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Nov 13, 2020 12:58pm ET Order Reprints Press article by AFP via Getty Images Here's what you need to know about the impact of Covid-19 for navigating the markets today. • New York City Mayor Bill de Blasio said parents of students should have a plan as early as Monday if the city's public schools are closed as a result of the Covid-
19 revival, according to an NBC New York report. Schools must be closed if the glide rate for Covid-19 testing increases to 3%. The city's positivity rate rose to 2.83% at Friday's highest level ever. • The U.S. continues to set daily records for the new Covid-19 cases, with 163,405 on Thursday, according to the New York Times tracker.
Over the past seven days, there have been an average of 134,078 new cases in the U.S., with the number growing in 49 states. (read more) • New curfew rules imposed by New York Governor Cuomo went into effect on Friday, including the closure of all bars, restaurants and gyms within 10.m and restrictions on indoor or outdoor
meetings in private residences for 10 people. • Disney said it added 13.2 million subscribers to the Disney+ streaming service during its fiscal fourth quarter, bringing its total paid subscriber base to 73.7 million. Fast streaming growth and rising cable TV revenue helped partially offset a 23% drop in total revenue from the previous year, as
the Covid-19 pandemic kept movie theaters closed and some theme parks closed. Disneyland in Anaheim, California is among the parks that remain closed, while others, including Disney World in Orlando, operate with limited capacity. Disney lost 39 cents per share for the quarter, while revenue fell 23% from a year earlier to $14.7
billion, however, both came in ahead of consensus estimates. The stock rose 2% in trading on Friday. (more) Write editors@barrons.com here's what you need to know about the impact of the Covid-19 for navigating the markets today. An error occurred, try again later. Thank you This article was sent when I showed up at a high school in
Queens that Halloween morning, I was the fourth English teacher most of my students saw that school year. They had no reason to trust me. The girls were beginning to figure out how the world worked, for better or for worse, and most of them had some idea of what they wanted to be when they grew up. Boys, on the other hand, there
was chaos. There were thirteen and fourteen of them, slightly taller than me, a solid muscle. They loved the Mets or the Yankees, and often dressed in Knicks and Rangers jerseys. They had vague, unlikely plans for their future. It was a brisk, nerve-racking pack, with average attention spans torn between their classmates, the movement
of light outside the classroom, and opportunities to demonstrate their masculinity. They were and on the cusp of becoming a man. I, twenty years older, recently arrived at the same border. Like them, I dealt with sensory blur, strange new crops of hair, unpredictable excitement. My skin hurts all the time, and my bones moved and bent,
trying to grow. I stopped by every mirror to see if my face had sprouted. My voice was changing, and when I picked it up to reassure the children, the result was usually cracked and whistling. At first, I had no idea how to be a man or a teacher. The principal assigned me to a teacher who thought I was a lesbian when he saw me a couple
of times. I've never been so much a sucker, so this was a riddle. I liked it, but endless jokes about k.d. lang and strap-ons made me claustrophobic and cautious. When I finally confirmed my trans-ness, he wanted to know what penis I had and what my name was. But he also helped me navigate the complicated maze of gender, culture,
and religion at our particular high school. I came to New York for the usual reasons: romance, adventure, rediscovery. When I enrolled in the NYC Teaching Fellows program, I was a woman. When I was first admitted, I turned them down, I was sure that going to class would be a disaster. When they asked a second time, they knew about
the transition, and I thought if they didn't mind, I'd give it a try. I thought by the time I got to class in November I would have been done, or at least done enough. What I didn't know was I'd never quit. Even racing through the steps of the crossing, straying from the regimented path that drives most crossings, I barely passed as a man when
I started my teacher training. My first day on the Ed Council that September involved carrying my name change papers and a letter from my surgeon to each of the doormans, trying to convince them that I was a man to change my papers. I nodded and smiled, pushing through their resistance with Bambi's eyes and my bundle of paper. In
my training group, no one knew who I was, so my classmates called me him or her interchangeably. As a teacher, I wore a jacket and tie every day, but I was still too short and my legs were too small. My teachers didn't know what kind of woman I was, but they agreed I wasn't a man. Using the men's room was a trial that required me to
show my manly new driver's license to the security desk every time. When the students' class ended and I went to the job fair at the end of October, the assistant principal of the high school liked me. She said I looked a little maternal, which they thought would help the students. She didn't know that sometimes I missed being a lady
instead of a mr. because when I was Miss Posey, a teacher in Chicago, I could raise children. I was pretty sure. Mr. Posey could not bring up the need to achieve a certain standard of masculinity. During my first year in Queens, my legs exploded from seven to ten and a half. I was hungry all the time, and when I ate, I found out I was
tearing up food, wolfing it like the guys in the cafeteria, trying to get enough. The dubious face began to creep slowly into the jaw and upper lip, but refused to adapt to the cauldrons. My voice has settled. Meanwhile, I tried to keep my class together, surrounded by young men and women whose bodies were as flammable as mine.
Adolescents want to know everything about their teachers, but they don't like to think about the details. My children were no different. They watched me change. Sometimes they commented. Every now and then, I caught them looking at me like they could almost see who I once was or who I was trying to stop being. They made a lot of
hobbit jokes, especially when they got taller and I, who fell with them for once, didn't do it. There were also kids who watched Maury or Jerry Springer who saw men like me on their TV screens. One of them marked a table in my class: POSEY is TRAVESTITE. I panicked, started making scenes, got back together. At the end of the day, I
was more annoyed by the typo than the threat of exposure. By the end, I had helped students through pregnancy scares and problems with parents, disappointment with nyc's specialty college application process, and a confusing series of standardized tests. I also taught them about books and languages and the tools that words could
be. Meanwhile, my assistant director told the kids that I was a Navy veteran (I'm not), so I was expected to be strong. They said the lever was manly, so of course I accepted their challenges, even though I knew there was no way I was going to win. I wanted a rush of competition. I didn't want to embarrass myself, but in the end, I couldn't
match those guys. I made a mental note to think about going to the gym, and I went back to talking about books. The school year continued. We've all grown up. As I looked more like an ordinary person, I realized that I cared a lot less than I had about what everyone thought I was. The pass was a luxury I wasn't sure I wanted anymore. I
went to another faculty at the end of that year. My fellow mentor expressed his concern that people would try to gather me to be their token trans person when I outed myself a lot more. I didn't want to be picked up, but I didn't want to hide either. When I was a very young lesbian, I had a sticker on my car with the immortal quote Audre
Lorde: Your silence will not protect you. My mother claimed that silence is absolute protection, that hiding is somehow tantamount to survival. But for me, it was the other way around. I trusted ACT UP they said silence = death. I believed Lorde when she said silence wasn't safe. For the most part, it's harder to hate a group if you know
people who are part of that group. When my colleagues took the time to get to know me, I took a piece of it to get out. There were no secrets in my apartment, after all. I kept pictures of myself as little girls, and my past wasn't particularly remote. With colleagues with whom I had little or no connection, I let the gossip take care of the
situation and decided that I did not mind what they knew or what they thought. When they liked me, I liked them, but I didn't care if they avoided me. Looking back, I believe that going through my second puberty while my students were going through their first lent me insights that most teachers are denied. The girls appreciated my
composure about menstruation and the boys appreciated my empathy for their fragmented attention. The last of my high school students graduated from high school, and many of them went to college. Many of them are outside and proud as queer. At least one of them crossed over. At the end of my third year in NYC schools, having
transferred to a high school in Brooklyn, I would become a faculty counselor for the GSA. I was wearing a rainbow bracelet; it was hard to figure out how to be out there as a trans, so I relaxed into letting everyone think I was gay. Because it was also true, it felt, most of the time, like a reasonable compromise. Visibility is important, and my
resume has more trans on it than I ever expected, but being seen in high school is harder than being visible in college or on the lecture circuit. While I never go to class and announce myself as trans, it's there on the internet, in my list of publications. Many of my former students found me on Facebook or Twitter after graduation. I often
post trans items on social media, and sometimes click like. They also search for links they think I will like, and ask me to comment on their writing. Their interest, and the occasional note of appreciation for my teachings, is that confusing first year's sense of success – everything I've learned has helped me be more effective at high school
and college levels. I don't know how it would go if I started over in high school again, but sometimes I wouldn't want anything more than to find out. I miss being the go-to guy for queer kids and misfits. And I miss being a teacher who teaches his children about their power... Even if it means I have to fight. arm-wrestly.
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