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Acclaim for Kate Bornstein’s


GENDER OUTLAW


“While Bornstein covers an incredible range—from the ‘nuts and bolts’ of her surgery to more abstract musings on a brave new gender-free world—the book never stops fascinating. [She offers us] an abundance of questions—thoughtful, disarming, revelatory questions. Gender Outlaw is an invitation to a dialogue, and it’s a conversation well worth having.”

—Ms.

“Kate Bornstein argues eloquently and passionately for scrapping the categories of women and men. Agree. Disagree. Read it!” 

—Leslie Feinberg, author of Stone Butch Blues

“The first book of gender theory written by a transgendered person…includes countless insights, trenchant cultural analysis, and generous wit….[It] will surely become a classic.” 

—Washington Blade

“[Bornstein is on the] leading edge of contemporary debate about sexual identity and gender. [She] asks fundamental and challenging questions about what it means to be a man or woman in our society.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“Kate is an orgasm on two legs. Reading this book gives me a heart orgasm, and it could give you one too! Gender Outlaw is a great work of love.”

—Annie Sprinkle, performance artist

“Kate Bornstein is a fierce and funny voice on the front lines of gender and sexual identity. Her wise heart and wild imagination challenge us to really own our bodies, our desires, our dreams.”

 —Tim Miller, performance artist



Kate Bornstein


GENDER OUTLAW


Kate Bornstein divides their time between New York City and the Rhode Island shore. She can be seen in all episodes of season two of the reality TV show I Am Cait. Their stage work includes the solo performance pieces The Opposite Sex Is Neither, Virtually Yours, and On Men, Women, and the Rest of Us. When not writing or performing, Kate can be found cuddling with Maui, following Doctor Who, prowling Twitter and Instagram, or playing pinball in their hometown of Asbury Park, New Jersey.
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GENDER IS A WOOLY WORM

Welcome to the almost-silver-anniversary edition of Gender Outlaw


When you translate the playful title Gender Outlaw into Mandarin, it comes out as the not-so-playful Sex Criminal. So my Chinese publisher, New Star Press, asked me for some other titles. I rummaged through my mind for familiar gender metaphors and hopped onto Skype with my translator, Liao Aiwan, who uses the pronouns they, them, and theirs.

“How about Gender Is a Butterfly?” I suggested.

“No, no,” they said. “This book of yours is a radical call to gender activism. To a Chinese reader, butterfly makes it seem like a fluffy children’s book. But the butterfly metaphor is certainly in the right ballpark.”

I suggested Gender Is a Cocoon, and they explained to me that to a Chinese mind, the image of a cocoon conjures the panic that comes with claustrophobia. We both stared at each other blankly. Then their face lit up.

“Gender Is a Caterpillar! It’s perfect!”

“Ah,” was all I could think to say.

Liao Aiwan explained that, to a Chinese reader, the caterpillar stage conjures the notion of great possibilities. “That’s what you’re trying to say about gender, isn’t it? Possibilities?”

I nodded; yep, that’s what I was going for with the book. They continued excitedly, saying that we should use the child’s term wooly worm because that gets us back to playful. And so, if you want to buy this book in China, look for the title Gender Is a Wooly Worm.

“Just like you wanted gender outlaw to be playful. Right, Kate?”

Just so. And between the two of us, we found a common language of gender.

So…what’s your language of gender?

With whom do you talk about gender?

Are there people who speak a language of gender that doesn’t quite make sense to you?


The language of gender that I learned growing up in the fifties was all in service to the difference between men and women. White men and white women, to be specific. And the earliest differences were biology. In the early 1980s, I knew for a fact that I could never be a woman so long as I had a penis. So I transitioned from male to female by means of gender confirmation surgery—it was the only way I could possibly live as the woman I believed myself to be. In Denmark some fifty years earlier, Lili Elbe knew for a fact that she could never be a woman so long as she had no uterus. Miss Elbe died from complications resulting from her gender confirmation surgery, an attempted uterus transplant. At that time, the trans story began with hormones and ended with surgery. But stories shift over time and culture, as does the language used to tell them.


There’s not just one trans story. There’s not just one trans experience. And I think what they need to understand is that not everybody who is born feels that their gender identity is in alignment with what they’re assigned at birth, based on their genitalia. If someone needs to express their gender in a way that is different, that is okay, and they should not be denied healthcare. They should not be bullied. They don’t deserve to be victims of violence….That’s what people need to understand, that it’s okay and that if you are uncomfortable with it, then you need to look at yourself.

—Laverne Cox (Time magazine, May 29, 2014)

Recently I had the great pleasure of introducing Ms. Cox and her twin brother, M Lamar, at a speaking gig they were doing in New York City. Backstage, they thanked me—told me that they’d read Gender Outlaw in college and that it had been a great help. I thanked them in return, saying that the two of them had taken the exploration and expression of gender much further than I’d ever dreamed while I was first writing this book.


The study of gender parallels the study of particle physics, in that both fields have made, um, quantum leaps over the past fifty or sixty years. I grew up understanding subatomics as protons, neutrons, and electrons—that was the sum total of public discourse on the subject. As more and more sophisticated methods of investigation were developed, more and more basic particles were discovered—and the language of physics expanded in response to more and more in-depth study of quantum particles. I was sixteen years old when the quark model was first proposed. In the same way that our understanding of particle physics has grown more nuanced, we today speak casually about many finely honed nuances of gender that never occurred to me when I first sat down to write this book.


The point now, in these early days [of particle physics], is to investigate physical systems of a sort that just haven’t existed before.

—Jeff Kimble


My experience of gender—the whole big deal about why I got to write this book—was that I experienced myself as not-man, not-woman. And not too many of us were talking about that in the first person. Not-man, not-woman—I defined myself by what I was not. Today, tens of thousands of people who understand themselves to be not-men, not-women use words that describe precisely who they are: femme-identified nonbinary trans, or gender nonconforming, or agender, or transmasculine genderqueer, and so forth. The permutations of identity and expression are seemingly endless. I’ve done my best to take all that into account when I wrote this updated edition.

Happily, the basic concepts I was writing about then still hold true—but I needed to tweak the words I used to describe those basic concepts. For example, in the original we used the word transgendered. Yep—it never occurred to us that the suffix -ed implied that transgender was something that had been done to us. Live and learn. Furthermore, the word transgender was an inclusive term for anyone who was messing with gender. To this day, a great many people still use transgender like that: an umbrella term for anyone for whom the management of gender consumes a great deal of their day-to-day attention. But in the broader discourse, out in mass media, transgender has shifted meanings. Today, trans is the term that’s inclusive of people’s myriad experiences of gender. Transgender today simply means a man or a woman who has transitioned from another gender. That’s what we used to call transsexual—and to be fair, there are many people who still today understand their transition to be a physical journey that brings their bodies into alignment with their gender identities. But by and large, today’s transgender men and women understand that it’s not sex-as-biology that’s essential to life, but rather gender-as-identity. So, I’ve gone through the book with as fine-toothed a comb as I could to make changes to bring that up to date.


And of course, language will continue to change. In five, ten, fifty years, the language used to describe gender will become even more nuanced. More identities and expressions of gender will emerge, necessitating ever more changing definitions.


Additionally, our narrow view of gender back then was radically different from today’s intersectional perspective. Today, we know that gender is impacted by at least a dozen inescapable modifiers: class, race, age, disability, mental health, religion, family and children, politics, looks, language, and habitat and ecology. Back when I was writing this book, we isolated gender from its many entanglements. Well, physicists study particles by isolating atoms and photons in huge particle colliders, just to see what actually happens when one lone particle is hit by another. While we’ve learned the importance of context, the study of gender in the absence of all its cultural modifiers can still give us a clear picture of the mechanics of gender phenomena. My second book, My Gender Workbook, and its recent new edition, My New Gender Workbook, do embrace a more intersectional analysis, and thereby a more nuanced view of gender as it plays itself out in day-to-day living.

In the first edition of this book, the word binary wasn’t being used at all. Instead, I variously used two-gender and bi-polar gender. But binary and nonbinary are a good deal more helpful to understanding and parsing gender today—so I think it’s important I define binary as I understand it.

Imagine, please, a circle. Anything and everything about gender is inside that circle. Now, divide that circle with a vertical line so that you’ve got two equal parts. Anything and everything about gender is still inside the circle, only now it’s got to fit on one side or another—and everything on one side has an opposite counterpart on the other side. Got it? For any aspect of gender to grow beyond its designated place on one side, it’s got to encroach upon the space of the other side. In this way, every bit of growth on one side is seen as an attack on the other side. This is a binary system of culture—in form, a binary system is a battlefield.

Now, if you introduce an element into that binary system that clearly does not belong on one side or the other, you shatter the binary into innumerable components. You’ve still got a circle, and that circle still includes anything and everything about gender. Only now, there are lots of binaries: man and woman, girl and boy, butch and femme, lady and gentleman, and so on. And there are spectrums of gender in that circle. Any way you can imagine looking at gender can exist peacefully alongside every other way of looking at gender. The circle is no longer a binary—it’s a dialectic. In form, a dialectic system is a playground.

A quarter century ago, the idea of transitioning from one gender to another was against the binary cultural law of gender that very clearly said Thou Shalt Not Transition. And so, transsexuals—those of us who saw ourselves as men and women in need of a physical transition—were gender outlaws. Today, trans men and trans women routinely tell me that they are not gender outlaws. And I agree. The idea of gender transitions from M to F and F to M has reached a tipping point, and so today’s transgender men and women live well in accordance with the binary view of gender: they are not gender outlaws. If anything, they are gender in-laws, along with people who identify as cisgender (people whose gender identity corresponds to the biological sex they were assigned at birth).

It’s wonderful to see such a proliferation of nonbinary gender identities and expressions these days. When this book first came out, the idea of an identity other than one of two genders was literally unthinkable—we couldn’t wrap our minds around it. Not so much now. Now, nonbinary genders are deliciously problematic in the LGBTQ paradigm of sexuality and gender that we’re currently working with. In LGBTQ, nonbinary gender identities currently can occupy either the T or the Q. On the other hand, nonbinary genders can also be seen as the third that shatters the binary of cisgender and transgender. Deliciously problematic.


I understand today that for many people, cis and trans alike, it’s a good deal more comforting to work with gender as a binary—but the either/or of it was never a comfort to me. All I knew to express, all those years ago, was in today’s language:

BINARY GENDER = BAD

NONBINARY GENDER = GOOD

Of course that’s not true. It’s a binary notion that’s been targeted by critics of my ideas of gender. In this edition, I’ve done my best to break that binary with a more nuanced analysis.


Now, this brings me to one more point of this book that needs some clarification. Many people have taken exception to my idea that gender needs to be done away with entirely. Well, it’s been almost twenty-five years, and I’ve come to see that a little more clearly: we need to do away with any system of gender that pressures us into believing that we are imperfectly gendered. The gender I’m perfectly happy with keeping around is the gender I live with that shifts on its own accord as I move forward in time and space. After all, our genders are one of many ways that we interface with others, and with our surroundings. I believe that if we simply trust ourselves to shift, sure enough, our genders will shift as we need them to. Chameleons don’t decide to change colors. I’m totally fine with that kind of gender. The rest of it? The gender that mandates a right way or wrong way? Yeah, that needs to be done away with.

I’m grateful to Vintage Books for giving me a do-over. I’m especially thankful to my editors, Catherine Tung and Emily Giglierano. Publishing, like theater, is much more of a cooperative effort—my editors are excellent dramaturges and a lot of fun to work with.

They also agreed with me that it would be best to keep some sections of the book exactly as they first appeared:


1. Those artistic expressions of neither/nor gender, as in the play Hidden: A Gender, or the performance pieces “Transsexual Lesbian Playwright Tells All!” and “The Seven Year Itch.”

2. Those snapshots of a time when gender-as-biology was just beginning to come to a screeching halt (as in the sections covering transsexual surgery and queer theater).


Crafting this new edition came down to translating my language from a culture that existed in time and space a quarter of a century ago. And so I’d like to close this introduction by quoting a section of my introduction to the Chinese translation of this book, Gender Is a Wooly Worm:


When I first wrote this book, language was a big problem. People knew about transsexuals. But not many people were talking about the phenomenon of people who are neither men nor women, no matter how they choose to express their gender. To embrace those people (myself included), I borrowed the word transgender. But in many circles today, that word has become simply another word for transsexual—so in my country, the newer and more inclusive word is simply trans. You will read words in this book that don’t ring true to you. Please, take a pen or pencil and cross them out. Write in a word you like better. And when that word doesn’t work for you anymore, use another word. The way of gender is a living, changing path, like a river—it does no one any good to try to keep either gender or a river still.

The language you discover may be useful to others, so please share it with them. Write blogs, poetry, drama, and films that use your language for gender. Meet with other people who are finding their words, and discuss the value of language in the search for freedom and fluidity in gender. Your language may make others angry. Their language may make you laugh. That’s all part of the fun.

Now, if anything you read in this book makes you feel bad or wrong or small and weak, then please know that I said something wrong. This book was written many years ago, and the culture I wrote it in is not the culture in which you’re reading it. So, if you find anything to be personally insulting, please accept my apology and keep reading with the knowledge that your gender identity and how you express your gender are correct only when you feel they are correct.

In closing, I’d like you to know that I’m writing this to you at the age of sixty-eight. I’m very old. I may very well be alive as you’re reading these words. But if I’m dead, I would be honored if you call upon me as your ancestor in our mutual journey of gender exploration. I promise you that alive or dead, I will do all that’s in my power to help you find and live your destiny.

Much Love and Respect,

Kate Bornstein
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first things first




I keep trying to integrate my life. I keep trying to make all the pieces into one piece. As a result, my identity becomes my body, which becomes my fashion, which becomes my writing style. Then I perform what I’ve written in an effort to integrate my life, and that becomes my identity, after a fashion.
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TRANSGENDER STYLE



Some Fashion Tips


People are starting to ask me about fashion. I love that! Maybe they think the doctor sewed in some fashion sense during my genital conversion surgery.


I see fashion as a proclamation or manifestation of identity—so as long as identities are important, fashion will continue to be important. The link between fashion and identity begins to get real interesting, however, in the case of people who don’t fall clearly into a culturally recognized identity—people like me. My identity as a transsexual lesbian whose female lesbian lover transitioned to gay male is manifest in my fashion statement—both my identity and fashion are based on collage. You know—a little bit from here, a little bit from there? Sort of a cut-and-paste thing.


And that’s the style of this book. It’s a trans style, I suppose. I can see it in the work of Susan Stryker, Sandy Stone, David Harrison…the list is getting longer and longer.


But the need for a recognizable identity, and the need to belong to a group of people with a similar identity—these are driving forces in our culture, and nowhere is this more evident than in the areas of gender and sexuality. Hence the clear division between fashion statements of male and female, between the fashions of queer and straight.

In my case, however, it’s not so clear. I identify as neither male nor female, and now that my lover went through his gender change, it turns out I’m neither hetero nor homo. What I’ve found as a result of this borderline life is that the more fluid my identity has become—and the less demanding my own need to belong to the camps of male, female, gay, or straight—the more playful and less regimented my fashion has become—as well as my overall style of self-expression.


Will the identification with a trans writing style produce an identification with a trans experience?


Anyone who knows fashion will tell you that the operative word is accessorize! That’s how I dress in the morning. That’s how I shift from one phase of my life to the next—first I try on the accessories. And that’s also part of the style of this book: I’ve added some accessories here and there to spice it up a bit.

Welcome to my runway!
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sorting seeds




The very first task that Psyche had to accomplish in her search to be reunited with her lover, Eros, was to sort, by type, a roomful of seeds. According to the myth, these seeds covered the floor and rose to nearly the height of the ceiling. I spent the first thirty years of my life sorting out the cultural seeds of gender and sexuality.
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THE HARD PART




The novel being dead, there is no point to writing made-up stories. Look at the French who will not and the Americans who cannot. Look at me who ought not, if only because I exist entirely outside the usual human experience…outside and yet wholly relevant, for I am the New Woman whose astonishing history is a poignant amalgam of vulgar dreams and knife-sharp realities (shall I ever be free of the dull lingering pain that is my peculiar glory, the price so joyously paid for being Myra Breckinridge, whom no man may possess except on her…my terms!).

—Gore Vidal, Myra Breckinridge, 1968


The hard part was sorting it all out. The hard part was taking a good look at everyone else and the way they looked at the world, which was a lot different from the way I was looking at the world!


There are some trans people who agree with the way I look at the world, and there are others who are really angry with me for writing this stuff. Every trans person I know went through a gender transformation for different reasons, and there are as many truthful experiences of gender as there are people who think they have a gender.


I know I’m not a man—about that much I’m very clear, and I’ve come to the conclusion that I’m probably not a woman either, at least not according to a lot of people’s rules on this sort of thing. The trouble is, we’re living in a world that insists we be one or the other—a world that doesn’t bother to tell us exactly what one or the other is.


When I was a kid, everyone else seemed to know they were boys or girls or men or women. That’s something I’ve never known; not then, not today. I never got to say to the grown-ups, “Hold on there—just what is it about me that makes you think I’m a little boy?” As a kid, I just figured I was the crazy one; I was the one who had some serious defect.


For most of my life, my nontraditional gender identity has been my biggest secret, my deepest shame. It’s not that I didn’t want to talk about this with someone; it’s just that I never saw anything in the culture that encouraged me to talk about my feeling that I was a different gender than most people believed me to be. When I was growing up, people who lived cross-gender lives were pressured into hiding deep within the darkest closets they could find. Those who came out of their closets were either studied under a microscope, ridiculed in the tabloids, or made exotic in pornography, so it paid to hide. It paid to lie. That was probably the most painful part of it: the lying to friends and family and lovers, the pretending to be someone I wasn’t. Going through a gender change is not the easiest thing in the world to do, but I went through it because I was so tired of all the lies and secrets.


It was a strange kind of lie. It was a lie by action—I was always acting out something that everyone assumed I was. I wonder what it would have been like if someone had come along and in a quite friendly manner had asked, “Well, young one, what do you think you are: a boy or a girl—or something else entirely?” What would it have been like not to have been afraid of getting hit because of some wrong answer? See, what we used to call “sex changes” never were an appropriate topic of conversation—not at the dining table, not in the locker room, not over a casual lunch in a crowded restaurant.


Nowadays, I try to make it easier for people to ask questions. I tell people that I’ve never been hurt by an honest question, and that’s true—it’s a cruel opinion that hurts, never a question. But people still don’t ask questions easily; maybe that has something to do with manners or etiquette. Despite the increased visibility of trans people, folks seem to naturally back off from inquiring as to the nature of someone’s—my—gender. It seems to need some special setting. Like in my living room, or on television, or from behind a podium at some university. It’s “good manners” to say and ask nothing, and that’s sad. But the children still ask.


Two days after my lover and I appeared on TV as guests on The Phil Donahue Show, the five-year-old child of our next-door neighbor came up to me and asked, “So, are you a boy or a girl?” We’d been living next door to these folks for over two years.

“I’m a girl who used to be a boy,” I replied. She was delighted with that answer and told me I’d looked very pretty on television. I thanked her and we smiled at each other and went about our days. I love it that kids will just ask.


Adults don’t ask. Adults are afraid to ask, “What are you?” so we ask, “What do you do?” or “What’s your pronoun of choice?”…in hopes of getting a clue to someone’s identity. Gender identity seems to be an unspeakable thing in our culture, just as names are considered unspeakable in some other cultures. By the same token, we hardly ever ask outright, “What kind of sex do you like?” When it comes to work, we can ask. When it comes to sex and gender, we’re supposed to observe discreetly and draw our own conclusions.

Instead of asking directly, adults look in roundabout ways for answers to their questions about me and my people. Like reading transsexual and transvestite pornography, which, judging by much of its content, must be written by people who have never met one of us but who must have great longing to be or love who we are.


There’s this entire wonderful underground genre of trans erotica. You may have seen some of the titles—they’re terrific—like He’s Her Sister! Or Transvestite Marriage or Transvestite Trap. My personal favorites were Captive in Lace and They Made Him Love It!


Reading those stories came in handy when I was doing phone sex for a living, because a lot of the men calling in wanted to be cross-dressed as women, or they wanted to know what it would be like to be a woman and have sex with another woman—guys want to know that sort of thing. They want to know, “What do lesbians do with each other?” It’s a sad question, really: it shows how little thought they give to exactly what pleases a woman.


There’s another whole group of people who really like gender ambiguity; it turns them on. I remember a group of sailors in the audience on The Geraldo Rivera Show. After it was announced who and what I was, they kept on looking at me, they kept on wanting something. I could feel their eyes traveling up and down my surgically constructed, hormonally enhanced woman’s body. What’s the pull? What is it about a sexually blended, gender-bended body that lights those flames? I know it gets me going!


For the most part, people cautiously observe and don’t ask questions, and there are plenty of opportunities in today’s world to look at people like me. The talk show ratings go way up during sweeps month when they trot out the transgender folks, the cross-dressers, and those who claim nonbinary or genderqueer identities. There are the drag shows and the female-impersonator spectacles—even though we began them for our own entertainment and enjoyment, their widespread popularity seems to grow and grow; you’ve probably got one of those shows in your city, or in a nearby town. Or please, watch RuPaul’s Drag Race. Right now. What’s more, trans identities are a comedy staple—we’re always good for a cheap laugh. I’ll have more to say about that later.

Both popular music and cinema reflect my not-man, not-woman face back to me. Glance discreetly, if you will, at some of the brightest deities in our cultural heavens. At this writing, Miley Cyrus has been out as nonbinary for several years, drawing cheers and jeers from around the world. Both Orange Is the New Black and Transparent have opened up story lines that include trans people who identify as neither men nor women. Nouveau cabaret artists are emerging onstage, with genders far too fabulous to be pinned down to man-or-woman.


It’s interesting that we can ask questions about trans issues when there’s some distance between us and the person we’re asking about—whether that distance is online, onstage, or onscreen; we just don’t ask directly.


I read, watch, and listen to all the ads and commercials. You can learn a lot about gender from commercials. I’ve also been watching the talk shows, listening to the call-in programs, and browsing the myriad blogs and videos. When I was very young, growing up in the ’50s, I read the medical texts, devoured the tabloids, and hoarded the pornography—because I was intensely interested in me and my people.


I was scared, though, shaking scared, to see what I might actually find out. But I couldn’t stop reading. See, I was a lonely, frightened little fat kid who felt there was something deeply wrong with me because I didn’t feel like I was the gender I’d been assigned. I felt there was something wrong with me, something sick and twisted inside me, something very, very bad about me. And everything I read backed that up.


The possibility missed by most of the texts prior to the past few years, and by virtually all the various popular media, is this: the culture may not simply be creating roles for naturally gendered people, the culture may in fact be creating the gendered people. In other words, the culture may be creating gender. No one had ever hinted at that, and so, standing outside a “natural” gender, I thought I was some monster, and that it was all my fault.

In living along the borders of the gender frontier, I’ve come to see the gender system created by this culture as a particularly malevolent and divisive construct, made all the more dangerous by the seeming inability of the culture to question gender, its own creation. The studies conducted by the duly appointed representatives of the culture are still conducted less on the basis of conversation and more on observation. I want this book to begin to reverse that trend. I want this book to be the conversation I always wanted as I was growing up, and never had the chance to have.

The time for discreet and distant observation of trans lives seems to be coming to an end. There’s more and more evidence that trans folks are making a place for themselves in the culture. I wrote this book, for example, and it got published because there’s been a shift—that this is a new edition of this book says the shift is still going on some two decades later. Up until the turn of the century, all we’d be able to write and get published were our autobiographies, tales of women trapped in the bodies of men or men pining away in the bodies of women. Stories by and about brave nonbinary-identified people who’d lived their lives hiding deep within a false gender—and who, after much soul-searching, decided to change their gender, and spent the rest of their days hiding deep within another false gender. That’s what we could get published about our nonbinary selves—the romantic stuff that set in stone our image as long-suffering, not the challenging stuff. And it always seemed that the people who would write about us either had some ax to grind or point to prove, or they’d been hurt and needed someone to blame it on. People like Janice Raymond, Catherine Millot, and Robert Stoller have ultimately perpetuated the myth that trans people are malevolent, mentally ill, or monsters. We got left holding the cultural bag. We ended up wearing the cultural hand-me-downs.

But there’s another kind of trans(gressive)gender experience going on in this culture, and nowadays we’re writing our own chronicles of these times. Our stories all tie together, our stories overlap; and you can hear lots about me in the stories of other trans people. My story weaves through Caitlyn Jenner’s story. My story lies within the story of the late historian Louis Sullivan. Christine Jorgensen and Renée Richards wrote chapters of my story in their autobiographies. For years, Sandy Stone taught her story, my story, our story in any number of her classes. Rachel Pollack has painted trans into her tarot cards. Laura Jane Grace belts it out in punk rock and whispers it in her poetry. Gwen Smith makes archives available online. For decades, Leslie Feinberg traveled back and forth across the country to make our story heard in the political arena. Del LaGrace Volcano captures us in exquisite
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