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 Preface

 


Triple Trans: One Woman's Journey to
Freedom, is my story with the main focus being a life-long
struggle with gender dysphoria; also labeled transgenderism. All
events are true, have been written factually with no embellishment,
and whatever emotional flavors come through the narrative are
honest and genuinely how I felt and still feel.

The one explanation I do wish to offer
concerns the book's title, which I feel is most likely somewhat
vague or incomprehensible. So, here goes. Triple Trans is
basically:

 


Transgender, the knowledge that one
has been born with the incorrect physical gender,

 


Transverse myelitis, a neurological
affliction that was a catalyst in my decision to change gender,
and, finally,

 


Transition, the process of
change.




I realize that this brief explanation may
still be vague: however, I feel that as the book's narrative
proceeds, all will become clear.

I have written this book in the hopes that
it will find its way to at least one individual who is still
wrestling with the conundrum that is gender dysphoria and that my
tale might help them understand their own. Also, I hope that my
story will explain to someone in the general public what at least
one transgender individual went through and that, despite our
differences, we are all human beings struggling with life's
journey.

 






Introduction

 


As I entered the building, heading to my
weekly therapy session. I noticed a group of people seated in the
coffee shop area, including a woman with whom I had previously
worked. They greeted me and as I approached and entered into
conversation with them, I was once again reminded (as I was on an
almost daily basis) that my life was now completely different than
it had been only a few months before. I was still getting
acclimated to having to walk with a cane and was constantly
reminded of the partial numbness in my mid-section: however, being
accepted as “one of the girls” was more than enough compensation
for any and all physical discomfort I was still experiencing from
my bout with transverse myelitis.

Perhaps, a few explanations are in order at
this juncture: transverse myelitis is a somewhat rare affliction in
which, for whatever reason, the sheaths covering certain neurons in
the spinal cord become worn away causing (at least in my case)
complete paralysis from the waist down. Obviously, as Monty Python
would say: “I got better!”

The second explanation and, believe it or
not, the more remarkable to me, is that prior to a few months
before, I had been living as a male. Yes, after coming to terms
with my ongoing recovery from transverse myelitis I was now fully
accepting of my life-long condition: gender dysphoria, or, as it is
more commonly referred, being transgender.

So, here I was, more or less accepting that
I was now of a less than perfect physical capacity (previously I
had been known to walk everywhere and be constantly active) but
completely and overwhelmingly grateful that I was now in
transition, gradually shifting into the female persona for which I
had wished my entire life. Obviously, there is much more of an
explanation for both ch-ch-changes, and both will be
forthcoming.

However, as with all stories, I must adhere
to the routine of starting at the beginning: but, be of good cheer,
I promise to get to all the juicy medical and psychological facts
and/or baggage in as short a time as possible. Okay? Then, as the
Brits are wont to say: “Are you sitting comfortably? Then we shall
begin!”



 PART THE FIRST

 


Transgender, the knowledge that one
has been born with the incorrect physical gender.

 




 Chapter One

 


I was born to a working-class family in East
Conemaugh, a borough just outside of Johnstown (you know, all the
floods?), Pennsylvania, the second child of Russell and Ernestine
Barkhimer on March 11, 1952 at 11:09 pm. A rainy Tuesday, I am
told, and, for the most part, things were not out of the ordinary.
Then, from what I was told, the first omen indicating my inner
female identity manifested itself. The birth notice in the local
Tribune-Democrat concerning my arrival on the planet earth
announced every fact accurately save for one: where the gender of
the child was listed, someone, for whatever reason, had listed me
as being “Barkhimer—Girl.”

Now, obviously, when I heard this little
anecdote for the first time, years later, I inwardly thought
something like Yeah, I wish! However, and needless to say,
neither of my parental units were even slightly amused at the time.
But nothing ever really seemed to phase my parents for long, and
so, the subject went away almost as quickly as it had been brought
up.

As I recall, my childhood was primarily an
uneventful one in which everyone in my family performed their
assigned duties: my parents provided a roof over our heads,
sufficient food and clothing, and, overall, a more or less typical
home experience for the fifties and sixties. I remember being the
sort of child who was prone to keeping to myself, preferring, for
the most part, solitary reading to interactions with others. I did,
however, like to roam the nearby wooded areas and hillsides armed
solely with a pack containing comics, sci-fi and horror magazines,
as well as a jar of Kool-Aid, and the occasional sandwich or other
snacks. I thoroughly enjoyed these little excursions in which I
could conjure up exploits echoing my favorite Marvel Comics
characters or perhaps Napoleon Solo and his fellow action
characters, whom I followed with an almost religious fervor every
night on the few channels available on television in those
primitive media days. All in all, I lived a pleasant adolescent
existence broken only by the usual annoyances of school with all of
its usual tortures both real and imagined.

But don't think that I didn't have any
interpersonal interactions at all, because there were a few
classmates with whom I spent time. It was just that there were more
times than not that I spent alone. I must admit that, although
there were significant amounts of time in which I isolated myself
out of a desire to amuse myself with music, reading, writing, or
the occasional attempts at drawing, there were numerous other
occasions on which I was left to my own devices due to the fact
that I was more than a little bit of an oddball.

Some of this oddballery was, admittedly,
because I had no aptitude nor desire to indulge in any manner of
sports with which the overwhelming majority of my peers were at
times obsessed. I don't believe that my nascent transgenderism
caused me to manifest any overtly non-masculine tendencies or
attributes: however, as I have come to understand more and more the
older I grow, sometimes others just know! Still, I managed to
navigate the currents of adolescence and education without anyone
seeming to suspect what, or rather who, lurked within my innermost
depths. Oh sure, there had been the occasion or two on which I had
been caught in the possession of the wrong style of undergarments
by my parents, but, after the requisite denial as to having been
wearing them, the incident was never mentioned again.

Needless to say, the feeling that I had been
“born---as they say--in the wrong body” was never far from my
thoughts and usually when I saw a female classmate wearing a
particularly nice outfit or more usually when she sported a to the
middle-of-the-back or longer fall of hair, I found myself wishing
wholeheartedly that I was that girl. But the aspect of all of this
that eventually created more than a little confusion over the years
was that, as much as I could envy the appearance of my feminine
peers, I still longed to be with them romantically and increasingly
during my teen years, sexually. More, much more, on this later.
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Figure 1: High School

So, I continued onward and upward in my
march to adulthood, finally managing to get my first real
girlfriend at the age of sixteen and, as with this sort of thing,
we went through all of the strum and drang, life and death
scenarios that all young lovers experience and, a year or so into
the relationship, I suddenly felt the need to tell her of my
occasional crossdressing. Now, this being the late
nineteen-sixties, she immediately inquired as to whether or not I
was gay. This was after she and I had entered into a physical
relationship, and so, I was immediately offended that she could
even ask me such a question. I quickly explained that my dressing
had nothing to do whatsoever with my sexual inclinations, even as I
also managed to gloss over any mention of wanting to actually be a
female (which, at this juncture, was an aspect of my character
about which I was as mystified as anyone else and which I was not
going to understand for several decades). At this point, all I
wished to convey to her was that, as bizarre as it might seem to
her (and to most of the world at this point in time), the very
aspect of a person occasionally wearing the garments of the
opposite sex did not diminish the desire that such a person can
feel concerning the carnality experienced with this same
opposite-sex partner.

As can be expected, she had her
reservations, and so, the only manner in which I could possibly
convince her that I was not one of those shadowy individuals (as
gays were so readily thought to be in those dark and unenlightened
times: this being roughly thirty years or so before the Internet
and ample and readily available information on this or any other
subject) was what can be well imagined. We did the nasty. Once this
was completed, she appeared to be relieved that I was still the
heterosexual she had fallen in love with: however, as happens all
too often in life, the contraception we used immediately came into
question, and so, for a week or so, we agonized over whether or not
we might be expecting. Fortunately for two seventeen-year-old kids
with no prospects other than finishing high school, her “friend”
appeared on schedule and this crisis was averted.

The very summer in which the preceding took
place, also saw me getting my very first job. It was at a local
downtown hot dog restaurant, which was open twenty-four hours a
day, seven days a week. It had been around since 1916 and, for its
relatively small size as a business, was a Johnstown institution. I
was seventeen and was mostly scheduled to work the nine pm to six
am shift for the grand sum of a dollar an hour. Granted, it was
nineteen sixty-nine, and so, the wages were not quite as bad then
as they seem now in the twenty-first century: but one reason for
why they were so low was perhaps because I was underage, and I was
working a shift that was not commonly populated by a teenager still
in high school. I didn't care though because I just wanted to work
and be able to make a little money.

I suppose I was typically naive and really
had not quite thought out the particulars of working at an
all-night eatery: but, on the very first night (morning?) of work,
when after all of the bars closed and their clientele swarmed into
the restaurant, I quickly realized just what a mob scene actually
was. It was definitely an eye opener to witness this aspect of the
Johnstown nightlife., But being the curious, inquisitive type that
I had always been, I pretty much just did my job as instructed and
tried to observe everything. Obviously, it was a boisterous crowd,
full of mill workers enjoying a night out, and I even witnessed a
fight in which one of the booths was basically destroyed. Also, as
I worked the counter, I witnessed all types of people (as is normal
with any sort of counter work), but there was one individual, who
came in one night, that stands out in my mind even all these years
later.

I waited on this individual, whom I recall
as being perhaps a young middle-aged type, who was mostly
non-descript and fairly low-key in behavior. He placed his order. I
filled it and, when he handed me the money with which to pay for it
all, I could not help but notice that his fingernails were polished
a bright red. I remember being somewhat surprised: but, as I have
done throughout my various jobs and/or experiences, I maintained my
outer cool, took his money, rang it up, and took his change back to
him. I don't recall that, aside from placing his order, the man
said anything else to me. Aside from my astonishment at his nails,
the only other thing that I can recall is having the thought that
this person was someone just like me. However, at this tender age,
I could not fathom having the courage to be in public even with
this much femininity on display. I just felt, for the first time in
my life, that, Yes, there really are other people like me.
But then, the overwhelming crush of all the new sensory input from
working in this environment gave me more and more to consider. I
only worked this job for several weeks, but, since the
establishment is still open after having reached and passed its
century mark, I just wished to add my own little footnote to its
history.

After high school, I found myself faced with
the dilemma that so many young males faced in the late sixties and
early seventies—forced conscription into the armed forces. Now, I
had never been the best student, and so, I did not possess even the
slightest desire for higher education, and the employment situation
in my area was not overwhelmingly positive. So, shortly before my
nineteenth birthday (the age in which all males were to be included
in the National Draft Lottery), my girlfriend began to share with
me her concerns for my continued existence.

She expressed her fears that she did not
wish for me to be drafted and shipped off to the conflict waging
over in Southeast Asia where she was certain that I would quickly
be killed. I quickly assured her that this was not something I
desired either, and so, after some quick and intense deliberation,
I came up with the only viable solution to the problem.

As I saw it, there were four options: Army,
Air Force, Marines, and Navy, and, from my point of view, the
lesser of these evils was the Navy. I figured that the other three
were the ones that supplied the actual fighting forces that were
operating in the designated area of conflict. I later discovered
that I had overlooked the fact that there were numerous rivers in
the area in which US personnel were deployed on riverboats and
other vessels. However, at the time I was making my decision to
enlist, the Navy seemed to be the clear-cut choice for someone who
felt that they were, more or less, a total non-combatant type but
who still did not wish to explore the Great White North!

So, a few days after my nineteenth birthday,
I traveled downtown to the Post Office building and, to what I
still consider the absolute surprise of the resident recruiting
personnel, strode into the Navy's recruiting office and made my
intentions clear that I was there to enlist. No fools they, the
Navy representatives signed me up as quickly as possible lest I
change my mind. So, when I returned home, I was carrying with me
the news that I was to be heading off to the Great Lakes Naval
Training Facility on the sixteenth day of July 1971 to begin my
enlistment.

To say that my parents were surprised would
be to make perhaps the greatest understatement of my entire
nineteen years. When the dust settled and they both realized that I
was not perpetuating some sort of sick hoax, my father proceeded to
display the very first show of pride that I could ever recall
having seen displayed towards me. Needless to say, this outpouring
did not do much to dispel the apprehension I was feeling concerning
my decision. Obviously, I had no idea whatsoever as to what awaited
me upon my arrival in Illinois, but since I had four months in
which to dwell upon this question, I did what any kid would do, I
tried my best to not think about it.

I did a pretty good job of not thinking
about it, and, during the interim, I ended up terminating my
relationship with my longstanding girlfriend and, in short order,
commenced a new relationship with another young woman, However,
even as far away as the middle of July might seem in March to a
nineteen-year-old, before I realized it, it was the fifteenth of
July and I was to leave on the morrow.

My departure occurred, and even though I had
expected to be brokenhearted at leaving this new love of my life, I
soon found myself involved with meeting and getting to know my
fellow enlistees who were sharing the Greyhound ride to Pittsburgh
with me. I had not experienced much out of the usual throughout my
years of growing up: no vacations, no summer camp, and no travel of
any sort, so this journey, regardless of the reason for it, was
unique to the point of actually being exciting.


Chapter Two




As with my childhood, adolescence, and early
adulthood, my tenure in the armed forces was not all that
remarkable other than the fact that it actually made an adult of
me. Notice that I did not claim that it “made a man of me” as the
female was still all too alive and thriving within me. I had merely
learned how to erect (sorry about that choice of words!) and
maintain a facade of masculinity that was, I hoped, more or less
convincing to the general public. I still crossdressed whenever the
opportunity arose and even confided my secret to some of the young
women I dated. However, the extent of how I actually felt
concerning my true feelings was becoming more and more buried—even
to myself. I realize how confusing this last paragraph must be to
read, but, looking back on my life, that was just how confused (and
growing more so all the time) I was.

Anyway, now that I take the time to think
back, there was one, rather long series of events that is worth
telling concerning my time in service! It began when I flunked out
of Machinist Mate “A” school, which was a more specialized training
I was sent to immediately after basic training. I had been given
this training because the initial testing that I had taken, prior
to going to boot camp, indicated that I was intelligent(?): only,
when I began this “A” school, I discovered that, regardless of my
IQ, I personally had no particular aptitude for being a machinist
mate. This rating, or at least as it seemed to me, was nothing more
than a glorified plumber who dealt with the steampipes and other
machinery that, in those days, were all part of how the ships moved
through the water. This is perhaps rather simplistic, but, to me,
the system went: boilers heated water to make steam, said steam was
then directed to the pistons, which rotated the shafts, which in
turn turned the screws (propellers), which propelled the ship
through the large body of water in which it resided. Once I flunked
out, I was, after having been the recipient of a severe tongue
lashing from a career sailor who felt that I was wasting my
God-given intellect (again ?), I was banished to the fleet. The
ship to which I was transferred was a service vessel, which was
basically a cargo ship that carried ammunition for other ships in
the fleet.

When I arrived on board my new duty station,
I somehow managed to get my rating—I was an E-3, a Fireman, or in
other words, one of the lower workers who labored either in the
boiler room or the engine room, both of which never really went
below 115 to 120 degrees F.—changed to Seaman. This rating
encompassed most of the other jobs on board and, somehow, once my
designation was changed, I found myself in the division containing
the Gunner's Mates (GM). Needless to say, these gentlemen were
responsible for whatever armament with which their ship was fitted.
I do not recall what size emplacements were on this particular
ship, but I did discover the more important fact that we were the
ones who were more directly involved with the loading and unloading
of our cargo.

I arrived on board in December of 1971 and
soon discovered that we were scheduled to get underway for a
cruise—regardless of how it might sound to the uninformed ear, this
cruise was nothing like the ones overseen by Captain Stubing or
even Kathie Lee—at the end of January 1972. Needless to say, the
week or so prior to disembarking, I, and my fellow GM's, put in
some rather long days making certain that all of the ship's holds
were full to capacity with all manner of incendiary goodies. I'm
really not quite sure what exactly was in all of those crates,
pallets, and cargo containers that we saw hoisted up and into the
ship's holds and then which we made certain were secure within. All
I do recall is that I had never really aspired to be a longshoreman
and regardless of the fact that we were homeported in New Jersey, I
soon felt as if my name should have been Vinnie or maybe even
Rocco. Fergeddaboutit!

We set sail late in January and immediately
crossed the North Atlantic heading for our initial stop in
Scotland. Now, I had never much thought about it, but I quickly
discovered that the North Atlantic in mid-winter is… well, not
dull. I wish I had better powers of description to fall back on,
suffice it to say—to use one of my Father's favorite phrases—our
ship was bounced about the ocean like a bubble in a piss pot! I did
not get seasick like some of my shipmates did, but I do believe
that my sense of equilibrium has not been the same since. I was
definitely glad when we pulled into port and I even managed to get
a day's liberty and went to Glasgow. I only had a short while to
spend there: but, overall, the weather, not to mention the
countryside, both reminded me of western Pennsylvania in winter.
The ship left the next day and for our next several ports of call
no one received any time off as all we did was offload and offload,
and offload some more! Finally, we came to Rota, Spain and as we
tied up, I was heartened to hear that everyone not having duty that
day was given liberty. However, for those of us E-3 and below, we
were to be back on board by midnight. Well, believe it or not, I
have never considered myself a badass, a rebel, or any manner of a
Defiant One. However, on this occasion, I remember quite clearly
thinking, or perhaps I even said it out loud, that I sure as hell
was not going to be back by any damned midnight. Unfortunately,
truer words were never spoken. Or thought!

I figured, as I departed in the company of
some of my GM associates, that I was really ready for a few drinks
at the enlisted men's club, and, once we arrived there, we all
commenced to do just that. Well, this may be a surprise, but at the
tender age of nineteen, I was not much of a drinker, and so, it was
not long before I was feeling the effects. I don't recall much, but
I do remember some other sailor (from some other ship, or perhaps
even stationed on base) getting all up in my face about something
or other and that I was to meet him outside. Well, being at least a
bit of a smart mouth, I remember telling this guy (with a cheery
smile no less), “Sure thing!” and then leaving with one of my
associates by a different exit. The next thing I knew, this
shipmate and myself were off base and in the mean streets of Rota,
Spain. And that's not all! My shipmate was going from car to parked
car checking to see if any of them were unlocked, and, after
several vehicles were not to his liking, he found one that was and
even had the keys inside. So, being the naive kid from Johnstown
that I so obviously was, when my shipmate called for me to get in
this vehicle with him, I did.

We joy rode around the mostly quiet Spanish
town for a while and once even went the wrong way up a one-way
street, pausing just long enough for me to get out and remove a
wooden barrier that was in the way. Also, as surreal as it sounds,
as I moved this barrier, there was a local law officer not too far
away to whom I merely smiled and said something inane, perhaps
“Hello, Officer. Nice Night, isn't it?”

After this, we continued to tool around, my
shipmate doing all manner of damage to the vehicle and, at one
point, even driving up some rather large stone steps. Finally, we
found ourselves on the outskirts of town and hopelessly mired in a
huge patch of mud beside some rather imposing stone buildings. We
both emerged from the vehicle and when we saw what appeared to be a
group of Spanish soldiers, we both began to explain that we were
going to go and get someone to help us with the stranded vehicle
and then we walked (staggered) off into the night. I'm not sure
which of us was astute enough to realize that perhaps we just might
be in a bit of trouble; but as we moved away from where the car was
stuck, we detoured off the road we had been on and began to cross a
huge, cactus-filled field. What neither of us knew or even
suspected was that the Spanish soldiers we had just left were, in
fact, members of the Guardia Civil. This was the civil police,
which more or less ran the country, which, in my adolescent
ignorance, I did not realize was a dictatorship ruled by none other
than Generalissimo Francisco Franco, who, at this juncture was
still very much alive. Now, obviously, the crossing of the field by
us was just a numbskull, drunken move by us to elude the Guardia:
so, as we reached the other end of the field, it should come as no
surprise just who was waiting for us. We were taken to what I
believe was a local doctor's office where blood was drawn from both
of us, and which I am so glad only contained huge amounts of
alcohol, and nothing else! Then, my shipmate and I were taken to
what seemed to be a farm of sorts where the owner had a huge stone
building in which my shipmate and I were placed, and the massive
wooden door secured behind us. It turned out that this was what
passed for a holding cell, which it appeared was rented by the
authorities from the farmer. Or so it seemed. My shipmate and I,
now securely tucked in for the night, had no option but to lie down
on the stone benches built into the walls and try to get some
sleep.

Waking up the next day—or more correctly,
later that same day—the full impact of our situation settled in
upon us. We were definitely locked up in a mostly featureless stone
construct with no real way of knowing for how long we were to be
there. Eventually, we discovered that if we wanted anything to eat,
we had to pay for it and, to make things even better, the man, who
we figured owned the building, did not appear to speak much
English. So, my shipmate and I decided to call the man and attempt
to get through to him what we wanted to eat.

“Senorrr,” we would call through the small
opening in the massive wooden door, initially just calling out for
him. And then, when he was not immediately forthcoming, we began to
get a bit silly—or at least, I suppose, we thought we were being
clever. “Senn-yourr!” we would caterwaul “Senn-yourr!” Finally, the
man appeared, and we did our best to pantomime that we were hungry
and tried to get through that we would like hamburgers! This was
when the jailer also pantomimed that we had to pay for whatever
food we desired. I cannot recall exactly how much we two sailors
had, money-wise, but I'm fairly certain that it wasn't much. So,
obviously, we didn't get all that much to eat the first day or so.
Fortunately, the Navy must have been informed of our situation
because we were visited a day or so later by members of the Shore
Patrol (Navy version of military police!) who brought us some
flight lunches, which are the boxed meals that personnel are given
on long flights. Believe me, these lunches were basically
sandwiching and maybe an apple, or some such: but, under the
circumstances, it was a banquet.

The time passed slowly with us sleeping as
much as we could as there was nothing else to do. Then, on what I
believe was the fourth day (Thursday by my reckoning), the Shore
Patrol visited us again; only this time we were released to them
and returned to the base. Needless to say, we both were elated to
be out of that modern-day dungeon and so commenced to joke around
with each other. However, our levity was soon curtailed as we were
delivered to the Rota Naval Base Brig. The marines in charge
quickly informed us, in perfect prison guard tones, what was
expected of us, and we both immediately realized that we had been
liberated from the frying pan into a scorching inferno. We were
quickly processed and then told to strip to our skivvies (underwear
to those unfamiliar with military jargon) and each of us was placed
into what was essentially solitary confinement.

We spent several days in these cells, which
contained only a bunk and a window, with nothing to do but sit and
stare. And no sleeping during the daylight hours, something that
was definitely enforced by periodic looks in from the guards. I was
fortunate enough to be visited by a Navy man who asked me if I
would like something to read and when I accepted his kind offer, he
brought me a science fiction novel. I cannot recall which novel it
was, but I do remember quite vividly that I had more than enough
time in which to read it cover to cover. Twice! After a number of
days, my shipmate and I were released from solitary, given our
clothing back, and put into the general population of the brig.
During our tenure in the brig, we were given all of our clothing
and other personal possessions that had been packed up from our
ship, or at least all that had not been picked over and taken by
whoever had done the packing. I received the bulk of my things, but
I quickly realized that some objects were missing! Such are the
fortunes of war! Or a life of crime!

We were informed that we were on a “legal
hold” while the Spanish government deliberated upon whether to
charge us, and we were told that there was no way of knowing how
long we were to remain at Rota. For the most part, the time spent
in the Brig was not as bad as it could have been. Other than
getting up at the ungodly hour of five am and then having to
double-time it to the mess hall, the time was spent doing any
number of chores after which we even got time in which to relax a
bit. To my surprise, we were released from the Brig after three
weeks and placed in regular barracks and even given fairly decent
jobs while we continued to await our legal fate. I was given a
position in one of the administration offices where I performed
regular yeoman (YN) tasks, which are pretty much your basic
clerical type jobs.

I actually liked the job I was given and,
since I and my shipmate (who had also been given some manner of
desk job) were on indefinite legal hold, we were not in any sort of
duty section and so our time after working hours was all ours. I
filled my time by going to movies at the base theater, reading, and
listening to music. I took a night class to learn Spanish at the
base school and, on several occasions, even visited the base
stables where I attempted to go horseback riding. All in all, had I
not been totally uncertain as to my future, this would have been an
almost perfect situation. Also, at one point, the yeoman, who acted
as the clerical functionary for the Commanding Officer and
Executive Officer of the base situated down the hall from where I
worked, went on a week’s leave. I was selected to fill in for him
in his absence. Yeah, right, there I was, on legal hold awaiting
pending legal action for my part in grand theft auto and I was
given what many would consider a plum assignment. Only in America!
Or, as it was, Spain. Anyway, I performed as acting yeoman to the
best of my ability and somehow managed to not get into any
additional trouble. Finally, the Spanish government, since the car
had been owned by another US sailor, decided to drop any charges on
their part and put the situation solely into the hands of the Navy.
So, my shipmate and I were duly informed that we were to go before
the base Commanding Office for Captain's Mast. Captain's Mast is a
non-judicial punishment that is held when a court martial is not
necessary: and is pretty much a hearing or arraignment.
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