I’M COMING OUT

I’m coming out! I’m coming out in broad daylight and nothing and no one is going to stop me!

It was in Mr. McConnell’s Physical Education class that I first realized I was different from the other boys, and for years I hid the truth from the world because I was ashamed. But ashamed of what? What could be more natural than an extra piece of skin surrounding my penis? Tell that to the boys of Mr. McConnell’s Physical Education class.

You can imagine the hardships that befall an uncircumcised man. At first I tried to deny it, to pretend I was just “one of the guys.” But inside I was terrified of being cast as one of “them.” Adding to the dilemma was the fact that my father was Baptist preacher.

Many Sunday afternoons the family gathered around the kitchen table to eat and discuss my father’s sermons. Few topics were expounded on as much as the evils of the uncircumcised lifestyle. I tried, without revealing myself, to argue that foreskins were a genetic disposition. But my family took a harder line.

“I don’t know why you stick up for those perverts, junior,” my father would say. “If you ask me, it’s just that much more to burn in the fiery pits of hell.”

No boy wants anything more than his father’s approval, and I was no exception. I wanted it gone. I wanted to be like all the other boys. Nevertheless, every morning when I awoke it was still there winking at me behind its wrinkled smile.

I learned to conceal it. I wore boxers over briefs over thermal-underwear. When we had to shower in the open after gym class, I made sure to cover my entire penis in Band-Aids and dismiss it as a vacuum cleaner accident. I became notorious for having a vacuum cleaner perversion, but I could deal with that. I was not the only one, and it was certainly better than having the whole school find out I was uncircumcised.

But all of the fears and all the shame are gone today! Anyone who lays eyes on me from this day foreword shall say, “There goes Grant Jones, uncircumcised heterosexual.” I am claiming my right to be who I am. Still, I could never have done this without the support of the community of uncircumcised who have shown me that one can deal with the prejudice, dismiss it, and go on with your life. And it is on behalf of the community that I write today. 

Now that I have come out of the closet, I am ready to roll up my sleeves and tackle many of the myths that surround the foreskin and the uncircumcised community.

Myth 1: Foreskins are hard to keep clean—This could not be further from the truth. With proper hygiene (at least two showers and multiple mini-sessions) the uncircumcised penis should be as clean as any other.

Myth 2: Uncircumcised men are more sensitive—This is both true and untrue. While the uncircumcised man is more sensitive emotionally in that we usually cry ourselves to sleep, we are physically borderline numb. Recently, I walked around with my penis zipped into my pants for two hours before someone alerted me, much to my embarrassment!

Myth 3: Many women are not grossed out by the uncircumcised penis; in fact, some women even prefer uncircumcised men—This is perhaps the most outrageous of all the claims.

Myth 4: The uncircumcised man has to take in nearly double the calories of a circumcised man in order to prevent the foreskin from withering away—Absolutely untrue. I know several 100-110 lb. men who eat like birds and have a full foreskin. (I have not seen their foreskin, thank goodness, but why would they lie?).

Myth 5: The uncircumcised man possesses psychic powers—It was once debated among certain psychiatric and paranormal circles that the uncircumcised male possessed a sixth or “untruncated” sense. This debate ended, however, when Theodore Applewhite, one of the world’s most uncircumcised men, was hit by a truck while crossing the street. Had Mr. Applewhite possessed any psychic powers he would certainly have seen it coming.

Unjustified myths like these have made my life unnecessarily hard. And why? Because of a piece of skin that is part of our natural design. For how long will I be denied access to museums simply because I lay my uncircumcised penis in the ticket window? How many times must I be thrown in jail for showing my uncircumcised penis to subway riders? Come on America, it’s not like I’m a homosexual.

