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CHAP I: IF THERE WAS NO BIOLOGICAL DISTINCTION BETWEEN GENDERS, ARE YOU MALE OR FEMALE?

If  it  weren't  for physical  characteristics,  how would you know whether you are feminine  or 
masculine? What proof is there to your claims? When asked this question, most people charge 
impatiently – and some even aggressively – with one answer filled with complete confidence. 
They believe that who they are isn't affected by their gender. However, their claims are far from 
the  truth.  They unintentionally  lie  as  they  are  afraid  of  actually  opening their  minds  to  the 
possibility that what they've been taught might be wrong. I say its the society's fault. Individuals 
are brainwashed by the so-called “norms” of society from an early age. They were given the 
definition of what a male is “suppose” to be and what a female is “suppose” to do. Because of 
these typical, outlaid sets of closed-minded people, people grow up – and raise their children up 
– in the idealistic bubble which is today's society. People go on living with the belief that if one 
is born male, he should be masculine, and vise versa. Of course, every now and then comes an 
odd apple who questions those norms if not break them.

People comprehend the meaning and differentiation between sex, which is biological, and 
gender, which is social, but what they do not comprehend is the feeling. But then again, how 
could  they?  That  difference  can  only  be  experienced,  not  explained,  so  how  could  they 
understand how it feels to be genderly different? Gender is a social term society constructed to 
keep boys separate from girls; cold from hot; black from white. They fear mixture and fusion as 
it  would bring something new; unheard of.  In 2010, when a certain Youtuber asked another 
about his gender, he replied saying “Jeez, do I really have to pick?” Blinded by the norm, people 
had learned to uphold the boundaries between males and females at all  times.  They couldn't 
understand or  accept  a  grayer  color  in  between.  Again,  society  is  at  fault.  Had it  raised its 
individuals to become open-minded instead of judgmental labelers, today's world would've been 
a much safer place to live in and an easier environment to interact with. A number of people feel 
different when it comes to gender identity because gender is not what a person is born with. It is 
a label which society had forced upon us. One's sex might be fixed, but must gender accompany 
it as well? Despite the fact that a person's mind might think otherwise? True, many people feel 
different, yet many conceal their thoughts and emotions as it would mean stepping out of the 
norm and expose themselves to being labeled something far more worse; a freak. Because of 
their fears, one steps back into the darkness and remains there for eternity. I realize that I sound 
as if I'm talking about LGBT rights, but I'm not. The issue I'm tackling here is every rights – the 
right to do whatever one desires long as its not a crime and does not come in conflict with what 
they believe in. I'm talking about the fear that society seeds into every individual's heart – the 
fear which prevents one from stepping out of the norm; the fear of not fitting in; the fear of 
mentally dying alone and isolated.

CHAP II: YOUR FRIENDLY NEIGHBORHOOD WITCH!

No body really knows a person these days. You might chat with them, have a cup of tea, and 
even watch a movie together, but once that moment is over and everyone heads to where they 
identify as home, masks come off.

Suppose you knew a person. Suppose you knew that your friend enjoyed things “meant” 
for the other gender, what would you do? Would you act as a friend or a foe? Would you support 
them, warn them, or label them a freak? Would you keep their secret if they asked you to, or 
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would you expose them and mob against them with society and its norms? Many would say that 
they would remain true till the end, but many of us would only like to believe that. Once the 
hypothetical situation becomes a reality, one's true colors emerge. In many cases, those “friends” 
fail to live up to the expectations their fantasies had built up. In order not to join the “freaks” 
side, they will side with the norm and attack those whom they once called friends. But would 
you? Where would you stand if that hypothetical situation were to become an episode in your 
reality? Since its 2010 and the weaker sex is the male, we'll take man as an example.

Suppose he wasn't a football fanatic or a video-gamer, and instead, he enjoyed buying 
cloth – cloth which made him feel comfortable and gave him more excitement and satisfaction 
than any game ever could. Would that be so wrong? Is it wrong to want to be adjectivized as 
beautiful instead of handsome? Is it wrong to be free from social constraints? What reason would 
hold him back from perusing his dreams? Why wouldn't  he go for  it?  He would do so but 
secretly as publicizing it would only lead to questions and mental attacks. In some societies, the 
attacks are physical, in which case, the injuries would be painful, but less painful than the mental 
attacks.  The  physical  bruises  would  heal  with  time,  but  the  intangible  wounds  might  never 
recover. If fired by a stranger, they remain; if by an enemy, they remain; if by a friend .. a death 
sentence might be kinder.

Suppose he's into “chick flicks” instead of action-packed blockbusters, from which he 
learned to  talked constructively  and in a calm manner,  instead of spitting out onomatopoeic 
words. He wouldn't shout or snap at people, but try to calm others down because he knows that  
anger could never be constructive but only destructive. Would that make him “feminine”, thus an 
outcast? Oddly enough, in today's society, his kind and caring personality would surly exclude 
him from everyone. Because he is not like the others, he would be isolated and left alone. Had he 
been born with the alternative, he would've been accepted heartedly into society's harmful hands.

Suppose the things he's interested in – say reading literature and creative writing – is a 
field open only for females.  Wherever he goes and whatever he does, anything which might 
interest him or attract his wonderful mind is only accessible to females. How would that make 
him feel? How would it make you feel? To know that you can give so much to your society, but  
society  refuses  to  take  from you because  you did not  were,  according  to  their  norms,  born 
mentally different. Deep down inside you know that you're not that different, but because you are 
unique in the society, you are destined to live an isolated – perhaps secretive – lifestyle dipped 
with the feeling of shame.

CHAP III: ME.

Me? I have a lot to do with this theme. Unlike many people, I see myself as a distant human  
being – my entity is genderless and my mind does not abide by my society's norms. Although 
there  are  limits  I  myself  fear  to  cross,  I  couldn't  care  less  how people  see  me.  I'm neither 
feminine nor masculine, I'm me. I'm like a sailer lost at sea; an observer lost in the madness of 
gender differentiation in the eyes of the blind society. As long as I live in a society like this, I see 
myself as one who is on neither sides. Unless society wakes up and throws me a rope, I fear that  
I would be lost at sea for time to come. However, assuming a rope would be thrown in the future, 
I do wonder from which side it would be thrown.

The other  day in  college,  a  professor  of  mine  was lecturing  us  in  one of  her  many, 
beneficial lectures. However, my eyebrows rose in amazement and shock, and soon followed by 
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frustration and resentment at her comment – her cruel, unjust,  insensitive comment.  She had 
asked  us  –  her  students  –  if  we  knew what  a  slingshot  was.  Seeing  all  her  male  students 
responded positively with enthusiasm, she laughingly commented: “Of course you do, you're 
boys!” For the rest of that lecture I couldn't help but relive that harsh moment. Unlike them, I  
wasn't grinning. Sure I knew what it was, but only because of reading. I've never held a slingshot  
in my childhood nor my adulthood. She could've asked about any other item and I could have 
associated with it just as much. I know that my blood was – and still is – boiling at her shrude 
comment, but I'm not sure whether I'm angrier because she offended boys in general, or because 
she grouped me with them!

The other day I brought a 4GB flash memory stick. On one side it was covered with a 
diamond-like surface, and on the other it ran smooth and clear. When my younger brother saw it, 
he commented by saying the first thing which came to mind: “Did you buy this for sis?” Because 
of its glamorous appearance, society directed his mouth to utter those words and categorize this 
item as feminine; thus the idea of buying a flash drive looking like that for my own personal use  
was out of the question. The same goes for my sis. When I saw the watch she was wearing and  
admired it she was shocked. When I asked her if she could get me one like it, she replied by 
saying it was a girl's watch so I shouldn't. What's girly about a watch? It had big digital numbers  
for hours, minutes, and seconds! What's girly about a watch? There weren't even any flowers, 
heart symbols, or even a shade of pink! What's girly about a watch? What has society done to 
their innocent minds?!

As  I  tackled  the  issue  and  pushed  the  limitations,  everyone's  brain  appeared  to  be 
contaminated  and poisoned  by what  they've  been  taught.  My older  brother,  one  whom I've 
always looked up to and admired for being just and logical, often smiled and commented on my 
choice of shoes and pants. Because I wear white, small shoes and bright azure pants my image is 
less “masculine”. I see nothing wrong with the way I look, but suppose it was contradictory to 
what everyone else in the block was wearing. For that I received – and still receive – the same 
judgmental looks from every male I know and don't know. But is it wrong to wear what you are 
comfortable in? I don't do it to offend any religious teachings, but because it's what I'm drawn to  
– what I see myself as .. it's who I am! If I can't even dress up within the boundaries of the norm  
while adding a little touch of what I crave then what good is a society? Perhaps it would be better 
if I abandon everything and live alone away from everyone. I now understand what Dickinson 
meant in her poems and what Woolf meant in her essays, and why they saw every possible 
ending as a disastrous one while regarding isolation from life as an eternal haven.

But not me. I'm not going to go out as easily. I'm gonna stay and shout through ink and 
roar through papers even though my existence in this society makes my soul bleed. Time is finite 
and once yours is up, only what you have accomplished remains. In a hometown such as mine, 
the least I could do is leave a trail of my voice – evidence that a human being walked these earth  
once in 2010. I write because I cannot sit back and watch such craziness carry on without trying 
to fix it. Living in the society I call home, I know that the chances of my work actually reaching 
someone  are  slim;  I  know  that  my  words  will  never  be  read  let  alone  appreciated,  but  to 
whomever has the intelligence enough (Anyone! You don't have to be a prudent, an eloquent or 
an erudite) to pick up a text with my name on it and read my words, I wish that they will benefit  
and understand that not everyone is as calm and polite as they appear to be – if they took a 
minute  to know a person,  they might  see a  raging beast  imprisoned inside,  tourchered  with 
society's glorified norms.
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CHAP IV: HAD YOU BEEN BORN WITH THE OTHER GENDER, WOULD YOU BE WHO THE SAME PERSON 
YOU ARE TODAY?

What  role  does  gender  play  in  your  life?  Is  it  an  important  part  of  who  you  are?  Or  just 
something you lived with, never considering the alternative? Never knowing what might've been, 
many go on living without the regard of this hypothetical question.

Switch. Let's say your life is just as it is, except for a little gender switch. Would you 
hang out with the people you do right now? Would you talk in the same manner you are? Will 
your interaction with males and females be the same or differ? More importantly, would your 
lifestyle be as your current one? These questions might seem enormously difficult to answer, but 
the answer is very easy, simple, and consists of one word. No. No one would be the same if they 
had been born with the other gender. They wouldn't be raised in the same manner regardless of a  
patriarchal home or not. They would either lose themselves to what society calls “gender roles” 
and behave in the manner they are “suppose” to behave in, or live a life of terror as they would 
struggle against themselves in trying to understand why their minds are not as synchronized with 
their bodies as the other, “normal” people around them. Unfortunately, this often leads to a moral 
schizophrenia  and  –  occasionally  –  the  thought  of  suicide.  But  as  long  as  one  believes  in 
themselves, that wouldn't happen. Life is a series of tests, and the key to come out on top is to  
believe in oneself and not lose it no matter what others might think, say, or force.

CHAP V: DOES GENDER MATTER TO THE ONES WHO SAY THEY LOVE YOU NO MATTER WHAT?

I suppose gender exists  for the sake of the saying “opposites attract”.  If  it  didn't  exist,  men 
wouldn't  get  horny and babies  wouldn't  get  born.  Thinking  critically,  would  husbands  have 
married their wives had they been born males? Many claim – before getting married – that they 
fell in love with the person inside, the inner-self which drives the body, but is it true? We often 
see in movies and TV shows boys following girls even though they turned them down. They 
follow them relentlessly despite they had just met and know nothing about each other. What 
makes the boy persistent? Her continuous rejection? But I suppose this question isn't fair in the 
male perspective. After all, everyone knows that – in the eyes of a male – the body the female 
occupy speaks louder than what her soul says.

Parents often say they love their child unconditionally, but when it comes to the ugly 
truth, they fail to live to the promise they made. Once again, it is not their fault, but society's. 
Let's say the eccentric – to put it nicely – child decided to tell his folks that he was going to live a 
“different” lifestyle. If the child was young, they'd tell them to stop thinking about this subject – 
about such “nonsense!” If the child was older, they'd advise them to stray from that destructive  
path. In any case, even if the parents act fine with it, deep down inside they would always resent 
the fact that their child has this “illness” and would do anything to alter it. They believe it is 
because they love their child that they want them to act his own gender.

But for now, what can be done? There are so many questions with so little answers! How 
can a single person who had seen the light from outside the box fix society which consists of 
millions and millions of ignorant people? And if there was a way, should that person take that 
approach? If so, at what cost?

666
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SELF WARS EPISODE VI - THE EVIL MENACE

If this essay were to be a fictional story, then 
the antagonist would be the evil empire, society, evil 
personified.  As for  its  minions,  they would be the 
closed-minded individuals who refuse progress and 
individuality. The protagonist, no doubt, would be an 
oppressed  soul  which  desires  nothing  other  than 
moral and mental freedom. In order to win over the 
evil  empire  and  free  the  captivated  mindless 
minions, the protagonist must be strong. With faith 
on his or her side, the protagonist would prevail and 
emerge  victorious.  As  long  as  one  believes  in 
themselves  and  hold  on  to  those  believes,  the 
society  cannot  affect  them.  Who  knows,  maybe 
others would have an epiphany and join in the fight 
against the dark side.
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