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Dedication


To my Mum, who sadly died just as this book was


coming into print.




Foreword


I often describe my life as a train journey. The terminus, the end destination. was decided before I was even born; the consensus of educated opinion now suggesting that destination was the result of an abnormal hormonal event in my brain that happened at around the 16th week of foetal development.


Through my childhood, the train careered along - often coming off the rails; often crashing into dead- end sidings as it followed a confused and bewildering path towards its destination. Adulthood was the train crashing through various barriers put in its way to stop its headlong dash, until finally there were no more barriers, no more emergency stops and nothing to stop it accelerating into one final dramatic breakthrough dash to the terminus.


During it’s journey the train had to pass through many dark tunnels, especially in that frightening final phase of its travel. At times, those tunnels seemed endless- the oppressive darkness seeming to swallow life itself up but finally it got there, emerging into the brilliant sunshine of happiness and joy.


This book describes what it is like to be on that journey: one which is often misunderstood, resulting in the traveller being a very lonely and confused passenger - unable to stop the train and in no way responsible for the end destination and the route to get there but often having to face prejudice, bigotry and discrimination along the way. Indeed, many travellers never complete the journey, for it is terminated unnaturally through some form of intentional or unintentional self-destruction.


This book is not a text-book on gender dysphoria. It just describes my journey. It is not for me to describe the journey others make in some form of academic or generalised sense, for each journey is unique and only the individual traveller knows of their own routes taken and the stresses and strains along that route.


Another thing I must apologise for is the lack of professional editing. This book is about human emotion, the thoughts, feelings, emotions and behaviours of someone confronting some of the most extreme stresses in life that can ever be faced. At times it is raw emotion and I want that emotion to be left raw - not sterilised through editing; my feelings not bottled into academic justifications; my thoughts not being transcribed by clinical psychology. This is me; my heart, soul and mind; nothing else, so excuse the bad grammar, the typing errors and sometimes the lack of syntax, for human emotion is all about raw edges and I have retained those raw edges.


It is an accurate story, relying as much as possible on known historical fact, but like any story involving emotions, especially childhood ones, there may be others who would not wish to be identified and therefore the names of family, jobs, employers and friends who have had no involvement in the preparation of this book have been deliberately altered. Also, some incidents that could identify others or identify circumstances that could affect currently ongoing issues have either been modified, omitted or had dates changed.


When I look at the happiness I have now in my life and the various chapters that have led me here, I realise just how fortunate I am. I am surrounded by friends and family who have given me unconditional love and support, and have a partner who for over half my life has been everything anyone could want in their lives. I live in a stable, safe country where we take freedom of speech and freedom to worship for granted. I have never experienced the personal disruption of a war at home and I have access to some of the finest medical treatment on the planet. It would be very easy for me to complain that “society does not accept me” when in fact I live in one of the most tolerant and peaceful societies on the planet.


My good fortune can be compared starkly with those peoples across the planet that face only genocidal hatred; who for no reason of their own face murder, mutilation and starvation just because they are the wrong colour, worship in a different way or come from the wrong tribe. Today, some of the most desperately oppressed people are facing the evil of genocide in what is probably the worst humanitarian disaster on the planet occurring now, at this minute, in the Darfur region of Western Sudan. I am therefore pledging 50% of the royalties earned by this book to Christian aid agencies helping those desperately unfortunate peoples.




CHAPTER 1


Into the prison born


David was born on the 8th of May. A few short years earlier to the day the nation had rejoiced as it was officially proclaimed that war with Germany was over. There was victory in Europe and forever more the 8th May was to be remembered as VE Day.


These were not easy times for the nation generally, and for David’s parents, they had been especially difficult. At the time of conception, they already had another daughter, Shirley, who was less than two years old and they were living in cramped accommodation with David’s paternal grandparents.


A few weeks into foetal development , David’s grandparents decided that a pregnant woman with a young child was too much for the cramped accommodation, and asked his mother, also called Shirley, to find somewhere else to live. For weeks, she tramped the streets, pushing the young Shirley in a pushchair and with the fatigue and sickness associated with a child growing inside her, until finally they found somewhere. It was one of those ubiquitous dwellings called a “prefab”, short for prefabricated house, that seemed to sprout up on every available bit of cleared land in war- torn London. this prefab was one of two side by side on a plot of land hastily cleared of piles of rubble that had been previously been deposited there by a German landmine destroying a large Victorian house that had once stood proudly on site


Today, attention would have been paid to the pollution risks. The land was soaked with chemicals from the explosives the bombs were packed with, broken sewers had leaked their filthy contents into the ground and the detritus of bombed building rubble was all around, but in the desperate conditions caused by five years of war and intensive bombing, these were issues that did not matter then. -Inside the deeply stressed mother, living in heavily polluted surroundings, certain parts of the foetal brain of the developing child entered their most critical development stage.


David was born at home. It was, a relatively straightforward birth, other than he was a rather large baby, weighing in at over 10 pounds, and the doctor, having had a quick glance at the genitalia, pronounced to the happy couple that they had a boy.


There was no discussion on the name. As David’s mother had named his sister after herself, so David’s father felt it his manly right to assert himself and rushed off down to the registry office to register the male infant with his own name.


Being seen to be “manly” was very important to David’s father. This was at the height of gender polarisation in British society, where men were men and women were women and there was no blurring of the edges. These were days of hard manual labour, of heavy industries such as steelmaking, shipbuilding, coal-mining, -rail and road car manufacturing.


Two bloody hard- fought world wars had heightened gender polarisation, with “men going off to fight”, but by the end of the Second World War, the cracks were beginning to show. Towards the end of the First World War women drafted into previously male-dominated industries started to wear trousers, and by the 1920-s, the wearing of trousers by women was taking hold despite stiff opposition from a male-dominated society. The Suffragettes had achieved emancipation and women now had the right to vote. The drain in manpower of the Second World War caused yet more women to take their place in previously male only jobs and each of the armed forces had its own female wing: the Waafs (Women’s Auxiliary Air Force), Wrens (Women’s Royal Naval Service) and Wracs(Women’s Royal Army Corps). Women were contributing to the final sacrifice given in wartime by so many; the toll of heavy bombing raids on dockyards, airfields and military bases exacting a heavy price.


David’s father was part of one of a succession of post-war generations that would resist this growing emancipation. Men had to be men, boys had to be boys and his son was going to be encouraged in every possible way to be a boy’s boy growing up to be a man’s man.


There was one problem with all of this. David was in fact female - a female trapped in the prison of a male body, with nurturing and social acceptance becoming the jailers.




CHAPTER 2


Childhood: development


David was born when what we call gender, our identity, what we are, how we understand ourselves and how we relate to each other in society, was considered to be a product of nurture. We were either physically born male or female and depending on those physical characteristics our brains “learnt” to identify as male or female, and our behaviour and relationships with each other duly followed.


It is now known that gender and physical sexual characteristics are two separate components of our whole and that our gender is largely developed by the time we are born. Various processes during the period of foetal development act upon the developing brain so at birth it is largely programmed to know which physical body it is in, either a male or a female. Brains of typical males and typical females are also physically different and post-mortems carried out on people like David has revealed that their brains have the typical structure normally found in people of the opposite physical sex; in David’s case a physically female brain in a physically male body and a brain that is innately psychologically female, as well. Medically this is now known as gender identity disorder.


To most of us this is a confusing issue that we have no need to concern ourselves with for our brains and physical bodies are in harmony; all those processes during foetal development ensuring that the brain of the new-born infant is entirely congruent with the physical characteristics. We do not even have to think about two processes being in joint harmony, the same as we do not have to think about the miracle of our hearts and lungs being in such perfect harmony that 20 times a minute we can breathe without difficulty. Should that process falter, if even for a fraction of a second those separate process of heart and lung were not synchronised, then our lives would be rendered a misery of breathing difficulties, heart problems and other discomforts.


So it is for people like David, with the lack of harmony between brain and body causing a deep unhappiness that is the medical condition called gender dysphoria. It is gender dysphoria, the outward manifestation of gender identity disorder, which can destroy someone. David was born gender dysphoric. No one can say why. The most accepted theory is that it was due to an anomaly or accident at about 16 weeks of development that caused hormonal signals to be crossed. It is known that this is the time the brain starts to develop as male or female. It is at this time that hormonal bursts from the developing foetus increase dramatically and many believe that this is a fundamental part of instructing the brain or parts of the brain to develop as typically male or typically female. If something goes wrong at this time then incongruence between brain and physical development can occur. There are a variety of theories as to what can go wrong including combinations of amongst other things maternal stress and nitrate pollutants but whatever the cause, whatever happened, it was an accident and fortunately an accident that only occurs in about 1 in 8,000 of the population.


David’s brain does not want to be reminded of a childhood where he had no control; when he was forced to behave and form associations that were contrary to how he thought and felt and how possibly he deeply ached to be something different, so his childhood memories are very sparse and episodic. Some therapists call this “lost childhood syndrome” so specific instances throughout his childhood have to remain as unrecalled episodes.


Those memories that can be recalled and whatever observations and conclusions that are made here can be documented, supported by known facts and dates, to ensure there is no selective memory recall or no post-childhood misinterpretation. With what was to happen to David late in his adult life, he was more anxious than anyone that any conclusions drawn must be correct and right, as the rest of his life, or at least his happiness for the rest of his life, was to depend on getting it right.


His first recollections of” knowing” something was wrong begin from when he would have been around seven. He remembers quite suddenly feeling very alone, very isolated and even very frightened at school. Under the English school system at the time, he would have moved from infants’ school to junior school and found himself in gender-segregated classes, boys in one, girls in another. At one time this feeling of isolation and fear was so intense that he would not leave the classroom remaining huddled up at his desk in a corner.


This reluctance to move away from secure corners became so severe that his parents had to become involved. He remembers his dad telling him not to be a sissy; his mum berating him for lack of discipline. He remembers mostly that no one seemed troubled or curious as to what was motivating this behaviour. Whatever the cause ,it was him that was in the wrong, him that should buck his ideas up, him that should have a bit more consideration for others. These first signs of profound distress were ignored, superficially resolved by his dad’s bullying tongue, his mum’s indifference and the school’s intolerance. The sense of isolation, the sense that whatever he felt inside should be kept hidden, repressed and undisclosed to the outside world, was to grow from this point on.


By the age of 9, he was becoming withdrawn from his peer group. Examples of behaviour that can be remembered point to a child who often sought solitary comfort, wanting to be on his own, prone to going for long solitary walks or sitting in his bedroom holding animated conversations with his teddy or an imaginary friend. He enjoyed cooking and messing about in the kitchen and baking cakes became almost on obsession. All these activities were frowned upon by a father who was expecting his son to be a “boys boy”.


He felt himself to be under almost unremitting pressure to go and mix with the boys on the street corner, something that was totally foreign to his nature; to the way he wanted to be. It was not that he was ill-equipped to be a boy; he was highly competitive and good at football and other team games, although poor eyesight often hindered his ability to coordinate hand and eye, he had a hair trigger temper, was naturally aggressive and was good in a fight- although of diminutive height, he was quite stocky. All these attributes however did not matter, quite simply doing “typical boy things”, even things he was good at, was just totally foreign to his nature.


He was an emotional child. Tears of compassion would easily flow; animals or people being hurt would rapidly bring tears to his eyes, but in a boy, attributes of emotional compassion are not qualities to be welcomed and this was just another source of disapproval and increased the feelings of being different.


At this time there were other indications of a deep-seated unhappiness and psychological disturbance. Like many infants, he sucked his thumb, but this habit intensified rather than decreased as he grew older, drawing sometimes sneering and bullying remarks from his father and often teasing from other boys.


‘He recalls on many occasions waking up with headache and being very afraid to open his eyes. Probably these were the start of the acute migraine attacks that he would be diagnosed as suffering with 11 years later and would blight him throughout his adult life, until the time that the cause of the inner distress would be recognised and treated.


He can recall having dreams at this stage that were quite disturbing. He would dream of being in a family scene such as a birthday party, but isolated – everyone else was formed into other groups, but not him. He, always on the edge, never being noticed; never being included. His sense of isolation was growing For the first time these dreams were expressing thoughts that he had hitherto been unable to rationalise - that not only was he different, socially dislocated from his peer group and that he didn’t belong anywhere - but also that he was not what everyone, including himself, thought he was. He does not recall at any time wanting to be a girl; just not wanting to be a boy - knowing he wasn’t a boy.


Another recollection he has is of a place of solitary retreat. Near their home was a small park, fringed by ornamental bushes and evergreens with various benches dotted around it. He had one favourite place. This was a half-moon inset, cut into the widest part of the evergreen and shrub border, and in this inset, arranged around this semi-circle, were four benches. Behind these benches were laurel bushes and rhododendrons and a willow tree with branches touching the ground. The inside of this natural hollow was a perfect hiding place, concealed from view and protected by those benches from anyone walking close by. This became his den - a place he could retreat to, unnoticed, and just be with himself, talking to his imaginary friend, to God, to anyone whom he thought would understand him in a world where he felt so misunderstood and so isolated.


David’s parents were fairly typical of their generation. Dad could, and often did, resort to sneering taunts, especially when his son displayed any sort of behaviour that could in any sense be called “sissy”, but this was a product of the times and an intensely gender-polarised society. Any other child not having those deep feelings of being different would just have gone with it, accepted it and let it pass, but for David, struggling with such internal conflict, these taunts could be deeply wounding and just increased his sense of isolation. In a way it also deepened what was already a keen sense of self-reliance; the need to depend on no one but himself for support in times of struggle. This was something that was to become a major strength of his when it came to surviving his adult years.


Mum had to work part time - in fact, mum worked as hard as any mum could, that was the economic reality of the times – so, David rarely had an opportunity to release those inner fears. Mum cared, but had little time to listen. For both parents, life was hard and a “difficult” child was an added hardship that there was no room for. Society had no understanding of identity issues. Men dressed as men; women dressed as women, although the wearing of trousers by women was becoming so widespread, it was almost becoming a social problem. Men behaved as men because they were men. It was the same for women. The notion that there could be any biological variation on this was dismissed as delusional poppycock.


At the age of 10 this deep unhappiness was triggered into starting an out of control downward tumble into an emotional black hole that would result in David being mentally scarred for the rest of his life. He went on a holiday with the school to the Isle of Wight.


Up to this point his discomfort with acting the role of a boy and doing it well enough to earn parental and social pride and pleasure had been tempered by being allowed to find solitary comfort, to escape from the pressures of the crowd by indulging in those activities where he could just lose himself in his thoughts - thoughts, that expressed openly would have earned severe parental and institutional displeasure. Now there was no escape. For ten days, he would be forced to sleep in a large, crowded all-boy dormitory, forced to eat breakfast in a large, crowded all-boy dining room and spend the day indulging in rowdy, boy-only activities. Desperately afraid to be seen as different he would over-compensate by being the rowdiest, the noisiest, and the most aggressive and yet this would backfire for it would earn disapproval and admonishment from the teachers in charge. The no-win situation profoundly intensified his feelings of being different, being dislocated, being abnormal and being unwanted.


For the rest of his life the scars from this episode would persist, persist so much that even many years later, as a respected and successful businessman being invited to exotic places to participate in three- day corporate stag weekends or “jollys away” packed full of typical male things to do, would so prey on his mind that sleep and an ability to concentrate would suffer, just as it would do in this stage of his life. So serious would the fears of having to go away for blokes weekends or corporate events that his efforts to find excuses not to go would even veer towards self-harm or, at the extreme, self-destruction to avoid such an event.


Soon after the trip to the Isle of Wight the 11-plus and a change of school beckoned. He was considered a bright child, outstandingly good at mental arithmetic. Reading and writing were among his greatest passions, especially the dream-like nonsense of childhood prose, although again, writing silly stories was not an activity welcomed by a father wanting a boy’s-boy to grow into a man’s-man, so writing was almost a covert and secret activity. Passing the 11-plus and gaining a seat at grammar school should have been a foregone conclusion.


It wasn’t. By now, the deepening sense of being different and not being able to conform had, after that dreaded school holiday, accelerated into feelings of a complete lack of self-worth and a complete lack of self-belief. His desperate feelings of dislocation and isolation from the others that he had experienced had manifestly confirmed that he was different, definitely not a boy, not anything that would or could be allowed to fit in with any peer group. He was an outsider, someone alone and apart.


As if further confirmation were needed, the dreams of isolation and social dislocation now had introduced into them a further disturbing element. They now sometimes ended up with David being accepted into a group, being comfortable and happy within that group - only in these endings, he was dressed as a girl, was with other girls and had a girl’s name, always the same name, Jennifer. Where this name came from is a mystery - no family member or friend had this name - but, in those dreams, it was always the name Jennifer he had whenever he was happy.


For someone so wanting to fulfil parental, social and academic aspirations as a boy this was the worst possible thing. No matter what David may have felt inside, or deep down in his mind knew himself to be, any thought, feeling or action of femininity would be a disgrace and bring on sneering approbation. For perhaps the first time in his life the reality of his situation had become clear; he would be happy and feel “normal” if he was allowed to be a girl, but this was a situation that would be absolutely taboo. The fear of showing any form of femininity now intensified. With it the disturbance in his mind intensified and his concentration suffered. He failed his 11-plus.




CHAPTER 3


Childhood: crisis


That autumn, aged 11, he started at a new school; a central school. Not good enough for a grammar school, but still considered to have an O-level brain, he was sent to what was an in-between school, this being before comprehensive schools had become the norm.


At this school his misery deepened. Being there, rather than at a grammar school like his sister deepened his sense of worthlessness and of being a failure. The school prided itself on its excellence at sport and someone good at football and rugby was naturally expected to give up evenings and weekends to participate in games. As he was encouraged to do so his ability to escape into solitary isolation diminished. His concentration at school suffered as the dreams persisted and his sense of isolation and social dislocation deepened, the fear of showing femininity in any way possible causing him to become aggressive and withdrawn.


He was also considered to be “lazy”, or a “failure” for other reasons. He was someone outstandingly good at mental arithmetic, someone who on more than one occasion was top of his school, at the age of 11 proving himself better than the brightest 16 year olds, so it was naturally assumed he was equally good at other types of maths and by extension should be good at physics. He wasn’t. In fact he was then, and is now, a complete, dismal failure. This failure at extended logic subjects such as geometry, calculus and physics was considered to be due to a lack of application. “Could do better” was repeatedly written on his report to be taken home - taken home to a father who, wanting his son to be a boy’s boy, a winner at everything, displayed his dissatisfaction with bouts of violent temper aimed towards his son.


It was only in later years was he able to explain this anomaly, explaining how with mental arithmetic he could visualise numbers as patterns, patterns that when matched with other patterns merged to form the answer. He did not solve arithmetical puzzles by solely depending on the logical centres of his brain; he solved them depending on the visual-spatial centres. Logic centres are often seen as typically more strongly developed in males, visual and spatial centres as something normally more strongly developed in females.


Finally, berated at home for not doing all those “boy” things he should be doing, berated at school for poor performance, desperately fighting feelings of isolation, failure and confusion as to what he was he ran away from home.


He did this three times. The first time was an unplanned affair, a few hours retreat to his place of sanctuary in the park near his home, but it was a cold, wet, windy November night and it was not long before he was trudging forlornly home.


The second time he was picked up by the police in the early hours of the following morning, trudging aimlessly alone, lost in his thoughts and pain, along the streets and roads of London a few miles from his home.


The third time was a better-planned and determined attempt to escape from his personal hell forever. He had a no less than meticulous plan for stowing away on one of the great ocean liners to America, where he had some loose form of idea in his head of trying to find a job as a street kid, working on the markets of New York City he had read about, doing odd jobs, until he was old enough to pass as an adult and eventually apply for immigration as an established alien. He had read about it all in books. Whether the accounts were true or false, he had convinced himself his plan would succeed, and he set about planning its execution.


First he had to “escape” from home for more than just a few hours. He knew of a day nursery nearby, with flimsy windows that could be opened easily. It was a place of refuge for a couple of nights to take him to the right day for when one of the great ocean liners was about to leave harbour. He then had to get to that harbour and board the ship.


His plan was simple. The day prior to departure, a boat train service left Waterloo station, bound for the ocean terminal at Southampton. The night before he planned to arrive at Waterloo station, climb the fence running alongside the platform at the quietest time of night, conceal himself on the platform until the train pulled in from the sidings, then board the empty train hiding himself until it was full of passengers and ready to depart. Once at Southampton he had a loose plan in his head, formulated from various books he had read about the cargo carried on board these huge ships, to hide within a pallet of cargo and board the ship. From then on, it was going to be an exercise in living off his wits until safely ashore in New York.


It all went well at first. He escaped from home by climbing out of a bedroom window when his parents thought he was asleep, gaining a precious few hours before his disappearance was detected. The entry into the nursery proved to be easy. He was away at daybreak, before the arrival of any staff, so his nocturnal occupancy went unnoticed, and he spent that day travelling on the London underground until late at night. He then returned to the nursery for another overnight stay, repeated the “evade and escape” formula the next day and on the third day repeated his travels on the London underground before making his way to Waterloo Station.


As midnight approached he was able to scale the fence unnoticed, finding himself on the boat train platform and, squirming underneath a platform bench, was able to spend the night concealed until the train pulled in from the sidings.


However his attempt to smuggle himself onto an ocean liner and escape to the USA was finally foiled when a station cleaning attendant discovered him huddled underneath the bench only hours before the opportunity to get on the train going to the ocean terminus at Southampton arose. He was taken into police custody, identified as the child a “missing, at risk” bulletin had been issued for and returned by police car to await collection in the early hours of the morning by a tired and gaunt father. Even though his relationship with his dad was often stormy and he often suffered from his father’s sneering and verbally abusive tongue, the memory of the strain and tiredness on his dad’s face and the feelings of guilt this brought on him would remain a painful memory for the rest of his life.


He was hauled before the juvenile courts and even in that harsh environment of the day it was realised that here was a child who was profoundly psychologically disturbed. Rather than the custodial sentence to a place of punishment that was originally considered, he was instead taken to a children’s home for observation, initially a two week period of residency


This confinement would have been disastrous but for a stroke of good fortune. The home largely acted as a foster home to children from broken backgrounds. These children used the home like any other home, going to a normal school during the day. The only residential school facilities that were provided were for educationally challenged children and soon the residential school faced a quandary. Here was someone of above average intelligence, sent there for confinement so he could not be released for external schooling but far too advanced intellectually for the residential school to accommodate.


The compromise was self-education. For David, this was heaven. All day, for every weekday, he was on his own, left to use the library for reading and learning purposes, encouraged by psychologists to write whatever he cared to write, with no interaction with anyone else. For eight hours a day five days a week he could dream away, be whoever he wanted to be and indulge his love of creative writing without any disapproval from home.


He also had another stroke of good fortune at this home. At school David had befriended a shy, withdrawn boy of mixed race. This boy suffered in many ways. He had learning difficulties that led to him having a difficult time with teachers, his timidity would lead to him being bullied by other boys and his racial background, in an era when colour prejudice was rife and to be mixed race was the worst of all worlds made him a target for widespread abuse. Perhaps David recognised someone else who, because he was “different”, was struggling in society, or perhaps it was just his natural compassion for anyone less fortunate than those around. Either way ,he helped this boy with his schoolwork, helped defend him against the worst of the bullying and often spent hours listening as this child opened his heart to probably the only friend he had.


Now at this home, it was David who needed a friend for, he himself, separated for the day from the other boys, was seen as being “different” and was, at the beginning, to come in for some fearsome bullying. It did not last long. Of all the young residents in the home, one stood out, a tall muscular mixed race teenager who was there with his younger brother. He was one of the oldest residents, having just left school. He was now working and undoubtedly the biggest, toughest kid on the block. One day he intervened in a dining hall fracas in which David was getting pushed around. David was to find out that this boy was the older brother of David’s friend and had heard all about him and what he had done for his brother. Roughly sorting out one or two of the other molesters he made it very well known then, and on other occasions, that David was his friend and anyone picking on David would be picking on him. There was to be no more trouble after that.


The time came for his case to be reviewed by the courts. He had to return back to the juvenile court and the psychiatrists reported on a considerable improvement to the psychological and behavioural problems that had led him there in the first place. They also reported that they had, during this period of close observation, also noted a worrying degree of profound unhappiness that there was no obvious cause for. Yes, he had a father who could be emotionally abusive but so did many. He was able to stand up for himself at school and was not suffering severe bullying and he had a positive attitude and was good-humoured with no obvious signs of clinical depression. Yet despite all these factors, here was a child who was worryingly unhappy.


They wanted more time. They felt his prolific writing was allowing them to see into his mind and that they would ultimately be able to understand the causes of his unhappiness. Clearly, they felt that this therapy would be successful, but sadly they were wrong. In that age, gender dysphoria was considered to be a mental aberration of a sexually mature adult and not considered as something that could occur in a sexually undeveloped child. Their examinations of David precluded looking for any form of gender unhappiness and David, desperately trying to conceal from himself and the outside world any fears he may have had about his gender identity, was steering well clear of anything that may allude to those types of problems.


He was returned to the home. It was not a decision that saddened him - quite the other way around. He had found a niche there, allowed isolation during the day, felt cared for by a couple of others; felt secure.


The shuttling backwards and forwards to the juvenile court went on for a few months. No one could really make up their minds. He was cooperative, not mentally ill or clinically depressed, came from what was by the standards of the day a secure and caring family background yet was clearly profoundly unhappy for reasons that were not evident.


Eventually, the court had to decide what to do. He couldn’t be left in limbo forever on a permanent observation order. It was either secure confinement in less hospitable surroundings or return back home. This galvanised David into expressing how much better he felt, how he really wanted to go back to school, knuckle down and work hard, and how he was missing home. The court finally adopted a compromise. They had no reason not to send him home, but at the urging of the medical specialists, an order was put in place that for three years he was to be under the close supervision of the child psychology unit of a leading London clinic.


He went back home. Nothing had really changed. It was back to the misery; the unhappiness - but then good news; the school he so hated was to be merged with another school in the area and together, they were to move into a bright new purpose built multi-storey block. Then there was other good news. With the children getting older, and his sister coming into puberty, his parents decided it was time to move, to a brand new home on a brand new tower block estate. Instead of two bedrooms there were going to be three and he would have his own room, his own space. As he passed his 13th
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