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Hi and welcome to our zine. To attempt to narrow down every Camp Trans member's notion about
what this introduction should say would be an impossible task. Lots of people ask us, “What exactly
do you want?" Well, we'd all like to be safe in the places we want to be in. And those of us that want
1o be al MWMF should be able to ga if they want to, and be there without fear of violence or
harassment. We think that folks should be able to do that. And some people don't want to be
involved with Fest, and are at Camp Trans to experience the all-inclusive, hopefully more sale,
accepting and welcoming party politics that we hope to create this year. Oh, and the whole “not
allowed to go in” part, due to gender identification, “sex al birth," lack of $300 dollars if you're over
16 to spend in the forests, or a whole other range of thirgs.

We may have different ideas and opinions about what Camp Trans is all about, but we are definitely
here to spread awareness about the trans-phobic “womyn-born-womyn only” policy of the Michigan
Womyn's Music Festival. There will workshops, discussions, music, foed ALL FOR FREE, to spread
the word about why we're here. And we want to start new dialogues about trans-inclusion and
identity, and maybe the beginnings of starting a whole new festival, away from MWMF. We are
inviting the decision-makers of the Fest to come talk with us. We would like to go fo where you are
and discuss, but you won't let us in. This makes negotiations quite difficult.

So for the brief history of Camp Trans - in 1994 or so, one transwoman (whose name we really
shouldn't be using without her permission) got kicked out of the fest when she was outed to securily.
So the year after, friends of hers slarted Camp Trans in protest of this. Other folks picked up the call
in 1999 and have continued it in the years since. Last year, about 10 of us were kicked out when we
came out as a molley crew of non womyn-bom-womyn folks to the security guards after buying
tickets one sunny Saturday afternoon. We did this for several reasons. Some of the people that got
kicked off were female-bom-males (FTM), and were removed for being “men.” Therefare,
transitioning to the “other” gender is possible. So, if a “weman” can bécome a “man,” then a “man”
can become a “woman,” which should allow her to enter the fest. Also, this proves that one of us
may look enough like a “woman” to easily buy a licket, and roam about the land in the closet about
our trans identity without any trouble. Not to mention the other MTF, girlfags, boydykes, intersexed,
and genderqueers amongst us. But once we come out, we are all of a sudden a danger to the very
fabric of the festival. Don't Ask, Don't Tell in full effect,

So transfolks, both female-to-male (FTM) and male-to-female (MTF), as well as many other
genderqueer people, can't talk about their trans identity. Imagine substituting the word “frans” with
Lesbian, or Latina, or differently abled. What if You couldn't come out at the Fest? Would you feel
safe there?

Everyone's welcome to leave the Fest and come hang out with us, 1o stay or go back, to perform, to
ask questions, or share some food. By all means come see the shows and participate in the
Candlelight Vigil in remembrance of victims of anti-rans violence. The next pages will be filled with
the art, words and ideas of Camp Trans participants and friends, Please take time to read what we
have lo say, and come say hi across the road.

Simon and Casey (the fabulous T-boy cousins), July 30, 11pm Logan Square Chicago







Tiger Boy

What is a Tiger Boy>

Tough Guy? Huh? (punch)

Tiger Boy is a purr with claws
stored underneath

a Tiger Boy can eat you alive

can undress you slowly with his eyes
and what sharp teeth he has

how gentle, falling into male pattern balding
cliches.

A Tiger Boy can be in flight

and drown simultaneously

eating seaweed, spitting sunflower seeds
at your murderous gender codes

Tiger Boys is a brick

thrown through another condo window
cemented to other shapeless bricks
building strong walls, stone walls
inclusion exclusion House of Perversion
La-dee-dah

An honest Tiger Boy will let you in

but give away the key in fear of accusation




Tiger Boys can suffocate one another

and theorize ourselves
Thankfully, Tiger Boys
Cur puppets will close
our masks will protect

while we are all under

into oblivion
have art.

rankg around us
us

construction

seagulls diving for flesh in the grey ocean

Soon this Tiger Boy will have his fill

manicured hair to tender Achilles' tendon

I will be sufficient

incomplete and enough

And then, by the hundreds,

Tiger Boys will slide into leather jackets

straighten their ties

burn their shoes

and infiltrate the cities and seas.

~-gimon strikeback
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Tr anssexual/Faggot/Pinocchio
Dear Papa Gepetto,
I fear my time has come -
for I have visited a Thousand fairies
and not a ene -
not a Single one has made me a Real Boy
Love,
Your Wooden Son
Wait! -you say
and -Liar!
Eyes leveling to my nose:
But, you made me, Papa
and Nothing ever grows
You sewed this cap and trousers
(I rest wooden in these clothes)
And even 1in the dark belly of a whale
Who would ever know?
Yet still
-a Million fairies
and nothing ever grows.
Nothing FUCKING grows.
Could I ever be a dead Boy?
But wooden, yes,
A hollow one

Would death then come so easy




To this shell of One-

Could I end my quest for Realness
with a toy, a wooden gun?

But even here, in my delusion

it is loneliness that’'s won

with only two hands

to play the parts oy

father, son, gun.

Max Spit

fidohgq;lick@hotmgil .cam




CAMPL-RAN

It's that time of year again. The land is once again being prepared for, wise
and wonderful womyn from all over the world have turned their eyes toward
Michigan, and Camp trans once again rises from obscurity to sit at the front
gate, a terribly uninvited guest.

And once again, | have to consider my own mixed feelings about Camp Trans and
my role in it. My partner has just rented a van and warned me that it's time
to buy me "an air mattress", which doesn't sound like the sort of thing that
will make sleeping on the ground any different from, well, sleeping on the
ground.

I think | first heard about Camp Trans back when | was just beginning my
transition, what | sometimes call "my transexual journey". | was, [ think,
quite scared and insecure. | had no idea what was in store of me, and |
wasn't looking forward to the world's reaction to me Coming Out.

But when | learned of Camp Trans, it seemed to me to be an inspiring thing.
Here were transpeople standing up for themselves, and at the undeclared
Capital of modern radical feminism. What a terrific place to start! Surely, a
little work, and the Womyn of the festival would understand and embrace their
“prodigal sisters®. It seemed to me altogether a good thing.

A few years later, | found myself at Camp Trans. Of course, it's one thing to
have an opinion from far away, and quite another thing to actually take part.
As a Camp Trans participant, | no longer had the cption of glossing over the
details of what was going on, | had to really think about some of the more
complex issues involved.

Lets face it - Camp Trans is a bit of activism meant to get a group of Womyn
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- awesome Womyn - to stop doing something they have every right fo do. | want
to be clear on that point, | approve of Womyn only Spaces. | affirm the right
of Womyn - or anyone - to create their own groups, to take control of their
environments, and to define their own identities. And that means accepting
their right to define me as something other than how | define myself, and to
crate trans-free spaces, and to kick me (and people like me) out of them.
That's important, because the ability to self-define, to create safe spaces,
these are not just important, they are absolutely vital, they are privileges

we need to take for ourselves and us if we are going to grow and prosper.
These truths, and seeing the pain and discomfort that CT causes for many
first hand makes me nervous about taking part. | have no wish to attack
Michigan. I have no wish to question the right of people to withdraw from
society for a week and live in a world of their own design. | do not wish to
force another womyn to adjust her own identity to make room for me,

And so every year after CT | say "Good wo}k. glad | came, but never again."
That's certainly what | said last year when we climbed into our van and
headed home. But life is complicated wherever you go.

This year, a friend of mine with was desperate for a support group that could
help her deal with her history of abuse - we could find only one group that
would take the specific issue on - but it was at the local Womyn's Center -
my friend was not quite "woman® enough to be allowed in their front door.
Today, months later, she is still looking.

This year, we discovered that our local SANE (Sexual Assault Nurse Examiner)

program does nothing to prepare Nurse for the possibility that some women who



are sexually assaulted will be trans. Can you imagine being brought to the ER
after a sexual assault, and having your assigned Nurse get up in disgust and
horror and walk away? It really happens here. The program turns out to be run
by good feminists who still have no idea what we are trying to tell them.
Perhaps they're the same ones who turn homeless transwomen away from our
local shelter system. Just go away and die.

The nasty fact is, most transpeople face discrimination, dehumanization, and
violence every day - in that context, any sign that says "No trannies” makes

me very, very nervous. And why does my identity have to be a challenge for
anyone else's? It sounds terribly *Defense of marriage act” that way, doesn't

it?

I think that making Safe Spaces is important, | think that making Exclusive
Spaces is a very powerful thing 1o do. But power has responsibility, too.

When you pick up a scalpel and begin surgery, you have a responsibility to be
careful what you cut. When you create an Exclusionary space, you have
responsibilities to think about what you are doing, and how you do it, and

why, and to dialogue about that with the communities in and outside of your
space. Exclusionary Spaces are Very Easily misused, and it is incumbent on us
to act carefully.

And so Il be at Camp Trans this year. | may feel a bit uncomfortable about

it, but | cant walk away. Because | think the scaipel has cut too deep.

Because | th A
ink that my local Womyn's center, the SANE program, Michfest, and |
all of us, would benefit if we could find ways to make room for all kinds of
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AsHES to Ashgs @
And so you said that maybe | could sleep.

At least to kill the cravings for coffee and cigarettes.

But | said, with a smile, that even my dreams were stained in nicotine. ..
(Some yet to be borne of my growing dependence on insomnia as an excuse. )
And | laughed, at your jokes that grew more and more frequent at the
Urgency of my shaking hands and quivering ip...

The early signs of decay.

The ashtray was my home in you.

| said it once with reverence, touching your hair.

You kissed away my breath...

| think it was then that there was no longer “we.”

The day us died.

And we became our-selves.

Lonely and having to pretend sometimes,

That my blanket might be your arm:

Just for Tonight.

But you were there: in the world outside.

With plurals sounding foreign on your tongue,

Leaving me shrouded in the mystery of ‘heroin chic’,

The past of another girl (to be forgotten).

And | wait for sleep.

-sara
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Tm in love with Katie. My love for her is both new, sparkly clean and
comfortably worn in with trust and stories; shiny red excilement af noon and
cleepy blue Dannel at | am Together we make a nest of eathers with our
#rms where [ lay and rub my knuckles ogether, adjusting my glasscs as |
paint us comflower blue with 2 long brush, curling inte sadocss with a gnn
and reaching as deep into her smiling face ag my armless eyes can #o.

Holding bands in the park, Katie and | waich children playing on the tire
swing. It's & warm day, some of the younger chaldren are naked or WeRnng
very little clothing. We watch them and talk about teking our kid Lo the
park, when we have 2 kid together some day. A Jot of vur friends have been
suppertive when we lell them of our plans w be mommies 1ogether. Some
people get reully excited, others jusl look confused.

Ltold my younger brother that Katie and [ are in love | ”

great!” When [ 1old him that we might have kids mgelh:,sl.nd;u]‘r‘::;::?l you
;hink|l|_n|m:udlxha(dIbukidtosrownpwimtwomoms?‘knd[nid
'%y,!mmmhuhph?‘lﬂhnid"fu]g because the kod
would just get tcased all the time, and probebly make no friends.* | didn’t
even know what to say,

A close friend of mine tells me she hates penises. To ber, penises al
symbolize greed, oppression and general yuckiness. She calls hervelf a
goid-star dyke, never becn with o man and never plans 1o be. *They always
=t everytiung they want,” she says, talking about penises. "They're

ijmmu!wwmy.'lbrd}umhﬁcud]
are in She just looks m me, inhales a 10 fecond drug off her
uguuu.l;m ayi;‘\LrJL“ 1‘:@'( know how 10 say “It doesn’t

mailer we have in our

pm myerehedung. pants. We could both be gold star

[1ald my mom that Katie and [ are in love. We were walking in the woods one
day. [ was talking ahout moving to Portland with Katie, "Mom,” | said, "I'm
really in love with Katic * and she snid *Well | kind of figured that out

I'm 30 happy for you But | aisa feel 30 strange, | mean, with Kat being

trans and everything . [ just really don't know how to act sbout it," and I

ey elena

said, *Well, ir's really not that big of 2 deal. We're just twao girls in

Jove. Act just the way you would around any of my friends.” and my mom said
“Yeah, but | mean... Al least if you're in a leshian relationship, you could

have a nomal lesbian relationship.” 1 wanted to ask her what & “normal
lestuan relationship”™ would be like

[ told all of my house mates that P'm in love with Katie. One day she called
on the phons. Scott came lo get me and said *The phone 5 for you ™ And 1
said “Tx it Kat?™ and he said "No, its some boy.” | picked up the phone and
she said "Hil" and [ wondered if she'd heard anything be said. “Hi, Ka" 1
said, smiling.

Maost of my close friends have asked the same, boring questions, “So, what is
sex like?" “Wait, does Lhal mean that she uwsed w be a girl, or she used (o
be & boy 7™ “Has she had surgery™ “What does she look like?” “What is ber
real name]” “What do ber parents think of her?™

Sometimes when ['m alone | watch my koees, o the TV, or the twn I'm in and
1 try to thiok long and herd sbout the utopia of love sad the dilemma of
everyone else, All the stusf they say about us, it matters. [ know it

malters, because its our identities, our selves and our bodies thit people

talk about and g all the time. S they tell us we're cool,
sometimes they threaten to hurt us oc kill us, nothing shocking It will
probably always be this way.

I'm in love with Katie. [ don't really need to prove 1o the world that she's

ok and T'm ok and we're normal dykes or we will be good mommies or we love
each other enough for this fuss t be worth {t T just want to steal you

roscs from downtown, and laugh and lsugh and laugh And get your tears and
ather wetness all over our clothes. [ still remember everything they say

about us, especially all the stuff we never hear them say.

Bt sometimes, like right now, ['m really not listening. 1 hear the sound of
your voice an the phong, the voice [ will never mistake for anyons other
than the girl that | love [ feel the ache of memory when Erun my hand
along your back as you sieep and pull the sheets over us, up 10 our necks,
and wrap myself around you, When you open your eyes, | will already be
awnke, running my finger nail alung your am between the sofl, brown hairs,
thinking of haby names and bus rides and everything that has brought us
together. Caa you foel this? The history of our eyes, our skins, our names.
Here i our hands 15 where hope and change grow. With my brushes and my
voice, 1 paint 1t on the outside to show the world our love 13 true.

Tplete by sroqnA
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pronoun theory.

i question the accuracy and necessity of gender-
specific pronouns in communication. if someone's
gender is identified and communicated through other
signifiers as they choose, and we are sensitive enough
to other people's gender identities to pay attention
to the gender they wish to be perceived as, are
"accurate" male and female pronouns needed? we need
something to break up the awkwardness of pranounless
speech (sam went to the store. sam got some plums 1n
aisle one and sam got spinach in aisle two. sam waited
in 1ine to pay. then sam went home.), but do pronouns
truly need to match up to the appropriate gender?

i advocate destroying gendered pronouns
altogether. sam went to the store. he got some plums
in aisle one and she got spinach in aisle two. he
waited Tn Iline to pay. then she went home. it takes no
meaning out of what is being communicated, nor does it
invalidate the gender identity of the subject. for
people whose gender identities have been consistently
disregarded or misunderstood by others, i realize that
the idea of being referred to with pronouns that don't
match their genders could feel somewhat negative. it
is necessary that we are actively conscious of the
pronouns we use to reference others, not making
assumptions about anyone's gender identity/pronoun
preference and consciously changing our speech
patterns once we are aware of someone's preference. i
am speaking idealistically, because it isn't fair to
ask anyone to give up their gendered pronouns until
they feel their gender is truly recognized, but it is
something to consider.

i find bigendered/nongendered pronouns (s/he,
hir, et cetera) to be clumsy and limiting. though they
might be recognized within small parts of the queer
community, they are not understood by most people, and
thus cut off a great deal of needed communication
about trans identity and politics with those who have
no base understanding of the issues involved. i don't
feel 1ike they create a solution in or out of the
queer community.

if we can teach ourselves to validate people's
genders by honestly validating them, rather than
simply shifting our language for the sake of
politeness, gendered pronouns would not longer be a
valid or necessary means of communicating or Timiting
gender. (ruth oppenheim-rothschild.)







Boy

Though half asleep I notice the bed rise as you
disentangle your body from mine.

Blinking open my eyes I squint through my hair t
try to find you.

Your naked body poised in front of the mirror,
you run your hands down over your chest,

down over your almost not there hips to your
thighs -

your hands framing your cunt.
You shift nervously.

You don't see what you feel,
you don't feel what you see.

Glaring at your self in the mirror you push your
hands hard into your chest,

Maybe if you push hard enocugh they'll disappear,
maybe if you push hard enough you'll disappear.
Sitting now you slowly bind your chest,
Relaxing as your breasts flatten and disappear.
You look yourself up and down in the mirror.

Donning first shirt then sweater you look at
yourself with a critical eye -

Boy?
Rip off the sweater add a tie step back -

Boy?



A look of recognition.

Pants!

You need pants.

fAs you scramble for your clothes I struggle to

suppress my

laughter.

pare I let you know what I saw?

Can I tell you that I saw you let your guard down
when you began to feel like who you really are?

Can I tell you that you've always been my boy,
soft and sweet?

Can I tell you how you turn me on

Can I tell you that when your body rocked above

mine I felt
on?

I wanted to
I wanted to
‘I wanted to
I wanted to

But since I
your femme,

I closed my
Scout)

you ride me, felt your dick and held

call you sir,

fall to my knees and beg to blow you.
make you beg for more.

be your grrl.

declared i could not, would not be
you called me butch.

eyes and waited. By Katie (aka



voices drown me
in the forcefulness
of their accusations
making me choose
to be who i

will not

who i cannot be

i am not like them

i am neither her
nor there

i exist somewhere
in the middle

or perhaps they
like to put me in

a dark corner

and tell themselves
i don't exist

that everybody

is on or the other
boy or girl

pick one

they tell me
asiwrap the

darkness around me



because i cannot

i will not *
choose

i am neither

yeti am both.

B{ ARoN)
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| hear the disappointment in your voice

| feel it every time you touch me

so soft as though you will never touch me again
you say you love me

you hold me as though you will never hold me again
you kiss me like it's the last time

but it's not me you are touching

not me you are loving

not me you are holding

not me you are kissing

you go through the formalities

of using the correct pronouns

calling me by the right name

but it's just emptiness

just air

it means nothing

you want her

and I'm not her. E,T uﬁ%Ol\l
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MWMEF Fact Sheet

A few things you may not know about the Michigan
Womyn’s Music Festival:

1) The “womyn-born-womyn only” policy was
created about 15 vears ago in response to pressure
from trans people and their allies. There are TONS of
trans people that attend the festival every year, but
risk being thrown out if they “reveal” their identity.

2) Because of the high costs and segregationist
policies of MWMF, many women including mothers,
women of color, folks who practice BDSM and
working class and poor women do not or cannot
attend.

3) The Michigan Womyn’s Music Festival is a FOR
PROFIT INSTITUTION. The sole owner is Lisa
Vogel. This information was found out by simply
calling the MWMF phone line. No matter how many
people want change, it is her final decision. At
MWMEF, MONEY TALKS! How much do you think

it costs fo put on the fest? Where does the rest go?

-HMNKS , FHANKS, and more thanke 10

simon strikeback, dee, ruth  Mekayycasey
margaret Josh, dnng. ; Kat, jeff, gnat, eli) linda, mfyx,
rachag), gunner, stacey, all the boston Kids, all the rockin!

contribuor, everyone who showed up to CT, and everyong,
else no helped ouk along the ray.
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