My name is Eva or E.  I enjoy music, good food, and cute punky grrls.  I am working on my undergraduate gender studies degree.  I plan to get my PhD and become a professor.  I identify as a female-born, genderqueer dyke who leans toward the masculine side.  


I am physically disabled.  I have quadriplegic cerebral palsy, which menas I cannot walk or speak.  I use a wheelchair to get around and spell out what I want to say with a letter board and a laser.  My disability does not affect me mentally.  I have attended mainstream schools since kindergarten and have experienced inclusion in society throughout my life.


I hire personal aides to assist me with physical tasks my body can’t do.  My aides feed me, assist me in the bathroom, facilitate my communication and basically assist me in my daily life.  I believe I lead a normal life for a person in their early 20’s.


I imagine that being genderqueer is a different experience for anyone who identifies as such.  Personally, I don’t care if someone perceives me as a boy or a girl; however I don’t see a need to “correct” people when they call me “he.”  My petite stature and my androgynous style often cause people to mistake me for a young boy.


I don’t feel that it’s vital for everyone in my life to know I’m genderqueer.  Like my disability, being genderqueer is one of my many characteristics.  Gender and disability are a part of my life but not the most important aspect of who I am.

