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Alexandra and the crow

I won´t give that one away.

How would you describe yourself?

-A little bit in between

-What does that mean? -I mean in between the sexes.

 -In reality, what's the difference?

-What makes the difference?

Where you belong to or how you are seen.

You are a woman, you aren't allowed to do certain things. 

You shouldn't be on the street or ride the subway late at night

Have to watch out for men trying to hit on you.

Guys have more freedom, but have to be tough

and are not allowed to cry.

Men have to make the money.

I don't want to have any role in this world.

I want to be allowed to be myself.

-How would that look like in reality?

That my mom would stop telling me to grow my hair long,

and employers would pay me the same amount as men.

Could wear my hair any way I'd like, 

I could have the name of my choice.

I would not be forced to wear skirts for certain occasions,

or style my hair or put lipstick on.

-When was the last time you wore lipstick?

One that wasn't black? 

On September 7th 1976 Jürgen was born with an indefinite sex.

At the age of two the child was surgically altered to be a girl.

Penis amputation with the age of six. Testicular amputation with the age of ten.

Vaginal plastic with the age of fifteen.

As Alexandra, the child grows up in an Upper-Austrian village.

In fall of 2002 Alexi outs herself as an intersexual person in a radio show,

There she gets to know the filmmaker Elisabeth Scharang. 

Hi! This is the first day of the film project.

I'm Alex, sex: indefinite.

So, now you have seen who I am

and now I will introduce you to the person I'll make this film with.
We are in the fifth district in Vienna 

at Elisabeth's appartment.

The first time. - The first time.

With the camera, yes.

But we've seen each other a lot before.

-Yes, let's see how this will work.

I was just thinking about what you might be expecting from this film

-I want to show others that the life of an intersexual person 

doesn't just mean sitting at home, lying to everyone and hiding out.

Or living a life trying to cover up what happened.

But instead say: Ah, there is someone out in the public and

is not shut out by others, 

and even if she is, she doesn't care.

-You really don´t care?

-No, but I wish I didn't care!

I wish I wouldn't care if others say: "You don't belong."

I would love not to care.

But if somebody yells "Hermaphrodite" at you, you can't but care.

-Do you want to involve your parents?

-If I had a say, not at all.

It's very hard for me,

my parents never talked to me about this subject,

my parents never talked to me about this subject,

why should I start chew it through and analyse it with them now?

I never talked to my parents about it before.

Why should I do it now?

Why should I now be interested in how they felt about it?

Why exactly now?

-Because I can tell by your answer that it is an important point in your story.

-The only thing important for me is

who decided to make a woman out of me. The doctor or my mom?

Because even if the doctors said it would be best to make me a man,

they can't ignore the parents' decision.

If the parents insist on having a girl rather than a boy

then it will be done that way.

The doctors have to do that.

Parents with affected children are in a different situation than

parents with affected adults.

The parents can't decide any more because their children are old enough

to decide for themselves.

But parents with small children should realize that the most

important thing is you can tell your kids that you love them 

and that they are special and not freaks.

It is too late for me now;

I had to grow up without my parents' support and trust.

-You are still waiting for your parents to say that it is OK

what you are doing and that they are proud of you. 

Super, if I say let's sit down and talk about it, then I have

to justify everything I do and decide on.

-Maybe you should sit down with your parents and don't justify yourself,

just tell them how you perceive it. -Then I have to hear my mother say:

"Should we have left you like that?" As if I would be the worst freak.

And if I look at my mom's eyes how she says:

"Should we have left you like that?" 

then I feel even more like a deformed child.

If not even my own mother wanted to have me the way I was born

then that´s not good news. 

-Do you want to tell this to your parents?

-What?

-What you just told me.

-No.

I can talk to you about it or with my friends.

But if I try to talk to my Mom about it

there is a frog in my throat.

It's like telling your mom how good your partner is in bed.

I never could talk to my mom about these intimate things.

It doesn't feel right.

It's like having to showing your ass to a stranger.

Now it's getting nice, the countryside.

This is supposed to be the sea normally, I believe!

AMELAND - in the Waddensea in Holland

Back there is the lighthouse.

Just follow the lighthouse, that way you can't get lost.

You could lay here all day. We should have a picnic here tomorrow, eh?

-Sure.

-No one can see you amidst the dunes.

Why was it so important for you to drive to the sea?

-I don't know, I have a bond with the sea. 

I love the sound of the waves,

and there are always birds.

-True.

You know what I would like to know from you? 

I just remember that you stated out of fun today...

You said it jokingly:

"That I am allowed to experience this."

but I think it means something more serious.

And then you mentioned

that at one point you almost passed away.

Do you really think that?

-Sure.

My life that I lead previously wasn't even close to what I feel it is today.

-What means previously? Do you mean before you had cancer?

-Yes.

-Do you feel like you are getting a second chance?

-For sure.

-We haven't talked about it yet.

-This is a second chance.

I was so close to death and then..

This is a message for me.

With the age of twenty, Alexi falls ill with leukaemia,

and is in a coma for thirteen weeks.

The doctors give her a small chance of survival.

After a bone-marrow transplant Alexi starts her rehabilitation, which takes months.

Today, she is cancer free, she is left with a walking and hearing disability.

Back then I pretended that life wasn't worth anything to me.

Being so close to death opened my eyes

that something must be different, that I have to change something.

After the cancer everything was different.

That wasn't me any more and before I had cancer that wasn't me either.

My little brother knows best,

he experienced it through his eyes

that always looked up to me.

After the cancer he came to me and said: "Hey, get out of bed!"

-Yes, but–

-That sounds negative, doesn't it?

But I hadn't worked through it then, why I got cancer.

Or at least I guessed why I got the cancer,

but I couldn't do anything about it.

I didn't know how to get out of it.

I knew I got leukaemia because I hated myself so much,

or my body.

And I knew if I kept hating myself like that,

the next thing would come.

But because you know that this is the cause of your illness

you won't start loving yourself all of a sudden.

I woke up at a quarter to nine. Not bad. 

Yesterday I thought and thought and again really figured out a lot.

-What did you find out?

- Strangely, last night I thought about the penis phobia.

And I figured out that it isn't a penis phobia.

- What then?

- Penis envy.

Look, this is what I wrote down yesterday.

Why am I ashamed of the thought to use a strap on dildo? 

Am I scared to realize what I am still missing

or that I get horney from the thought? Or what?

-It sounds like you are experiencing some kind of phantom pain.

-When I am getting excited it tightens up.
Then I know if I would have a penis it would be erect.
A penis is one third inside and two-thirds outside the body.

The doctors couldn't have scraped out enough tissue with the knife,
so that has to be, what I am still feeling.

-Why did this occur to you yesterday?

-Because we talked about penis phobia and because I told you 

that I can't be with a man because I am scared of his dick.

Yesterday I thought about it a long time why I am scared of a dick

if I keep thinking of buying one to strap on for myself?

I came to the conclusion that it is pure jealousy because I don't have one. 

That's a lot to know about oneself.

Or to assume.

-After all it is a perspective, isn't it?

An answer, a possibility?

-In reality I won't gain it back

because what has been cut off is gone.

Oh, working on Sunday..  yes, call me.. 

Bye!

That was my little brother.

My trustworthy companion, the only one in my family.

Towards city centre, then underneath the train 

and turn left at the next traffic light and just 700 metres to go..

Hotel Imperial, I thought it would be more luxurious.

Feel my hands, they are totally sweaty.

-An hour and a half

and you'll be sitting at a table with a whole bunch of people.

-Yes, I can't believe it.

Can't wait to see how that's going to be.

Looking out the window, the ones I've seen so far

looked more like 35 and older.

I wonder what kind of age groups will take part?

I hope there are going to be younger people too.

In Wuppertal Alex gets to meet other intersexuals for the first time.

The German self-help group named "XY-women"

arranges a meeting twice a year - no public allowed.

-Your eyes are incredibly pretty!

-I have huge rings underneath them.

-Who is talking about the rings? I am talking about your eyes.

You are obviously a person who can't take compliments very well.

-I'm not used to it.

I don't get them very often except like: "Super tits!"

"Are they real?"

I've been looking for a soul mate my entire life.

As far as I can think back I didn't want to be alone.

Since I can think I wished someone would take me in their arms;

and give me security,

or the feeling of security

or comfort.

If I would get it, I probably would have massive problems.

I only would like to make new friends and listen to their stories.

I would like to see how others deal with it.

I can hear them already.

I need a hat so I'll look really alternative.

I'm succeeding, aren't I?

So, what am I?

-Super!

-No, not that. Man or Woman?

-Alex Jürgen, I'd say.

-Yes, wonderful.

I was just at the meeting with the XY-women and

I am so positively impressed that half of it would be enough.

Gigantic. They are so many nice people, nice faces.

Some women even appeal to me,

and there is no trace of my previous fear.

I only talked with a couple of people,

but with them I talked a lot. Incredible.

Some of them are totally interesting people.

I talked to one of them for a long time about her story.

So many similar stories,

and I can see myself in them.

Sometimes they resemble my story a little more, sometimes less,

sometimes they are totally the same. 

Now I'll have to sleep on it.

OK, good night! Bye!

I can't understand how you can wear socks like that in summer.

-Especially in summer! I wear them because of sweaty feet

because the toes have fabric in between

and the toes aren't squashed together.

-No socks would be best.

-No, then I sweat even more.

I'll take my shoes off at your place and then

you will happily go right to bed without watching TV.

-We haven't seen each other for a long time.

-More than three months.

-April, May, and June–

last March we returned back home.

-It has been some time.

-Pretty gap in between.

-No kidding!

-I was pretty astounded to hear

that you are planning to take hormones.

When you phoned me and told me you spoke to the doctor

I was wondering what could have happened

to make you decide on this.

-I don't know. I read the book "Middlesex".

I wondered how she did it

to change from a woman to a man.

The entire time while reading I wanted to know how he did it

too bad it only talked about it on the last couple of pages.

And then the book stops when he turned fifteen.

The kid in the book confronts itself with the question:

Do I want to be a woman or not?

She recognizes that she doesn't want to be a woman and so did I.

I always searched in the wrong direction by asking myself:

Do I want to be a man? I don't know. 

Will I feel better as a man? I don't know.

But that was the wrong question, until one day

I asked myself: Do I want to be a woman?

Then I realized I don't want to be a woman.

I am just not a woman.

I know one thing,

as I was lying on the front porch last weekend,

I listened to two people screwing each other for two hours

and I noticed a pulling sensation in my groin area.

I knew, typical reaction from getting a boner,

if there would've been one.

And it started to throb,

I could describe it as if five to six balls hanging on a chain

are being pulled very tightly.

It was somehow pulsing,

and I don't know if this is normal.

I asked a man once if the penis jerks when it is erect?

And he said yes. I thought that was it. 

and so I´m hoping for more..

-If these feelings grow stronger

what are you going to do about it?

-The tightness and the pulsing got me so excited.

If I had the money I would have driven to a sex shop to buy

a strap on dildo, gone to the whorehouse and done a whore.

I didn't know that side of me.

That I would say: I go to a whorehouse.

I do believe this is the male side of me,

that is like a barracks that needs constructing.

-That means going back to the start, asking "what have I been".

-Yes. I would like to go back to my primal state.

How would I be today if nothing would have been done.

-How far would you go?

-How far would I go?

Don't know, as far as one could go. 

-You always said you didn't want to do any more surgeries.

-I wouldn't want to have a penis surgically added.

But I don't like my breasts,

and having them I will always be addressed with "Miss", I guess.

I don't think I can get away with it.

What do you think?

-That means you would like to get rid of your breasts first?

-That would probably be the first and only thing I'll alter.

That's where I live.

I'd like you to show me Naarn.

-There is not much!

The church, look there is the church. 

Over there is the restaurant "Traube", left of the church.

And in front of the church is the cemetery

with all it's dead.

-Is this your first own apartment?

-Moved directly from my mom's place into independence.

-Are you often on the balcony?

-No, I don't dare to go out!

-Why?

-So I don't have to talk with the neighbours.

But it's nice here!

It was a hot day.

A bit too much for my circulation and for me.

-How much time do you spend in your apartment?

-With myself or with the TV and myself?

I'm alone a lot,

but I drive around a lot.

Sometimes I feel very lonely and I drive somewhere, but there 

I don't feel better so I drive somewhere else and

I still don't feel better. In the end I drive home,

I don't feel better but I am at least at home.

A shame that those between the sexes always wander alone,

they would have so much to give.

While we are sitting here, I have to think that

this is such a small town–

and somehow I can't imagine

how you can live here with your background

and be able to live in peace.

-I don't really want to be enveloped in the people here

but if someone approaches me in Vienna about my story 

I have to accept it if people here approach me about it.

-But how is it here, with your neighbours in the house?

-Nothing. Nobody ever said anything to me.

-Do people know about it?

-Yes, the woman from the newsstand knows about it,

because she had cancer also and I talked to her about it.

And Charly's brothers and parents know about it.

If they haven't spread the word, then nobody knows.

Besides my friends.

I don't make a secret out of it and I tell everybody I get to know.

-If you would fall in love,

would you fall in love with a man or with a woman?

-I would prefer a woman

since they are less problematic. 

Fact is, I do have problems with other penises besides mine.

But a woman's nature would suit me more.

-It's funny since you say you don't want to be a woman any more,

nevertheless a woman's nature would appeal more to you.

-Yes, because I am not a woman.

-Are you sure about that?

-Excuse me?

-Is that for sure?

-For me, yes.

I´m in the kitchen in Naarn. It´s Sunday and I need to have breakfast.

I´m not so fond of coffee that´s why I´ll have a cup of hot chocolate.

Totally unmasculine!

It´s a quarter to nine. The bells are constantly ringing here.

Are you filming? Incredible.

Yes. But it is too light.

He should be a little heavier.

-Why do you think so?

-Because I can't feel him.

-That's good like that.

Good. Groovy.

-Even good sitting down.

Fits to my pants.

While we're at it, think I could post a marriage ad too?

So, today is the 13th of August.

I am making a video journal entry in my room.

Today I'll show you something I haven't shown anybody before.

I brought my phantoms.

It sounds like Phantom of the Opera, but that's not what it is.

Phantoms are used to stretch a surgically constructed vagina

or a small vagina.

After surgery you have to make sure

the vagina stays like that

or even stretch it out more

in order to have heterosexual intercourse.

When they placed this phantom in me the first time

I thought I was tearing inside.

That feeling stays for some hours

and then slowly subsides.

The longer you wear it,

the feeling of inner tearing comes back for another two hours

and then fades until you have to sit down.

The corners of the part that sticks out are sharp and

I was constantly sore between my thighs.

This is the next size.

Compared to the previous size this one is 

longer. And thicker.

This one is used for the first half year.

You have to wear that for a whole year, 24 hours

until all scars are healed.

Since the doctors say that scars shrink

it has to be worn each night.

Unless you have sex two or three times a week.

My mom and I were educated after my vaginal-reconstruction 

that unless I have sex regularly

I'll have to wear this.

So, these are my scars.

I won't show you the lower ones.

You see, it is constantly red and infected 

and reaches from here to there.

That was the upper viewing hole when they constructed my vagina.

Pretty, eh?

This is the beginning of the next. There are some here.

This goes from here to there

and the other goes from here to there.

This is the cut where my bladder catheter was.

Of course I also have scars on my belly button.

I didn't want to show you my belly, but maybe it will help

some mothers to decide not to do this to their kid.

It gets difficult at skiing camps or excursions where you stay over night.

You have to make sure everybody is sleeping and 

secretly get your phantom out, put some lotion on and put it in place.

Next day you have to wake up before everybody else 

to extract the phantom without being noticed.

Being intersexual means having a lot of secrets, 

but that doesn't make it easier.

You are the first ones I show these things to.

I kept them in a neutral looking plastic bag for years.

I don't know why I kept them,

just in case I'll have a boyfriend I need to start stretching again. 

But no, for sure not. Well.

The summer is over

-Unfortunately!

-That's the last evening out here!

-Unfortunately!

-You wrote me last time that you are looking forward to

what will come, but with mixed feelings.

-Just ask an eleven year old how he imagines puberty.

-You feel like you have to go through puberty a second time?

-What do you think? I never experienced puberty.

-This is how you see it?

-What?

-That you are going through puberty again?

-Yes sure, this is going to be a complete change.

Usually in puberty girls grow breasts and boys grow hair etc.

I never experienced it like that, it was controlled,

they gave me hormones at the age of 14 and everything started to grow.

-Did you tell your friends what will happen to you now?

-Yes, sure.

-Did anybody say: "Don't do it"? 

-No, nobody.

Some said that I should know what I am doing.

Nobody said: "Don't do it." My mom would probably say that.

-What do your male friends say?

-The majority of my friends are male.

-I wonder at what point your friends will call you as Alex, the male.

I could never let myself go in physical love, because .

I always panicked in my head.

Does he or she notice something? Am I normal?

I hope he doesn't see all my scars, and suck in your belly, ..

that's more stress than running a marathon.

It is totally unpleasant when someone touches me down there.

It is unthinkable for me to let someone do things to me down there,

without being concerned about it. That's an unimaginable situation.

-Is it uncomfortable because you are scared of the other person's reaction?

-First, certain things hurt when they are touched.

Second, nothing happens when somebody touches me or rubs

me there, no wolly or warm feeling.

So it makes no sense to touch me there.

I believe I have a protective function over this area

where only bad people had access. Like doctors, rapists

or other bad people who I had to let in.

Today I am allowing nobody in there any more.

Nobody can touch me or do anything to me any more.

-Aren't you scared that all your high expectations won't come through?

You expect that testosterone is going to make up for everything.

-No

-Yes, in certain ways.

-I already wrote in my book that I plan on getting back to this place,

but that this place meanwhile is far away from the place it should be.

But it is an approach.

-That's true.

-I know I can't have back what has been taken from me.

-I just hope you won't be disappointed.

-What should be disappointed from? How can it get worse?

I am lonely now, if I'm lonely after the changes,

my worst worries will be neither fulfilled nor disappointed.

What should be different?

What bothers me the most is that I am feeling lonely

and I don't have anybody. That's what I have now.

I already have what I fear most. What can get worse?

Maybe I'll gain a feeling inside of me that I seem a bit more real

when I'm normal. And I don't look like I'm hiding something

or trying to be someone I'm not. 

You can feel it when somebody is totally fake and not himself.

I often think that I'm not myself. I just feel like that.

-Your dog is lying in front of the camera.

-Chipsy, come! Good dog! So obedient.

Fall 2003

Kiez?

-Kiez is the term for a small place, 

which is village-like,

but a little bit bigger..

I would be interested in..

-Yes?

-I don't know any person who has professionally to do with intersexuals

and who would somehow be competent in this subject.

-Yes?

-And this is my first contact with one.

Knut Werner-Rosen is an artist and psychologist.

He is one of the few that offers therapy for intersexuals.

His office is mainly visited by parents with affected kids.

There was a married couple, young and open-minded,

and they had the idea that their child should be surgically altered  

to be a girl.

They thought that their child should behave like a girl

but that girl couldn't do them that favour.

The mom sits on the toilet, the girl comes in,

her head full of golden curls. She takes the brush 

and starts brushing her hair, which she wouldn't usually do.

Then the child says: "Girls brush their hair often!"

The mom replies: "Yes, that's true."

The four-and-a-half-year-old girl says: "But I'm not a real girl."

And the mom says: "What are you?"

The girl replies: "I am a boy-girl."

OK says the mom, then you are a boy-girl.

The girl put the brush aside and left.

The mom commented that without having been to counselling

she would have fainted on the toilet.

The child knew a long time ago that she was in between

or that something was different.

The child felt the fear that the parents had of talking

to the kid about the subject.

And as soon as the fear subsided, she could speak freely about it.

This is a striking example for a possible development.

She found a definition for herself. A new term: boy-girl.

I know kids that practically said good-bye to the world.

They wander through my office like ghosts,

they observe everything, sit down and say: That's it.

I created a daydream with one of them and

created a skyscraper in his imagination, which he started to see.

I asked him where he was, and he answered: "I am on the roof."

– "What are you doing there" –

"I have binoculars and I am looking down on the street from above"

I asked him: "Skyscrapers have elevators or stairs,

could you imagine coming down from the roof?"

He replies with no.

That's depression.

You are sure taking male hormones is the right thing for you?

-No, I don't have to take male hormones at all costs.

I just feel that I'm missing something,

maybe the testosterone.

If I don't notice a positive reaction from taking the testosterone,

so I can say I feel better all around or I have more energy

or any other changes then I would stop taking it.

I feel like something is missing. Something is missing.

-And you correlate this with testosterone?

-I don't know. I don't know.

-Could you make yourself a picture or a fantasy

of what you are missing? 

-Self-confidence

-Self-confidence. This is a concept, do you have a picture?

-Strength.. Drive

-What do you need drive for?

-Because I feel unmotivated sometimes and 

I am lying around for a couple of days 

and I have the feeling I'll never be able to get up again.

I feel overextended with the smallest things and so weak.

-I can vividly imagine that, being in the situation you're in.

I wouldn't bring this feeling in connection with being male or female.

What you had to go through, how you live and

what you deal with right now. All these hospital documents and

the constant self-confrontation in this film.

That you survived all that, rape and everything –

I mean, I mean these are not just words, that is incredible.

So why do you still need another proof of your strength?

Isn't it cold?

-It's freezing!

I will start with the questions regarding our group

and the rest will follow.

Karin and Anja are members of the "XY-women".

Both had regular contact with Alex since the meeting of the self-help-group.

Now, they were ready to give up their anonymity.

I didn't know anything until I was eighteen years of age.

I always thought I was a girl, maybe a little bit boyish.

Still, I was different and– I just forgot what I wanted to say..

-I also felt that I'm different,

partially due to the doctors constant gawking at me since I was a little girl.

They treated me like a guinea pig, pants down, 

fifteen assistant doctors following with a camera.

How should I feel like a normal person?

Was it the doctors or the children calling me hermaphrodite

and constantly asking me if I am a boy or if I was a boy?

There was a rumour that my parents had a boy

but preferred a girl and had my sex changed.

Since I was a little child I knew something wasn't normal.

-I remember that I wasn't allowed to know about my situation as a child.

I prepared myself until I was seventeen to live like a woman

and waited for everything that would  come with it,

the period and development..

They told me a woman will get married and will have kids

and there wasn't any talk about equality.

And that's what I prepared myself for

and when I was seventeen I noticed that everything was totally different.

Now that I am almost thirty years of age,

I see things in a different perspective.

It's a real shame because my whole view of life is staggering

since I am feeling like a woman now

and maybe I would have liked to be intersexual from childhood on.

-At the age of fifteen I started telling people

that I was having sex with boys so my secret wouldn't be unveiled.

At fourteen they started to give me hormones

and I told people they were birth control pills.

-Yes, I also took birth control pills

for twenty years.

-They did look like birth control pills.

-No, I really took birth control pills.

-Because you didn't know?

-No, the doctors back then thought that was the right dosage.

I didn't mind because I could leave it in the bathroom

without any questions asked.

As I had my promiscuous phase

all the questions had been answered already.

-I told my boyfriend that I had uterus cancer and that

they had to remove it both vaginally and through my belly,

to explain why it looks like that.

I didn't know how it looked down there, that's why I told such a story.

He was only happy that I couldn't have babies because

I didn't have an uterus.

I didn't want to admit it, but it was mainly a sexual relationship.

-I tried very hard to gain affection, sympathy and respect from others.

I compensated the lack of affection

and respect with constant high performances.

-But what I wanted to say is

that I don't associate myself with being a woman that much

any more because I have something else I can associate myself with.

-What?

-Well, you, us, we.

I am already so provocative that I say:

What do you want? I am not a woman.

Radiostation FM4 - Vienna

Alex, how were the reactions of the last show a year ago?

Did any of your friends and family listen?

-Many people heard it.

My family heard from it through others that I was on the radio.

Many friends and many people who have never met me heard it.

I brought my childhood pictures.

I was called Jürgen until the age of two, and I was so cute.

All dressed up like a little boy,

from age three on I was wearing dresses only, and only skirts.

Dresses and skirts..

Hats, tights and things like that.

I think I felt a little bit cramped by it all.

There are about eight different forms of intersexuality.

-Yes?

-Yes, and only one form, called AGS, calls for surgical measures.

Only one.

With all other forms people can grow to old age without any complications.

-There are no complications.

It has to be said,

that these surgical procedures are not necessary

but only done to fit these people to a norm.

but only done to fit these people to a norm.

-Aha, and what would you do if you had a kid that's like that?

-I would tell the kid that it is special,

and that she has both a little from a girl and a little from a boy

and that she can decide later on in life

if she wants to be a boy or a girl.

I would give the child self-confidence

and the knowledge of what is going on.

Not knowing almost drove me crazy.

I never knew why I had to go to the hospital.

-Don't you think that even without surgery

you would have uncertainties?

-If I wouldn't have had surgery–

-You still wouldn't know what you are?

-I can't tell. Since I haven't been in that position.

-I think that's a weird question.

-At least I would still be unaltered.

-I think the child should grow up and develop

until she or he can decide for herself or himself.

-I think that's the worst thing that can happen to you,

you don't know what's wrong with you.

Due to people telling me that something is growing wrong on my body

I felt like a freak for years.

And then I was in the museum "House of Nature" and

babies and fetuses were displayed, who had three hands. 

Parts are growing wrong just like with me,

I must be a freak.

They told my parents not to discuss these matters with me;

They should raise me asexual – haha, like that's possible.

They told them not to let me see them nude.

-That's terrible.

-It must also be hard for the parents to be forced

into this unnatural behaviour.

It's impossible for them to be normal parents.

One person in 2.000 is faced with it.

I only know the numbers from Germany and there,

350 people are born intersexual a year.

Hallo!

I would like an autograph

-Sure. I wasn't asked for one for years.

-May I touch him? Does he belong to her?

-I don't know.

-Can I touch him?

-Excuse me?

-Can I touch him?

-He doesn‘t like it.

He tries to bite. Where should I put this–

Elisabeth, do you have a notebook?

-There is a piece of paper back there.

-Very nice.

Sometimes when I think about

what happened last year, it all seems so unreal.

It's all like – I don't know.

-It doesn't feel unreal for me at  all.

-Not unreal, but it seems

as if there was no before,

and you don't know where it's going to either.

I don't know where it's going with you or even where I'm going.

It's totally open.

-I feel like I'm rising like an air- bubble from the depth of the sea.

And I had to fight my way through algae and dirt

to reach the surface of the water.

-And where are you now?

-In the dirt.

-Still in the dirt?

Can you already see something?

-Yes, I can vaguely anticipate the light through the dirt.

But you can only guess.

Hi, it's me again.

Today is February 18th, 2004

and I'm sitting down to record a video diary.

Now you can see, there is a bottle of champagne.

That concludes that I have something to celebrate.

I believe you can read this.

Sex: male.

I got my birth certificate printed

and it states that I'm male

since 27 years, and I didn't know that until yesterday.

I don't think anybody knew about it, not even my mom.

At the registrar's office in Steyr, I found out

that they would change my sex on the paper

as soon as all my surgeries were over.

They meant as soon as I would have a vagina,

they could change my title to female.

I believe my mom forgot about it.

I benefit from it now

and that is why I will do something out of the ordinary:

drinking.

So, I toast to my regained malehood.

You want one too?

-Yes.

-You'll get a lacy bra

-I'm sure that's bad for the environment!

-Look, the last one.

-That's not real cotton. You antichrist.

-Antichrist? Bra-wearer.

Explain where we are right now!

-This is my temporary domicile

where I stay until I move to Vienna

which will be in about a month.

-Where are your things?

-Everywhere in the boxes

and some I've taken out.

-What's the picture about?

-This is my abdomen with all its scars

and dates when they occured.

-When did you do that?

-Half a year ago.

Sad picture.

-How long have you been taking the testosterone?

-On Thursday it will be three weeks.

-You are rubbing it in?

-Everyday in the morning.

-Have you noticed something?

-Yes, absolutely, sure.

-And?

-Yes, I'm more active.

Maybe I am just imagining it because it's springtime now.

But I feel more active.

And my dreams have changed.

-What are you dreaming about?

-Different things.

I dreamt that something was growing between my legs.

-That's a weird dream, unpleasant or pleasant?

-I thought it was super.

The growth wasn't very phallus-like.

It was a little bud, which doesn't have much in common with a penis.

But I was still excited that something was growing in this area.

-During your dream, did it grow or was it just there?

-It was just there.

In my dream I woke up in the morning

and threw my blanket off and noticed: 

Aha, there is something erect.

And I was totally happy that there was something standing

and as I tried to touch it, I woke up.

But I'm very excited about it.

When I was younger, a child and later a teenager,

it annoyed me if people asked if I was a girl or a boy.

Nowadays I love it.

With obvious men, people don't have to think.

Either he looks hot or he doesn't.

If he appeals to a girl then she is chasing him down,

If not then she lets him be.

But with me people have to guess first

to try to find out if I'm a man or a woman.

It awakes attention to be a questionable sex

and not so obvious like a muscleman with arms like this.

like Lucky Luke.

You know, I just don't want this to kill me,

that I don't have a dick.

This will always be the crucial point in my life.

If I have a girlfriend, and she breaks up with me,

because I couldn't give her what she needed.

Does your body smell different?

-Yes. - Really?

-It seems like everything changed with my smell.

-How?

-I'm really smelly now!

When I go to the toilet I don't smell like I did.

-You wanted to become a man. Men stink more.

-Yeah phew! People should have informed me.

I would have done things differently if I had only known.

-You have been to men's toilets before, you know how that is

-Yeah sure.

I am aware that everybody poops differently

but I wasn't aware that I would change so drastically.

It's because I ate so much crap lately.

-But sweat and everything smells different too?

-No, it doesn't smell different,

but I noticed that I sweat more than before.

I have to admit that I like the way I smell.

Other people always complain: Oh no, I'm so smelly.

Maybe that's the male part in my brain or the female part

in my brain that gets hot from the male smell of my body.

-But that's super if you are attracted to yourself.

That's not bad.

- Yeah, not bad, pretty good.

I heard that there is an organ in the nose

that reacts to pheromones, or whatever they are called.

That's why I couldn't get a relationship going,

because I am radiating the wrong pheromones.

Always looking for an excuse.

It has been like this my whole life.

And I always wanted to be more female, and my feet are too big.

I'd like to have smaller feet and hands, be thinner 

and have a nice body.

And if I have to have breasts, then I wanted nice ones,

and so on and so on,

as far as I can think back

I always wanted to belong. That people would visit me.

Things like this I've been chasing for years.

-Look, here comes the boat you are looking for.

-Yes, but it's so small.

-You are never satisfied!

-Yes, I know. Didn't I mention that?

Here comes a ship, it is too small. The next one is probably too big

or has too many people on board.

There will be super waves! Super, super waves!

Brother!

See now we are a man, a woman and two hermaphrodites. And a dog.

-A man, a woman and two hermaphrodites, sounds funny.

SUMMER 2004

Max Valerio is a transsexual.

He lived as a lesbian woman until 1990.

Max was a performer in the documentaries "Gendernauts" and "Female Misbehavior". 

The films show the open social interaction with the gender roles in the Bay-Area.

Alex travelled to San Francisco because of the Gendernauts

and to participate in the first Trans/Intersex parade.

What is this for?

-It is for the demonstration.

-Instead of a banner?

-Yes, I don't have a banner.

I am the banner.

To stop the surgeries on children.

-Can you move your hand so I can see it?

Fall 2004

GENERAL HOSPITAL - Vienna

This is just like a holy act.

-Should we sing a mantra?

It doesn't look too bad.

-What did you expect?

-I don't know. I always imagine terrible things.

I think it is all pretty much squashed together from the bandages.

-That's right.

-It will feel better when things loosen up underneath my armpits

-So let's take out the drains.

-Really?

I don't know, I hope you don't mind if I scream?

Are you happy? -Yes, I am. Super.

-Is that what you wished for? -Yes, exactly.

Never have to bind my breasts down. Love it, super

Feels good – and the bandages are gone! I can't describe it.

My breasts are gone!

I'm freaking out!

Tuesday morning, before I drove to the hospital,

I dropped three letters into the mailbox, which I wrote days ago.

To my parents and grandparents,

in which I explain how I am

and what I am doing

and what I am planning on doing.

I thought it was perfect timing to send the letters

the same day I went to hospital.

In my opinion a kind of final operation to become a man.

I am so itchy there!

My mom is not stupid; she knows what's going on.

Nothing comes from both sides,

I don't say anything to her and she doesn't say anything to me

and somehow we never discuss anything.

She told me that my dad knows now too

and he chewed on it a little bit and started to cry.

Not because I am so bad or because I am making a big mistake.

No, he cried because I am so poor and because I wrote such a sweet letter.

I was extremely happy because for a month

it felt like a huge weight on my shoulders.

Going home was very uncomfortable for me.

My grandma called me today

and she told me that they got the letter and that it is OK

and they love me no matter what.

She has seen transsexuals on TV 

and that they are caught in the wrong body

which she could imagine how horrible that must be.

I was so happy, really, I was so happy.

And now I am lying here:

a newborn man, without breasts.

One year later

I call my home "Testosteronia".

Because the testosterone packs are lying around everywhere.

-How did the others react to you?

-To the testosterone or me?

-It can't be separated.

-Well, in Vienna, besides one person,

nobody would address me with "she".

Overall in Vienna nobody would address me as a woman.

It's different in Upper Austria.

-Is there something where you feel like you are a real macho?

-A macho man? Me?

No.

For that I am way too insecure

and I don't have enough experiences with dating.

He chases after pigeons.

I live and work like a man,

and in my passport I am a male.

But I am pretty happy if people see me as human

and not as man or woman.

Or as big or tattooed.

-Why did you put it in perspective?

Why are you more relaxed about the question?

-I met way too many people who don't live in this norm

of being a man or a woman.

I met way too many people who crossed the borders and live a good life.

They are happier today

when they don't have to decide to be a man or a woman,

without following behavioural patterns.

You have to know for yourself in what sector you'll find happiness.

I don't think being a woman or being a man

has anything to do with finding happiness.

At least not with me.

I find happiness if I feel good with who I am.

And I am just a little bit in between.

I think this is already wrong?

Incredible. Cool.

Unbelievable.

There are workshops for transsexuals,

how to move like a man.

To walk with long and slow steps, looks good.

What will your mom say when she sees you like that?

-We'll see.

I'm not sure. I couldn't say right now.

-Alex in a suit at his grandma's birthday party.

-Yes.

-I can't wait to find out.

-If your dad still calls you Alexandra..

-That's it, I guess?
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