The Gender Spectrum
When I use the term “gender spectrum,” you might think in
terms of masculinity on one end and femininity on the other.
We hear men being prompted to “get in touch with your feminine
side.” (For some reason, women never seem to be exhorted to
“get in touch with your masculine side.” Huh.)
But I don’t think that’s the way it works. In Genesis 1, we
are told that “God created them male and female” (Gen. 1:27).
I think, rather, that there is one spectrum of masculinity and
another spectrum of femininity. I also think that God is the
one who chooses where on the spectrum babies are born,
according to His design and for His pleasure and glory.
The Femininity Spectrum
I suggest that little girls come into the world at some point
on a femininity spectrum. On one end is the girly-girl who
comes out of the womb asking for the little flower headband to
wear in the hospital nursery, and she keeps on running toward
all things frilly and girly. She loves pink, loves to wear
dresses and twirl around to “be pretty,” wants to wear nail
polish and makeup just like Mommy (or like the other ladies
she sees on TV). On the other end of the spectrum is the
tomboy jockette, who can’t stand wearing dresses, wants to
climb trees and play tackle football with the boys. These
girls are often gifted athletically and many are natural
leaders. When these little girls’ type of femininity is
supported and encouraged, they are comfortable in their skin
just the way God made them. Wise parents also make sure they
wear dresses and “act like a lady” when it’s time to do
that—with the promise that when they get home, they can put
their jeans or sweats back on and be comfortable.
Sometimes, though, girly-girl types can morph into “mean
girls” and inform the jockettes that they’re not good enough

as girls, and they can receive the message that it’s not okay
to be the kind of girl they are, the kind of girl God chose
for them to be because He has a good plan for them. They can
grow up not feeling secure in their femininity.
The Masculinity Spectrum
On one end is the rough-and-tumble boy—athletic, noisy, enjoys
getting dirty. He bonds to other boys shoulder-to-shoulder,
engaging in common activities or tasks, and tends to find
face-to-face interaction intimidating. On the other end of the
spectrum from the athletic boy is the aesthetic boy:
emotionally sensitive, gifted in art, music, theater, dance,
or some other kind of art. He usually avoids athletics,
getting dirty, and anything having to do with balls coming at
him. He bonds eyeball-to-eyeball, connecting to others’ hearts
through their eyes the way most girls do, but they are not
girls. And then, of course, there is everything in between.
In our culture, we tend to define masculinity in terms of the
rough-and-tumble type ONLY, but I don’t think God agrees,
since He delights to create so many sensitive boys and those
who are a balance between the two. In fact, even as toddlers,
they can reveal themselves by responding to another child’s
upset by dropping what they’re doing and going over to pat
them, soothe them, and attempt to comfort them: “You okay?
It’s okay.” This sensitivity is a beautiful thing to behold,
but it can get a little boy in trouble. Since we define
masculinity so narrowly, it is easy to marginalize and shame
the masculinity of the sensitive boy. Especially if his daddy
is a rough-and-tumble sort of man who is flummoxed by a little
boy who would rather Daddy read to him than throw a football.
If the sensitive boy is affirmed in his type of masculinity,
he can grow up to be a phenomenal husband, father, pastor,
counselor, artist, musician, dancer—the list goes on. When
tomboy girls are loved and accepted by their parents just the
way they are, they can grow up to be great moms and teachers

and scout leaders, especially of boys. If, however, they are
ostracized for the way they are designed, they can burn with
the indignity of being “other than.”
It’s these sensitive, gifted boys that are most at risk for
embracing a gay identity, especially when others wound them by
slapping false labels on them, even from a young age: gay,
queer, homo, fag. Tomboy girls, especially the ones gifted
athletically, are quickly tagged with ugly false labels as
well: lez, queer, gay. They can easily think, “What do others
know that I don’t know? If they say it, it must be true.”
But it’s not true. They’re not gay, they’re gifted. If only
they could be helped to see themselves that way!
Our goal as adults should be to help all children grow into
gender-secure, emotionally healthy kids who are glad God made
them a boy or a girl, and are comfortable in their own skins
just the way God made them. I think it starts with affirming
the different kinds of masculinity and femininity. It’s ALL
good!

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/tapestry/sue_bohlin/the_gender_spectrum on
January 4, 2011.
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One of the greatest privileges of my life—right after saying
“yes” to Jesus and “I do” to my husband—has been mothering my

two sons, now 20 and 22.
Several years ago, my husband Ray and I started researching
gender differences and discovered the truths in John Gray’s
mega-bestseller, Men are From Mars, Women are From Venus. It
didn’t take long for us to realize that we didn’t have genderfree children; we had little men from Mars! And then I started
realizing why I sometimes unnecessarily frustrated my kids and
why we didn’t connect all the time—because I’m from Venus and
they’re from Mars, and there is a HUGE gender gap between
masculine and feminine! John Gray didn’t discover it; God
created it, with great delight and a big smile on His face.
For example, boys, being male, are wired to be self-reliant.
They act like they get extra brownie points for doing
something on their own. One of my son Curt’s first whole
sentences was, “I do it!” For boys, accepting help is
perceived as weakness. For us relationally-oriented ladies,
offering and accepting help is a way to make a heartconnection with another person. So when I would say, “Let
Mommy help you,” they would be offended and I never knew why.
If I could do it over again, I would tell them, “Let’s see if
you can do it on your own. If it doesn’t work, I’ll be glad to
help.”
One of the most powerful lessons I’ve learned about mothering
boys is that the male mind is linear, life is handled only one
piece at a time. This impacts both their thinking and
activity.
Males tend to think on one thing at a time. I now know that
when my husband or sons are reading, it’s not safe to start a
conversation until I get their attention and they’re looking
at me. I used to frustrate the dickens out of my sons on
soccer game days when they were dressed in their soccer
uniforms, their soccer bags were packed, they had their game
face on, and there were 15 minutes left before we had to
leave. And I, being the ever-efficient one, would try to get

them to use that time wisely to clean up the living room or
fold laundry. They never, ever, cooperated willingly! And now
I know why. I’d love to go back and change that part of
mothering.
This linear approach also has a major impact on their
activity. They are created to do one thing at a time before
moving on to the next event. If I wanted their attention while
they were watching TV, I would have to physically stand in
front of the screen to break their attention and have them
look at me. I, on the other hand, am a natural multi-tasker,
because if mothers couldn’t do more than one thing at a time,
humanity wouldn’t last more than one generation. So I would
have conversations with my boys or direct homework while doing
the dishes or cooking or a multitude of other things. I
finally realized that because my kids can’t multi-task, they
never believed that I was actually paying attention to them if
my hands were busy.
Knowing this, I have learned that when they start to tell me
something, I put down whatever I’m doing, turn my body to face
them squarely, and give them my full physical attention. It’s
been wonderful to see the difference; they now feel I am truly
listening. I’ve shared this insight with several of my
friends, who report that it’s made a major difference with the
boys in their homes as well. Their girls never gave it a
thought, because girls intuitively know you can wash dishes
and talk at the same time!
Where girls are more verbal, boys are usually more physical. I
have a friend who wanted her boys to always move quietly and
slowly like girls, and had a “no rough-housing” rule in the
house. This is the fast track to killing a boy’s heart,
because boys were made to wrestle and tumble and be loud. This
isn’t a design defect. It’s the way God was pleased to make
them. While it’s not good to break lamps, of course, boys need
to be able to MOVE while their moms smile and let them be who
they were made to be.

Another thing I’d go back and change is trying to pry
conversations out of my sons. I didn’t understand that females
naturally generate three times as many words as males, and we
talk to build community and knit hearts together. Boys and men
talk for one reason: to convey facts and information. If they
don’t have anything to convey, they don’t talk. A wise
counselor finally explained to me that if I waited for my sons
to initiate conversations on their timetable, I would get what
my heart longed for. I also learned that one of my son’s love
languages is physical touch, and if I would go in at the
beginning or the end of the day and silently rub his back, he
would often start talking. It’s amazing what meaningful
conversations can happen at bedtime when the kids are trying
to forestall sleep!
John Gray says, and it’s my experience as well, that a man’s
primary need is to be respected. It starts when they’re very
small boys. When a boy’s mother shows him respect, especially
when it’s backed by a father’s respect, that fills boys’
“respect buckets.” Because they are made in the image of God,
that alone makes them infinitely valuable and precious and
worthy of great respect and dignity. I showed them respect by
giving them significant choices, and honoring those choices.
It started with choosing their clothes and making various
school-related choices, and grew into choices like room colors
and what sports they would pursue. I showed them respect by
listening to them and not interrupting, by not being
sarcastic, and by not saying shaming and condemning things. My
son has commented that it’s important to remember that kids
are “little MEN from Mars,” and not talk down to them as
inferior beings simply because they are not adults. He is glad
we didn’t do it, but it really bothers him when he sees grownups do it to kids.
One last thing I’ve learned lately is the importance of
supporting and cherishing our children’s gender to help them
grow into healthy adults. Little boys need to know that being

a boy is a good thing, and of course the same holds true for
girls. After sharing this with a group of mothers of
preschoolers, one friend took her little boy for a walk down
to the lake. Along the way she said, “Parker, let’s look for
frogs and toads. Mommy is so glad God made you a little boy so
you could like yucky things like frogs and toads.” When they
got back to the house, his grandmother asked, “So how was your
walk?” and Parker said, “Mommy’s glad that I’m a boy because I
like yucky things like frogs and toads.”
When my first son was born, my mother told me that mothers and
sons, and fathers and daughters, have a very special
relationship. She was so very right, and I thank the Lord for
His good, so very good, gift of my sons.
Copyright 2002 Sue Bohlin
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The Mother Heart of God
May 12, 2009
Two days ago we observed Mother’s Day in the US. I think
Mother’s Day matters to God because mothers matter to God. And
I think mothers matter to God beyond their necessity for
bringing new life into the world, but because women reflect an
aspect of God’s heart in ways men cannot.
Every aspect of our femininity, it seems to me, comes from God
originally. He made females in His image with the feminine
attributes and strengths that come straight from the Father
heart of God.
The essence of our femininity is expressed in two main ways:

responding and nurturing.
One of the most wonderful promises in God’s word says, “Call
to Me, and I will answer.” He says this multiple times, and
multiple ways! God is a responsive God. And it honors and
glorifies Him when WE respond—to Him, and to others.
Nurture shares the same root word as nurse. I am fascinated by
one of the Old Testament names for God, El Shaddai. El means
“strong one,” and Shaddai is a form of the word for the
breast. El Shaddai means “The strong breasted one. “
El Shaddai is the mother heart . . . of God the Father. It’s
from the Father we receive a mother’s heart.
I acknowledge that Mother’s Day is painful for some women,
especially those who long to be mothers and aren’t. But the
heart of a mother isn’t about having given birth. It’s an
attitude of the heart, a desire and willingness to nurture
others.
El Shaddai longs to nurture and nurse us, if we’ll let Him,
and He longs to draw us into an intimate embrace with Him.
I have seen Him bring healing to the hearts of many people as
they pressed hard into His breast to receive nurture and
comfort. . . and identity. His love is powerful enough to
transform a heart that is so riddled with holes that it’s like
a spaghetti strainer, and when His love functions like Super
Glue to plug up the holes, people’s hearts are transformed
into vessels that can hold His love—as well as
people’s—instead of draining out. As they receive nursing and
nurturing from The Strong Breasted One, He loves and provides
for them. I’ve watched it happen multiple times.
I am so grateful for the responsive, nurturing “Mother heart
of God”!
This blog post originally appeared at
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Listen to Sue’s message on this topic given at a Dallas-area
church

The 3rd Grade Transgender Bus
Driver
This post originally ran on August 18, 2009.
It’s back to school time, which usually means parents buy
school supplies and start waking kids up earlier in the
morning. But one elementary school just sent out a letter
informing the parents that the school is welcoming a new
family with a transgendered “3rd grade girl.”
The letter urges the parents and students to welcome and
accept her and treat her the same as any other girl. Not so
subtly, the letter also informed parents that the school
district does not tolerate discrimination in respect to gender
identity and/or expression, sexual orientation, ethnicity,
disability or religion.
YIKES!!!
My heart absolutely breaks to learn of this. I’m sure the
school administrators (and possibly, it’s just one person) are
patting themselves on the back for being so progressive and
politically correct. I can’t imagine that they are aware of
the pressure this puts on this poor confused little boy, as
well as an entire school, to engage in this social experiment.

If a third grader decided brushing his teeth is a stupid waste
of time and he wasn’t going to do it anymore, responsible
parents would never give in to the little tyrant who is
completely unable to see the long-term consequences of foolish
choices.
If a third grader decided that school itself is a stupid waste
of time and he wasn’t going anymore, responsible parents
wouldn’t give in to that misguided tantrum, either.
But when a third grader is so consumed by confusion about
being a boy, when his whole life is permeated with the
hopeless despair of believing It’s not okay to be me, and when
his parents capitulate to his fantasy, something bigger than
mere confusion is going on. This kid is driving the bus of not
only his life, but his parents’ as well. And just as we would
never let third-graders drive a literal bus, it’s equally nuts
and scary to let them sit at the controls of anyone’s life.
When my friend Ricky was four, he decided he wanted to be a
horse. His mother wisely did not build a stable in their back
yard and feed him hay just because her little boy wanted to be
something other than who he was. She said, “No, you’re not a
horse, you’re a human boy.” And in time, he grew to accept who
he was.
It’s politically correct to affirm whatever feelings children
have, such as “I’m a boy but I feel like a girl,” as valid.
When school administrators try to get a whole school to
indulge the fantasy, it’s only a matter of time before things
blow up in their faces, because their rhetoric isn’t powerful
enough to disable kids’ baloney detectors. At least some
kids’. Telling children to accept a boy as a girl and
expecting them to swallow it without thinking is sheer hubris,
I think.
“. . . male and female He created them.” Gen. 1:27
Children know that we live in a binary world: boys and girls,

male and female. And it is not good, or loving, to indulge the
fantasy that one can change the reality God created. Or that
He made a mistake in choosing a baby’s gender.
I pray for this confused little boy, that his parents will get
him the help for his gender identity disorder now while
there’s still lots of hope for help. And I pray for the
Christians in that school to be lovingly bold in proclaiming
that it’s not in this student’s best interest, or the best
interests of the rest of the students, to take make-believe to
a scary new level.
And I pray that the Lord will gently pick up this precious,
confused little boy from his bus driver’s seat and place him
in His lap.
This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/tapestry/sue_bohlin/the_3rd_grade_transgender_
bus_driver

