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Out  
  

MARTIN: late 20s to early 40s  

  

For a long time, it felt like I’d reached a door shut hard against me. Whichever bastard stood behind it 

was impervious to my knockin’. But I changed. I simply changed. Well … it wasn’t simple, but it was … 

FUN-DA-MEN-TAL! The powers that imprisoned my spirit no longer frightened me. Now that big ol’ 

bogeyman couldn’t lay his shit on me any more. I said to the motherfucker, “No longer am I playin’ by 

your rules!”  Ha-ha! Oh God! … It was delicious. It was special, it was liberatin’. And then? … Well! … I’m 

a person of strong imagination—so strong that life is sometimes difficult, but also beautiful. … So I began 

to dream. What if I let my body—my physical presence in the world, the creature you see before you—

be as free as my spirit? Why not declare real independence and never again wear clothes—no garments 

of any kind, any time, anywhere? What if my naked jaybird self trotted his ass on down the road—to the 

movie theatre, the supermarket, the jet plane, the dentist’s office? What if I went to work with my bare 

booty bouncing as free as the day I was born? I’m a carrier for the United States Postal Service. … Get 

the picture? Me droppin’ letters in the mailboxes and bringin’ packages up the walk to the front door, 

with everything hanging out?  Ah, but you say, “What about the cold and the rain?”  Got it covered, so 

to speak! In winter, I’d wear a Plexiglass bodysuit with its own heater and oxygen filtration and waste-

treatment facility. Like the astronauts, but see-through—see EVERYTHING through.  What about the 

subways where it’s gonna be real hot, if you know what I mean? Oh, so what? Don’t we go pushin’ and 

bumpin’ each other all the time while wearing light cotton shirts and linen dresses? I mean, what 

separates people’s skins sometimes but a flimsy strip o’ cloth? That’s all—less than one-eighth of an inch 

of fiber shields us from the eyes of folks who ALREADY KNOW WHAT WE GOT! Yes, everybody knows 

what’s underneath the fabric. So why hide it? I’m proud o’ what I got! Two months ago, when I was 

Martina, I didn’t have it. Now I’m Martin and I got me a thing to swing free like a bell clapper—left to 

right, front to back. Well, I wanna show it off! 


