Tuesday I went to the Women’s Health Clinic for the appointment with
Lynda the manager, and spent just over an hour with her. I have tried to give some
insight into our situation as well as female partners who may need help. There is
no one who has any knowledge about these areas of concern, so will have to work
through them. At the end of the meeting Lynda asked, ‘What do you need especially?’ I said I would think about it and get back to her. Next morning I sent an
7

e-mail saying ‘we need nothing special, only access to the current facilities available and a little understanding and compassion’. After meeting the staff, I have no
doubts on both these scores.
Believe it or not, through all of this time I have been attending electrolysis and
Elos*, as well as running a day to day happenings with Agender and Changeling Aspects.
Also trying to find the time to run my life as a suburban house frau! Retired. Ha! Ha!
What a joke! My life is full and I would have it no other way. However, I am still
firmly of the opinion that not enough of us are willing to stand up and be counted.
Enjoy your life to the full, and don’t hide from anyone or anything.
Love and Peace, Kathy Anne Noble.
*Elos is a new facial-hair removal technology which promises to remove male facial-hair far more
quickly and more economically than other methods such as electrolysis and laser. I am trying it myself,
and though I would have to say that the ‘jury is out’ on the claims, I have reason to be quietly confident.
Naturally, we all hope that the process will prove successful because it will benefit so many trannies.
—Ed.

Help for Significant Others

About eighteen months ago my father in Canberra rang with the disturbing news
that my younger brother Peter wanted to undergo a sex change operation. This was
devastating for my father as Peter was his only son. He was very sullen and found
it difficult to speak about anything at all for about six, maybe even twelve months.
I am glad to say that he is coping better with it now.
As for me, I was shocked at this news. I did not suspect for one minute that he
may have had thoughts this way. By the way Peter was 46 years old at the time. As
I live in Brisbane it was difficult to get a grasp of this by mere telephone conversations. I knew that both Mum and Dad (also in Canberra) were struggling with it
and I was unable to believe it without seeing for myself. So I flew to Canberra to
see what I could do.
As anyone who has been down this track knows, there was very little I could do
for either Peter or my parents except to listen and offer comfort and reassure all of
them that everything would be OK.
Peter, now Peta, had the operation last September on the Gold coast. It was
a complete success and she has had no second thoughts about. ‘Have I made the
right decision?’ Peta has blossomed and appears to be enjoying a new vigor for life.
She has not looked back since.
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I endeavoured to offer support and encouragement throughout these traumatic
times. Although at times it was difficult to do this I went with to Kathy’s meetings
where we met several others in similar situations. I was rather nervous and felt
somewhat out of place the first couple of times we went. However I have found
that they are just regular people who face incredible problems in coping with their
identity and with who they want to be. It may seem very simple but for many the
chance of having the operation may never happen either because of the expense or
because their physical state of health prevents it.
Since Peta’s return to Canberra I have continued to go to the meetings at
Kathy‚s home in the hope that I may be of some support to them and for their
families.
A few weeks ago I was called upon to support a wife with a teenage family whose
husband had just told her of his true feelings (re himself ) the night before. She was
devastated, imagining the worst and wondering how she would cope. I felt for her
and imagine I would feel much the same if it were me. I wanted to help but didn’t
have a clue what to say or what to do. All I could do was to hold her and encourage
her to let all her feelings out. Afterwards we discussed what some of her real fears
were and ways of coping with them whilst having a cup of coffee.
I feel it was relatively easy for me to adapt to my brother becoming my sister.
However, for a husband to decide to change is quite devastating for the wife. It
changes the dynamics of a marriage totally. Many wives and parents blame themselves and ask: ‘What have I done wrong?’ It is important to reassure them that this
is not the case and that there is no blame there.
After feeling so inadequate at offering support I decided it would be a good idea
if I could do a counseling course to enable me to be more effective. After making
several enquiries I was almost about to give up when I spoke to a friend who has
recently completed a Diploma in Psychology. She advised me to do two modules
from this course which will give me basic guidelines in questioning and offering
support. Although these subjects are expensive I hope to start in the New Year.
To me it seems to be a grief process as we more or less have to say ‘good-bye’ to
the old person we used to know and then welcome the new person into our lives.
Albeit they are essentially the same in character, personality and humour — now
just in a different body.
The spouses and family seem to me to be the forgotten casualties of the transgender people. Most are expected to just accept it and get on with life as if nothing
has changed. But we know that everything changes. If this weren’t so, then there
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there would be no point in making such a dramatic decision to go ahead and have
the operation.
Wishing you all peace and healing—Lorraine
Anyone who wishes to contact Lorraine may do so on: wlorraine@optusnet.com.au

EDITORS NOTE: Agender Australia Newsletter welcomes stories from significant
others who have experienced the transition of a spouse, son or daughter or close
friend and who would like to share this experience with others who find themselves
in the same situation. See page 18.

Satin and Lace

She stood in the shower, gently massaging the scented bubbles around her breasts,
over her tummy, between her legs, then down each leg in turn. Next, she massaged
her arms, turning slightly to the left, then the right, rubbing the bubbles all over
her back. Although the room was steamy, she became aware of his eyes watching
her every move…
With a towel wrapped around her, she stood in front of the dressing table mirror and started applying make-up to her face. First she gently applied face cream,
then foundation. She powdered her nose and applied blusher to her cheeks. Her
eyes were deep blue, and she liked blue eye-shadow to match. Her eyebrows were
pencilled in a light grey. Her lips were full, and she had to decide which colour
to wear—there was a pink and several shades of red. She chose a rose-pink colour
and carefully traced the outline of her lips with her lipstick.
The perfume choice came last. So many to choose from: Estee Lauder, Fraganard
from France, the fruity fragrances of lemon, apple, or perhaps the musk? She chose
the apple fragrance and sprayed a little on her breasts and arms.
Although she was alone in the room, there were three mirrors on the dressing
table, and she could see his reflection in one of them. His eyes were watching her
every move…
Her hair was blonde, curlier these days, and much easier to look after. Her routine was simple. After shampooing and conditioning, she applied a little mousse
to fluff up the curls. She scrunched the curls with her fingers and applied a little
hairspray to keep them in place. His eyes were watching her every move.
Her wardrobe was extensive. She would need more space for all the dresses he
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had helped her choose. Her collection of lingerie was extensive too; every favourite colour imaginable: black, dark blue, light blue; so much satin and lace. She
chose her favourite lingerie; pale blue bra and briefs, almost see-through and very
tantalizing to him.
To choose a dress was the hardest part for her. Would the black lace, blue lace,
or pale blue cotton be appropriate? She chose the black, two-layered dress which
was simple, elegant and long. Black stockings and suspender belt and black highheeled sandals were a perfect match, and she was pleased with the result. His eyes
were watching her every move…
She had performed these rituals every day for many years, and had delighted in
his interest, finding it very flattering.
He had bought her a great deal of lingerie over the past year, carefully selecting
the most expensive European lace and satin for her. She had proudly paraded in
them for him, before putting them away to look at occasionally.
He was very particular in what he liked. He liked her to take care of her
appearance and she obliged naturally. Every morning she would be very careful to
present herself for his approval and admiration.
One day however, the reason for his interest in everything she did in the bedroom became very clear. It explained why he now watched her with far more
interest than ever before. He had a very personal curiosity in her that he needed to
satisfy.
Unknown to her, for over a year in a cupboard in her office, was a box which she
had thought contained important papers, but there were no papers in it. Instead,
when she opened the box, she found that there were many items of female attire;
lingerie, dresses, shoes, make-up - everything imaginable. So that was why his eyes
were watching her every move…
The constant scrutiny was for him—not for her.
It was ‘day one’ of the revelation, and she was trying to deal with it. Now it was
her turn to choose dresses, shoes and make-up for him. The first outing was traumatic for her. In the store, she felt that eyes were watching her every move…
When they got back to the privacy of their own home, he paraded in everything
they had bought. He asked for her help in how to apply make-up. This was a lot
to deal with.
Her emotions were mixed. She was confused. There was no point in crying.
Looking at him dressed as a woman, she felt that her husband, as she knew him,
had gone forever—and that hurt. She had wanted a husband who was a complete
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man, and thought for so long that he had been the one. She couldn't bear to make
eye contact with him. At that point, she knew that she would never want to be
intimate with him again.
After a while, he changed back into his usual casual clothes, washed off all the
make-up, and tried to show her that he was still the same person who loved her,
but her heart was heavy. There was a chasm between them now. She had to be
honest with her own feelings. She was not comfortable with this at all.
He confided to her that he needed to dress this way more and more often these
days. Why did she feel that he was shutting her out somehow? He had even said
that her affair did not bother him at all; he had his own diversions.
She had enough intelligence to wait and see if they could continue to live amicably together under the one roof. She would give it a little more time.
His eyes watched her every move that evening, wondering why there was no
reaction from her. He had expected an emotional outburst—anything, but not
this silence.
For once she was at a loss for words, and could only express herself in writing.
It was a living nightmare, but she had no idea what to do about it at that moment
in time. She was doing her best to be compassionate and understanding, while at
the same time feeling very lonely and not knowing why.
She could only hope something good would come of all this. There is a reason
for everything. She would never give up hope. Never!
—Kathy Anne Noble

Knowing Only Turmoil
The first time I dressed as a girl, I was young. Maybe four years old. My mum
dressed me up and put make-up on for me. She had a great laugh—well until I
kept doing it when she wasn’t around. I laddered her stockings and ruined her
good shoes.
I had a precocious puberty. When I played with my young boyfriends I learnt
how to have an orgasm. After watching a friend do it in the trees outside our
house, that night, when alone in my room, and after what seemed like about half
an hour. Pop!
I didn’t do it much after that when I was young—not really until I discovered
solvents when I was about thirteen. They helped me to have orgasm’s and once I
started I couldn’t help but continue. It was dissociative sexual behaviour, I sought
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an orgasm peaking in unconsciousness. I remember looking at my reflection a
number of times as a child around this age. What I saw shocked and horrified me.
I felt such a strong self loathing. I didn’t know why.
A couple of years later when I was about fifteen, I would sit on the edge of my
bed with scissors held open over my penis. I wanted it gone, I thought it would
be better for me if this happened. I hated my uncontrollable libido and my lack of
inhibitions. I hated it so much that I felt as if I had to get high to get myself off.
When I was twenty-two I went to a counsellor about my drug problem. It
should have happened when I was about thirteen. I remember that my family was
embarrassed about the way I was. I believe that if I’d had help as a teenager, I could
have reached the decision I made fifteen years later, much earlier.
Somehow, even after joking about getting a sex change with my good friend,
and even after receiving the picture that heads this article, I didn’t figure it out.
Now I wonder how, looking back it seems so obvious. Sure, I considered it a few
times, but the truth was that I was too scared.
The drugs were bad for me and with counselling I realised that I was seeking
oblivion, and that it related to my sexual function. One day a counsellor asked
me:
‘What are you seeking oblivion from?’
I replied: ‘from that which I seek, I run!’
I had no idea what I meant. Then one day when I was twenty-eight my libido
went crazy. It very nearly cost me my relationship with my lovely partner. Luckily
it didn’t. I loved my girlfriend very much. I tried to figure out what I was really
fantasising about and I realised I wanted to be female.
It ripped through my mind like a flame, and became much more than just a
sexual urge. Now the sex part seems like a small part of gender reassignment. It’s
about how I appear to the world around me. It is about how I look at my reflection, and how I feel about it.
One day after three months of hormone replacement therapy (not having transitioned then as I eventually want to appear and feel naturally female) I looked at
my reflection. I was still a little blurry eyed from sleep. My reflection looked like
a that of a girl. It felt good. I felt female in my body. It was a great comfort to my
female mind.
I no longer feel the desire to seek oblivion. My adorable partner is still with me
and she loves the changes taking place in me. Our relationship has grown along
with everything else. I am lucky. I feel proud that I came to this realisation about
myself. I feel very thankful to those who have helped me on this tumultuous
path.
—Agender New Zealand
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Transgender People in Society
We do not have specific needs in relation to being part of female society, but we
do have specific problems.
Our problems are not understood by society at large, due to lack of understanding and knowledge. These are usually brought about because the section of society
charged with understanding us, many of the the professionals, really do not, unless
they are transgender themselves!
It is extremely upsetting when after explaining to individuals or groups about
our condition, that people in general can be so compassionate and seek to understand more. We are usually asked questions such as, ‘are you happy’; ‘is it really
all that you expected’; ‘you appear much more relaxed and calmer’; and this from
people who have known us before, have witnessed the inner conflict, but were
totally unaware of the cause. Why should they be, they are not professionals, just
lay people. It is us who are travelling this life of ‘limbo, trauma, shame, continual
questioning one’s being, lack of understanding, lack of help and in doing so,
becoming a lonely island in a sea of humanity"
We finally find someone who we hope can help us in our search for ourselves!
We at last have an appointment with a professional after a very long wait. Many
of them are totally lacking in their understanding of this condition! Why? Because
it is not included as part of the curriculum while at university. They take it up as
an adjunct to their knowledge base seemingly when confronted by one of us. It is
appalling that there are no courses given to cover this area of concern, a concern
that causes very great HURT AND UNREST in what is considered an insignificant part of Society.
To meet with someone who is cogniscent of our problems, makes one heave a
sigh of relief and pinch oneself at the same time! Usually we are met with something approaching disdain, due extensively to lack of KNOWLEDGE AND
UNDERSTANING. This in itself is appalling when considered in the light of the
fact, that these people are there to ‘assess US’, in order that we may become our
true selves! In many instances we are pushed and cajoled into believing that we are
not really what we know we are!
On the other hand, there are some who have learnt by rote to say what they
believe the professionals want them to say in the hope of receiving a letter that
enables surgery to take place. These are very few in number and should not be
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sidered for surgery in the first place. Such deluded people also cause great harm
and concern to others, who, though quite genuine, are denied the go ahead,
because of the few who have problems with the truth!
It appears peculiar to lay people when they learn of these situations. Like most
lay people they tend to believe that people in the MEDICAL PROFESSION
know all the answers, or can obtain them! This however, is not so in our case and
will continue in that vein until transgenderism is part of the curriculum for study
at university. At present we are teaching many of the professionals and are paying
dearly for it! NOT JUST IN CASH, BUT IN DEPRESSION, FRUSTRATION,
SELF HARM AND SUICIDE.
It is very pleasing when you find a compassionate and understanding professional who will set you on the path to becoming the person you know you should
be. For the lonely soul who has travelled this arduous and long road to reach
their true self, the change is enormous! For them it is the culmination of a life
of torment and misunderstanding, changed into a life of LOVE, HOPE AND
UNDERSTANDING IN THE KNOWLEDGE THAT THE NEW ‘ME’ IS
WHAT SHOULD HAVE BEEN ALL ALONG!
We need action, so that understanding of our condition, which is by no means
RARE, can be part of the curriculum for schools of psychiatry and psychology.
Hopefully, transgender people will be asked to attend in order to be part of that
learning curve and help by giving a genuine insight this condition because of theirfirst hand experience and knowledge. They have been living it every day of their
lives, until the wonderful time came when they could really be who they always
knew they were.
—Kathy Anne Noble

Changeling Aspects
The Changeling Aspects wbsite has recently been established. This is to explain
what we are about, so for those interested, please read on.
CHANGELING ASPECTS is for transsexual people before, during and after
transitioning. We offer support in many forms for transgender people and their
partners. The idea is to promote awareness of where to find support in areas such
as psychiatric assessment, endocrinology, details on drugs and hormones, surgeons,
costs, rebates from medicare and private health, change of name by deed poll and
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all it entails. Letters for passports, Health Insurance Commission, Birth Deaths
and Marriages for new birth certificate, plus assistance for ex-United Kingdom
residents who are able to apply for a new birth certificate after the Gender
Recognition Bill received Royal Ascent on 1 July 2004.
Support for partners due to the pressure and trauma they face when confronted
with their partner’s change.
The promotion of learning about transgender people by teaching professionals
and community health outlets. This is considered to be a very high priority in
order to promote the cause and well being of transgendered people and their partners. Also to continue to lobby for rights and amendments as the need arises.
If you wish to find out more, please browse through the contents and
writings. For further information and contact, please call Kathy on
07 3286 9155. The website address is:
http://homepage.powerup.com.au/~fnoble/changlingaspects

Sex Reassignment Surgery
in Thailand
Late last year I had the opportunity to extend a working visit in Asia to Thailand.
My purpose in going there was to interview some surgeons about their techniques
so that I could make an informed decision about when and whom to choose when
the time comes for me later this year.
Before I travelled I had applied for a new birth certificate in my new name so
that I could be issued with a temporary twelve month female passport which
could be made permanent if I had reassignment surgery within the twelve month
time frame. But this was not to be so. The law had been changed in September
2003 and the temporary female passport discontinued by immigration. So my new
passport bears my female name and photograph but designates me as M for male.
So, to conform, all airline tickets must be in the female name but with the title
Mr. I found this embarrassing because, firstly, I had to tell the Travel Agent about
me which is always worrying and secondly, I would have an anomalous passport
which could prove a difficulty in some countries and under some circumstances.
Fortunately the agent was very understanding and made no fuss. I was particularly
worried about this because my first port of call was Surabaya in Indonesia for my
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business appointments. But the company I visited sorted that out with immig
ration and I had no difficulties. But I was told that I may have encountered diffi
culty and possibly faced being returned to Australia at my expense had I been a
normal tourist. That didn’t happen, of course, but it is still a genuine source of
concern for us and I think we should lobby the government somehow to overturn
this rule and return to the twelve month temporary system. As it now is it just
doesn’t make sense to me. Anybody facing any kind of invasive surgery wants to
consult a number of surgeons in order to make an informed decision. As there
are not sufficient choices in Australia, it seems to be quite extraordinary that the
government would make this process more difficult than it needs to be. As a manager in the Sydney passport office said to me (one of the very few who spoke and
understood English), ‘No you can only have a female passport if you have had
surgery, not if you just want to “suss” it out.’ Is this senseless or what?
Anyway I’ll step down from my soapbox and get on with it. There are many
plastic surgeons who perform SRS in Thailand and to see them all would take a
lot of time. I found the language barrier and sparse local geographical knowledge
the most formidable challenges in actually getting to see them. Most of the surgeons are based in and around the capital city of Bangkok. However, there is one
surgeon located in Phuket, a picturesque coastal resort about an hour’s flying time
from Bangkok.
My first visit was to Dr Suporn Watanyusal in Chonburi which is about a one
and a half hour bus ride form the central city of Bangkok. I certainly had some
amusing (now) times trying to find his clinic, I was told that the clinic was opposite the Chonburi Bus Station but as all the signs are in Thai, I still found it very
difficult to find, until after walking for blocks in the hot and humid atmosphere,
a kindly pharmacist with a smattering of English was able to point to the ‘orange
building’ way, way down the road.
So I walked down and entered the building and found a room full of people and a delightful nurse who said ‘are you Miss Marion?’ and immediately
introduced me to a Brisbane girl who had just undergone SRS. She in turn
introduced me to girls from the USA, UK and others from Australia. It was a
wonderful opportunity to hear opinions about the surgeon and to share past
experiences as all we transexuals need to do at various times in our lives. One of
the people I met was over 25 years post op and had come over to help and be
with a younger friend of hers undergoing surgery. This wonderful lady, Chrissie,
had successfully brought and won an action against the British Government for
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against transexuals in the workplace. As a result of her win, the British Government
have completely changed their laws, not only to outlaw discrimination in the
workplace, but to make alteration of sex on birth certificates very simple and available before or after surgery. Naturally, as a flow on from this passports can also be
easily altered. This puts the United Kingdom ahead of Australia in this process. It
would make it so less stressful to have a female passport when travelling overseas to
check out surgery. I circulated among the girls and had a great conversation with
an American girl from Missouri, who spoke with that wonderful southern twang
so typical of the south. To me it was a southern accent. She corrected me and
said, ‘No no, it’s a Missourah accent,’ with great pride for her home state. She is a
musician, which as a musician interested me, and also ran a studio where she sold
her own paintings and wood carvings. She asked a lot of questions about Australia
and I told her about the Sydney and Brisbane tranny scenes that I am aware of and
she was fascinated. I got the impression, that here in Australia we are ahead of the
state of Missouri in attitudes to and the care of the transgendered community. I
promised to send her a copy of this newsletter and she was absolutely thrilled and
immediately gave me her address details.
All of the girls I spoke to were full of praise for Dr Suporn’s work, hastening to
recommend him to me. Chrissie, however, was very down to earth and kept saying,
‘Its no good telling Marion what you think now. You’re only a few days or weeks
post-op. Tell her after months and years, then it’ll mean something!’ Talk about
bringing one down with a thump—but then I’m sure she’s right. Time is the only
real test of any surgery, and I was grateful to her for her commonsense.
After about two hours of socialising which passed very quickly, I got to see Dr
Suporn. He is a small man with a delightful manner and has developed some very
special techniques for male to female re-assignment surgery which I found amazing. He was very charming and I think would be a very tender and caring surgeon.
As with all the Thailand surgeons, he observes the Harry Benjamin standards to
the letter and at the interview was at pains to satisfy himself that when the time
came for booking I would have the necessary medical papers. His price is not cheap
and probably on par with Australia, which surprised me.
My next interview was with Dr Sanguin Kunaporn in Phuket. I consulted him
in his clinic and also found him to be very charming with a good sense of humour
that I found quite endearing. He explained his techniques which are also very,
very good. The results he predicted for me were not quite as good as Dr Suporn,
but were, by any standard, extremely acceptable. He also stressed the importance
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observing Harry Benjamin standards. His waiting list is around seven months
and he tentatively booked me in for 1 November 2005. This to be confirmed or
otherwise early next year. His main reason for this was to get me on the list. I can
always cancel if I wish.
Finally, on my last day in Bangkok, I was due at the clinic of Dr Preecha
Tiewtranon, probably the most well-known of the Thai surgeons and the ‘father’ of
the surgical techniques performed in Thailand. Both Dr Suporn and Dr Sanguan
were taught by Dr Preecha and are his proteges. Dr Preecha was only a short distance
from my hotel and could be easily reached by the ‘Sky Train’, the above ground rapid
transit system in Bangkok. But unfortunately, because of some very poor guidance
from my hotel clerk about which side of the railway line the Preecha Clinic was
located, got lost and had to retrace my steps, constantly asking directions (maybe I
really am from Venus) and eventually arrived at the clinic soaking wet (oh why do I
have to wear a wig in such hot and humid conditions), tired and cranky. I was due to
be picked up at my hotel for an aiport transfer to go home at 1.30 pm that day and it
was now 10.55 am, my appointment having been for 10.30 am. The receptionist was
apologetic and asked could I come back another day and I then explained, (through
clenched teeth and holding my self very steady, because I was near explosion point)
that ‘No, I am going back to Australia at 1.30 pm today.’ The nurse gave me a quizzical look, obviously not quite understanding but, perceptively, realised I was fairly
stressed. In a typical Thai move she smiled and said would I please sit down for a while
in the reception room and she would see what she could do. I sat down and melted for
about twenty minutes. Then she came over and invited me to sit in a private corridor
which she said would be ‘more comfortable for me’. It was much more comfortable
and, soothingly, looked out on a lovely Thai garden. After about ten minutes a very
senior nurse with much better English skills sat down with me and gently put her
arm around me in a very tender and motherly way and said she was so sorry but the
Doctor was in surgery and in view of my need to get my connection to Australia perhaps it would be better if she took all my details and I could talk to the Doctor via his
website on my return to Australia. I was totally pacified and very much at ease after
that and was in awe of the wonderful way Thai people can carefully, gently and very
cleverly sooth the ruffled feathers of westerners. It really was a delightful experience
and I went away happy and not at all angry.
I made the plane OK and returned to Australia in a flight which was the usual
cramped hell. But anyone who has returned economy class to Australia from or
via Asia knows exactly what I mean.
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Quite by coincidence, on a tour up to the Burma-Siam Railway World War II
site, I lunched with a Gold Coast couple, both of whom had come for facial surgery at the Bumringrad Hospital in Bangkok. I don’t remember their names but
in conversation with a group of us thoroughly recommended the surgeon and the
hospital. She said that sdince the face-lift it had been ‘a whole week and no pain’,
even though she did look as though she’d done ten rounds with a heavyweight!’
Oh well, what we’ll do for beauty!
My summing up could only reflect a fairly keen interest in Thai surgery. It
certainly seems to have the answers for me, anyway. Hopefully I’ll be able to give
a personal experience report in twelve to fourteen months time.
Footnote. I would be happy to share the information I received with any girls
interested in the detail. I can also supply email and website addresses and full
locations in Thailand.
—Marion Child

Agender Perspective Newsletter welcomes stories and articles on all
aspects of transgender issues, particularly those which discuss personal
experiences.
Please send your articles in whatever version of MS Word you have, to
Marion Child at:
marionc_6@hotmail.com
You can also simply type them as a regular email and forward to the
above address.
Please do not send articles as typed or printed hard copy through the
mail. Only electronic material can be accepted.
If photographs are included please send them as separate JPEG files, or
if you have the software, as eps or tiff files.

Significant Others
A support group for families and friends of transgendered people has
been formed in Brisbane within Agender Australia. Anyone seeking help
or support is urged to contact this group by email.
Contact Debbie Mulhearn on:
mullymum@yahoo.com

Agender Australia has a policy of allowing any organisation concerned
with gender issues to reprint articles included in this newsletters.
A credit would be appreciated.
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On 11 December, 2004, Kathy Noble celebrated her 70th Birthday at
Sassy’s in Brisbane. Below are some of the scenes from that memorable
night. The festivities were photographed by Kathy’s daughter, Debby.
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