Transgendered

by Michal Goderez
You were a face of childhood;
beauty caught –

unfairly it seemed –

in soft skin and

large beautiful eyes.
You were

remembered stories about belly shirts,
skinny-dipping in a pool,
wig and dress and an

optional bra

The day the email came,
I was surprised at

my lack of surprise.
Your face –

perfect curves and gauzy,
un-make-upped smile –

turned maybe masculine

overnight.
Short hair became a symbol of manhood,
and suddenly

you bound away the femininity

with tight cloth;
showing off clothes that made you

not quite a man.
Watching videos

on the bed together,
I try and feel the warmth I sometimes imagine,

wrapped close to a boy.
