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by Marryann (35-J-2) FPE
^  Late in the evening of a certain cold and blus
tery fall day, some four decades past, a little blue
eyed baby boy was born. And though no one else 
seemed to be aware of it, a little girl was born at 
the same instant. The paths of these two were des
tined to cross many times in the future.

The little boy thrived on the love and affection 
of doting parents and passed quickly from crib to 
creeper, tricycle and into vigorous boyhood to the 
ripe old age of five years. All this time, the girl 
bided her time. I recall most vividly of rising very 
early on a Sunday morning before my parents were awake. 
Like all little boys of that age, I was filled with 
curiosity, and as I pattered about the house in my 
bare feet, I chanced to notice Mother's clothing 
arrayed on a chair in her bedroom. Suddenly, I had 
an overwhelming desire to put on those soft, pretty 
things. In a jiffy, they were on.' I was transported
into a world of wonder--or was it that my "sister"
came alive?

My parents awoke and saw there before them a 
little boy, draped in a dress far too large for his 
slight frame. He was completely transfixed. They 
couldn't resist breaking out into laughter--which 
still rings in my ears. Jolted back to reality, 
and red-faced, I shed those clothes--but they were 
not shed forever. From that moment on, my world was 
different--a girl's world.

Being an only child, I was left pretty much to 
my own devices. The usual "boy games and activities 
had little interest for me. Balls, bats and marbles
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meant nothing. I much preferred to play with dolls 
and do what little girls did. In fact, all of my 
playmates were girls--from choice. Naturally, the 
boys my age made fun of me, their ridicule was merci 
less, some of them delighted in beating up the neigh 
borhood "sissy". Their battering, taunting and teas 
ing did not change my views, it merely drove me to 
adopt a solemn, poker-faced attitude, and I suppose 
I could have been called quiet--even moody. My 
parents had no idea of what I was enduring and felt 
that I was just "going through a phase", something 
every boy experiences.

The years passed in the same pattern. Outwardly 
I was a rather ordinary little fellow, unobtrusive, 
seemingly normal. Yet all this while I felt myself 
to be a girl, even though everyone insisted on treat 
ing me as a boy. How was I to know one could not 
choose one's gender? By the age of nine, I became 
aware that I had to comply with the wishes of my 
elders and regretfully gave away my favorite baby 
dolls to a girl my age who loved to play with me.
She eagerly accepted my "gifts", as she had none of 
her own. She promised to be my friend, forever.
This was not to be, for shortly she passed away and 
was gone forever. I haven't forgotten her because 
she was my first and truest friend.

From this point on, a different person emerged. 
No longer carefree, but alone, friendless and dis
trustful of everyone. My desires to wear feminine 
clothing grew stronger and at every opportunity-- 
when my parents were away--I would dash like a shot 
from a cannon to my mother's closet and dresser, 
there to dress in her clothes and live in my fantasy 
world. To me, this was the way I should live. I 
could never understand why it was forbidden. I felt 
that I was being forced to live a role I did not 
want--these were very deep thoughts for one so young 
as I. #

Since I had no brothers or sisters, or for that
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matter, any close friends, I was perhaps more ig
norant of sex than most boys of my age. Sex was a
subject never talked about in our house--certainly
not within my hearing. I knew there were boys and 
girls, men and women, but couldn't connect the real 
reason for their being different. Although I was a 
boy, wanting to be a girl seemed perfectly natural to 
me. If only someone were close enough for me to con
fide in, or show me understanding, perhaps most of 
the troubles that were to be my lot could have been 
avoided.

About this time, the Great Depression was in full 
swing. Times were hard. Money, food and clothing 
were the prime concerns of everyone, particularly 
in our home. We were very poor, having only a one- 
room apartment. It was a bare, dreary place that no 
amount of effort could make "nice". We were forced 
to accept welfare--which was barely enough to keep 
body and soul together. So it was a rare day, indeed 
when Mother could buy herself a colorful new dress. 
For six long years we did not "live"--we existed.
I had almost nothing in the way of toys or playthings 
I was a lonely, solitary kid with a great big infer
iority complex. You see, the people in our town 
looked down on families as poor as ours and discour« 
aged their children from associating with such "poor 
trash". Then too, I was afraid that someone would 
discover my secret desires and didn't dare to be too 
friendly with anyone. Because of the coldness I 
found wherever I turned, I tried to find pastimes 
that I could do alone--model building, art, music, 
etc., which proved very interesting to me then and 
still are. Being ragged and poor, I was a social 
outcast in school and hated to go. I just barely 
scraped through.

Whether I was a victim of my environment, or 
just introverted because of my "terrible" secret 
desires, I don't know, but my childhood years were 
far from pleasant and left their mark on tie .

As I grew into my teens, I had to find whatever



odd-jobs I could to help with the family finances.
It was usually, mean, hard, dirty work, but necessary. 
Work though, was distracting enough to keep me sep
arated from most of the kids my age, so I didn't feel 
so much the social pariah that mixing with them 
brought on. I never went to school dances, parties, 
games, or other functions. I shunned girls because 
I had so social graces, couldn't dance, nor make 
"small talk". About the only activities I had that 
would bring me in contact with other people was 
skating--both ice and roller. This was my one means 
of feminine expression, for even male skaters, to 
show good form, must be lithe and graceful in every 
movement.

By the age of sixteen, I was working in the steel 
mills, learning the rudiments of what was to become 
my lifelong occupation. I have become rather good 
at my trade and take much satisfaction from doing 
things with my hands. Even though I was earning a 
salary at last, there was little enough for neces
sities, so none of the money I earned could be spent 
on what I yearned for most--a feminine wardrobe. 
Besides, I was much too uncertain of myself and much 
too fearful about being 'caught' to have anything of 
my own. So, I was terribly inhibited and withdrawn 
in my growing-up years.

Even as I grew into manhood, I yearned deeply 
for the feminine world. Many is the time that I 
wanted so strongly that I prayed for the Good Lord 
to change me into a girl so that I could bje what my 
heart told me I ought to be. There was so little 
joy in being a man that the feminine world was like 
heaven to me. As every TV and FP knows, not even 
prayer can change us once we are born. My prayers 
were unanswered and I was as miserable as before.
If wishing could make us girls, there would be no 
TV's, we'd all be girls!

As the ominous days of World War II came, the 
emotional tensions increased. I dreaded the thought

Ttouundia,
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of being thrown into close contact with other men-- 
few, if any had the least comprehension of what I 
felt, inside. Whether it was a sense of responsibil
ity, resignation, or patriotism, I felt I had to do 
my duty and wanted to join the Army Air Force--hope- 
fully, to get into the Cadets. I worked devilishly 
hard to prepare myself for the Cadet examinations-- 
and passed. Then came the interminable wait for 
call-up. The "spit and polish" cadet training was 
hard, but fun. After some months, a physical exam
ination revealed a conditon that would bar me from 
flying. Shortly, I was reassigned to the Military 
Police academy for nine month of strenuous training 
--training which would prove to be a life-saver many 
times over in the ETO. My military career was certain
ly no picnic--the horrors I experienced will be with 
me always. Looking back on my three and one-half 
years in the Army from the vantage point of today, it 
was beneficial to me. I learned that I could do 
almost anything I put my mind to, could endure hard
ship, and most of all, could hold up my head as being 
"as much a man" as anyone. On the other hand, it 
was damnably hard to keep my FP secret from my 
buddies.

At the war's end, so eager was I to be discharged, 
that I let a clever sergeant sign me up in the re
serves. At first, it made no difference, but did 
later on. A civilian again, the first thing was 
to find a good job. In the post-war doldrums, jobs 
were very hard to come by so I was forced to join 
the "52-20 Club"--being paid to do nothing. My 
interests in roller skating were renewed, and at a 
rink I found the girl I wanted as my wife. Without 
a job, or even prospects of one, and not being a 
smooth talker, it took me almost a year to convince 
her that I might be worth the gamble. Of course, 
during our courtship I didn't dare tell her of my 
desires. How could I? Like so many other FP's, I 
was sure I was the only one in the world. Several 
times I wanted to tell her, but the words just wouldn't 

Still, I found in my wife-to-be, a friend in

®
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come.
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whom I could confide. But would she understand?

Once, after our marriage, I tried to "explain 
Marryann" by getting dressed--as if for a joke. In 
a few months she found out that I was not joking.
This caused us to have quite a few words--to put it 
mildly; with me as the villain. We survived. After 
a period of time, she relented and I was allowed to 
get dressed for a short time on Saturday nights. As 
I didn't have a stitch of my own, I had to "borrow" 
my wife's things. Being a couple of sizes larger 
than her, I suppose that I looked like the very devil 
to her, but I felt very feminine. It was better 
than nothing. This "safety valve" was soon sealed 
off. My wife found Marryann repulsive and couldn't 
bear the sight of 'her*. Once more the heated argu
ments began, with neither giving an inch. Around 
this time our first child, a daughter, was born and 
we moved to larger quarters. Here, I again tried 
to get some freedom of expression. I was allowed 
to be Marryann only on Saturday nights and was grate
ful even for that.

My brief "fling" was soon to end--the Korean 
"police action" had begun, and as a reservist, I 
was called to active duty--this time into Dixie, 
where I was to train troops for overseas duty. My 
wife and daughter joined me and we lived off-base. 
Here, away from the depressing scenes of my home 
town, with a home--such as it was, and a steady job,
I again became Marryann in a very restricted way.
I was allowed to "dress" (or is it un-dress?) for 
bed, wearing only a nightie after lights out. I 
could also wear lingerie under my uniform. I began 
to assemble a "wardrobe" of my own. First bra and 
pads, then scavenging second-hand shops for dresses 
and shoes, gradually acquiring a full complement of 
"necessaries", but all tattered and worn. Undoubt
edly I was Cinderella's poor cousin in appearance, 
but I was very happy just to be myself. You might 
say that at this time the girl to be known as 
Marryann really came into her own. She was quite a



"I NEED A NEW DRESS"
OFF ON A SHOPPING SPREE

•THIS LOOKS LIKE A NICE STORE"

"THIS IS MY NEW DRESS, 
DO YOU LIKE IT?”
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different person than her brother "Bill", a girl 
with an identity all her own.

My days in uniform and my precious hours en-femme 
were, by and large, the happiest of my life thus far.
I thrived in the femme world— which did nothing for 
my wife’s peace of mind. Soon there were more argu
ments, more heated than ever before. I was more 
adamant than ever for holding my hard-won ground.
She was less tolerant than ever. I have often re
gretted not being able fo convince my wife of the 
purity of my intentions. We might then have avoided 
many harsh words. However, after two years, my tour 
of duty was over and we moved back to my hometown, 
hoping to begin a more normal family life.

Resuming civilian life also meant the return of 
all the old repressions and Marryann had to go under
ground. . #at least until my wife was not home. I 
began rebuilding my feminine wardrobe an item at a 
time, secretly. It was much a matter of trial and 
error, for I wanted so hard that often my acquisitions 
were hasty and in poor taste. Yet they were mine 
and I treasured them for what they stood for. In a 
small apartment there are few secrets. Ultimately, 
my wife discovered my "treasures" and insisted that 
they be disposed of--immediately. I promised to burn 
them, but just couldn’t bear to do it. The internecine 
warfare raged on, and on. By now my hours of Marryann 
were infinitely precious and since the opportunities 
for her to come were increasingly rare, I began wear
ing "a little something" under my street clothes-- 
panties, or slip, or hose. I still follow this prac
tice as a token of my recognition of ’her*.

In the early 20fs, news of Christine Jorgenson’s 
"miraculous" sex change broke into print. This was 
the first time in my life that I knew that there were 
others like me. "Her" operation suggested to me 
that "this was the way out". Then the Charlotte 
MacLeod and Tamara Rees stories appeared and the sex 
change idea preyed on my mind night and day. I



suppose that I conveyed this to my mate. At least 
she began thinking that all TV's have sex-change on 
their minds and were completely mad. All my arguments 
to justify myself as an FP or TV failed to change her 
opinion. So once more the battles royal raged.

We now had two children, and though it pained me 
to suppress Marryann, I did so for their welfare.
Life is rough enough for an FP without involving 
others who could not understand. After living for 
years in my personal hell, unable to express myself,
I turned to a Higher Source. I prayed fervently for 
guidance--- "What can I do?", "Show me the way" I 
begged night after night, with tears in my eyes. Was 
there no one who could help me and mine? Call it 
coincidence if you will, but my prayers were answered! 
One of Virginia's Chevalier ads caught my eye--could 
this be the answer to my problems?

Soon Virginia's answer came and a whole new world 
opened up for me. She assured me that I was far from 
alone in my desires--there were many, many other TV's 
in the world. She also sent me her own story and 
"The TV and His Wife". These I read over and over-- 
and one day showed them to my wife. Her reaction 
was less than wholehearted, for it was hard for her 
to believe it. We did, however, reach something of 
a "truce".

TVia proved to be a Godsend. Each time another 
issue would arrive, I would simply devour its contents 
from cover to cover. I began to understand myself 
better and gained some insight from the experience 
of others. This is not to say that there were not
many dark days--there were, but I think TVia and
Virginia were my Rock of Gibralter--something to 
cling to when the going got rought. I am deeply 
grateful to Virginia for her personal help in my 
search for emotional peace.

Somewhat later, I enrolled in FPE, and heard that 
a new Chapter, Delta, was forming in my area. How

TtoattuUa
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much I wanted to contact others like myself! It 
seemed to be the most important thing to come into 
my life! I resolved to join. First, however, I 
tried a different approach with my wife. I told her 
quite straightforwardly, that I wanted to meet other 
TV's and to let Marryann see the light of day. This 
time her response was entirely different. After a 
few hours of sensible discussion, she gave me her 
permission. This proved to be the opening to a 
happier life, not only for me, but her as well.

I cannot say that I wasn't apprehensive at meet
ing my sisters— I was. All of my past repressions, 
doubts and fears came back and I was wondering if I 
was getting mixed up with a "gay" bunch. Of course, 
Marryann was very self-conscious-— she had so much 
to learn. How well I remember my first "dress-up" 
meeting--there to be seen by others who are like 
yourself, and the shivver of realization that they 
are judging you at the same time you are wondering 
about them. I felt though that I was "home at last", 
and that it was perfectly natural for me to be there. 
My sisters must have seen a very shakey girl, neither 
attractive nor graceful, but they accepted me as I 
was — for which I shall be eternally thankful.

After a few meetings with the Delta girls, a 
Wive's Meeting was held and I persuaded my wife to 
attend with me. This was the first time in years 
that she had seen Marryann, saw other FPE's and met 
their wives. Also present were two friends of TV's, 
at whose home we met. The atmosphere was relaxed, 
my 'miseries' of past years evaporated. I was, of 
course, very anxious to make a ladylike impression 
so that my wife could see how much Marryann meant 
to me. Something very remarkable happened there.

Since that time, there has been a completely 
different atmosphere in our home. My wife has helped 
Marryann in so many ways, in makeup, clothes, and 
mannerisms. We talk openly on all matters about TV, 
FP and FPE. There are no secrets between us. The



T latim iU a

reassurance I found at the Wives Meeting has opened 
up a whole new world of fun in just being my natural 
self. There is no need for any FP to fear meeting 
others, or to doubt the reaction of GG's meeting you.
It feels wonderful! When you want very much to be 
accepted, the feminine component will come through 
and you will feel the heady emotions of genuine 
acceptance!

In addition to being very, very happy for having 
found my niche in the femme world, I have also felt 
a deep responsibility for my closeted sisters. I 
owe it to each and every one in FPE to do my share 
to help others.

So it shall be that I, who walks this path in 
the feminine world, might light one more candle to 
help those who stumble in the dark.

To those who have walked this path before me, I 
owe a debt of gratitude, for it was they who helped 
me far more than they know. It is through the combined 
efforts of Virginia and all my sisters that we can put 
our lives in proper perspective, to mature, and to 
find peace within ourselves.

I should like to close with a word to my wonder
ful wife. I want to thank you, my dear, for being 
so kind and considerate and understanding of how I 
feel inside. Please forgive me for all the heartache 
I have caused you in the past. May we go through the 
coming years with greater understanding of each other. 
May I hold your hand as we go through this--his and 
her world--together?

Now, to all my friends, and friends-to-be in FPE, 
God bless you all.

Marryann
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by Betty Dixon (20-H-l) FPE
^  nHad I made the same mistake as so many others?” 
Tom Warden asked himself as he glanced out of his 
cell window, watching the empty street below. It 
was early Friday morning and according to the large 
clock on top of a nearby building, he had been in 
jail almost twelve hours.

Tom sat down on the edge of his cot and lit a 
cigarette; watching the smoke curl upwards towards 
the window, then through th bars to freedom. ”If 
oniy I could do the satne." He was thinking.

Another hour and he would be standing before 
the magistrate for a hearing. His make-up was 
streaked from tears and a beard stubbie had broken 
through. He had asked the guard for permission to 
wash up but the only reply was a laugh and, "Wh t 
do you want to do cutie, mess up your powder?” Tom 
would have to attend the hearing as is. The dress 
he had treasured so dearly was now rags covering 
his body his torn stockings further proof of the 
ordeal of the night before.

”Alright doll," said the grinning guard, inter
rupting his reverie, "your mouthpiece is here."

Tom had grown up with James Brandt who was now 
his attorney. Jim knew nothing of Tom!s transves
tism until he had received the call this morning
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about the arrest.
"Hi Tom." Jimmy said and stood in front of 

Tom for a few seconds taking in the picture, then 
continued, "My God, you look like a wreck. I don't 
know what this is all about but you better start 
from the beginning."

Tom couldn't look him in the face but started 
telling a little about transvestism and the compul
sion to dress in feminine attire. He doubted 
Jim's ability to understand but continued until he 
reached the story of the previous night.
" When I got home from work, I was a bundle of 

nerves. Getting dressed had been on my mind from 
the time I started working until the 5:00 P.M. 
whistle sounded. I slammed my apartment door 
behind me, tripping the latch as I did, and immed
iately removed all of my clothing. A little bath 
oil in the tub of hot water and I was feeling 
better already."

Tom stopped for a second then said, "I guess 
it's hard for you to comprehend any of this, and it 
is hard for me to put into words how I felt.1*

"Go on." said Jim.
"I put on my garter belt, hose and padded bra 

and slid into a soft slip, feeling the silkish 
material flow over my body."

Tom's heart was pounding faster and faster even 
as he told Jimmy of this and for the second time he 
looked at him. Jimmy wasn't laughing as he'd 
expected him to do but instead he could see some
thing else in his eyes, kindness and understanding.

"I guess this all sounds silly to you, but 
be ieve me, it is a very important part of my life. 
After I had slipped on a pair of nylon panties,
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I applied my make-up and selected a dress and a 
pair of heels. For a while I sat around the apart
ment debating with myself on what to do. I read 
for a bit, but the desire to be out in the world 
was too strong. Night time came and I decided to 
go to a movie. I checked myself in the mirror and 
knew that I could pass.11

Jimmy interrupted, "Knew you could pass or 
thought you could?" "You're right Jim," Tom replied, 
"I just thought I could. Now I realize that there 
is a great deal more to passing as a woman than 
just clothing and makeup, but last night neither you 
nor God Almight could have convinced me of this.
Well anyway, I sneaked down the back stairway and 
out the side entrance to the alley. I walked to 
the main street and headed towards the Roxy Theater 
being as careful as possible not to attract too 
much attention. This was fine in my fairly dark 
neighborhood, but downtown under the bright lights 
I was scared. I guess it was my awkward walk and 
apparent nervous glances that caused me to be 
spotted by a group of teenage boys who started 
following me. The closer they got the worse I felt.
I was only a short distance, about one block, from 
the Roxy when one of the boys yelled.

"Hey mister, your slip is showing."
I started to run but in high heels I found 

that it was about impossible. Soon the group of 
five boys surrounded me. I tried to continue but 
they blocked my path. Then the worst thing of all 
happened. I felt a pull at the back of my head 
and turned to see my wig in the hand of one of the 
boys. I tried to make a break but was knocked down 
by one of the boys who then started beating me. The 
others joined in quickly until the police came and 
arrested all of us. We were taken before the Desk 
Sergeant and here I am.

Jimmy looked at me and took a deep breath.
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"Tom," he said, "you've been charged with making 
propositions to% those boys and for trying to 
molest one of them. Those are serious charges*11

"I know," Tom replied, "but what I told you 
is the honest truth. I heard the boys tell the 
desk sergeant how I had asked them to go to my 
room and do all sorts of things. I heard that 
one little punk tell how I patted the fly of his 
pants. They're lying, I swear it. They're lying 
to protect themselves."

"I believe you."
"Thanks. Now all you have to do is convince 

the judge."
Jimmy shrugged his shoulders then said, "I've 

brought you some clothes and got permission for 
you to get cleaned up before the hearing. You 
will have to hurry though, as we only have fifteen 
minutes."

Tom took the clothing and left for the shower 
room immediately, followed by the grinning baboon, 
his guard. During the time he was cleaning up 
the guard kept telling him that the judge would 
throw the book at him, and seemed to get a sadistic 
delight in hearing his own legal decision. He 
had already judged Tom "Guilty, as charged."

As Tom and his attorney entered the courtroom, 
the magistrate was just taking his seat. His 
gavel rapped several times and there was silence.

"Thomas Warden, Albert Leone, Robert Stough, 
Marvin Stough, James Snyder and Joseph Lotz, please 
step up", droned the court clerk.

Tom was petrified. The five boys stood on one 
side of the arresting officer while Jimmy and Tom 
stood on the other side. The magistrate swore



T’w u fu U a ,

them in and listened as the officer testified, 
followed by each boy. They all told the same 
story. Jimmy objected to nothing and did not 
cross examine the boys.

Tom had already pleaded not guilty to the 
charges. When the magistrate asked for Tom's 
testimony, Jimmy spoke up and "No testimony at 
this time your honor." Tom could have fallen 
through the floor.

The magistrate spoke: "Mr. Warden you will
be held on $5,000.00 bail until the date of your 
trial, January 20, 1964."

Jimmy had arranged for a bail bondsman and 
Tom was released.

After leaving the courthouse, Tom and Jimmy 
drove to Tom’s old apartment. On the way Tom 
asked, "Why didn't you let me tell my side of the 
story""

"You were going to have to stand trial regard
less of what you may have said so I decided it 
would be best to wait until that time. The less 
said at this time the better. In the meantime I'm 
going to put an investigator on the job and see if 
we can get some evidence for your defense.

They pulled up in front of Tom's apartment and 
walked to the door. The landlady, Mrs. Carter, 
was standing in the doorway with a newspaper in her 
hand.

She spoke: "I want you to pack your bags and
get out of here today, you queer." She continued 
after sputtering a few times, "Picking on innocent 
children. It's ail here in the papers, including 
your picture." She thrust some money into Tom's 
hand and continued, "That's the rent you paid in
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advance. I don't want your kind around here."
Tom packed his suitcases quickly and with 

Jimmy*s help was out of the apartment in less than 
an hour. As they carried the last load out to the 
car, the crowd of neighbors began shouting obsenit- 
ies as they drove away and a rock struck the back 
window, causing it to shatter.

11 I*m sorry I got you into this mess,11 Tom said 
to Jimmy, **but I needed help**. "I'd have been 
damned mad at you if you hadn't called," was his 
reply. "By the way Tom, you can stay with Gloria 
and me."

Gloria was Jimmy's wife. I had known her for 
many years and was even god-father of their first 
child, James, Jr. Mark, their second son, was 
now five already. The year and a half between the 
two boys did not show very much as they both grew 
like a couple of weeping willows in a swamp.

* * * * * * * * * * * * A A A A A A A A A A AA * * * * * * * *

Leonard Cole did not look much like an invest- 
gator but Jimmy was confident of his abilities.
Cole was short and squatty with a face that reminded 
one of Santa Clause without a beard. Even in the 
house he wore his hat, pushed to the back of his 
head. He had gone over Tom's story many, many 
times but wanted to hear it once more.

"It's not much to go on," said Cole, "but I'll 
see what I can dig up. I'd stay indoors for a 
while if I were you. Your picture has been on 
the front page of our newspaper for two days now 
and this just isn't that big of a town."

He was right. Hooverton was too big to be 
called a town and too small for the name city.
Tom's story was the hottest item to hit the press 
for years, and everyone from the gossip writer to
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the sports editor wanted to write something about 
it.

nWhen I had called my place of employment 
earlier, my boss refused to talk to me but the 
secretary advised that my check would be forwarded." 
Tom told Cole.

"The whole town's gone crazy with hate and 
you're just going to have to take it,"answered 
Cole. The kids who had jumped Tom were now 
celebrities The story of how they bravely fought 
off the child molestor made good press, therefore 
it was taken up by the other newspapers in the 
surrounding area, each adding a little more for 
the reader's enjoyment. Tom wasn't in for a trial, 
but a crucification.

Tom was lost in his thoughts when Cole said 
goodby. Gloria had brought in some coffee and 
sandwiches. He couldn't eat but the coffee hit 
the spot. She had been wonderful from the very 
start. The first night Tom stayed, she listened 
attentively as he explained his reasons for dress
ing, and she said that she understood.

Gloria had sent the boys away to stay with 
their grandmother because things might get 
nasty once people found out where Tom was staying. 
"Was this the real reason?" thought Tom "Or does 
she want to make sure I don't molest them." Tom 
cursed himself for being so damned paranoid. These 
people are the only friends he had left in the world 
and now he was beginning to distrust them. He 
wondered if he would last until the trial.

"My name is Leonard Cole." he said as he 
stood on the front porch of a run down brick house. 
"I"m looking for Albert Leone."



"What you want with him,11 said a haggard old 
woman who blocked the doorway.

"I'm investigating the incident involving Thomas 
Warden and the boy."

"I'm his mother" the woman grunted. "Come in."
Albert was sitting in front of a television 

set with his leg dangling loosely over a chair 
arm. He hardly looked up when Cole entered the room.

,fWho are you, another reporter ?" he asked.
"No, I'm a private detective."
"I've already said all I'm going to. Can't 

you cops let me alone for a while. I'm a sensitive 
young child who was attacked by that moles tor 
punk, or don't you remember?"

"I'm not a cop, "quipped Cole, "I'm working 
for Tom Warden."

"Get out of here." roared Leone. "So you're on 
that queer's side huh" Well I ain't saying nothing 
to you. Blow man! .'"

Cole had gotten what he wanted. Leone's 
reaction was typical of his type and his face 
registered fear. If all else failed this could be 
one weapon to get to the truth.

"I'll be seeing you around kid." said Cole.
"I hope you and your playmates aren't attacked by 
anymore 10 ft. queers." The door slammed behind 
him. Next stop, the courthouse.

Jimmy had already arranged for a subpoena so 
that Cole could get a look at the juvenile i>2Cords 
of the boys involved in this case. After stopping 
at the Clerk of the Court's office to pick it up,
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Cole went to the records room where he gave
the Records Clerk a list of names and told him he
wanted to see their files.

"Good God," thought Cole, "so these are the 
innocent children who were attacked by the ogre; 
the two bit punks." He spent that afternoon 
writing down the various charges that had been 
brought against these boys, everything from robbery 
to assault with a deadly weapon. Leone*s was the 
worse. How this kid ever spent a free day in his 
life was beyond comprehension. Well, it was 
something to start with.

"Deck the halls with boughs of holly" blared 
the speakers that hung over the downtown district.
A block away Cole could see the Roxy theatre. He 
was standing in front of Tony*s Snack and Lunch Bar, 
a dirty little restaurant which was known for its 
bad soup and worse coffee.

"Hi Tony,11 said Cole as he entered the shop, 
"what*s good on the menu?"

"Anytime you come here gumshoe, its not for 
food but information.** replied Tony. **What's on 
your mind?

"Albert Leone.** said Cole.
**Don*t know nothing about that mess. I close 

at 10* o* clock. **
•This happened at eight.** snapped Cole.
"Look gumshoe the kids come here for a soda or 

something like that. They don*t give me no trouble 
and I'm not looking for any. Keep me out of it." 
Tony was sweating.

"An innocent man in going to be convicted and 
sentenced for a long prison term if I don't find
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someone to help him. Come on Tony," pleaded Cole, 
’’what’s the word?1

MAh, innocent man maybe, but what the hell was 
he doing in women’s clothes. He’s better off 
locked up.” When he finished talking he turned 
his back and began cleaning glasses, sloshing them 
in soapy water, then clear.

”1*11 be back Tony.”
’’Don’t bother gumshoe”
It was getting dark. Cole climbed into his 

car which was parked nearby. He watched the store 
lights flicker on and the multicolored lights that 
hung from twisted pine branches. ”it came upon a 
midnight clear” the speakers blared. Cole lit a 
cigarette and thought about Tom Warden, Tony and 
Albert Leone. He looked over the notes again and 
again. He was about to start his engine when he 
spotted Leone and his four buddies walking into Tony* 
He remained still for a few minuted then climbed 
from the car. He wanted to get a good look at all 
of them and this was as good a time as any. Cole 
stood on the sidewalk observing the group through 
the grease splattered window. ’’Five little punks.” 
he thought to himself. He walked back to his car, 
waited a few minutes then drove off.

Tom Warden was up early and having coffee when 
Cole dropped by.

’’You really get an early start” said Tom.
”1 haven’t got too much time to work on your 

case before the trial.”
’’Anything new?”
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"Not much. Only that all of the kids have 
records a mile long and a lot of it is for assaults.

Jimmy walked in during the conversation but rema 
ined silent until Cole had finished. "Good morning 
Cole."

"Hi boss. The only other thing I've got is Tony 
the guy that runs that greasy spoon about a block 
from the Roxy. He's not talking now but maybe he
can be persuaded later."

Cole threw a ridiculous salute to Jimmy then 
walked out. After he left, Jimmy joined Tom for
coffee.

"My god," said Tom, "I forgot to offer Cole a 
cup."

"If he wants something he just helps himself 
around here." replied Jim. Cole is a funny char
acter. He was married once but his wife was killed 
while he was doing a special job for the narcotic's 
squad. A gang killed her by mistake when they 
were supposed to knock him off. He hit the bottle 
after that and slid into the gutters. I found him 
again in Chicago, begging nickles for booze. That 
was over two years ago and he hasn't touched a 
drop since."

"It was real nice of you to bother."
"He's a good detective," replied Jimmy, "and 

they're hard to come by. Let's put it this way,
Cole was a good investment that paid off."

It had started snowing and the roads already 
.turned from macadam black to a faint white. People 
shuffled to and fro with their coat collars turned 
up and their hands stuck deep in their pockets.
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"Only a few days till Christmas" thought Cole 
"and I haven't even started my shopping. This 
was a big joke with him. His shopping consisted 
of one trip to the liquor store for a case of 
whiskey for the chief of police, Clerk of the Court 
etc. From there he would go to a toy store and 
get womething for Jimmy's boys. A quick stop at a 
department store and he would finish his list with 
a gift for Jimmy and Gloria.

Cole hopped into his car and headed for Tony's 
place. He still had a hunch that Tony knew plenty 
but that Leone had him scared.

Tony was frying up hamburgers when Cole Wa ked 
in. Without looking around he spoke, "I smelled 
you coming Cole. What you want a hamburger or 
a hot dog? I got nothing else for you."

"Two burgers and light on the arsenic."
Two more burg.ers went onto the grill. Tony 

finished up the others, wrapped them in wax paper 
and gave them to a waiting customer who paid for 
them and left.

"Don't you know when you're not wanted Cole."
"But I love this place Tony. I'd miss your 

smiling face and besides where else could I place 
my bets on the ponies."

"I don't know what you're talking about."
"I'll bet the chief of police would know, or 

better yet, how about Lt. Vance of the Vice Squad."
"You're bluffing Cole. You don't know a damned 

thing."
"Don't be too sure of that." replied Cole.

"Hey by the way, my burgers are burning.
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Tony flipped them over quickly. He kept his 

back to Cole but watched him through the cheap 
mirror that hung on the wall near the grill. Tony 
had once been slugged from behind and robbed, so he'd 
put the mirror on the wall to forestall a repetition. 
Tony watched Cole fumbling with some green slips 
of paper. "They look like my betting slips," 
thought Tony. He was shaking all over.

Alright gumshoe, what you want to know?"
"That's more like it Tony. What happened 

between Leone and Warden?"
"The kids spot this creep coming down the 

street all dolled up like a dame. You could read 
this cat a mile away in the dark. Leone tells his 
boys to follow his lead. As the creep passes the 
kids stepped out behind him. It was a mess. Those 
little punks were lying. Warden never spoke to them. 
I could see and hear everything from my window.

"Tony you're a real friend, and for being such 
a friend I'll even give the chief a gift in your 
name.

Listen Cole, I'm not going to appear in court 
over this thing. Those punks would tear me and 
my joint apart if I did."

Cole held the little green slips a little 
higher, then shoved them deep into his pockets. He 
tossed a dollar on the counter and told Tony to 
eat the burgers himself. He was about to leave 
when Leone and his buddies walked into the shop.

"Merry Christmas little dwarves" yelled Cole. 
Leone looked at him with hatred. "Hey Cop, you 
still working for the queer. Maybe you're one of 
the fellows too." Leone stood before Cole holding 
one hand limp with the other propped against his 
hip. Cole grabbed him by the collar of his leather
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jacket and flung him against the wall. The others 
started to move in but stopped short when Cole 
turned in their direction.

"Get him boys," cried Tony, "I've got twenty 
bucks for anybody who gets a couple of green slips 
from his right pocket."

Leone jumped onto Cole's back but only remained 
there a few seconds before being tossed across the 
counter at Tony. The other four kids swarmed on 
Cole, but found themselves meeting with a solid 
wall. Cole aimed his Karate chops carefully, 
finishing the fight in a matter of minutes.

"Merry Christmas Tony" said Cole as he stepped 
over one of the boys and out the door. Tony was 
watching him through the window as he pulled out 
the green slips and waved them.

Christmas Eve was a special time for the 
Brandts and their friend Cole. He would come 
over shortly after church services and watch the 
boys as they opened their gifts. This was his 
only family, and this was the only time of the 
year that Cole would let anyone see through his 
hard shell.

Cole spent the entire day shopping. He had 
picked up his case of whiskey and made delivery, 
a two wheel bike for Jimmy, Jr. and a large set of 
trains for Mark. He had just finished purchasing 
the gifts for Gloria and Jimmy when he thought of 
another person. Cole had come to like Tom and 
even though he couldn't get it through his head 
exactly why he dressed in women's attire, he could 
not resist the idea of completing his shopping tour 
with a matching ear ring and necklace set. He 
hoped Tom would not be offended but would realize 
that the gift was something given with an open heart.
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Cole made one more stop and delivered a gift 
to Tony, a subpoena. They exchanged greetings, 
after which Tony told Cole to go to hell.

Jimmy and Gloria went to Christmas Eve services. 
Mark and little Jimmy were home for the holidays 
and Tom was watching them.

"Do you think everything will be O.K.?" asked 
Gloria.

MMMMMMM "What do you mean?" Jimmy asked.
"Well, you know? Tom is a nice person and I

think the world of him but...." Gloria stopped
talking. She felt sick for even thinking anything 
about Tom with her sons.

Jim looked at her with disgust. "You don't 
have to finish, I know what you're thinking and I 
don't like it one damned bit. Don't be like 
the rest of these ignorant fools who can't see 
past their noses. I trust Tom as much now as I 
did before this whole mess started."

During services, Gloria prayed to be forgiven 
for the evil thought she had about Tom, but no 
matter what, her doubts were still there.

Mark and Little Jimmy had been tucked away for 
sometime when Cole arrived, his arms loaded with 
gifts. They sat drinking coffee as Cole told him 
about his progress on the case.

Cole could feel the little package for Tom 
against his leg. He had put it in his pocket as 
he still had doubts as to whether or not to give it 
to him. Finally he blurted out, "Tom, I've got a
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little gift for you. I hope you like it."
Tom opened the package quickly and stared a 

few seconds at the jewelry. nThank you Cole, it 
was very thoughtful.11

nYou know something, this is the first time 
I've ever been lost for words.11 said Cole, who 
was turning a little red.

•'Its very pretty. I'll always treasure it 
and remember the person who gave me my first 
feminine gift."

The rest of the time was spent talking about 
transvestism. Tom revealed that his feminine name 
was Lois and just before Jimmy and Gloria returned 
Cole said, "Merry Christmas, Lois and may you find 
happiness and contentment."

Tom wiped a tear from the corner of his eye.
After Jimmy and his wife had removed their 

coats. Cole suggested that the boys come down 
and open their presents. Gloria looked at him and 
said,*1Cole, you're as bad as they are and getting 
worse every year."

"I'm just, a kid at heart." he replied.
Little Jimmy and Mark made their entrance.

They were sleepy at first but the sight of the 
packages beneath the tree made their eyes open 
wide. After an hour of opening gifts and playing 
with their new toys, the boys were sent back to 
their rooms with the promise that they could get 
up early in the morning to play again.

Tom served more coffee while everyone exchanged 
and opened their gifts. He had not been able to 
go shopping since the date of his arregt but did 
manage to have gifts delivered from the department
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store. It wasn't like being able to hand pick 
everything but at least th_ thought was there.

Gloria left the room for a few minutes and 
returned with a large hat box, and handed it to 
Tom. He opened it excitedly and discovered a 
beautiful blonde wig. "You remembered what I 
had said about missing my hairpiece. Thank you 
Gloria, thank you." He was too choked up to talk 
anymore.

,rWe want you to be happy," she replied "and 
Jim and I understand how hard these past days have 
been on you. We could tell by the way you talked 
about dressing, so we figured that Lois should have 
a Merry Christmas also."

She didn't have to say anymore. Tom jumped up 
from his chair and took his hairpiece to his room.

He was gone for about an hour and during his 
absence the three friends talked about Tom's case 
and whet he was going to do after the mess was 
cleared up. Jim advised them that he was going to 
haul Tony in for a deposition in order to get his 
valuable testimony on record. Cole told them about 
handing Tony the subpoena for the deposition which 
was set for December 26th.

Lois stood at tha top of the stairway, half 
afraid to come down. She had checked her make-up a 
dozen times and had started down the steps almost 
as many. Finally she took a deep breath and said 
to herself, "Its now or never."

Lois was half way down the steps when Cole 
cooked up from his coffee and gave a wolf-whistle. 
Jimmy and Gloria turned around and looked up. Lois 
was wearing a full skirted cocktail dress of blue. 
Her hair had been neatly combed and around her 
neck she wore the necklace that Cole had given her. 
She did her best to walk gracefully down the steps



and as she tried to light a cigarette and noticing 
this, Cole placed a lighted match before her.

This is the first time she had been dressed 
since that terrible evening and Lois was making 
the most of it. She and Gloria talked about 
clothing make-up and walking properly. You do 
need some practice,11 said Gloria, "and maybe I 
might be able to help, but tonight let's just sit 
around and relax."

The sun was coming up by the time Cole said 
goodnight. The boys would be getting up soon so 
Lois decided that it would be best if she went to 
her room. Besides, she needed some sleep. "Good
night," she said "and thank you for a most enjoyable 
time and one of the happiest Christmases I've ever 
known."

Lois danced around her room for a few minutes 
then undressed. She had locked her door so that 
she could sleep in a nightgown without fear of 
the children seeing her. As she lay in her bed, 
watching the morning ûn, she could only think of 
the wonderful time she had just enjoyed. Lois's 
eyes became heavy and she drifted into a contented 
sleep.

Tony was nervous as he entered Brandt's office 
at the appointed time. Cole was seated in the 
waiting room with another man, a court recorder, as 
he entered, and sat down.

"Good morning Tony." said Cole, "Glad to see 
that you could make it."

"I'm here gumshoe, but that don't mean I'm going 
to talk."

Cole patted his pocket and smiled.
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Jim's office door opened and he motioned for 
everyone to come in. They walked through his office 
to a conference room where everyone took appointed 
seats. An Assistant State's Attorney, Roger Hart 
was also present.

In the next hour Tony was questioned thoroughly. 
There were a few times when he became hesitant, but 
Cole had placed the little green pieces of paper 
in his suit jacket pocket with just enough of them 
left showing for Tony to get the message. Tony 
told the truth.

"Alright, "said Jim, "I think that's about it 
unless anyone else has anything else for the records" 
No one spoke up so the deposition was ended.

"Well Roger," said Jim, "do you still think 
you've got a case against Tomas Warden?"

"No. Listen Jim, I didn't want to push this 
thing anyway, but the pressure from the press and 
the public forced my hand. Warden is still going 
to have to stand trial, regardless of the way I 
feel."

"Alright, we'll play the game your way, but I 
want the deposition's of the Leone gang."

"You're entitled to them." Hart replied.

In the next weeks Jim and Cole were busy 
preparing for the Warden trial. Jim had questioned 
all of the boys involved in the case but they stuck 
to their stories. They were perfect, in fact too 
perfect for anyone to buy.

In the meantime Cole checked into the people 
who had been victimized by Leone and his friends.
He had a pocket full of subpoenas and when he
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hit the right witness he would leaf through till 
he found the right name and make delivery.

January 18th rolled around. It was just two 
days before trial time and everyone was getting 
ner.ous, Tony had been guarded by the police, 
without knowing it, since the day of the deposition. 
Coie had fe t this necessary, since he read the 
records of Leone and friends. It was starting 
to get cold when he decided to double check on 
Tony's place. He parked his car across from Tony's 
and remained in it for several hours, listening to 
the radio and trying to look at a girly magazine 
in the light coming from a store window.

It was near 10:00 P.M. when Cole saw Leone 
approach the restaurant then duck into an alley.
Two other beys soon joined him. The other two 
approached Tony's from another direction then 
stopped in front of a magazine stand. The light's 
went out in Tony's and Cole watched him as he 
locked the front door. He started walking in Leone's 
direction. When Tony came to the a l l e y w a y Leone 
1 aped in front of him with two of his boys. The 
other two at the magazine stand closed in from 
behind. Cole sprang from the car and raced in 
their direction. He could see two plainclothes men 
mo/ing in at the same time. They got there just in 
time to see Leone stab Tony in the stomach.
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You're under arrest Leone said one of the 
plaincLOthesmen. Th j other boys made attempts to 
start running but were blocked off by Cole and 
some policemen who had closed in the other end of 
the a_ley.

Cole waited at the hospital while the doctor's 
worked on Tony, until h. got word that they had
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done everything they could for him. The doctor 
told Cole that Tony had better than a 50-50 chance 
of pulling through.

"Sure, Tony is a rat,11 thought Cole to himself, 
"but he don't deserve to cash out this way.1* Cole 
felt guilty because it was he who had forced him 
to talk, then passed the word around town so that 
Leone would try something and get caught red handed.

Cole left the hospital and went to Jimmy's home 
where he could have someone to talk to. Everyone 
was anxious to hear about Tony and were happy to 
hear that he was still alive.

"Why don't you stay here tonight Cole?" asked 
J immy.

"Thanks. I planned to do just that."
No one got a lot of sleep that night. They 

drank coffee and talked about everything but the 
trial or Tony. Finally they all bid each other 
goodnight.

Cole got to the hospital at 11:00 A.M. and 
went immediately to the second floor where Tony's 
room was located. He could hardly believe his 
ears when he heard Tony's voice yell "What you 
mean hot soup and juices, gimme some spaghetti."
Cole ran to the room just in time to see Tony throw 
a pillow at one of the nurses.

The doctor's voice came from behind Cole, 
"Prognosis is good." "I can see that." replied 
Cole.

The phone at t h 2 Brandt residence rang and Jim 
answered it. The voice on the other end was Roger 
Hart.
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"Leone and his gang confessed to everything, 
including the Tom Warden affair. There*11 be no 
trial tomorrow and I've just given all of the 
facts to the newspapers. The story should be in 
this evening's paper."

"Thanks for the news, Roger, "said Jim." I owe 
you a drink at the club."

The news was too much for Tom. He laughed and 
cried at the same time.

When Cole walked in later with the report on 
Tony, he thought he had stepped into a nuthouse. 
Gloria and Jim were dancing to the record player 
and Lois was balancing a book on her head while 
walking back and forth across the liv/ing room.
The three of them stopped, raised their glasses 
and toasted Cole.

"By the way Tom, I mean Lois, here is a 
souvenir." said Cole as he handed her the little 
pieces of green paper. Lois opened them up and 
read "Good for one transfer - Hooverton Transit 
Company." She did not understand what it was all 
about but caught the smiles exchanges between 
Jimmy and Cole.

That evening the newspaper had hardly struck 
the front door when Jim grabbed it. There was 
nothing on page one as he had hoped but when he 
finally fount the article on page 12, he was rather 
disappointed. The story was brief and headlined by 
"Female Impersonator Cleared" in small letters.

Tom cursed as he read the story. "My god, when 
it happened the papers ran it like World War III 
had just broken out, but now look at them."

"Oh, I venture to say if you would have been
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convicted the coverage would ha ye been a lot 
better." said Jim. "It wouldn't ha ye done too 
much good to print a big story because people 
are only going to believe that which they want to 
believe. You were convicted without ever haying 
stood trial.

Tom had found a job in another city and was 
packing his clothing when Cole walked in.

"I guess you've sort of had it with this town, 
huh?" asked Cole. "Its not that, its just that 
they’ve had it with me. I’ll never really stand 
a chance to start life over again here, but I do 
stand a chance on the east coast."

"You're going to write once in a while, aren't 
you?"

"You bet I will, "replied Tom, "and by the way, 
thanks for everything. Jim told me about the green 
slips of paper."

Cole smiled and shoved his hat to the back of 
his head. "So long Tom, and best of luck to you, 
and Lois."

Tom watched from the bedroom window as Co.e 
walked down the path towards his car. When Cole 
was out of sight he returned to his pi eking.
"Now where in heaven's name can I pack this 
dress." he thought to himself.
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Georg i na  Tur t l e ,  Ke nnet h  Wal ker ,  a world a u t h o r i t y  
on sex,  s a y s : MIn e v e r y  nor mal  man t here  lurks a wo m-  
am,  and in e v e r y  n o r ma l  wo ma n  there  lurks a man".
Is not  a t r a n s v e s t i t e  a person in whon the  h i d d e n  f e m i 
n i n i t y  (or M a s c u l i n i t y ) ,  in the c a s e  of  a woman)  c a n 
not  be kept  h i d d e n ?

The m e n t a l  a s p e c t  is i mport ant ,  more  i m p o r t a n t  
than the p h y s i c a l ,  in ha p p i n e s s  and f u l f i l m e n t  . We a l l  
know of  p e o p l e  who are very happy ,  e v e n  t hough t hey  
may be b l i nd ,  or c r i p p l e d ,  or o t h e r wi s e  gros s l y  d e p r i 
v e d .  Well, we have  a p h y s i c a l  p r o b l e m too ,  but at l e a s t  
we d o n ’t need to ha v e  i t  a l l  the t i m e ,  and we can  
be happy e v e n  when we ' r e  o b l i g e d  to wear  the wrong  
sort of  c l o t h e s  and to a c t  a ro l e  whi c h  we woul d rather  
not ac t .

C o m p l e t e n e s s  is both m a s c u l i n e  and f e m i n i n e ,  and 
anyone  who was one hundred p e r c e n t  m a s c u l i n e  or f e m 
i n i n e  woul d be i n t o l e r a b l e  - and,  f o r t u n a t e l y ,  i m p o s s i 
b l e  .

M e n t a l l y  we can be f e m i n i n e  for most  of  the t i m e ,  
i f  we wish - and i f  we h a v e  the s t r e n g t h .  We can  be 
pure,  l o v i n g ,  g e n t l e ,  g r a c i o u s ;  w h a t e v e r  are the mos t  
pr e c i o us  q u a l i t i e s  of  g i r l h o o d  and w o m a n h o o d ,  are not  
de n i e d  to us i f  we are prepared to use t h e m.

When T r a n s v e s t i s m is p r a c t i s e d  s o l e l y  for a u t o - e r 
o t i c  purposes  i t  is m e r e l y  f e t i s h i s t i c  or n a r c i s s i s t i c  l us t  
But t r a n s v e s t i s m in whi ch  the  a i m and p r a c t i c e  are the  
e x p r e s s i o n  of o n e ’s f e m i n i t y ,  in a pure,  f e m i n i n e  way,  
as a g i r l  or woman woul d expr e s s  her f e m i n i n i t y ,  then  
i t  is h o n o r a b l e  and g o o d .  The  proper  p r i c e  of  dre s s i ng  
l i k e  a l ady is to ac t  l i k e  o ne .  The  p r i c e  of  f e f n i n i n i t y  
is f e m i n i n i t y .



We  c a n  k n o w  o u r s e l v e s  t o  b e  f e m i n i n e ,  n o  m a t t e r  
w h a t  t h e  w o r l d  t h i n k s ,  A n d ,  i f  o u r  r e l i g i o n  p e r m i t s  us  
t o  b e l i e v e  t h i s ,  w e  c a n  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  i t  i s  o u r  m i n d ,  
o r  s o u l ,  or  c o n s c i o u s n e s s ,  w h i c h  e n d u r e s ,  e v e n  w h e n  t h e  
b o d y  i s  d u s t .

M y  o w n  e x p e r i e n c e  s u g g e s t s  t h a t  i t  m a y  b e  b e s t  f o r  
T V s  n o t  t o  m a r r y ,  u n l e s s  t h e i r  f i a n c e e s  k n o w  o f  t h e i r  
T V i s m  a n d  h e a r t i l y  a p p r o v e .  M e r e  t o l e r a t i o n  i s  n o t  e n 
o u g h .  I f  y o u  h a v e  n o t  t o l d  y o u r  b e l o v e d ,  d o  s o  v e r y  
g e n t l y ,  a n d  a s  g r a d u a l l y  a s  s e e m s  w i s e ,  e v e n  i f  i t  t a k e s  
m o n t h  s .

F o r  m a n y  o f  us  d i s c r e t i o n  i s  t h e  b e t t e r  p a r t  o f  g i r l 
h o o d ,  a n d  w h e r e  t h e  l a w  p r o h i b i t s  us  f r o m  g o i n g  o n  t h e  
s t r e e t s  d r e s s e d  a s  w e  s h o u l d  b e  - t h e n  w e  s h o u l d  w o r k  t o  
c h a n g e  t h e  l a w .

We  n e e d  n e v e r  a s h a m e d  o f  o u r  f e m i n i n i t y  s o  l o n g  a s  
w e  a c t  a n d  t h i n k  l i k e  l a d i e s  t o  t h e  h i g h e s t  o f  o u r  u n d e r 
s t a n d i n g .  Ou r  s y m p a t h i e s ,  o u r  c h a r i t y ,  o u r  u n d e r s t a n d 
i n g  o f  o t h e r  p e o p l e ' s  p r o b l e m s ,  o u r  h e l p f u l n e s s  t o  e v e r y 
o n e ,  o u r  w i d e  c o m p a s s i o n ,  s h o u l d  a l l  b e  m o r e  t h a n  t h o s e  
o f  a t y p i c a l  m a n  or  o f  a t y p i c a l  w o m a n .  We  a r e  d o u b l y  
g i f t e d ;  w e  s h o u l d  b e  d o u b l y  g i v e r s .

L o v e  t h e  w o r l d  a n d  e v e r y o n e  i n  i t .  L o v e  i s  t h e  m o s t  
f e m i n i n e  a s s e t  o f  a l l .  R a d i a t i n g  i t ,  w e  c a n  b e  m o s t  o u r  = 
s e l v e s  -  a n d  t h e  b e s t  p o s s i b l e  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  f o r  o u r  c a u 
s e .

We  a r e  s i s t e r s ;  l e t ' s  b e  s i s t e r l y  - n o t  o n l y  t o  o n e  
a n o t h e r  ( h o w  T w o u l d  l o v e  t h e  o p p o r t u n i t y )  b u t  t o  e v e r y 
o n e .  We  c a n  d o  t h i s  e v e n  i n m a l e  a t t i r e  ( a f i e ~  a l l ,  s l a c k s  
d o n ' t  d e p r i v e  a w o m a n  o f  h e r  ware . ,  l i e a r t ,  or o f  h e r  
l o v e  o f  c h i l d r e n ,  or  o f  h e r  s y m p a t h y  f o r  e v e r y t h i n g  i n  
t r o u b l e ) .  S o o n e r  or  l a t e r ,  b y  d o i n g  a s  t h e  f i n e s t  w o m e n  
d o  -  or  e v e n  b e t t e r  -  w e  s h a l l  h e l p  t h e  w o r l d  t o  a c c e p t  
us  a s  i t  h a s  a c c e p t e d  o t h e r  " c r a c k p o t "  r e f o r m e r s  i n  t h e  
p a s t  -  n o t  b e c a u s e  o f  t h e i r  r a t i o n a l  a r g u m e n t s ,  b u t  b e «  
c a u s e  o f  t h e i r  a c t i o n s ;  p u r e ,  u n s e l f i s h ,  c o u r a g e o u s  a n d  
g o o d .

A g e n u i n e  T V  d o e s  n o t  a c c e p t  t h e  c o n v e n t i o n a l  l i 
m i t a t i o n s  o f  h i s  s e x .  A l l  p r o g r e s s  i s  m a d e  b y  p e o p l e
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w h o  d o  n o t  a c c e p t  c o n v e n t i o n a l  l i m i t a t i o n s .  A t  t h e  
m o m e n t ,  i t  i s  s t i l l  w i d e l y  b e l i e v e d  t h a t  f e m i n i n i t y  i s  
i n f e r i o r  t o  m a s c u l i n i t y  a n d  t h a t  t h e r e f o r e ;  f o r  a m a n  t o  
y e a r n  t o  b e  f e m i n i n e  i s  d e g r a d i n g .  T h i s  b e l i e f  i s  s l o w 
l y  c h a n g i n g  .

S o m e t i m e s  p s y c h o l o g i s t s  a n d  o t h e r s  w h o  s h o u l d  k n o w  
b e t t e r  p o u r  s c o r n  o n  T V s  b e c a u s e  o f  o u r  d e s i r e  t o  c h a n g e  
w o r l d  o p i n i o n  r a t h e r  t h a n  o u r  o w n  t h o u g h t s .  A l l  s o c i a l  
r e f o r m e r s  h a v e  h a d  t o  p u t  up  w i t h  t h i s  a t t i t u d e .  We  a r e  
i n  g o o d  c o m p a n y .

"What goes on, Son? You only lost one bet but 
this i8 the third time you've gone out like that??

0



____________ by Terri ( 3 0 - S - 4 )  FPE
^  F o r  t w e n t y - f i v e  y e a r s  m y  b r o t h e r  

d i d  e v e r y t h i n g  p o s s i b l e  t o  s u p p r e s s  m e ,
I w a s  a s u i t c a s e  t e n a n t  a n d  n e v e r  h a d  
h o p e s  o f  b e i n g  a n y t h i n g  e l ' s e .  H i s  o n l y  
c o n c e s s i o n  t o  m e  w a s  t o  o c c a s i o n a l l y  
b u y  m e  a b r a  or n y l o n s .  H e  a l s o  t r i e d  
d r e s s e s  b u t  b e c a u s e  o f  m y  h e  i g h  t ( 6 ' 2  " ) 
h e  u s u a l l y  f a i l e d  a n d  I c o u l d n ' t  g e t  
h i m  t o  g o  t o  a T a l l  G i r l  S h o p .  In  f a c t  
h a l f  o f  t h e  t h i n g s  h e  b o u g h t  f o r  m e  
n e v e r  f i t t e d  p r o p e r l y .

H e  m a r r i e d  a b e a u t i f u l  g i r l  a y e a r  
a n d  a h a l f  a g o  a n d  h e  k n e w  h e  n e v e r  
c o u l d  t e l l  h e r  a b o u t  m e .  Bu t  h e  c o u l d  
n o t  s u p p r e s s  m e ,  I k e p t  b o t h e r i n g  h i m  
a n d  w h e n e v e r  p o s s i b l e  I e s c a p e d  f r o m  
m y  s u i t c a s e .  I f i n a l l y  m a d e  i t  f o r  g o o d  
t h i s  p a s t  H a l l o w e e n  a n d  s i n c e  t h e n  h a v e  
f l o w e r e d  i n t o  w o m a n h o o d  a n d  b e s t  o f  
a l l  w i t h  h i s  w i f e ' s  g u i d a n c e  a n d  a s s i 
s t a n c e .

I t  a l l  b e g a n  r i g h t  b e f o r e  H a l l o w e e n .  
I h a d  b e e n  b o t h e r i n g  h i m  f o r  t h r e e  
m o n t h s  t o  l e t  m e  o u t  o f  m y  s u i t c a s e  
a n d  t o  b u y  m e  s o m e  p r e t t y  c l o t h e s .
H e  h a d  k e p t  m e  l o c k e d  up s i n c e  t h r e e



wonde r f u l  days three  months  e a r l i e r  and I cou l d  not  s tand 
i t  any l o n g e r .  He had to go to the sout hern part  of  the  
s t at e  on bus i nes s  and pass through a c i t y  where  a T a l l  
Girl  shop is l o c a t e d .  I won and he s t opped and bought  
me an a dor ab l e  red kni t  and nyl ons  but  i t  woul d  be i m 
p o s s i b l e  for me e v e n  to try i t  on b e c a u s e  of  hi s  w i f e .
Wel l  n a t u r a l l y  I c o u l d n ' t  stand that  and I worked on hi m  
c o n s t a n t l y  for two days .  Oh, how I want ed  to wear that  
red kni t  and i t  was H a l l o w e e n ,  m a y b e  he  c o u l d  c o n v i n c e  
his  w i f e ,  but he said n e v e r .  He had r e s i g ne d  h i m s e l f  to 
the f a c t  that  she ne ve r  woul d u nde r s t a nd .  But I woul d not  
g i ve  up, I drove hi m c r a z y  for those  two days ,  I had to 
c o me  out!

F i n a l l y  he c o u l d  not  t ake  i t  a ny mo r e  and the n i g ht  
bef ore  H a l l o w e e n  he b l ur t ed  out  hi s  f e m i n i n e  de s i r e s  to 
his  l o v e l y  bride  and much to his  surpri se  and to my joy  
she d i dn' t  ge t  up and wal k out  on h i m .  She was s hocked  
but told him that  t omorrow,  H o l l o w e e n ,  he c o u l d  i n t r o 
duce  Terri  to her .  The  next  day he was a nervous  wreck  
but af t er  I appe ar e d  th i ngs  c h a n g e d .  She a c c e p t e d  me !
She t hought  t hat  I did qui t e  w e l l  wi th my make up ,  c o n 
s i d e r i n g  my l i m i t e d  e x p e r i e n c e  and she l i ke d  my red kn i t .  
He was e l a t e d  that  thi s  s e c r e t  he had carr i ed  a l l  t he s e  
years  was now out  in the open and I was e l a t e d  b e c a u s e  
I had been a c c e p t e d .  She said that  he i m m e d i a t e l y  had 
to stop a p o l o g i z i n g  for me and that  she woul d he l p  me  to 
d e v e l o p  i nt o  a l a d y .  She then t h r i l l e d  me e v e n  more  by 
g o i ng  s hoppi ng  for me wi th my brother ,  they  bought  me  
a whi t e  l a c e  b l ous e  and bl ue  n i g h t i e .  My wo ma nho o d  was  
b e g i n n i n g  at 25 and I a c t e d  l i k e  13 but  I was a c c e p t e d  by 
the person that  my brother  mos t  want ed  to a c c e p t  me ,  his  
wi f e  .

The next  mont h was one f i l l e d  wi th wo n d e r f u l  f e m i 
ni ne  e x p e r i e n c e s .  She f i x e d  my very c h e a p  w i g  and said  
that  I must  ge t  a new one to l ook  r e a l l y  f e m i n i n e !  Ho w
e ve r ,  she made  me l ook more  f e m i n i n e  than I eve r  t ho ug ht  
p o s s i b l e .  She took my brother  c ' n Toge t he r  t hey  bought  
me a s l ack set  and she a l t e r e d  i t  t o f i t  m e .  She took p i c 
tures of  me wi th her Po l a r o i d  so I c o u l d  see  m y s e l f  and 
watch the i m p r o v e m e n t .  Terr i  was e m e r g i n g  more  and 
more f e m i n i n e  e a c h  t i m e  she a p p e a r e d .

For my bi r t hday  she gave  me a b e a u t i f u l  sof t  b l a c k
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s w e a t e r  and my own f a l s e  e y e l a s h e s .  She l e t  me wear  
her j e w e l r y  i n c l u d i n g  a pair of d a n g l i n g  earr i ngs  that  I 
had a l wa y s  a d m i r e d .  She t aught  me make up t r i cks  and 
s t ar t ed  me us i ng  p a n c a k e  ma ke up  and the r ight  co l ors  
for my c o m p l e x i o n .  She c r i t i c i z e d  when n e c e s s a r y  and 
c o m p l i m e n t e d  when d e s e r v e d .  What a t hr i l l  to have  her  
t e l l  me  that  I l o o k e d  p r e t t y ,  that  I c o u l d  pass on the 
s t r e e t ,  ( w h i c h  I s t i l l  have  not  t r i ed and w i l l  not  for some  
t i m e ) ,  or that  I ma k e  a pre t t y  g i r l .

Now my brot her  wal ks  i n t o  the T a l l  Girl ' s  shop and 
buys  c l o t h e s  for me w i t h o u t  f e ar .  He e v e n  bought  me a 
g i r d l e .  The r e  was no p r o b l e m b e c a u s e  his  w i f e  knew a l l  
about  m e .

As Chr i s t mas  ap p r o a c h e d  I worked on hi m for my new 
w i g .  He had the m o n e y  from his  N a t i o n a l  Guard c h e c k  
and what  woul d be more  a ppr o pr i a t e  than to use this  mo ne y  
for a wi g?  He ha t e s  hi s  f orced  m i l i t a r y  s e r v i t ude  so at  
l e a s t  i t  c o u l d  pay for s o m e t h i n g  f e m i n i n e  for m e .  F i n a l l y  
he got  up the nerve  and bought  a wi g  for his "wi f e " .  What  
an i m p r o v e m e n t !  She c a m e  to the r e s cue  ag a i n  and s t y l ed  
and set  my w i g .  Ne v e r  in my w i l d e s t  dreams  did I think  
that  I c o u l d  l ook and f e e l  so f e m i n i n e .  To say I was 
t h r i l l e d  can just  b a r e l y  d e s c r i b e  my e x c i t e m e n t  and j o y .

For Chr i s t mas  hi s  wi f e  ma de  me the h a p p i e s t  gi r l  in 
the wh o l e  wor l d .  She g a v e  me a b l a c k  bra,  p e t t i p a n t s ,  
b l a c k  kid g l o v e s ,  p e r f u me ,  a br i ght  gay b l ous e  and a 
robe that  I ’m s t i l l  e x c i t e d  a bo ut .  It is wh i t e  and so 
h e a v e n l y  s o f t .  What more  c o u l d  a g i r l  ask for her f irst  
Chr i s t mas ?

Now she is m a k i n g  me more  of a l ady by t e a c h i n g  
me how to wa l k  and t a l k .  She says i f  I want  to be a woman  
f i ne  but I must  be a l a d y .  I have  l e a r ne d  more  about  
b e i n g  a l ady  in the las t  two mont hs  than I e v e r  thought  
p o s s i b l e .

The  past  two mont hs  have  been  s i mp l y  wo nde r f u l  as 
the F e m i n i z a t i o n  of  Terr i  has t aken  p l a c e .  "Cut of the  
s u i t c a s e  and i n t o  Ha ppi ne s s " .  I wish that  a l l  g i r l s  coul d  
ha v e  u n d e r s t a n d i n g  wi v e s  l i k e  my b r o t h e r ’s. To every  
ot her  g i r l  I say d o n ’ t be a s ha me d  to try and f ind a girl  
who w i l l  unders t and and as s i s t  y ou .  It is the g r e a t e s t

®
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t h i ng  that  can happe n  to you  and the re s u l t  w i l l  be a 
more f e m i n i n e  y o u .  And you  both can b e n e f i t  by the  
i n c r e a s e d  wardrobe .  What more c o u l d  a g i r l  ask for?

TERRI
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by Peggy ( 2 5 - E - l )

^  As any of  us who t r a v e l  a g r e a t  d e a l  can  c o n f e s s ,  
h u n t i n g  for o v e r - n i g h t  a c c o m o d a t i o n s  s u i t a b l e  for TVi ng  
is  a f a s c i n a t i n g  sport  s t a y - a t - h o m e s  c o u l d  w e l l  i n v e s t i 
g a t e  on t h e i r  ne x t  v a c a t i o n .  F a s c i n a t i n g  a l l  r ight ,  y e t  
q ui t e  o f t e n  f r us t r a t i ng  as w e l l .

A d e l a i d e  is one of  those  g i r l s  who is c o n v i n c i n g  
e n o u g h  at a r e a s o n a b l e  d i s t a n c e  or i f  she d o s e n ' t  have  
to t a l k  too much to w a i t r e s s e s .  Thi s  pres ent s  pr o b l e ms  
when i t  c o m e s  to c h o o s i n g  a h o t e l  or m o t e l  that  the  
more  f o r t u n a t e l y  b u i l t  may  not  h a v e  to c on t e n d  wi t h .

H o t e l  - -  or m o t e l ?  I f o r me r l y  pre f erred  m o t e l s  b e 
c a u s e  I wo n ' t  dr i ve  w h i l e  dres sed and h o t e l s  are g e n e r a l l y  
l o c a t e d  near t h e a t e r s ,  s tores ,  r e s t aurant s ,  and so forth - 
p l a c e s  A d e l a i d e  c o u l d  wal k to from the h o t e l .  I a l so  
l i k e  the h o t e l  as a base  of  o p e r a t i o n s  in cas e  I had to 
b e a t  a has t y  r e t r e a t  from a f e a r f u l  s i t u a t i o n  - -  h a v i n g  
to depend on cabs  for a l o n g  r i de ,  to a m o t e l  is u n c o m 
f o r t a b l e  .

But my ma i n  reason for p r e f e r i n g  h o t e l s  was that  
t h e y ’re c h e a p ,  in f a c t ,  f a b u l o u s l y  c he a p  in v i e w of the 
t r e me n d o u s  c o m p e t i t i o n  t hey  r e c e i v e  from m o t e l s  t hes e  
days .  Ho we v e r ,  i t  is the very f a c t  that  h o t e l s  have  so 
f ew gues t s  t he s e  days  that  p r o v i d e s  my p r i n c i p l e  ob
j e c t i o n  to t h e m .

I f e e l  t e r r i b l y  uneas y  in h o t e l s  where  I s us pe c t  the  
p e r s o n n e l  know e v e r y  g u e s t .  A d e l a i d e  is t oo c o n s p i c u o u s  
c o m i n g  and g o i n g  through l o n e l y  h o t e l  l o b b i e s  po pul a t e d



with o l d - a g e  p e n s i o n e r s  who gawk at her .  And e v e n  i f  
I r e g i s t e r  as Mr.  and Mrs.  Vi ge r ,  I worry about  how to 
e x p l a i n  A d e l a i d e  c r a w l i n g  out  of  the woodwork af t e r  I 
c h e c k  in as a m a l e . . . .

The  onl y  h o t e l s  I f e e l  c o m f o r t a b l e  in are t hos e  f ew  
that  have  e n t r a n c e s  c u t  of  v i e w of  the desk,  or the  bus t 
l i n g  b i g - c i t y  ones  where  A d e l a i d e  m e l t s  i n t o  the hubbub  
of gues t s  c o m i n g  and g o i n g .  But e v e n  t he s e  h o t e l s  pre  
sent  the i r  own p r o b l e ms  and wor r i e s .  I, for i n s t a n c e ,  
am d e a t h l y  f e a r f u l  of  my car b e i n g  broken i n t o  or s t o l e n  
- -  e v e n  on h o t e l  parki ng  l o t s .  A mos t  e m b a r r a s s i n g  p r e 
d i c a m e n t  i f  i t  occurs  w h i l e  I ’m A d e l a i d e . . . .

So for a l l  t he i r  a d v a n t a g e s  of  c e n t r a l i z e d  l o c a t i o n ;  
c he ap  (and l uxur i ous )  rooms;  l o t s  of  a c t i v i t y  and p e o p l e  
to c a m o u f l a g e  one ' s  f e m m e - l i m i t a t i o n s ; h o t e l s  s t i l l  c a n 
not  c o mp a r e  wi th m o t e l s  for TV c o n v e n i e n c e s .  At l e a s t  
that  is my o p i n i o n .

My ma i n  reason for p r e f e r i n g  m o t e l s  is that  you  can  
t hroughl y  " c a s e ” t he m b e f o r e  c h e c k i n g  i n .  And,  i r o n i 
c a l l y  e no ug h ,  a m o t e l ’s bes t  g i m m i c k ,  the  t e l e v i s i o n  
set ,  a l l o ws  you to squirm out  of  c h e c k i n g  in i f  you d e 
c i d e  you d o n ’t l i k e  the p l a c e  upon c l o s e r  e x a m i n a t i o n .
(I have  o f t e n  b a c ke d  out  of  a m o t e l  s i t u a t i o n  I found I 
di d n ' t  l i k e ,  e v e n  a f t e r  s i g n i n g  in,  by e x c l a i m i n g  - -  
"Oh, I t hought  that  room had a T V . . . . "  I l e a v e  the  
c l e r k  as k i ng  me what  I e x p e c t  for the l o w e s t  p r i c e d  
room but I ' ve  e l i m i n a t e d  one more  T V - m o t e l  p o s s i b i l i t y )

But what  I r e a l l y  l i k e  about  m o t e l s  is the f a c t  that  
you can c h e c k  on such th i ngs  as the  p o s i t i o n  of  the m o t e l  
o f f i c e  in r e l a t i o n  to the uni t s ;  wh e t h e r  t here  is a nearby  
res t aurant  or n i ght  c l ub  w i t h i n  h i g h - h e e l  w a l k i n g  d i s t a n c e ;  
and how d i m l y  l i t  e v e r y t h i n g  i s .  My T V - m o t e l s  h a v e  to 
be just  r i ght  and i t ' s  a l wa y s  a d e l i g h t f u l  g a m e  of  c h a n c e  
to see  how t hey  turn out .  I t ’s o f t e n  f r us t r a t i ng  t o o .

Those  who can b r a z e n l y  c h e c k  in as a d o u b l e  h a v e  
my c o n g r a t u l a t i o n s  and e n v y  - -  I jus t  c a n n o t  af ford d o u b l e  
a c c o m o d a t i o n s .  On my sa l ary  I c an  ba r e l y  af ford m o t e l s  
at a l l . . . .  S t i l l ,  I c o u l d  be k i d d i n g  m y s e l f ,  t o e .  Perhaps  
I r e a l l y  u n c o n s c i o u s l y  l i k e  the c a t - a n d - m o u s e  c h i c a n e r y  
of b e i n g  "two" gues t s  at  o nc e  - -  for the p r i c e  of  o ne .
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At any rate  I d i l i g e n t l y  s earch for m o t e l s  wi th uni ts  

out  of  v i e w  from the o f f i c e  (and a l l  t oo  o f t e n  draw a 
uni t  r i ght  across  from the ma n a g e r ' s  v a n t a g e p o i n t !) I 
t hen c h e c k  in g i v i n g  my r e a l  name  and h o me  address ,  
but  n e v e r  any r e f e r e n c e  to my c o m p a n y .  The n  I dr i ve  
o f f .

My d e l i b e r a t e  ma n e u v e r  of  d r i v i ng  of f  and re t urni ng  
set s  up the c h a n c e  for the c l e r k  to as s ume  I drove i n t o  
the c i t y  for the  g i r l  he s ee s  when A d e l a i d e  make* her  
a p p e a r a n c e .  And then once  I am h u nt i ng  Mr. Vi ger  
( c u s t o m e r s  h a v e  an uncanny  way of  d i s c o v e r i n g  whi ch
m o t e l  y o u - r e  in no m a t t e r  how c a r e f u l  you a r e ..............)
"Oh, " I b e g i n ,  as s low and s o f t l y  as I can,  "Mr.  Vi ger  
l e f t  wi t h anot he r  s a l e s m a n .  I do hope  he ge t s  back soon 
b e c a u s e  I" m a l m o s t  f i n i s h e d  wi th thi s  t y p i n g  job for h i m .

And c l e r k s  h a v e  to c o m e  h u n t i n g  Mr. Vi ger  - - - 
A d e l a i d e  does  not  use a t e l e p h o n e . . . .  A d e l a i d e ' s  v o i c e  
i s  a l l  r i ght  under the pressure  of  i n - p e r s o n  s i t u a t i o n s ,  
whi c h  s e e m s  to sort of t ur n- o n  the c o r r e c t  f e m i n i n e  m o 
d u l a t i o n .  But t e l e p h o n e s  are t r e a c h e r o u s .  Of course ,  
t hey  r ing and ring your phone ,  and you just  know they  
r e a l i z e  you (or "she")  are in,  but  I wai t  i t  out .

Some  may o b j e c t  to m o t e l s  in that  they  are of t en  
r e mo t e  from any e x c i t e m e n t  as c o mp a r e d  to h o t e l s ,  and 
thi s  is so.  Mo t e l s  are k i ng  of  l i k e  the " l o c k e d - r o o m " .
But on the other  hand I h a v e  d i s c o v e r e d  the many a d v a n 
t age s  of  m o t e l s  and f ur t he r mor e ,  I h a v e  l e a r ne d  to a p 
p r e c i a t e  that  the e c s t a c y  of  " g o i n g - o u t "  is not  so much  
where  you go,  or how l o n g  you s tay out ,  and so forth,  
but that  you  go out ,  that  you e s c a p e  the  l o c k e d - r o o m ,  
that  e v e n  i f  nobody  sees  you there  was the  oppor t uni t y  
for p e o p l e  to know your f e m m e - s e l f  e x i s t s  as a b e l i e v a b l e  
p e r s o n a l i t y .

Thus i t  is that  I h a v e  be e n  s a t i s f i e d  on many  n i ght s  
at m o t e l s  where  t here  was n o t h i n g  more  for A d e l a i d e  to 
do than wal k  d e l i c a t e l y  across  the court  to the Coke  
m a c h i n e  wi th the c l i c k  c l a c k  of her h i gh h e e l s  e c h o i n g  
in the mi s t y  n i g h t .

Yes ,  i t ' s  qu i t e  a sport .  . . .



F I C T I O N ,

by Lydia (7-0-2) FPE
^  "Oh, Hi ,  Janet ,  c o me  r ight  i n",  Jack s a i d .  "He l e n  
is g e t t i n g  dressed and S h e i l a  is a l r e a d y  h e r e . "  Jane t  
b r e e z e d  r ight  by Jack wi t hout  so much as a thank you,  
l e a v i n g  hi m at the door and c a l l i n g  to S h e i l a  and He l e n ,  
J a c k ’s s i s t e r .  "Janet ,  you look so pr e t t y ,  that  dress l ooks  
very n i c e  on y o u . "  S h e i l a  was s i t t i n g  in the l i v i n g  room 
and He l e n  was w a l k i n g  in from her bedroom in her b l ac k  
l a c e  p a n t i e s ,  bra and s t o c k i n g s .  She was just  f i n i s h i n g  
brushi ng her ha i r .  Jack c a m e  back i n t o  the l i v i n g  room 
and saw H e l e n .  She was b e a u t i f u l .

"Never  mind g a wk i n g  Jack,  go ge t  my s l ip and dress ,  
they need p r e s s i n g . "  S h e i l a  and Jane t  s m i l e d  at h i m .  Th e y  
knew though she was b ar e l y  a year  o l der  than hi m that  
he was a l mo s t  a s l a v e  to her .  He had set  the i r o n i n g  
board up in the l i v i n g  room and i t  was ready to us e .  "You 
know whi ch s l ip I want  J a c k i e ,  the b l a c k  one wi th the  
l a c e  that  m a t c h e s  these  p a n t i e s , "  she sa i d,  i n d i c a t i n g  
the l a c e  on her b l ac k  b r i e f s .  " I t ’s the one you l i k e  so 
mu c h .  The one I found under your p i l l o w  the other  n i g h t . "  
S h e i l a  and Jane t  broke i nto  a s hr i l l  l a u g h t e r  at t hat  r e 
mark and Jack ran i n t o  H e l e n ’s room to g e t  away from 
the l a u g h t e r .

He o pened  her bureau drawer and stared at a l l  her



l o v e l y  l i n g e r i e .  She owned such pre t t y  p a n t i e s  and s l ips  
and n i g h t i e s .  He p i c k e d  up a pair of  powder  bl ue  p a n t i e s  
and l i f t e d  t hem out so he c o u l d  see  a l l  the l a c e .  He was  
a d m i r i n g  t hem when he heard He l e n  behi nd hi m e x c l a i m  
l o u d l y ,  "why of  cour s e  you shoul d wear b l ue  p a n t i e s  
J a c k i e ,  dear ,  the c o l o r  bl ue  is so m a s c u l i n e .  Only first* 
s w e e t h e a r t  press  my s l i p ,  then you can wear my p a n t i e s ” . 
Both Jane t  and S h e i l a  were  runni ng over to j o i n  the fun.  
Jack s t ar t ed  out  of  the room but He l e n  s t opped h i m .  "Get  
my b l a c k  s l i p  q u i c k l y ,  and that  pair  of  p a n t i e s  you were  
a d m i r i n g ,  and hurry in t here  to press  t h e m . "

The l a u g h t e r  di ed down as S h e i l a  and Jane t  s t ayed  
in H e l e n ’s room w h i l e  she put  on her f a c e .  Jack worked  
q u i c k l y  and soon a l l  the wr i nk l e s  were  pressed from the 
l o v e l y  ny l on  and he be g a n  on her dres s .  As he was p r e s 
s i ng  her t h i ngs  he c o u l d  hear parts  of the c o n v e r s a t i o n  
from the n e x t  r o o m.  "Hurry,  He l e n ,  or she w i l l  be 
d a n c i n g  wi th a l l  the  m e n . "  "Who is she a ny wa y ?  Where  
did she c o m e  f rom? Did you see  how she want ed to dance  
wi th my Mi ke  a l l  n i g ht ,  and he d i dn ' t  s e e m to m i n d . ”
"If she wears  t hat  dress  a g a i n ,  i t  w i l l  be hard to ge t  our 
boys  to l ook  at us,  and i t  was just  l a c e  and net ,  no t h i n g  
m o r e .  There  w a s n ’t a boy t here  who d i d n ' t  n o t i c e  that  
l a c y  s a t i n  s l i p  und e r n e a t h  i t  e i t h e r .  Mike kept  t a l k i n g  
about  her a l l  n i g h t .  Have  we a t i s s u e ,  p l e a s e .  Hurry,  
H e l e n ,  we are a l m o s t  l a t e .  Watch out  S h e i l a ,  you c aught  
your hem on that  c h a i r .  Oh, darn i t ,  it tore open,  do 
you h a v e  a n e e d l e  and t hread?  Bet ter  than that ,  I have  
my ma i d ,  J a c k i e .  He w i l l  sew it for y o u .  J a c k i e  dear! "  
Jack knew he was in for more  t e a s i n g .  "Get your s e wi ng  
e q u i p m e n t  and br i ng my s l ip in h e r e . "

Jack brought  the s l i p  and s e wi n g  e q u i p m e n t  i n t o  
H e l e n ' s  r o o m.  He was g r e e t e d  wi th g i g g l e s  from a l l  the 
g i r l s .  S h e i l a  s t e ppe d  up on a s t o o l  and Jack began  to sew 
the torn h e m .  She had a wi de  skirt  and as he turned i t  
up to sew i t ,  he saw her dark ny l ons  d i s appe ar  be ne at h  
a br i ght  red s l i p .  J a ne t  n o t i c e d  hi s  a t t e n t i o n  and asked  
hi m i f  he t hought  S h e i l a  had a pre t t y  s l i p .  He bl ushed  
and Jane t  said he c o u l d  l ook at her da i n t y  s l ip i f  he would  
l i k e .  He l e n  l a u g h e d  as she s h i m m e r e d  i n t o  her s l i p .  "He 
w o u l d n ' t  want  to l ook at i t .  He wants  to wear i t . "  Jack  
f l us he d  e v e n  more  and t r i ed his  best  to f i n i sh  the h e m .

When he f i n i s h e d  He l e n  was t a l k i n g  about  her boy
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f r i end,  Mi ke ,  and how he a c t e d  at the d a n c e  wi th that  
mys t e r y  g i r l .  " "Mike sure n o t i c e d  her t e x t u r e d  s t o c k i ng s .  
She should ha v e  b e e n  told she c o u l d n ' t  wear a dress that  
shor t . "  "I ha v e  to a d mi t  she was pre t t y  and coul d  d a nc e  
w e l l . "  "I don' t  know i f  she was so pre t t y ,  and a l l  she did 
was shake her body a l l  o v e r . "  "Wel l  a l l  the boys l i k e d  
i t ,  t hat ' s  for sure." "Maybe we shoul d t ake  your h a n d 
some br o t he r ,  Jack,  a l o n g .  He w i l l  win her over and 
then she w i l l  l e a v e  our men a l o n e . "  "Handsome? You 
me an si ssy d o n ’t you?" Said He l e n  as she s tood ne x t  to 
J a c k .  "He would pr’obab l y  f a i n t  i f  a s e xy  dame  l ike that  
e v e n  l o o ke d  at h i m . "  Jack f l us hed  a g a i n .  "Bes i des ,  he  
would pr obabl y  rather  s tay h o m e  and wear my bl ue  p a n t i e s

He be gan  to l e a v e  when she s t opped hi m and had hi m  
he l p  her i n t o  her f re s h l y  pressed dress .  He z i p p e d  i t  up 
bn her and she w h e e l e d  around and s e i z e d  h i m,  p i n n i n g  
h i m  a g a i n s t  the w a l l .  Her pret t y  f a c e  was c l o s e  to h i m  
when she said she want ed to see  how he c o u l d  l ook  in 
l i p s t i c k .  He began to s t r ugg l e  but was s t opped by a 
s t i n g i n g  slap on the f a c e .  Al l  the g i r l s  c r owde d around  
w h i l e  He l e n  pa i n t e d  hi s  l ips  red.  The y  burst i n t o  an 
a n i ma t e d  response  when t hey  s t e ppe d  back to l o o k .  "My  
he is p r e t t y .  Does  she eve r  go out  at ni ght ?"

F i n a l l y  t hey  hurr i ed around p i c k i n g  up t he i r  purses  
and c o a t s .  He l e n  g a v e  the bl ue  p a n t i e s  to Jack and they  
b r e e z e d  out  the door in a f i t  of  l a u g h t e r  on t he i r  way  
to the d a n c e .  Jack l o c k e d  the door to k e e p  out  the  
l a u g h t e r .  He was upset  but knew he had hi s  own way to 
ge t  e v e n .  He p i c k e d  up the p a n t i e s  from where  t hey  had  
dropped and wa l ke d  over  to the f u l l  l e n g t h  mirror in 
He l e n ' s  r oom.  He undressed q u i c k l y  and s t e ppe d  i nt o  the  
bl ue  nyl on and l a c e .  His l i ps  l o o k e d  nat ura l  wi th l i p s t i c k  
but he d i d n ’t l i k e  that  s h a d e .  He sat at H e l e n ' s  v a n i t y  
and with an e x p e r t  hand t rans f ormed his s i s s yne s s  i n t o  a 
g l a mo r o us  f e m i n i n e  f a c e .  He s tood be f ore  the mirror  
ag a i n  then p i c k e d  up hi s  c l o t h e s  and hurr i ed i n t o  hi s  room

From var i ous  h i d d e n  p l a c e s  he brought  out  a bra,  
s t o c k i n g s ,  a s l i p ,  h e e l s ,  wi g  and dress .  He had j e w e l r y  
and p e r f ume  to put in hi s  purs e .  Wi thout  much t r o u b l e ,  
he was dressed and had his wi g  in p l a c e .  He c o m b e d  i t  
c a r e f u l l y  to make  sure i t  was arranged as f e m i n i n e l y  as 
p o s s i b l e .  It gave  h i m a t h r i l l  to hear  hi s  s p i ke  h e e l s  
c l i c k i n g  around the f l o o r .  He went  back i n t o  H e l e n ' s  room
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to s ee  h i m s e l f  in front  of  the f u l l  l e n g t h  mirror a g a i n .
He was mos t  na t ur a l  in h e e l s .  The y  never  e v e n  bot hered  
h i m when he was d a n c i n g  any of  the new d a n c e s .  His 
t e x t u r e d  s t o c k i n g s  were  wr i nk l e  f r e e .  His dress was  
short ,  but  then i t  was d e s i g n e d  to be worn short .  The  
net  and l a c e  were  p l a c e d  to r e v e a l  the b l a c k  sat i n  s l ip  
und e r n e a t h  i t .  The  l i g h t  c a u g h t  i t ' s  s h i mme r  and gl oss  
b e a u t i f u l l y .  His f a c e  and hair  were  p e r f e c t .  Now a l l  
he had to do was p a i n t  his  n a i l s  and he c o u l d  l e a v e  for 
the d a n c e .  Af ter  a l l ,  he d i d n ' t  want  to di | sappoi nt  He l e n ,  
J a ne t  and S h e i l a  and not  s t e a l  the men away when he 
arr i ved as the  mystery g i r l .

THE END
LYDIA JACKSON

"Wel l ,  Capt a i n  C a r l s o n ,  in t h a t ,  ah-----u n i f o r m - “
you s h o u l d  be a b l e  t o  g e t  i n t o  t he  enemy t e r r i 
t o r y  a l l  r i g h t ----- i f  you can g e t  p a s t  our own
p a t r o l s  t h a t  i s .  But dont  f o r g e t  t he  r u l e s  
about  ah— f r a t e r n i z i n g  wi t h  t he  enemy."

®
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by Beatrice Carter (33-B-2)FPE
^  For any kind of  a trip or v a c a t i o n ,  mos t  p e o p l e  c an  

say that  more  than h a l f  the fun is g e t t i n g  ready  for i t .  
And this  is u n e q u i v o c a l l y  true for a TV.  E v e r y o n e  has  
some  kind of  work to do,  e v e n  i f  i t  c o n s i s t s  of  c l i p p i n g  
coupons ,  and in the cour s e  of  human e v e n t s ,  we h a v e  
known l i m i t a t i o n s  of  t i m e  and m o n e y .  But for that  
o n c e - a - y e a r  bi g  one ,  p l a n n i n g  is and must  be a maj or  
i t e m ,  c o n s e q u e n t l y  i t  was e a r l y  in Apr i l  that  I b e g a n  to 
think about  what  to do,  where  to go and a b o v e  a l l ,  what  
to wear for a trip to the Wor l d’s Fair  in m i d - s u m m e r  of  
1964.

Li v i ng  about  800 m i l e s  from the grea t  m e t r o p o l i s  of  
New York Ci ty  in a much s m a l l e r  c i t y ,  I knew that  what  
the wo me n  were  w e a r i n g  and how t he y  were  we a r i n g  the i r  
c l o t h e s  woul d be an a l l  i m p o r t a n t  i t e m  in i n f l u e n c i n g  
my own s e l e c t i o n  of  war dr obe .  T h e r e f o r e ,  I b e g a n  sub
s c r i b i n g  to d a i l y  New York papers  and m a g a z i n e s  to b e t t e r  
study the f a s h i o n  p i c t u r e .  I added to thi s ,  a l l  the i n 
f o r ma t i o n  I c o u l d  of the Fair p u b l i c i t y .  Gr a dua l l y  there  
b e g a n  to e m e r g e  a p a t t e r n  whi c h  proved e x t r e m e l y  s u c c e s 
s f u l .

For a l ong  t i m e ,  I have  f o l l o w e d  a b a s i c  c o l o r  c h o i c e -  
bl ues  and browns - in my own c l o t h i n g  and h a v e  a m p l e  
a c c e s s o r i e s  to a u g m e n t  such a c o s t u m e  c o l o r .  But I did  
need some new t h i n g s .  Thi s  m e a n t  dres ses ,  s i n c e  unde r 
p i nni ngs  r e m a i n e d  the s ame  year  in and ye ar  out .  The  
f i rst  i t e m  s e l e c t e d  was a new s u i t .  Thi s  was a ' t h r e e  
p i e c e  l i n e n  in brown and w h i t e ,  s t r a i g h t  skirt ,  j e w e l  
neck  s l e e v e l e s s  top and Ch a n e l  j a c k e t  wi t h a d e s i g n  e m -



br o i d e r e d  to p i c k  up the c o l o r  of  the ski r t .  Thi s  provi ded  
me wi th 3 - 1 / 2  or 4 o ut f i t s  by the s i m p l e  a d d i t i o n  of a 
s e c o nd  b l ous e  to use wi th the skirt  onl y  for c o s t u me  #2,  
a d i c k e y  to use wi th the j a c k e t  and skirt  for c o s t u me  #3 
and the j a c k e t  to go wi th anot her  brown dress for out f i t  
# 4 .  The  sui t  i t s e l f ,  b e i n g  o u t f i t  #1 was dressy enough for 
di nner  or t h e a t r e .  Ne x t  I s e l e c t e d  a new b a s i c  sh i r t wai s t  
dress  in b l ue  and wh i t e  in c o t t o n ,  s u i t a b l e  for d a y t i m e  
wear  and s h o p p i n g .  Thi s  was a l so  ea s y  to put  on and take  
of f ,  e s p e c i a l l y  in the c r a mp e d  f i t t i n g  rooms of  the dress  
shops,  b e c a u s e  I p l a n n e d  on b u y i n g  anot her  dress or two 
w h i l e  in the c i t y .  Al so ,  I bought  a l a c e  di nner  dress in 
p a l e  b l ue ,  s t r a i ght  skirt ,  l o ng  s l e e v e ,  j e w e l  neck top,  
for the d r e s s i e s t  o c c a s i o n s .  Sat i n  e v e n i n g  s l i ppers  and 
c l u t c h  to ma t c h  were  to be bought  in the c i t y .  The s e  
a l o n g  wi th my r e gu l ar  wardrobe  gave  me 8 i t e ms ,  p r o v i 
d i ng  me wi th no more  than 3 we ar i ngs  of e a c h  and not h i ng  
woul d h a v e  to be c l e a n e d  or pressed w h i l e  away from home

Ne x t ,  c a m e  the a l l  i mp o r t a n t  i t e m  of b e c o m i n g  
f a m i l i a r  wi t h e a c h  new t h i ng ,  for I, a l o n g  wi th many an
other  wo ma n,  never  wear a dress wi t ho ut  f i rst  t ry i ng  i t  
out  around the house  to see  how i t  f i t s  and m o v e s .  At 
thi s  t i m e ,  I c o u l d  al so  d e c i d e  on the a c c e s s o r i e s  to wear  
wi t h e a c h  and not  end up wi th mis  - m a t c h i n g  shoes  and 
bag  and g l o v e s  or s c a r f .  I made  up for e a c h ,  a 3 x 5 
card n o t i n g  what  went  bes t  wi th e a c h  and a t t a c h e d  the  
card to the  hanger  for that  g a r m e n t .  Then I c oul d  be 
sure I had e v e r y t h i n g  . Al so  I c o m p i l e d  a g e n e r a l  want  
l i s t  for the mont hs  ahead- and e a c h  i t e m  was w e i g h e d  for 
s u i t a b i l i t y  and l o n g  l i f e .  The  months  of Apri l ,  May,  and 
June passed a l l  to q u i c k l y  and a l mo s t  be f or e  I knew i t ,
Jul y  1st r o l l e d  around and I found m y s e l f  r i d i ng  the long  
800 m i l e s ,  b e c a u s e ,  very e a r l y ,  she d e c i d e d  that  t r ave l  
was too  hard on c l o t h e s  and hai r ,  so i t  was my l ong  s u f f e 
r ing brother  who supported the e n t e r p r i s e  who did a l l  the 
t r a v e l i n g .

Ar r i v i ng  in the c i t y ,  I went  d i r e c t l y  to the h o t e l ,  
r e g i s t e r e d  and tol d the ma n a g e r  that  I was go i ng  to i m 
p e r s o n a t e .  " Who c a r e s ? ” he r e p l i e d ,  so upstai rs  I went  
to rest  up, c h e c k  a l l  bags  for p o s s i b l e  d a ma g e  to c o n 
t ent s  whi c h  c a m e  thru p e r f e c t l y  and then began  the pro-
c es s  of  p u t t i n g  Him a w a y .  The  dress bag was opened ,  
c l o t h e s  hung up and t h e n  i n t o  the bag went  e very  s t i t ch
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of  hi s ,  so that  onl y  her t h i ngs  r e m a i n e d  v i s i b l e .  M a k e 
up was put  on the v a n i t y ,  shoes  b e n e a t h  the bed and a c 
c e s s o r i e s  l a i d  c a r e f u l l y  in the bur e au .  Th e n  b e g a n  the  
joy of  p u t t i n g  on Her t h i n g s .  ":skin out ,  to the ' skin of  
her t e e t h * ” . N a i l s ,  hai r ,  f a c e ,  and f i n a l l y  p o p p i n g  a 
dress over  my head,  c h e c k i n g  the c o n t e n t s  of  my h a n d 
bag,  I went  downs t a i r s  to the  desk., l a i d  the key  down,  
pat t ed  my hair  and said to the m a n a g e r  - ” Wel l ,  how do 
I l o o k ? ” He l o o k e d  up,  paus e d ,  t hen down at  the key ,  
then up at  me  and s a i d : ”E- r r - r -  M a ’am,  I ' er ' er  me a n  
S . . r , I me a n  Ma ' a m,  y o u ' l l  d o . ” So out  I wa l k e d ,  f ree  
as a bird,  a l ady  bird,  that  i s ,  to b e g i n  to s ee  the s i ght s  
of  the t own.  A good m e a l  at a n i c e  nearby  r e s t aur ant  
put  me  in f i n e  f e t t l e  for a l o v e l y  s t r o l l  over  to Fi f th A v e .  
and up to Radio Ci t y ,  e n j o y i n g  the u l t r a f a s h i o n a b l e  s tore  
wi ndows  as I w e n t .  The  rest  of  the a f t e r n o o n  was s pent  
in s i g h t s e e i n g  in the huge  R o c k e f e l l e r  c o m p l e x .  No one  
e s p e c i a l l y  n o t i c e d  the  m o u s e y ,  o l d i s h  l ady  as she wan d e r e d  
about ,  and in so d o i ng ,  g a v e  her a v o t e  of  c o n f i d e n c e .

The  n e x t  day,  br i ght  and e a r l y  wi t h  a good b r e a k 
fast  under my g i r d l e  and a h a n d b a g  and c a m e r a  on my arm,  
I h e a d e d  for the Fai r .  A 15 m i n u t e  r i de  on the subway to 
the ma i n  e n t r a n c e  showed the  vas t  p a n o r a ma  of  the gr e a t  
World' s  Fair of  1964.  Every i m a g i n a b l e  c o l o r ,  shape  and 
de s i g n  g r e e t e d  my e y e s .  It took at l e a s t  an hour to b e 
c o m e  o r i e n t e d  and to b e g i n  to f o l l o w  the g u i d e  book.
First  to the House of  Good Ta s t e  P a v i l l i o n  where  e v e r y  
ho me  ma k i n g  aid one  c o u l d  th i nk of  was p r e s e n t e d  as 
w e l l  as l i t e r a l l y  hundreds  of  new i d e a s  c a l c u l a t e d  to e n 
h a n c e  h o me  l i v i n g .  T a k i n g  c a r e  to f o l l o w  the g e n e r a l  
l e a n i n g  of  other  w o m e n ,  i t  was n' t  at a l l  d i f f i c u l t  to pass  
by the m a r v e l s  of  s c i e n c e  and very c o m p l i c a t e d  e x h i b i t s  
in whi c h  mere  me n  were  i n t e r e s t e d  and spend e v e r y  p o s 
s i b l e  mi n u t e  in the b e t t e r  l i v i n g  e x h i b i t s .  Al l  t o g e t h e r ,  
most  e n j o y a b l e .  Ne x t ,  to the Be l l  T e l e p h o n e  P a v i l l i o n  
where  the ma r v e l s  of  c o m m u n i c a t i o n  were  e x p l a i n e d ,  so 
that  e v e n  a ga l  c o u l d  unders t and t h e m .  T h e n c e  to the  
Miss C l a i r o l  show,  where  the  "Ma g i c  Mirrors" a l l o w e d  
me to see  my r e f l e c t i o n  wi t h  e v e r y  i m a g i n a b l e  hai r  c o l o r .
I had just  about  d e c i d e d  that  I 'd l o o k  15 years  y o u n g e r  
as a b l o n d e ,  but  at the l a s t  m i n u t e  c h e c k  out .  . So,  to 
a snack bar for s o m e t h i n g  to eat  and a rest  on one  of  the  
many b e n c h e s  s c a t t e r e d  a b o u t .  C h a t t i n g  wi t h  ot her  
wo me n  d o i n g  the s a me  t h i n g  brought  out  the  i d e n t i c a l
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CRY: "Oh, my poor a c h i n g  f e e t . "  F i n a l l y ,  as the  day  
and e v e n i n g  wore on,  there  was p r e s e n t e d  the e x t r e m e l y  
f i ne  d i s p l a y  of  f i r eworks ,  a f t er  whi c h  I we nde d  my way  
back  to the c i t y  by subway and a b i g  s t eak dinner be f ore  
g o i n g  to my h o t e l  where  a l l  I c o u l d  do was to f l op ,  ki ck  
of f  my shoes  and w i g g l e  my t o e s .  At l e a s t  I l e a r ne d  one  
t h i ng  that  f i rs t  day .  Don ' t  go,  i f  you c a n ' t  wal k ALL 
day .  I t ' s  s i m p l y  m i l e s  on hot ,  hot  p a v e m e n t s .  Huge is 
a poor word.  I t ' s  vas t .

But I r e c o v e r e d  over  n i ght  and the ne x t  day s tarted  
out on a s h o p p i n g  s pr e e .  To one d e p a r t me n t  store af t er  
anot her  h u n t i n g  s ome  s p e c i a l  a c c e s s o r i e s ,  as w e l l  as 
g o i n g  thru mos t  of the dress  racks  in my s i z e .  'Twas  a 
p l e a s u r e  i n d e e d  to s e e  so many  b e a u t i f u l  thi ngs ,  f i nger  
t hem and try on a f ew,  in an e n d e a v o r  to f ind the p e r f e c t  
g a r m e n t .  Not  too  s u c c e s s f u l .  But I did f ind and bought  
a l o v e l y  whi t e  c h i f f o n  s t o l e  and a p e r f e c t l y  b e a u t i f u l  
wh i t e  e v e n i n g  c l u t c h  o r n a me n t e d  wi th gold e m b r o i d e r y .  
Rather l a t e  in the day,  I went  to a shoe store that  s p e c i 
a l i z e d  in l a r g e  s i z e s  and bought  a rea l  s l i nky  pair  of  
wh i t e  s l i n g - b a c k  shoes ,  wi th m i d - h i g h  h e e l ,  b e c a u s e  I 
had l e a r n e d  l o n g  ago that  one ' s  f e e t  s w e l l  c o n s i d e r a b l y  
duri ng the day and that  shoes  bought  in the mor n i ng  a l 
ways  p i n c h e d ,  w h i l e  shoes  bought  l a t e  in the day f i t t e d  
p e r f e c t l y .  So,  very s a t i s f i e d  wi th my purchas es  and 
c l u t c h i n g  a l l  my p a c k a g e s ,  I rode the bus back to the  
h o t e l  ready for a rest  and a h a l f  hour nap.  It ' s  a l ways  a 
d e l i g h t  to open your purchas es  af t er  s hoppi ng  and I had 
about  an hours fun t ry i ng  the scar f  wi th thi s  and that  
o u t f i t  and a l so  broke in the new s hoe s .  Thus,  l a t i s h ,  I 
c h a n g e d  and went  to di nner  and then to the Radio Ci ty  
Musi c  Ha l l  where  the show was,  as a l ways ,  e x c e l l e n t .

The  f o l l o w i n g  day was spent  in the art mus eum where  
one of  the wor l d ' s  great  c o l l e c t i o n  took one ' s  breath away.  
Al l  very b e a u t i f u l .  That  e v e n i n g  I v i s i t e d  a most  c h a r 
mi n g  TV c o u p l e  where  the d i s t a f f  s ide  a i ded  and abe t t e d  
the e n t e r p r i z e .  In f a c t ,  he was so darned good that  I 
f e l t  l i k e  the ug l y  d u c k l i n g .  A f i ne  e v e n i n g  of good food 
and l o t s  of  t a l k ,  so n e c e s s a r y  for one TV to ano t he r .  
Fi nd i ng  i t  g r owi ng  qu i t e  l a t e ,  I had to t ake  my l e a v e  and 
not  t rus t i ng  the subways  at the l a t e  hour,  I h a i l e d  a cab  
at t he i r  f ront  door whi c h  brought  me back safe  and sound», 
to do my ni ght ! :  chore  o: wa s h i n g  undert hi ngs  and ba t h i ng
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bef ore  po ppi ng  on a r ea l  l a c e y  n i g h t i e  to s l e e p  the s l e e p  
of  p e a c e  and h a p p i n e s s .

It ' s  s i mp l y  wo nde r f u l  to wake  up l a t e  in the mo r n i n g ,  
f o i l  about  in the bed wi th h a l f  open e y e s  and s moke  the  
f irst  c i g a r e t t e  of  the day .  And to ma k e  i t  e v e n  b e t t e r ,
I c a l l e d  room s e r v i c e ,  ordered br e a kf a s t ,  t o u c h e d  up my 
f a c e  and put on hair  and bed j a c k e t  and got  back i n t o  
bed.  Short l y ,  the w a i t e r  k n o c k e d  at the door wi th the  
very n i c e s t  tray one c o u l d  i m a g i n e ,  e n t e r e d  and set  the  
tray across  my lap on the bed and I saw lot s  and l ot s  of  
good hot  c o f f e e ,  plus  a b i g  b r e a k f a s t  and the mo r n i ng  
pape r .  Oh, i t  t a s t ed  so g o o d .  Fi t  for a que e n  and q ue e n  
I was i n d e e d .  I g l o r i e d  in i t .  F i n a l l y ,  "enough of  thi s",  
I said to m y s e l f ,  got  up and p r o c e e d e d  to put  on ' the  
works*.  Wore my new t hree  p i e c e  sui t ,  g a v e  a f i n a l  pat  
to my hair  and wa l ke d  wes t  to Broadway and the t he a t r e  
where  I saw Sir Al e c  Gui ness  in Dy l a n .  A t h o r o u g h l y  e n 
j o y a b l e  p l a y .  The  onl y  t h i ng  that  bo t he r e d  me was that  
I saw three  other wo me n  wi th a l mo s t  i d e n t i c a l  sui t s  on,  
and t hey l o o k e d  at me ,  just  as I l o o k e d  at t h e m,  but I 
rested back in as s ur anc e  that  at l e a s t  I was runni ng  wi th  
the herd.  I t ’s far b e t t e r  to be a ' l o o k - a l i k e '  than the  
' one and o n l y ' .  At i n t e r m i s s i o n ,  I went  out  in the l obby  
for a s moke  and c h a t t e d  wi th two ot her  wo me n  who,  l i k e  
my s e l f ,  had no e s c o r t s .  But when the  p l ay  was over  and 
e v e r y b o d y  s tar ted out ,  we found i t  po ur i ng  down rai n.  
Unabl e  to ge t  a cab,  a l l  I c o u l d  do was to put  my f o l d i n g  
rain bonnet  over my hair  and wal k  up the s t r e e t  as s e 
d a t e l y  as I c o u l d ,  e v e n  t hough hurry i ng ,  r e m e m b e r i n g  
that  a l ady never  runs and l e t t i n g  the e l e m e n t s  ma ke  a 
mess  of  my c l o t h e s .  Back to the saf e  h a v e n  of  the h o t e l ,
I had to c h a n g e  a l mo s t  e v e r y t h i n g  I had on.  Ta l k  about  
gal s  h a v i n g  to ' t a ke  i t*.  I t ook i t .  With no l e t  up in 
s i ght  from the rain,  I ate  a b i t e  and just  read a f a s h i o n  
m a g a z i n e  for the e v e n i n g .

Day af t er  day passed in a k a l e i d o s c o p e  of  m e m o r i e s .  
To the Fair 4 or 5 t i me s ,  the t h e a t r e ,  tne m o v i e s ,  the  
mus e ums  and s hoppi ng  c o n s t i t u t e d  major  a c t i v i t i e s .  There  
was v i s i t i n g  others  in the c i t y  whom I knew,  s ome  of  
t hem TV' s ,  s ome  not .  One day I was in the b e a u t y  par
lor whi ch s p e c i a l i z e d  in w i g - d o ' s  to ge t  a c o m b i n g  and 
se t .  Whi l e  w a i t i n g  my turn,  anot her  wo ma n s tarted to 
chat  and af ter  15 mi n u t e s  or so,  s a i d : "is that  a wi g ,  i t
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sure dose  n ’t l o o k  l i k e  one?" I ans wered  "yes ,  but I 'm 
very  s e n s a t i v e  about  i t ,  " and l e t  her thi nk what  she  
w i s h e d .  Anot her  t i m e  I went  to Was hi ngt on  Square to 
hear  the f o l k  s i n g i n g  of  a Sunday a f t e r n o o n .  Wal ki ng  
over  to a b e nc h ,  I passed t hr e e  wo me n  s i t t i n g  nearby  
and heard one say to the others :  " l ook t he r e !  What  
w o u l d n ' t  I g i v e  for her f i g u r e " ,  m e a n i n g  poor l i t t l e  me .
I c o u l d n ' t  h e l p  but  s m i l e ,  ' twas  a l l  pure foam rubber.
Later t hat  s a me  day I found an out door  c a f e  in the V i l l a g e  
where  I had s o m e t h i n g  to e a t .  Ch a t t i n g  wi th the owner,
I was i n v i t e d  to c o m e  down at n i g h t  when I cou l d  see a l l  
sorts of  odd p e o p l e  pass  by .  Later in the we e k  I did just  
t hat ,  jus t  to wa t c h  the p a s s i ng  p a r a d e .  Sat  a l o n e  at a 
t a b l e  when a be ar de d  y oung  buck wa l ke d  up to my t a b l e  
and w i t h o u t  so much as a hye  your l e a v e ,  sat down op
p o s i t e  m e .  S u g g e s t e d  that  he gu i d e  me s i g h t s e e i n g .
F i r ml y  I to l d h i m that  I was n' t  b u d g i n g  from the spot .  
D i d n ' t  e v e n  o f f er  h i m a c i g a r e t t e  or a cup of c o f f e e  or 
a dr i nk.  It was qu i t e  c l e a r  that  he e x p e c t e d  me to pay 
a l l  the tab,  plus  a t ip for h i m .  When I d i d n ’ t f a l l  for 
his  p l an ,  he got  up in a huf f  and wa l ke d  of f  sure l y  t h i nki ng  
I was a r ea l  corny  s quar e .  Let hi m think what  he wi s h e d .
I c o u l d  car e  l e s s .  I was d e t e r m i n e d  to stay out  of  t r oub l e .

An o t h e r  n i g ht  I had gone  to the m o v i e s ,  c a m e  out  
about  e l e v e n i s h ,  w a l k e d  up the  s t ree t  for a b i t e  to ea t  
and was c o n f r o n t e d  wi th two punks who wa l ke d  d e t e r 
m i n e d l y  toward the old d a m e .  Before  they r e a c h e d  me .  
the  p r o p i e t e r  of  the re s t aurant  shood t hem o f f .  They  
t hen  went  across  the s t r e e t  to "wai t  for the i r  mark".  
F o r t u n a t e l y  w h i l e  I was e a t i n g  a c o u p l e  c a m e  in and sat  
down b e s i d e  me  at the  c o u n t e r .  I spoke  to her and said 
I was f r i g h t e n e d ,  c o u l d  I wal k out  wi th t hem and get  a 
c a b .  Th e y  said yes ,  so out  we went  t o g e t h e r ,  I i n t o  a 
cab and back to the h o t e l  wi t h o u t  i n c i d e n t .  At f i rst  I 
was f r i g h t e n e d ,  then I got  mad and was just  about  d e t e r 
mi n e d  to t ake  o f f  my p r e t t i e s ,  go back as Him and s e t t l e  
the s c or e ,  but  good sens e  p r e v a i l e d .  Af ter  a l l ,  I r eas oned ,  
t he y  p r o ba b l y  had s wi t c h  k n i v e s  or a gun and who would  
w i n .

Looki ng  at the e n t i r e  t i m e  in r e t r o s p e c t ,  I can only  
say i t  was f a b u l o u s .  P e r f e c t .  It got  b e t t e r  e a c h  day.
' Ti s  true that  I did n o t h i n g  e x c i t i n g ,  saw no " h o o c h i e -  
k o o c h i e "  shows,  did not  go i n t o  a s i n g l e  bar a l o n e ,  only
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had two di nner  dat e s  wi th o b l i g i n g  TV f r i ends ,  but  I 
l o v e d  i t .  Would go back t omorrow i f  I had the t i me  and 
mo n e y ,  but w i l l  have  to wa i t  for ne x t  y e a r .  A TV n e 
c e s s a r i l y  l e ads  a l o n e l y  l i f e .  First  of  a l l ,  your f r i ends  
are worki ng  duri ng the day and for the mos t  part  absorbed  
with thei r  own l i v e s  at n i g h t .  Ne x t ,  there  i s n ' t  a party  
e v e r y  n i g h t .  Next ,  t h e r e ’s the  p r o b l e m of  e s c o r t s ,  i t ' s  
not much ki ck for h i m,  w h i l e  y o u ’re h a v i n g  a b a l l .  He 
i s n ’t .  Then,  y o u ’re l i m i t e d  in where  and when you can  
go a l o n e .  Th e r e ' s  a l wa y s  the p o s s i b l e  c h a n c e  that  s ome  
guy w i l l  bot her  you,  If  he does  and you f i ght ,  i t  g i v e s  
the show a wa y .  If  you do n ' t ,  who wants  to be coy  wi th  
a man.

TVi ng  is a s a t i s f a c t i o n  wi t h i n  i t s e l f .  I t ' s  a s k i n g  the  
world to r e c e i v e  you as you wish to be r e c e i v e d .  Yo u ' v e  
got  to think l i k e  a woman,  do onl y  the th i ngs  they do,  
when and where  t hey  do t he m,  but t h e r e ’s n o t h i n g  l i k e  
i t  on e a r t h .  Be a u t i f u l ,  s a t i s f y i n g ,  e x p r e s s i v e  and part  
of your very* b e i n g  is i t ’s sum and t o t a l .

Could I g i v e  up? No.  A thousand t i m e s  no .

How l ong  be f or e  anot her  Wo r l d ’s Fair t r ip? 324 days ,  
six hours and ni ne  r ; i nures .

& & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & & &
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Dear Virginia. -

I am w r i t i n g  this  from Zagreb ,  Y u g o s l a v i a .  I have  
n o t h i n g  p a r t i c u l a r l y  s t a g g e r i n g  to t e l l  you and the rest  
of  the g i r l s ,  but t here  are t i me s  when s o m e t h i n g  in the  
s t ree t s  of  Y u g o s l a v i a  w i l l  r emi nd me  of  the arbi trary  
d e f i n i t i o n s  a t t a c h e d  to c e r t a i n  b e h a v i o r ,  and r e l a t i v e  
p o s i t i o n s  i n s i s t e d  upon by those  who h a v e  t r a v e l e d  no 
far ther  than t he i r  s hadows ,  that  I am struck by the absurd 
d i f f i c u l t i e s  we wo me n  must  put  up wi th to expres s  not hi ng  
more than our own f e m i n i n i t y  in our own ways  in our own 
t owns .

My f i rst  stop in thi s  c ount r y  was in the c i t y  of 
Ri j eka ,  the l a r g e s t  Y u g o s l a v i a n  s e a p o r t .  In my not es ,  I 
h a v e  the f o l l o w i n g  few s e n t e n c e s  about  the wome n  ( GG’s) 
in thi s  c i t y :

"The wo me n  are broad and very a t t r a c t i v e .  They  
are not  the thin whi sps  of  ma n u f a c t u r e d  f e m i n i n i t y  
but rather  w h o l e s o m e  and h a n d s o me ,  wi th dark 
e x p r e s s i v e  e y e s  and mat ure  f a c e s .

Al t ho ug h  wo me n  do a l l  kinds of  work,  the  
man is o b v i o u s l y  the "boss",  and the woman is 
to be p a t i e n t  and tend to hi s  needs  and de s i r e s .

Anot her  f e a t u r e  of the wo me n  is the i r  short  
h a i r .  Many of them ( perhaps  o n e - f o r t h )  have  it  
out just  s l i g h t l y  l onge r  than a m a n ' s .  Even the 
c h i l d r e n  h a v e  this  s t y l e .  It s o m e t i m e s  seems  as 
i f  the y o u n g  boys  are dressed as g i r l s ,  and men  
wal k the s t ree t s  as w o m e n . "

Perhaps  thi s  l as t  s e n t e n c e  is a c as e  of wi s hf u l  
t h i n k i n g .  But i t  is the s p e c t a c l e  of  wome n  who,  in Yugo
s l a v i a ,  wear very l i t t l e  m a k e - u p  (and most  l i p s t i c k  is 
p a l e ) ,  cut  the i r  hair  short ,  and ha v e  t h i ck ,  s trong l egs ,

(62)
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whi ch makes  me pause  and wonder  for the ni ne  hundredt h  
t i me  why I, for e x a m p l e ,  c a n ' t  see  f i t  to show o f f  a d e 
c e n t  pair  of  l e g s  in a f l a t t e r i n g  pair  of  s t o c k i n g s ,  b e 
neat h  a s ma r t l y  t a i l o r e d  skirt  and b l ous e  wi th my hair  
brushed in a ne a t ,  c l e a n  s t y l e ,  and my f a c e  scrubbed  
c l e a n  and t hen worked wi th s ubt l e  and e v e r  so c o m p l i 
me nt a r y  c o l o r s ,  w i t h o u t  the  p o l i c e  rushi ng up to grab 
me,  and the crowds  s h o u t i n g ,  "per ve r t ,  m e n a c e ” ? The y  
fear  - not  the "fact" - but a p o t e n t i a l  t he y  i m a g i n e  w i l l  
e x i s t ,  I woul d  be c l e a n e r ,  l o v e l i e r ,  more  g r a c e f u l ,  more  
c h e e r f u l  than mos t  of  the p e a s a n t  wo me n  in from the  
count ry  to buy and s e l l  at the m a r k e t .  And y e t ,  b e f or e  
I got  two b l o c ks  ( un l e s s  I was e s p e c i a l l y  s k i l l f u l  that  
day) ,  the "s candal " woul d be s hout e d ,  and I (and my  
s i s t ers )  woul d be h a u l e d  of f  to f a c e  how many count s  of  
"publ i c  d i s o r d e r ” . Di sorder?  We s p e c i a l  wo me n  are s o me  
of  the few who a c t i v e l y  want  to p r e s e r v e  order,  or i f  not  
pres erve  i t ,  then at l e a s t  i n i t i a t e  i t .

But you ha v e  said thi s  a l l  b e f o r e ,  and b e t t e r  than I 
h a v e .  It ' s  the f rus t rat i on  and my own pe r s o n a l  " d i s o r d e r ” 
whi ch makes  me l o s e  the p a t i e n c e  my f e m m e s e l f  has  
tr i ed so hard to t e a c h  me .

I am in Zagreb now,  and the s t y l e  of  the w o me n  is 
qu i t e  d i f f e r e n t  from what  i t  is in Ri j e k a .  They  are more  
c o n s c i o u s  of  f a s h i o n ,  e v e n  though the m a t e r i a l s  are not  very  
good,  and c o s m e t i c s  are hard to f ind that  are any b e t t e r  
than a d i m e - s t o r e  q u a l i t y .  There  are f a s h i o n  m a g a z i n e s  
from Paris and I t a l y ,  and Y u g o s l a v i a  i t s e l f  p u b l i s h e s  b e 
t we e n  6 and 10 i s sues  g i v e n  over to c l o t h e s  and b e a u t y  
care  and hair  s t y l e s .  What the wo me n  c a n n o t  do wi th  
the i r  c l o t h e s  or the i r  f a c e s ,  t hey  do wi th the i r  h a i r .  As 
a resul t  the wo me n  in Zagreb h a v e  a gr e a t  v a r i e t y  of  hair  
s t y l e s ,  and many  of t hem use c o l o r ,  r i nse ,  and t i n t .  It 
is d i f f i c u l t  for t hem to l e a v e  the c o unt r y ,  but  when t hey  
do t hey c o m e  back l o a d e d  wi th m a t e r i a l ,  shoes ,  c o s m e t i c s ,  
and a c e r t a i n  f l a i r  from the n e i g h b o r i n g  c o u n t r i e s  of  
Austr i a ,  I t a l y ,  France  and Ge r ma n y .

Perhaps  when I ge t  to a c ount r y  whose  l a n g u a g e  I know 
I w i l l  be a b l e  to g i v e  you and the g i r l s  more  t horough i n 
f o r ma t i o n  on the  wo me n  and w o m e n - m e n .  ,

My regards  to the gang  at TRANSVESTIA and F e m m e -  
Mirror.  Yours,  Va ne s s a
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Dear Vi r g i n i a :

Duri ng the c o n s i d e r a b l e  t i m e  in whi ch  I ha v e  been  
a TV,  I h a v e  never  t hought  to expres s  any p h i l o s o p h y  
of  l i f e  or to e x p l a i n  my t e n d e n c i e s .  Thi s  is b e c a u s e  my 
b e h a v i o r  has s e e m e d  so nat ura l  to m y s e l f  that  I found no 
n e c e s s i t y  for " e x p l a n a t i o n " .

In numerous  parts  of  O c e a n i a ,  the men wear earr i ngs  
or n e c k l a c e s  and in the s o c i e t i e s  of  the P a c i f i c  a l l  the  
bri ght  p l u m a g e  is a f f e c t e d  by the me n .  In many  parts  
of  Af r i c a ,  d a n c i n g  is the p e r o g a t i v e  of  the m a l e s  who 
are g a i l y  d e c o r a t e d  wi th f e a t h e r s ,  powder  and pa i n t .  In 
s o me  Or i e n t a l  areas  the two s e x e s  dress about  a l i k e .  Most  
p r i m i t i v e  s o c i e t i e s  are not ed for the art i s t ry  of  the ma l e s  
whi c h  c o v e r s  j e w e l r y  and a r t i c l e s  of  c l o t h i n g .

Western men on the  other  hand,  are a hard d r i v i ng  
c o m p e t i t o r  who wants  to bui l d  br i dges  and r ocke t s .  He 
has no t i m e  for f r i l l s .  Once  in a w h i l e  he r e l a x e s  as in 
the  e a r l y  1 7 0 0 ‘s when European men were  a d d i c t e d  to 
l a c e s ,  p e r f u me ,  r i bbons  and wi g s .  Mor e ove r ,  Western  
c i v i l i z a t i o n  in i t ’s de s i r e  to e x p l a i n  e v e r y t h i n g  to s y 
s t e m a t i z e  e v e r y t h i n g ,  p l a c e s  us a l l  in c a t e g o r i e s .  If 
you are an A m e r i c a n  ma l e  of  a c e r t a i n  age ,  in a c e r t a i n  
e c o n o m i c  b r a c k e t ,  you are supposed to ac t  in a c e r t a i n  
way and dress in a pr e s c r i b e d  f a s h i o n .

F i n a l l y ,  thi s  a t t e m p t  to p l a c e  e v e r y o n e  in a be ha v i o r  
s t r a i t - j  a c k e t  is a c c e n t u a t e d  by the tr i umph of mass -  
ma n .  The  mas s es  are now the arbi t ers  of  t as t e  and f ashi on  
and you must  c o nf o r m to t he i r  mo d e l s  or t hey  w i l l  turn 
on you  wi th scorn and r i d i c u l e .  We are not  as i n d i v i d u a l  
as we l i k e  to thi nk we are .

Yours ,
Louise  - 5- R- 6

®
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GAMES PEOPLE PLAY by E. Berne, M.D. Grove Press, Inc., 
New York, 1964 184 pp + Appendix and Indicies. Hard
cover, $5.00.

If we seem a little late in reviewing a 1964 
book, I can only comment that the whole history of 
this book is out of step. Appearing without much pub
licity nearly two years ago, its rise to the best
seller list was due mainly to word-of-mouth communi
cation. Obviously, its popularity indicates it has 
filled a gap in the popular psychiatry field.

Dr. Berne's approach is novel, and startlingly 
effective. His first problem was that of communicating 
new ideas, and he has wisely chosen not to coin new 
words to fit them as have so many social scientists. 
Instead, he has fitted special definitions to colloquial 
and common words (and done it very neatly too). This 
entails the risk of being quoted out of context; I 
shall try to avoid such an injustice. "Games", to 
start off on the right foot, do not include parchesi, 
golf or marbles; a game is defined as a series of 
moves (i.e. social interactions) with a snare, or 
"gimmick". The important point is that the snare be 
an ulterior motive, concealed by the superficial 
plausibility of the moves. It is inherent in game
playing that the player practicing this duplicity is 
not fully aware of it. The motivation is rarely to
wards money or other tangible reward,but for psycho
logical satisfactions (self-castigation, freedom from 
guilt, avoidance of punishment, etc.) Another essen
tial feature of a Game is that it is played over and 
over with rigid repetition except for minor details.
Thus a Game is similar to what has been called a 
"neurotic pattern".

With this concept must be carried a whoje battery 
of new tools (new, at least, to most of us). One of 
the most important is the triple nature of each person;
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Dr. Berne divides this into Child, Adult and Parent. 
These must be taken as special only when capitalized, 
since an adult may have parents and children as well 
as a Child and a Parent. The three are "ego states", 
which are "carefully segregated from each other, be
cause they are so different and because they are so 
often quite inconsistant with each other" (page 25).
In TV jargon, these are "secondary personalities"; in 
Dr. Berne's words, "people show noticeable changes in 
posture, viewpoint, voice, vocabulary and other as
pects of behavior. . .often accompanied by shifts of 
feeling." (p.23) He continues "Each individual seems 
to have available a limited repertoire of such ego- 
states, which are not roles but psychological realit
ies". (same page)

The Games (and simpler activities, such as Pro
cedures, Rituals and Passtimes, which lack ulterior 
motivation) are then analysed in terms of one or more 
of these three ego states in the initiating player 
and in his associates or victims. The Child appears 
as the aggressor in eight out of twelve of the Games 
which are completely analysed, and the Parent in the 
remainder. The Adult is not implicated at the psycho
logical level in any of the twelve Games, though 
usually this ego-state appears at the social level.
This is almost to be expected from Dr. Berne's des
criptions of the ego-states, paraphrased as follows:

"Parent is the state of mind perceived in one's 
parents and other adults during childhood; it may 
appear directly as an adoption of their attitudes, or 
indirectly by behaving as they directed.

"Adult" is the faculty capable of objective data 
processing, and of expressing the results in a non- 
predjudicial manner. It also mediates between Parent 
and Child.

"Child" is the state of mind, manner and intent 
as it would have been when one was a very little child. 
This may be exhibited as "adapted", meaning modified
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by Parental influence; or '•natural" in terms of spon
taneous expression of rebellion or creativity. Also 
residing in the Child are intuition, drive and enjoy
ment.

The Games are too numerous to list, but include 
such spicy titles as "See What You Made Me Do", "Cor
ner", "Frigid Woman" and "Look How Hard I've Tried". 
Also included are some general directions for recog
nizing Games, and one example ("Alcoholic") of a Game 
which is also fairly well acknowledged to be a bio
chemical abnormality. These two concepts of the 
Alcoholic are not mutually exclusive. It would not 
be too hard to work up a Game described as "Transves
tite" - except that a Game as defined required at 
least two individuals with bodies, and many of us got 
along for many years in utter secrecy. Carried to the 
other extreme, one might recognize a Game called 
"Femininity", which seems to be very popular and which 
conforms to most of the points involved.

It is likely, though, that the TV will find as 
much meat in the introductory material as in the 
actual Games analysis. In the material quoted above, 
and other bits of Chapter I, there is much food for 
thought. On reading it, my wife asked just one ques
tion: "Where is the Girl?" The answer is, I'm afraid 
painfully evident: the TV-Sister is wholly enclosed
in the Child ego-state. Beyond that, I feel there is 
room for controversy. My Child, I feel reasonably 
sure, is naturally feminine and adaptedly masculine. 
This is based on two facts - first, she never had 
any encouragement whatsoever from any adult; second, 
alcohol intoxication (p. 26) "frees the adapted Child 
from Parental incluence and releases the natural 
Child", and liquor always brought out the Girl in me 
to a considerable extent.

So, I f e e l ,  t h e r e  i s  r e a s o n  to  recommend t h i s  
book to  th e  T r a n s v e s t i a  r e a d e r .  She may be d i s a p p o i n t  
ed i n  the  l a c k  o f  d i r e c t  a p p l i c a t i o n  t o  our f a v o r i t e  
s u b j e c t ,  bu t  sh e  can h a r d l y  f a i l  to  l e a r n  some i n t e r 
e s t i n g  i d e a s .
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A YEAR AMONG THE GIRLS, by Darrell G. Raynor; Lyle 
Stuart, Inc., New York, N.Y. Hardcover, 189 pp, 
$4.95 (1966)

In this autobiographical account, the author 
makes a very serious effort to explore and explain 
the TV world as he saw it from March 1962 to March 
1963. He is an excellent observer and a skilled 
writer, and it is unfortunate that his viewpoint 
(more fetishist than TV by his own account) is such 
as to make his interpretations miss the mark. The 
good public image of the TV, so carefully built up 
in the text, is almost completely destroyed by the 
last chapter - where the author suddenly loses his 
objectivity and becomes both petulant and spiteful.

Sheila Niles

***BRA AND JELLY KITS***
INSERTS NOW AVAILABLE SEPARATELY

After trying for several years I have obtained 
the inflatable plastic inserts which come with the 
bras I have been supplying, by themselves. A pair of 
these will cost $4.00 and can be used in your own bra. 
The bra with inserts will continue to be available 
too, so please specify when ordering.

These plastic inserts make the most natural fal
sies yet available. Although intended to supplement 
an inadaquate normal breast by inflation with air, the 
jelly ingredients especially invented to go with these 
inserts convert them into a very natural, soft, heavy 
and flowing-type breasts. Worn in a bra with elastic 
straps they will bounce and move just as a natural 
breast will. The consistancy of the jelly makes it 
move away from a point of pressure to the other side 
just as a natural breast. Rubber falsies only collapse 
inwards under pressure and do not "feel” natural while 
doing so. There is really nothing more realistic 
available.

"Ask the Girl h Wears a Pair”
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Hi, everybody:
Spring is here and with it what seems to be a 

promising TV season. The phone has started to ring and 
old and new TV's are waking up from a long Winter's 
slumber. The biggest problem so far is the new skirt 
length. No matter how we slice it the knee is defin
itely showing and that is bad, bad news for most TV's.
I wonder if Frederick's of Hollywood is going to come 
up with some form of knee padding to achieve that 
"dimpled look" which we just don't have. Or else we 
could try putting on weight, maybe some of it just 
might decide to settle around the knee. Or again, 
we might say "so what" and enjoy the new short lengths, 
knobbiness and all.

For those who have written to me regarding the 
progress of my face-plucking, the report is good. I 
have not shaven in exactly 14 months, but I hate to 
tell you the number of extra hours this situation 
has forced me to spend with one eye at the magnifying 
glass and the tweezer roaming over my face. It's 
almost a daily chore since the beard insists in pop
ping out. True, many many hairs have turned white, 
(some nasty gals might say that's because I'm getting 
along in years, which is definitely not true) but 
those must also be plucked. The only consolation is 
that pain has completely vanished and with a medium 
colored base (Cover Girl) plus a medium colored 
pressed-powder (also Cover Girl) I complete my make
up without any problems of dark shadows lurking 
beneath it all.

Francesca, from San Francisco, sent me clippings 
from the S.F. Chronicle regarding a fascinating case 
in which a chap by the name of Robert Heller who goes 
by the name of Diana Summers was "read" and arrested 
and charged with "wilfully and wrongfully, with the



intention of accomplishing a lewd purpose, personify 
a person other than himself - to wit, a female person, 
a misdemeanor." It seems that Diana chose trial by 
jury and the beauty of it all was that the Municipal 
Court jury of six men and six women turned in a verdict 
of NOT guilty. The judge was so mad that he said, 
after dismissing the jury: "For the first time in its 
life the court does not thank the jury for its services. 
If it had been up to the judge, he would obviously 
have found her guilty and probably sent her to an 
insane asylumn, as has been done here in New York.

Another thing...(this proves it pays to have 
friends in a variety of circles). It seems that one 
of the National weeklies: the Star Chronicle decided 
to run an article on homosexuality and assigned a 
reporter for that job. The man contacted the Matt- 
achine Society and got from them all the material he 
needed. However, it seems that somewhere in the 
course of his research, he came upon the "dressing 
up" bit. He was promptly told by one of my friends at 
the Mattachine that he was dealing in this case with 
a completely different subject: that is, transvestism,
and he promptly channeled the reporter to me. This 
he did and when he found me willing to give him an 
interview, an entirely new article was conceived.
He came to my apartment, met Susanna and talked with 
her for a solid hour...he ended the interview by 
taking a few pictures of his very willing subject... 
and promised he would send me the proofs before the 
article and the pictures were published. I hope he 
keeps his promise. I ought to know how much a reporter 
or his editor can do to distort statements made during 
an interview (I've committed that sin on occasion) 
and know that the shoe is on the other foot I'm 
keeping my fingers crossed. However,* even if some 
distortion should occur, the important thing is that 
many "locked-room" TV's will see the article, and 
in all probability, will request my address from the 
Chronicle. I gave permission to the reporter to 
channel any and all inquiries directly to m̂ . That's 
one way to reach the TV's who remain isolated still 
thinking that they are all alone with their "peculiar"

Cn)
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desires. The article- as I understand - will also 
include a shot of the page of contents of Tranvestia 
No. 36 which I gladly donated to the Chronicle.
Exposure and more exposure will definitely help to 
perforate the solid wall of social ostracism erected 
against us.

I don't seem to be able to write this column 
without bringing in the subject of dancing. The fact 
is I've been terribly bitten by the dancing bug, but 
this time it won't burst forth with just enthusiasm.
I'm determined to prepare for any future performance 
with solid training. Besides my regular weekly class 
in Modern Dancing I am now taking an hour of Spanish 
dancing with a marvellous woman teacher. What pleases 
me no end has been the immediate and smooth acceptance 
on her part of the fact that I want to learn feminine 
dancing techniques, which, in Spanish dancing are 
extremely different from the man's. This applies to 
hand movement body movements, head movements and 
actual steps. For her class (private session of course 
I wear girl's shoes, stockings and a skirt..• The 
only people who were slightly taken aback were a 
couple of youngsters who take a lesson just before my 
turn. As I was about ready to begin my lesson, they 
both dashed back into the room searching for some 
music they had forgotten. Their eyes did pop when 
they took in the scene! However, a couple of weeks 
later we met again and today they are very pleasant 
friends. Somehow they never thought that a man might 
want to learn the girl's part in Spanish dancing.

Since Spanish dancing cannot be practiced in 
one's apartment, unless one wants to have all the 
neighbors on the warpath, it has now become necessary 
to rent a studio for an hour every day of the week 
(except Sundays) and thus keep up with what I am 
learning in class. This activity of course has 
strained my daily schedule to the breaking point and 
I am wishing now there were eight days instead of 
seven in each week. Still, I am not complaining. 
Dancing is eminently inspiring and fully satisfying 
to my "girl-within", and besides, I have one more
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excuse to visit dressmakers and dream up beautiful 
costumes with vivid colors and oodles of spangles.
I am even spending more time with needle and thread 
and learning new and fascinating tricks that can be 
done to improve one's wardrobe. Do I need more 
excuses for dressing? There's is another one. For 
the past two weeks (and probably for the next 2 or 3), 
our apartment has been invaded by an army of plumbers 
and electricians. The entire building is being re
piped and re-wired. Inasmuch as I can't go into the 
kitchen for my morning coffee just wearing my nightie, 
I am forced to make-up and dress completely every 
morning so that I can have my coffee in peace without 
having to worry about the plumbers and the electric
ians popping in and out. This also gives me a chance 
to exchange a few words with them in my best lady
like approach. Here's a perfect case of one being 
"forced" to dress.' just for a couple of hours! 
horrible, isn't it?

As TRANSVESTIA begins its seventh year--the
thought alone somehow throws my mind back to the 
days when there weren't any TV publications. I remem
ber the days when the only material we felt lucky to 
get once in a very great while were those little blue 
books of Haldeman-Julius ..or that oldie entitled:
"Why I, a man, must wear skirts." I must admit that 
it was thrilling to see anything - ANYTHING - actually 
written about the subject that was so dear to our 
hearts...I imagine that many of us who did get our 
hands on such tidbits actually wore out those pages 
from so much reading and re-reading them. And then 
there was that first feeble attempt to put out TRANS
VESTIA in a bunch of mimeographed pages, remember? I 
still think I have, buried somewhere, those only two 
issues that were ever put together. Wonder whatever 
happened to Joanne Thornton? And then of course there 
was the famous course: "how to be a TV by mail", some
100-odd lessons advertised years ago in one of the big 
showbiz publications by Edyth Ferguson. I still 
remember one of her bits of advice to those \#ho wished 
to excell in female inpersonation...she'd say: "feel 
woman, act woman, be woman." Somehow I regret never
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having met her. All I know is through things told 
to me by some friends who did meet her. I understand 
that as a man he could hardly walk, crippled by arth
ritis, but as soon as "she” put on her high heels and 
dresses, she could actually walk about with very little 
trouble. This semi-miracle, by the way, is something 
I'd love to see scientifically explained...To a lesser 
degree it's something that quite a few TV's have re
ported as a common experience: the head-ache that
vanishes as soon as the make-up and wig go on...the 
bursittis that hurts much, much less if the arm is 
adorned by a bracelet and stays away from the usual 
shirt sleeve..the freezing and painful cold weather 
that just about disappears when one exchanges a warm 
male suit for a half-as-warm dress... the fatigue 
that miraculously vanishes when the "girl-within" is 
given a chance to come out....the boring book or re
port that suddenly becomes fascinating by just switch
ing clothes and curling up on a sofa to read...the 
irritation that turns into smiles...the pessimism 
that turns into hopeful enthusiasm...and so on...
Wonder how those who bitterly denounce TVism as a 
sign of psychosis or some unmentionable mental dis
turbance reconcile these wonderful therapeutic effects 
of dressing up...hmmm? But going back to the past 
when printed TV material was absent from our lives,
I remember the excitement and thrills I used to feel 
seeing that old Laurel and Hardy movie in which they 
played their respective wives...and they were both 
pretty good at it...and again, any of you remember 
one of the "Our Gang" movies in which one of the kids 
plays the "daughter"?... it was a messy impersonation, 
true, but terribly exciting to the lone TV of those 
days...I can also recall with pleasure the exciting 
hours spent reading about varsity shows" such as 
those put on by the University of Pittsburgh, or the 
Hasty Pudding Club of Harvard..,how I used to wish I 
could be a member of those show groups and be given
a girl's part.'....And there was, of course SEXOLOGY
MAGAZINE...how I used to thumb through every issue 
I'd see on a bookstand hoping to fins a teeny-weeny 
article about a transvestite...wonder if many of my 
friends remember that two or three-part series of



articles written by Dr. Scott Pugh on our subject.
I ended up by paying him ten dollars just to let me 
talk about my case in his office...the first human 
being to whom I had ever admitted I was a TV. From 
that visit, a few months later, came my first TV 
contact: Terry (Cover Girl in TVia #11, I think).
She had also read the same articles and had gone to 
see Dr. Pugh. The good doctor died a few years ago.
He was extremely sympathetic and understanding.

What a difference we find in this year of 19661 
Transvestic material is found all over the place. So 
much so that we have become pretty sophisticated about 
it and if the material turns out to be below par, we 
barely glance at it. Even the Jewel B6x Review, or 
Finocchio's, or Club 82 are now under critical scrutiny. 
If they should put on a mediocre show, it is quite 
common to hear TV's say: that was a boring show!
Would we have reacted this way some ten years ago?
I doubt it. We certainly have come a long way. In 
TVia 37, Virginia expresses the view that with the 
changing times and changing mores, TVism as such may 
be on the way out - meaning of course that in the 
future there won't be masculine clothes and feminine 
clothes ....there'll be just clothes...I'm afraid 
Virginia is right, but I must confess I hate the 
thought...and I hope that she and I turn out to be 
wrong so that we can continue to dream of a sequined 
dress as the ultimate in feminity. Let us say that 
I am a "conservative TV" and that I thoroughly enjoy 
the existence of a sharp dividing line between what 
is feminine and what is masculine...I think that if 
both sexes end up by wearing the same type of garments 
I'll turn into s recluse and fill my abode with 
Victorian dresses, tight laced corsets and satin 
bloomers! So there!

And speaking of seclusion: since Spring is here
"Casa Susanna" is opening...(May 7th will be the first 
week-end)... and as I write these lines I have next to 
me the first letter of the Season: it's from Ruby -
San Francisco...Dear Susanna: Looks like I'll be in

T ianivuUa
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NY about May 1st. Would like to know if it's OK to 
ship a suitcase of Ruby's things to you. Would like 
to visit your country home for a few week-ends."

By all means, Ruby, ship the suit-case..#and help 
me to officially inaugurate this year's TV hideaway 
...and don't forget to include at least one pair of 
flats...you cannot walk on the grass in high heels,
OK? And let us remember that 10 years ago there 
wasn't any TV hideway... but again, we've come a long 
way and this is 1966...TVia's 7th and "lucky year"., 
which also happens to be the resort's 7th year... 
hope it will also be a lucky year for all concerned

So....Until we meet again 
love from

Susanna
vOWGV

YOU TOO CAN HELP---------
As any of you who have tried to ferret out any 

sensible information on the subject of transvestism 
know, there is very little to be found. In the past 
our kind of people were just classed with the homo
sexuals and little attempt was made to study the trans
vestite as a separate type. Hopefully this is about 
to change, and you can help it along.

As a result of a lecture that I gave to his class 
in abnormal psychology, Dr. Peter Bentler, Ass't.
Prof, of psychology at UCLA has become interested in 
our subject. It is our plan to write a book on the 
subject. It would hardly be a professional and 
scientific contribution if it consisted only of our 
opinions on the subject fleshed out with some case 
histories. We do want to make a real contribution 
by making the first comprehensive study of the sub
ject ever done.
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To accomplish this it is necessary to learn 
something about the personalities of transvestites. 
Since we can not call you all together for a big exam
ination session, the only alternative is to try to 
gather information by means of psychological tests 
administered by mail. Thus as the work progresses 
I shall be mailing out somewhere between 8 and 12 
tests to the readers of TRANSVESTIA. These will take 
between 15 mins, and an hour and a half to do. I 
realize that this is an imposition on your time and 
you are all busy like I am. However, I feel that all 
of us wish that society knew more about us and someone 
in a professional and academic position has to do the 
definitive work on the subject. I've gotten that 
started. I hope you will do your part by taking and 
returning these tests. We can probably be ready to 
start mailings within a month

It would be of help to us in our plans if we 
had an idea of the number of responses we could de
pend on. So if you are willing to take the series 
of tests and do your bit to get something scientific 
accomplished in this field I would appreciate your 
stating your willingness with your name and code num
ber, if any, on a 3 x 5 card and mailing it to me. 
Please don't just say you will in a letter. I don't 
keep letters and the information is liable to be lost 
in the body of the letter anyway. The card I can 
put in a file. In order to get results that have 
any significance it is necessary to have over 200 in 
the series. So I sincerely ask each of you to inform 
me of your willingness and then to fill out the tests 
and return them promptly when completed. The ultimate 
results will be made available to you through this 
magazine.

The tests themselves are nothing to be concerned 
about. They are just pencil and paper tests that can 
be done without spending too much time. But they 
will help us to determine whether TVs differ in any 
significant ways from the population at large on 
which the tests were standardized. Please help, 
thank you.

V i r g i n i a
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ON DISCOVERING TRANSVESTIA

The hours of  gay ,  wi l d hope;  the s t o i c  years;
Frus t rat i on  and f rus t rat i on  and f rus t rat i on;

The u n a c k n o w l e d g e d  s hame;  the s i l e n t  fears;
The  l o n g - a c c u s t o m e d ,  s e c r e t  s e p a r a t i o n  

B e t we e n  my f r i e nds  and me;  the ache  re t urni ng
T i m e  and a g a i n ;  the grey,  c o n c e a l e d  di s t ress ;  

The u n a c c o u n t a b l e  and pr e c i o u s  y e a r n i n g
Which must  be h i d d e n  •.vailed in l o n e l i n e s s :

Where are t hey  now,  the burdens  borne so l o ng  
And n e v e r  spoken  - of? The hope r e ma i n s ,

But s t ronger ,  and the rest  are l i k e  a song
Dropped from the h i t - p a r a d e ,  as a l l  the s trains  

Of those  l os t  years  s ink i n t o  the lost  pas t .
A gat e  s tanus  .vide: I g l i mp s e  my folk at l a s t .

Vi r g i n i a  Joy - FE-M-1

IN PRAISE OF MERCANTILE ARCHITECTS
A vote of thanks to stores that make 
Large use of mirror strips 
And wall, that help a lady take 
A rapid check for unfelt rips*
The ravages of time take toll,
Upon the TV, too - 
A sudden glimpse may well reveal 
A chin that's turning blue.
But there's a bit of extra fun,
That comes to us alone:
The lovely ankles you see run 
May prove to be your own]

Sheila - 30-B-2 FPE



" TO B E  OR NOT TO B E ? "

T V  or not T V ; that is  the question;
W hether *tis nob ler in the m ind to su ffe r
The s lin g s  and a rro w s  of outrageous fru s tra t io n ,
O r  to take a rm s  ag a in st a sea  of t r e m o rs ,
And by opposing end them . To  d r e s s ; to m in ce ;
Once m o re ; and when I  d re s s  to w ea r the stock ing s  
And the pleated s k ir t s  m y sk in  does long fo r ,
*T is  a sen se  of heaven , devoutly to be w ish ed ,
To  d r e s s , to s lin k , p erch an ce  to f l i r t ;
A y e , there*s the rub , for w ith  that h a rm le s s  f l i r t  
What m an m ay look and d ream  of t re a s u re s  not fo r  
H im , th is  c re a tu re  p ro m isin g  it*s own d e s ire  for 
A  b re a s t ; M ust give m e p ause; th ere*s the d ece it  
That m akes c a la m ity  of such  a w ish ;
F o r  who could b ear the fe a rs  and doubts
In  one so loved who d re a m s and longs for strong
P ro tectin g  a r m s , the s m e ll of m a sc u lin ity ,
A s  in  ad o lescen t, s c h o o l-g ir l d re a m s . F o r  h e r to 
See the ob ject of h e r  love so fem in ized . utw ill h u rt  
To see such p ity , such  condem nation in  h e r h e a rt . 
Taught by a w o rld  that shapes acco rd in g  to its* s ty le . 
*T is  p rid e  that doth m ake co w ard s of us a l l .
We fe a r that co st ly  love be lost fo r se lf- in d u lg e n ce . 
We re leg ate  h a lf our so u ls to b a s e le s s  d ream s  
That m aybe som eday S H E  m ay  conquer H E .

M # M illm a n

I am  not a fu ll tim e F # P*
D re s s e d  each day around the c lo ck .
No le s s ,  though, t h r i l ls  I  see
When a l l  d re sse d  up in  p re tty  f ro c k H  !

P h y ll is  - 22- A - 1 - F P E



H E R  C R I M E

A  m an Laughs
A  wom an heaps me w ith sco rn .
B ut w h y? A m  I a c r im in a l?
A h  y e s ! T h e y  say ,
Y o u r c r im e  w as being born.

But w a it ! Hold on!
Is  it I who is  the th o rn ?
F o r  w earin g  a d re s s  
And painting m y face .
O r  is  it  you? Who r id icu le  
W hose c r im e  w as being bom.

H e re , Look at m e!
P a s t  m y d re s s  and painted face  
A m  I  so fo re ig n ?
N o, ju st hum an, ju st Lonely.
Ju st a wom an.
W hose c r im e  w as being born.

Donna Ann - 5 -L-LL
S H E - H E

I Look in  the m ir r o r ,
A nd it is  m e,
But it is  m o re  than m e.
It  is  a s h e .
C oveting  clothes made not for h e r .
L a c e  and siLk  
F o r  the wom an sex .
G iv e s  to h e r a pasteL g race  
Not there  when she is  he.
G ird le d  in I c r o s s  m y s ilk  

sm ooth legs and sta re  
A  m an no m o re ,
I  th ink, what fools we be
Not to see o u rse lv e s  a s h e ............

M O N ICA  - 3 5 -L -5



* l/ tn ,y iK  * V ie c v &

by V i r g i n i a

Practically everybody has heard the story to 
which the tag line is the plea "Don't Make Waves"!
I'd like to turn it around and urge you TO make waves. 
Consider what happens when you throw a pebble into 
the center of a quiet pool. An initial splash occurs 
followed by an ever expanding series of concentric 
waves radiating out from the point of impact and going 
to the furthest reaches of the pool. True when they 
finally reach the shore they are tiny compared to 
their original size, but they do create some disturb
ance of the otherwise quiet waters far removed from 
the original splash.

If we want society to know that we exist, to re
alize that Femmepersonation is something different 
from homosexuality, to take a somewhat more understand 
ing and acceptant point of view towards us, and if 
we want doctors, ministers, counselors, police, judges 
army and navy intelligence, postal inspectors and 
other people in authority to become educated on this 
field we have to do something about it. Whenever you 
succeed in enlightening even one person on the subject 
you make a splash. That person's subsequent conver
sations and comments to others is the resulting wave. 
•The second person's talking with a third represents 
the ever widening circle of waves. Although the in
tensity of understanding drops off in strength rather 
rapidly just as radio waves and water waves are atten
uated as they move, what is left is greater than it 
was before. We have a long way to go but the Chinese 
have a saying that "A journey of a thousand miles 
starts with a single step." So earh of us that makes 
a splash starts the wave going and if enough waves 
get going general knowledp^ begins to
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increase and social opinions begin to be modified.

This piece is written to tell you about some 
splashes that I made over the weekend of April 23-25.
I was invited to be a panel speaker on the subject 
of "Sex and the Law" before the convention of the 
American Civil Liberties Union of So. Calif, at the 
Coronado Hotel in San Diego. I drove down on Friday 
afternoon the 22nd to be there for the welcoming cock
tail party that evening. I went as Virginia of course. 
I didn't see anyone I recognized so I took a table by 
the door and waited. Pretty soon another single lady 
arrived obviously alone so I invited her to join me.
We talked for some time and she commented about the 
interesting program which was coming up tomorrow. 
Various suggestive questions had appeared in the 
program announcement such as "should men be allowed 
to dress in women's clothes", etc. I had told her 
that I was to be on the Sex and Law panel and she 
commented that the questions that had been posed 
were very interesting and challenging. I talked along 
with her for some time and eventually told her that 
I was the one that would be handling that part of it 
and that I was actually a male. This lead to lots of 
questions the rest of the evening while we walked 
around the hotel grounds. When she was about to 
leave the next day she came up to me and thanked me 
for the privelege of having talked with me at some 
length as well as hearing the panel talk and said 
that it had, among other things, given her a greater 
appreciation of her own femininity. That was the 
first splash. She would make her own little waves 
as she told others about the experience.

Saturday we gave the panel discussion twice, 
in the morning and again at 2PM. The panel consisted 
of the chairman, an M.D. talking on abortion, the 
editors of ONE and of TANGENTS, two homophile public
ations, a woman who was a member of the Daughters 
of Bilitis the lesbian organization and lil* ol' 
Virginia representing the Transvestite world. On both 
occassions I spoke last and succeeded in stirring up 
more interest than all the other speakers



com bined. I  d on t sa y  t h i s  o u t  o f  c o n c e i t  f o r  m y s e l f  
as th e  one p r e s e n t i n g  th e  s u b j e c t ,  b u t  f o r  th e  s u b j e c t  
i t s e l f .  I  s t a r t e d  o f f  by p o i n t i n g  o u t  t h a t  e v e r y o n e  
knew what a b o r t i o n  was a l l  a b o u t  and h o m o s e x u a l i t y  
was no s e c r e t  b u t  p r o b a b ly  many o f  them d i s n ' t  know 
what t r a n s v e s t i s m  was. I  d e f in e d  i t  u s in g  "Femmeper- 
so n a to r "  to  d i s t i n g u i s h  us from th e  gay  q ueens  to  
whom th e  word t r a n s v e s t i t e  i s  g e n e r a l l y  a p p l i e d  and 
th en  went on to  o u t l i n e  th e  s u b j e c t  and to  t e l l  them  
a b ou t  th e  e x i s t a n c e  o f  TRANSVESTIA, FPE and th e  Found
a t i o n .

At th o s e  s e s s i o n s  I  made th e  s p l a s h .  But th e  
r i p p l e s  and waves came a l l  d u r in g  th e  r e s t  o f  th e  c o n 
v e n t i o n .  Whenever I  ap p eared  i n  th e  lo b b y ,  a t  th e  
c o c k t a i l  p a r t y ,  th e  b a n q u e t ,  a t  b r e a k f a s t  th e  n e x t  
morning or  w h erever ,  a group would form around me to  
ask more q u e s t i o n s .  The am azing t h in g  a b o u t  i t  a l l  
was th e  i n t e r e s t  was g e n u in e  and th e  a c c e p t a n c e  by  
th o s e  w i t h  whom I  had more th an  p a s s i n g  c o n t a c t  was 
r e a l .  I  had t o l d  th e  a u d ie n c e  t h a t  I  was g o in g  to  
rem ain V i r g i n i a  f o r  the  d u r a t io n  o f  th e  c o n v e n t io n  
and t h a t  was g o in g  to  p r o v id e  them an o p p o r t u n i t y  to  
n o t  o n ly  h ear  what I  had to  s a y  and to  a sk  q u e s t i o n s ,  
but t o ,  so  to  s p e a k , " l i v e  w i t h  th e  idea** as  th e y  saw  
me around from tim e to  t im e .  They d id  e x a c t l y  t h a t .
I  am s u r e  t h a t  th e  w aves made by t h e s e  p e o p le  when 
th ey  r e tu r n e d  home and r e l a t e d  what had happened  
a t  the c o n v e n t io n  would sp rea d  f a r  beyond th e  t im e  
and the  p l a c e  when I  made th e  o r i g i n a l  s p l a s h .  I  
had, o f  c o u r s e ,  known t h a t  p e o p le  who would b e lo n g  to  
the  ACLU would be o f  a l i b e r a l  tu r n  o f  mind, b u t  t h i s  
m ight o n ly  have b een  on p o l i t i c a l  and econom ic  s u b j e c t s .  
What I  found was a group o f  a b o u t  600 p e o p le  who were  
w i l l i n g  to  a c c e p t  an i n d i v i d u a l s  r i g h t s  t o  h i s  own 
p u r s u i t  o f  h a p p in e s s  so  lo n g  as  i t  d id  n o t  in v a d e  
o t h e r s  r i g h t s

As a r e s u l t  o f  my e x p e r i e n c e  t h i s  p a r t i c u l a r  
weekend I  s u g g e s t  t h a t  many o f  you m igh t  lo o k  i n t o  
membership i n  th e  ACLU. T here you would p r o b a b ly  
f in d  p e r s o n s  who would a c c e p t  you as you w ish ed  to  be  
a c c e p te d  b e c a u s e  t h e i r  p r i n c i p l e  i n t e r e s t  i n  l i f e  l i e s

83
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i n  s e e i n g  to  i t  t h a t  we a l l  have th e  o p p o r t u n i t y  to  
p r a c t i c e  our r i g h t s  w i t h o u t  u n r e a s o n a b le  l e g a l  h i n d 
r a n c e .  Of c o u r s e  t h e i r  main c o n c e r n  i s  w i t h  p o l i t i c a l  
econom ic  and r a c i a l  f r e e d o m s ,  b u t  th e y  are  c o n d i t io n e d  
to  th e  id e a  o f  i n d i v i d u a l  freedom  and t h i s  makes n o t  
o n ly  th e  o r g a n i z a t i o n  our f r i e n d  ( t h e y  h e lp e d  o u t  on 
our Supreme Court c a s e )  b u t  th e  p e o p le  i n  th e  o r g a n 
i z a t i o n  c o u ld  be p e r s o n a l  f r i e n d s .

Sunday n i g h t  I  met w i t h  one o f  our members whose  
w i f e  c o u ld  n o t  go a lo n g  w i t h  h i s  TVism. He p ersu ad ed  
her  to  come to  th e  M o te l  where I was s t a y i n g  and we 
had a good 3 hour t a l k .  Her p r i n c i p l e  c o n c e r n s  were  
w ondering  w h eth er  he s h o u ld  go to  a p s y c h i a t r i s t  and 
what s u c c e s s  m ight be e x p e c te d  i f  he d i d ,  and what 
would th e  e f f e c t s  be o f  her  p e r m i t t i n g  h i s  d r e s s i n g -  
i . e .  would she  be d o in g  him harm by p e r m i t t i n g  i t  or 
more by d e n y in g  i t ?  I  read her  th e  q u o t a t i o n s  from  
th e  t h r e e  d o c t o r s  w hich  appear i n  th e  l e c t u r e  l e a f l e t  
w h ich  i n d i c a t e  t h a t  a " c u r e ” f o r  TVism i s  most un
l i k e l y .  T h is  a d e q u a t e ly  answ ered t h a t  c o n c e r n .  Then 
I  i n d i c a t e d  th e  harm t h a t  c o u ld  be done to  a p e r so n  
by d e n y in g  him th e  o p p o r t u n i t y  to  do so m eth in g  which  
p r o v id e d  g r e a t  s a t i s f a c t i o n  and co m fo r t  to  him. A f t e r  
many q u e s t i o n s  were answ ered  sh e  s a i d  as th e y  p r e p a r 
ed to  l e a v e ,  ” 1 th in k  you may have sa v ed  our m arr iage" .  
T h is  n a t u r a l l y  made my weekend c o m p le te .

On Monday I made a c o u p le  more s p l a s h e s  w hich  
s e t  up some more waves I  am s u r e .  I  went (a s  V i r g i n i a )  
to  s e e  th e  L t .  who was p u b l i c  r e l a t i o n s  a s s i s t a n t  to  
th e  P o l i c e  C h ie f  in  San D ie g o .  He th en  took  me to  
th e  L t.  i n  ch arge  o f  th e  v i c e  squad. A f t e r  about 45 
m in u tes  w i t h  him I  l e f t  f o r  an ap p o in tm en t  w i t h  the  
C it y  A t t o r n e y .  Both o f  t h e s e  men were v e r y  n i c e ,  v e r y  
i n t e r e s t e d  i n  what I  had to  sa y  and the  l e a f l e t s  I  
l e f t  them, and b o th  were v e r y  g e n t le m a n ly  toward me.
The r e a s o n  f o r  my c a l l  on them was t h a t  San D iego  i s  
w orking  on an o r d in a n c e  w h ich  would make the  w ear in g  
o f  th e  c l o t h i n g  o f  th e  o p p o s i t e  s e x  w i t h  the  i n t e n t  
to  commit an i l l e g a l  a c t ,  i l l e g a l  i t s e l f .  T h e ir  p ro b 
lem i s  th e  number o f  c h a r a c t e r s  who w i l l  d r e s s  up as  
g i r l s ,  f r e q u e n t  b ars  and p ic k  up young s a i l o r s  and
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m arines  j u s t  i n  from months a t  sea  and w i t h  a yen  fo r  
a g i r l  and a r o l l  o f  money. On th e  p ro m ise  o f  s e x  or  
som eth in g  e l s e  e q u a l l y  i n t r i g u i n g  th e y  g e t  t h e s e  
k id s  drunk and up to  a h o t e l  room where th e y j  o f t e n  
w ith  the  h e lp  o f  a m a s c u l in e  a c c o m p l i c e ,  b e a t  him up 
and r e l i e v e  him o f  h i s  money. The L t .  s a i d  t h a t  some 
o f  t h e s e  s e r v i c e  boys g e t  s e r i o u s l y  h u r t  i n  t h e s e  
a t t a c k s .  A p p a r e n t ly  t h e r e  a re  a l o t  o f  them and th e y  
a re  t r y i n g  t h i s  means o f  g e t t i n g  a t  them. Both th e  
L t.  and th e  C i t y  A t to r n e y  made i t  c l e a r  t h a t  i f  a TV 
su ch  as m y s e l f  was j u s t  w a lk in g  th e  s t r e e t s ,  a c t i n g  
l i k e  a la d y  and m inding  h i s  own b u s i n e s s  t h a t  no law  
would be b e in g  b rok en  b e c a u s e  th e r e  would be no " i n 
t e n t ” . I p o in t e d  o u t  to  them t h a t  someone had to  d e 
c i d e  on th e  i n t e n t  b e f o r e  making th e  a r r e s t  and t h a t  
an o v e r  z e a lo u s  r o o k i e  cop c o u ld  p ic k  up a bona f i d e  
TV w i t h  t h e i r  o r d in a n c e  and ev en  tho  th e  c h a rg e  c o u ld  
n o t  be made to  s t i c k  and th e  p e r s o n  would u n d o u b te d ly  
be r e l e a s e d ,  t h a t  i n  th e  meantime he would have b e e n  
j a i l e d ,  b ook ed , em b a ra ssed ,  e t c .  and p r o b a b ly  would  
l o s e  h i s  jo b  and perh ap s  h i s  f a m i ly  b e c a u s e  o f  th e  
l i k e l y  p u b l i c i t y .  I  urged them to  t r y  to  g e t  th e  
o r d in a n c e  th ro u g h  l e a v i n g  o u t  th e  c l o t h i n g  as a means 
to  t h e i r  en d s .  I  d o n ' t  th in k  I  s u c c e e d e d  i n  s e l l i n g  
them on t h i s ,  b u t  th e y  d id  adm it t h a t  I  had a p o i n t .
I  doubt t h a t  th e  o r d in a n c e  would be c o n s t i t u t i o n a l  
i f  i t  d id  p a s s  as i t  i s  in  c o n f l i c t  w i t h  th e  s t a t e  
l e g i s l a t i o n  on th e  same s u b j e c t .  But i n  any c a s e  I  
made b o th  o f  t h e s e  g e n t le m e n  d i r e c t l y  aware o f  th e  
e x i s t a n c e  o f  TVs and t r i e d  to  s e t  a la d y  l i k e  exam ple  
b e f o r e  them w h i l e  d o in g  s o .  So I  t h in k  t h i s  s t a r t e d  
some more w aves .

W e l l ,  I can  o n ly  make waves i n  my c o r n e r  o f  th e  
w o r ld ,  what ab ou t y ou rs?  I t  would  be f i n e  i f  more o f  
you co u ld  g e t  o u t  and s e e  and t a l k  to  p e o p le  or  g r o u p s ,  
but th e  w orld  b e in g  what i t  i s  t h i s  i s  n o t  as  p o s s i b l e  
f o r  many o f  you as i t  i s  fo r  me. By t h i s  t im e I  have  
n o th in g  to  l o s e  and am b la c k  m a i l  p r o o f .  A ls o  a f t e r  
a l l  I have b een  th ro u g h  I  do n o t  c a r e  who knows and 
I ' l l " t e l l  a l l "  on th e  drop o f  a h a t .  I  h a v e # n o t i c e d  
t h a t  t h i s  la c k  o f  c o n c e r n  on my p a r t  e n a b le s  me to
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r e l a t e  my s t o r y  to  p e o p le  w i t h o u t  p r o j e c t i n g  any  
g u i l t  or  shame. Thus p r a c t i c a l l y  ev ery b o d y  a c c e p t s  
i t  w i t h o u t  a n ta g o n ism .

But back to  w hat you can do. I  have had a l o t  
more o f  th e  l e c t u r e  l e a f l e t s  p r i n t e d .  A gain  I  ask  
you to  do a l i t t l e  b i t  y o u r s e l f  by b u y in g  a t  l e a s t  
a c o u p le  d o l l a r s  w orth  ( a t  10£ ea c h )  and m a i l in g  
them to  p e r s o n s  who would become k n o w le d g e a b le  on 
th e  s u b j e c t .  A n o te  accom panying  su ch  m a i l i n g s  e x 
p l a i n i n g  th e  r e a s o n  f o r  th e  d i s t r i b u t i o n  would make 
them ev en  more e f f e c t i v e .  I f  my e f f o r t s  have h e lp e d  
y o u , and I  hope t h e y  h a v e ,  w o n ' t  you p a s s  i t  on in  
t h i s  way? You may n o t  be a b le  to  a p p ly  your u n d e r 
s t a n d in g  and g o o d w i l l  d i r e c t l y  to  an i n d i v i d u a l  b u t  
you can  c e r t a i n l y  do your b i t  in  a g e n e r a l  way by 
g e t t i n g  some k n o w led g e  a b ou t th e  s u b j e c t  i n  c i r c u l a r -  
t i o n .

When so m e th in g  a b o u t  im p e r s o n a t io n  a p p ea rs  i n  a 
l o c a l  pap er  ev en  i f  a guy robs  a bank w ea r in g  a d r e s s  
w r i t e  a l e t t e r  to  th e  E d i t o r  p o i n t i n g  o u t  t h a t  e v e r y 
body who w ears a d r e s s  i s n ' t  a b o u t  to  rob a bank and 
t h a t  su ch  g o in g s  on g i v e  th e  tr u e  TV a bad name.
W rite  to  c o lu m n is t s w h o  may m en tio n  th e  s u b j e c t  in  
some way. In  s h o r t  lo o k  f o r  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  to  put  
p e o p l e  s t r a i g h t .  Now t h i s  d o e s n ' t  have to  be done  
under your r e a l  name or  under any name as f a r  as  t h a t  
g o e s .  You can  e a s i l y  e x p l a i n  why you w r i t e  anonymous
l y .  M i n i s t e r s  o f  many d e n o m in a t io n s  a re  becom ing i n 
t e r e s t e d  i n  h o m o s e x u a l i t y .  Try to  f i n d  o u t  w hich  in  
your town a r e  a c t i v e  i n  t h i s  area  and t r y  to  s e e  them 
or  w r i t e  them p o i n t i n g  o u t  th e  d i f f e r e n c e s  e t c .  There  
a r e  many p l a c e s  where your w e ig h t  can  be f e l t ,  so  
g e t  i n  th e  a c t  and b ea r  down. How do you know but  
t h a t  your son  or  your nephew or b r o t h e r  i s  n o t  a TV?
Do your  b i t  to  make th e  w orld  a b i t  b e t t e r  f o r  them 
as w e l l  as  f o r  y o u r s e l f .  I t ' s  a b i g  t a s k  g r a n t e d ,  
b u t  remember th e  1000 m i l e  j o u r n e y  and ta k e  t h a t  
f i r s t  s t e p .

VIRGINIA
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1. POSTAL MISDEEDS: I  s t r o n g l y  s u g g e s t  t h a t  e a c h
o f  you g e t  a h o ld  o f  th e  c u r r e n t  i s s u e  o f  PLAYBOY 
( A p r i l  1966) and read th e  s e c t i o n  c a l l e d  “P la y b o y  F o r 
um. T h is  a r t i c l e  d e a l s  w i t h  a b u se s  o f  th e  m a i l s  by  
th e  p o s t  o f f i c e  i t s e l f  and q u o te s  l e t t e r s  from a 
number o f  p e r so n s  whose m a i l  was tampered w i t h  and 
who r e c e i v e d  a w ork ing  o v e r  by th e  p o s t a l  a u t h o r i t i e s .  
Three p e r s o n s  are  l i s t e d  who can and sh o u ld  be w r i t t e n  
to  in  t h i s  r e g a r d .  T h ese  a r e :

Lawrence O 'B r ie n ,  P o s tm a s te r  G e n e r a l  
U. S. P o s t  O f f i c e  D ept. W ash in gton  D.C.

S en a to r  Mike Monroney Committee on th e  P . 0 .
New S e n a te  O f f i c e  B ld g ,  W ash in gton  D.C.

S en a to r  Edward V. Long, Subcom m ittee  on A d m in is 
t r a t i v e  P r a c t i c e  and P r o c e d u r e  
Room 3 2 1 4 ,  New S e n a te  O f f i c e  B ld g .  Wash. D.C.

T h is  l a s t  i s  th e  su b co m m ittee  c u r r e n t l y  i n v e s t i g a t i n g  
the  P o s t  O f f i c e .

About th e  o n ly  way t h a t  c i t i z e n s  i n  a dem ocracy  
o f  our ty p e  can  make th e m s e lv e s  heard  i s  by w r i t i n g  
to  th e  a p p r o p r ia t e  governm ent a g e n c y .  The p o s t  o f f i c e  
i n s p e c t o r s  do so  many i l l e g a l  and immoral t h i n g s  t h a t  
i t  b eh o o v es  a l l  o f  you who r e c e i v e  t h i s  m agazin e  to  
w r i t e  and p r o t e s t  th e  tam p er in g  w i t h  f i r s t  c l a s s  m a i l ,  
o f  h a r a s s in g  and f r i g h t e n i n g  p e r s o n s  a g a i n s t  whom no 
ch a r g e s  have b een  l e v i e d ,  o f  s e i z i n g  c l o t h i n g ,  maga
z i n e s  and o t h e r  p e r s o n a l  e f f e c t s  as  " e v id e n c e "  when  
no ch a r g e s  w ere f i l e d .  Dont t h in k  I  am k id d i n g .  A l l  
o f  t h e s e  t h i n g s  have h appened . T h in k in g  t h a t  we a l l  
a re  h o m osexu a ls  th e  i n s p e c t o r s  have done a l l  o f  t h e s e  
t h in g s  and more. W rite  and p r o t e s t  t h e s e  m a t t e r s  and 
demand t h a t  th e  p o s t  o f f i c e  c o n f i n e  i t s e l f  t o  g e t t i n g  
th e  m ail  d e l i v e r e d  (w h ich  can  c e r t a i n l y  s ta n d  im p r o v e 
ment) and s t o p  t r y i n g  to  be th e  n a t i o n ' s  c e n s o r .

®
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I I .  BACK ISSUES: In  th e  l a s t  i s s u e  I  m entioned  th a t  
t h e r e  w ere a l o t  o f  new r e a d e r s  who would l i k e  to  
have t h o s e  i s s u e s  w hich  a r e  now o u t  o f  p r i n t ,  namely  
N os. 1 , 2 ,  4 ,  6 ,  7 ,  8 .  I  r e p e a t  my o f f e r  to  t h o s e  o f  
you who have any o f  t h e s e  i s s u e s  t h a t  you do n o t  want  
any l o n g e r — I w i l l  a l l o w  a c r e d i t  o f  h a l f  o f  th e  o r i g 
i n a l  c o s t  a g a i n s t  any o t h e r  m a t e r i a l ,  t h a t  i s ,  $2 each  
toward a n y t h in g  e l s e  you w ant. There are  a l o t  o f  
r e a d e r s  h o p in g  t h a t  t h i s  w i l l  r e s u l t  i n  some r e t u r n s ,  
b u t  so  f a r  i t  has o n ly  b ro u g h t  i n  ab ou t a h a l f  dozen  
m i s c e l l a n e o u s  i s s u e s .  T h is  d e a l  a p p l i e s  ONLY to  the  
o ld  i s s u e s  l i s t e d  a b o v e .

I I I .  MORE SERIOUS MATERIAL: I t  i s  n e c e s s a r y  to  have
c o n s i d e r a b l e  v a r i e t y  o f  m a t e r i a l  in  TVia in  the  way 
o f  f i c t i o n ,  h i s t o r i e s ,  l e t t e r s ,  a r t i c l e s ,  e x p e r ie n c e s  
e t c .  i n  o r d e r  to  k eep  i t  i n t e r e s t i n g .  However, fo r  
some tim e I  have wanted to  s o l i c i t  some more s o l i d  
m a t e r i a l  from t h o s e  a b le  and w i l l i n g  to  c o n t r i b u t e .
I would l i k e  to  p u t  o u t  a s e p a r a t e  volumn o f  su ch  mat
e r i a l .  So I ask  t h o s e  o f  you who have some d eep er  
and more s e r i o u s  i d e a s  ab ou t TVism in  any o f  i t s  
f a c e t s  to  w r i t e  an a r t i c l e  ab ou t i t .  T h is  i s s u e  w i l l  
a l s o  c o n t a i n  some f i c t i o n  p i e c e s ,  but t h e y  must be o f  a 
more s e r i o u s  c o n t e n t  w i t h  some p a r t i c u l a r  m essage or 
id e a  to  be g o t t e n  a c r o s s .  In  su ch  s t o r i e s  TVism i s  
l i a b l e  to  be a somewhat more i n c i d e n t a l  p a r t  o f  the  
p l o t  th e n  i n  th e  typ e  o f  f i c t i o n  g e n e r a l l y  a p p e a r in g  in  
TVia. I  a lr e a d y  have s e v e r a l  e s s a y s  and s t o r i e s  saved  
u p fo r  t h i s  volum e and I ' d  l i k e  to  p u b l i s h  i t  t h i s  f a l l .  
So i f  any o f  you have so m e th in g  to  g e t  o f f  o f  your  
c h e s t  w h eth er  as a r t i c l e ,  s t o r y ,  p o e t r y ,  s a t i r e ,  c a r 
to o n  or  w h a t e v e r ,  p l e a s e  s e n t  i t  in  and mark i t  as b e 
in g  s u b m it t e d  f o r  th e  s p e c i a l  vo lum e. I'm  t e n t a t i v e l y  
t h i n k i n g  o t  th e  : i t l e  o f  " I n s i g h t s  i n t o  T r a n sv e s t ism "  
and I ' d  l i k e  th e  volume to  be composed o f  more i n s t r u c 
t i v e  and e d u c a t i o n a l  m a t e r i a l  so  t h a t  i t  co u ld  be read  
w it h  p r o f i t  by p e r s o n s  who are  n o t  TVs. Your h e i r .  . 
c o n t r i b u t i o n s  and s u g g e s t i o n s  are  s o l i c i t e d .

IV. THE ORDEAL IS OVER: Y es ,  th e  h e a t  i s  o f f ,  but  
th e  e c h o e s  w i l l  be around f o r  a lo n g  t im e .  By t h i s  
I  mean t h a t  my d i v o r c e  has b een  s e t t l e d .  As was
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e x p e c te d  I  g o t  c l e a n e d  b u t  good . T h e r e f o r e  I  have  
to  s t a r t  o v e r  a t  my age  to  t r y  to  a c q u ir e  so m e th in g  
f o r  my s e n i o r  y e a r s ,  b u t  b e f o r e  t h a t  I  must pay o f f  
a l o t  o f  d e b t s  a c q u ir e d  d u r in g  th e  p a s t  y e a r .  I  d o n * t  
e x p e c t  or r e q u e s t  any o n e - s i d e d  a s s i s t a n c e  from you  
my r e a d e r s ,  b u t  I  w i l l  sa y  t h a t  where I  can  g i v e  
v a lu e  r e c e i v e d  your h e lp  w i l l  be a p p r e c i a t e d .  By t h i s  
I  mean t h a t  I  have more than  $8000 t i e d  up i n  i n v e n t o r y  
o f  back i s s u e  o f  th e  m a g a z in e ,  th e  M irro r  and th e  C l i p -  
s h e e t .  I  would l i k e  to  l i q u i d a t e  some o f  t h i s  and 
hope t h a t  t h o s e  o f  you who do n o t  have a l o t  o f  th e  
e a r l y  i s s u e s  o f  any o f  t h e s e  i t e m s  w i l l  d e c id e  to  
f i l l  o u t  your l i b r a r y .  For th e  many new s u b s c r i b e r s  
t h a t  we have a c q u ir e d  i n  r e c e n t  months may I  p o i n t  
o u t  t h a t  p r a c t i c a l l y  e v e r y  s u b j e c t  o f  i n t e r e s t  to  
th e  TV has b een  d i s c u s s e d  somewhere i n  th e  o l d e r  
i s s u e s  o f  TVia and o f  th e  M ir r o r .  T hese  a r t i c l e s  
and t h i s  in f o r m a t io n  i s  n o t  d a te d .  I t  i s  j u s t  as  
i n t e r e s t i n g  and u s e f u l  to d a y  as  i t  was 3 months or  3 
y e a r s  ago . P l e a s e  n o te  th e  s p e c i a l  back o r d e r  d e a l s  
on page 92 and do b o th  y o u r s e l f  and me a f a v o r  by 
ta k in g  a d v a n ta g e  o f  same.

V. POST OFFICE BOX: The p o s t  o f f i c e  box i s  back i n
my hands a g a in  and th e  r e c e i v e r  i s  o u t  o f  my h a i r .  
T h e r e fo r e  i t  no lo n g e r  makes any d i f f e r e n c e  w h eth er  
m ail  i s  a d d r e s s e d  to  me p e r s o n a l l y  or  to  C h e v a l i e r  
Pubs, I  g e t  i t  a l l  d i r e c t l y .  You can  sa v e  me a l i t t l e  
t im e ,  h ow ever , by making th e  c h e c k s  o u t  to  C h e v a l i e r  
Pubs, as th e y  can th en  be e n d o rsed  by th e  rubber  stam p.

V I. THE WIVES BOOK: I  r e g r e t  to  s a y  t h a t  f o r  a w h i le
th e  w iv e s  book i s  o u t  o f  p r i n t  and c a n n o t  be  s u p p l i e d .
I t  w i l l  be r e v i s e d ,  p a r t i a l l y  r e w r i t t e n ,  e n la r g e d
and new w iv e s  l e t t e r s  w i l l  be added t o  make i t  ev en  
more h e l p f u l  to  w i v e s .  Any o f  you A and B w iv e s  who 
would l i k e  to  h e lp  by w r i t i n g  i n s t r u c t i v e  and h e l p f u l  
l e t t e r s  to  me f o r  i n c l u s i o n  i n  i t  w i l l  be d o in g  a good  
and u s e f u l  t h in g  and I  w i l l  a p p r e c i a t e  i t .

V I I .  TV TALES: For a t im e some o f  th e  TV T i l e s  were  
o u t  o f  p r i n t  and n ot  a v a i l a b l e .  A l l  have b e e n  r e p r i n t e d  
and a re  now a v a i l a b l e ,  p l e a s e  o r d e r  a g a in .  I s s u e s  No 
1 ,2 ,3 ,4 1  on h a n d ,#5 w i l l  appear  l a t e r  t h i s  s p r i n g .
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NJLIXCE^ Use of the "Person to Person" column is lim
ited to members of FPE and to those willing to fill out 
a personal information form which will be sent on re
guest. Address all answers to adds appearing here to: 
"CONTACT" 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 19, Calif.

22-M-2. M arried  TV, 3 2 ,  w i s h e s  to  meet or c o r r e s 
pond w ith  o t h e r s  in  th e  D e t r o i t  a r e a — LORI

ELECTROLYSIS IS THE ANSWER!

A Beard i s  a n u i s a n c e ,  e s p e c i a l l y  to  a TV. Why 
have one? I am a l i c e n s e d  e l e c t r o l o g i s t . I am 
a l s o  an u n d e r s t a n d in g  p erso n  and have worked on 
many TVs. My o f f i c e  i s  q u i e t ,  p r i v a t e  and a l l  
c o n t a c t s  are  h e ld  in  c o n f i d a n c e .  Unwanted h a ir  
can Be removed p a r t i a l l y  or c o m p le t e ly  depend
in g  on th e  t im e  d e v o te d  to  i t .

COMBINATION ELECTROLYSIS -  THERMOLYSIS

WITH AIR-FLOW

SAFE, PERMANENT. AIR-FLOW COOLS SENSITIVE SKIN 
Give your  f e m m e s e l f  a chance to  have smooth s k in .  
She d e s e r v e s  i t  and s h e ' l l  thank you f o r  i t .

FREE CONSULTATION APPOINTMENT -  NO OBLIGATION

MARTHA PRINCE WEbster 9 -7 6 1 6

Lo8 A n g e le s ,  C a l i f .5225 W i l s h ir e  B lvd



PRICE L IST

"TRANSVESTIAn . . .  A m agazine w r i t t e n  b y ,  f o r  and ab ou t  
men w i t h  a " F e e l in g  f o r  t h e  F em in in e" .  P u b l i s h e d  s i x  
t im e s  a y e a r  in  even  numbered m onths. Per i s s u e  $4

"CLIPSHEET".. .News o f  t r a n s v e s t i s m  and im p e r s o n a t io n  
around th e  w o r ld .  C l ip p in g s  s e n t  i n  by r e a d e r s  r e p r o 
duced f o r  s c r a p  b o o k s .  P u b l i s h e d  fo u r  t im e s  per  y e a r

S i n g l e  c o p i e s  $ 1 .5 0 ,  4 f o r  $5 
"TV-TALES OF FEMME FICTION". . .  16 page s h o r t  s t o r i e s  
w it h  t r a n s v e s t i c  th em es. P u b l i s h e d  i r r e g u l a r l y  b u t  
about 4 t im e s  per  y e a r .  S i n g l e  c o p i e s  $ 1 . 5 0 ,  4 f o r  $5 

SEPARATE BOOKS

"THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS W IF E ".. .A  d i s c u s s i o n  from  
b o th  p o i n t s  o f  v ie w .  I n c lu d e s  many l e t t e r s  from under  
s ta n d in g  w i v e s .  W r i t t e n  s im p ly ,  f a i r l y  and d i r e c t l y  
to  h e lp  w i v e s ,  p a r e n t s ,  o t h e r s  t o  u n d e r s ta n d  $3
"FATED FOR FEMININITY".. . F a s c i n a t i n g  s t o r y  o f  a h ig h  
s c h o o l  boy who wanted to  be ch e e r  l e a d e r  b u t  ended up 
as s c h o o l  B eauty  Queen, most p o p u la r  g i r l  and e v e n t 
u a l l y  b r id e  o f  a n o th e r  p r e t t y  g i r l .  90 p g s .  i l l u s  $5
"I AM A MALE ACTRESS". . .R e p o r t e r  im p e r s o n a te s  a s t a r ,  
makes a h i t ,  g e t s  c o n t r a c t ,  becomes a c t r e s s ,  m a r r ie s  
fem ale  s t a r ,  th e y  l i v e  as s i s t e r s .  100 p g s .  i l l u s  $5 
"THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STO RIES...A  c o l l e c 
t i o n  o f  f i v e  s h o r t  s t o r i e s  i n v o l v i n g  t r a n s v e s t i s m

77 p g s .  i l l u s .  $5
"CARNIVAL". . .  A lo n g  n o v e l  ab ou t a boy b r o u g h t  up as  
a g i r l  and her  l i f e  in  a c a r n i v a l  96 p g s .  i l l u s .  $5
"DOUBLE SWITCH". . .  The head m a th e m a t ic io n  was a man b u t  
n o t  a m ale .  The g i r l  who programmed com putors was n o t  
N e i t h e r  knew th e  o t h e r s  s t o r y  b u t  th e y  found o u t  and 
found h a p p in e s s .  42 p g s .  i l l u s .  $3

"REVERSE SEX".. .C o m p le te  and a u t h o r iz e d  a u to b io g r a p h y  
o f  th e  famous C0CCINELLE o f  P a r i s . 120 p g s .  o f  s t o r y  
64 pages  o f  p i c t u r e s  d r e s s e d  and u n d r e s s e d  to  show her  
rem arkable  c o n v e r s i o n .  Im ported  from England $4



"TALES FROM PINK MIRROR". . .  T h is  book was n o t  pub
l i s h e d  by C h e v a l i e r  b u t  i s  a v a i l a b l e  to  r e a d e r s .  I t  
i s  a lo n g  s t o r y ,  p r o f u s e l y  i l l u s t r a t e d  about a b o y ' s  
c o n v e r s io n  t o  a g i r l  i n  a s p e c i a l  s c h o o l  $4

SPECIAL REDUCED RATES
Back i s s u e s  o f  TRANSVESTIA ( e x c e p t  Nos. 1 , 2 , 4 , 6 , 7 , 8 )  
a r e  a v a i l a b l e .  Every  i s s u e  i s  new u n t i l  y o u 'v e  read  
i t .  Many w o n d e r fu l  s t o r i e s ,  a r t i c l e s  p i c t u r e s  a re  in  
t h e s e  i s s u e s .  Reduced r a t e  o f  6 i s s u e s  f o r  $20
Back i s s u e s  o f  CLIPSHEET and o f  FEMMEMIRROR (Now d i s 
c o n t in u e d  b u t  ab ou t 30 i s s u e s  a v a i l a b l e .  I t  was a 
15 page m onth ly  n e w s l e t t e r ) .  Can be m ixed , 6 f o r  $3

MERCHANDISE

SPECIAL B R A ...H as i n f l a t a b l e  p o l y v i n y l  i n s e r t s .  T hese  
a r e  r e m o v a lb e ,  can  be worn in  any o t h e r  bra $5
JELLY K I T . . . I n g r e d i e n t s  and i n s t r u c t i o n s  f o r  making  
a s p e c i a l  j e l l y  to  f i l l  i n s e r t s .  G iv e s  n a t u r a l  f lo w ,  
s o f t n e s s ,  w e ig h t  and bounce o f  normal b r e a s t s .  $5
"PHANTOM PHANNY".. .Foam p l a s t i c  pads sewn i n t o  p ink  
rayon  c o v e r i n g .  Shaped and ta p e r e d  to  e n la r g e  d e r r i e r e  
t o  more fe m in in e  c o n t o u r s .  Wear under your g i r d l e  $5

"PRETTI PANTIES".. . I f  you l i k e  w ea r in g  fe m in in e  th in g s  
under p a n ts  t h e s e  are  a m ust. N y lo n ,  l a c e  trimmed, 
p in k  r ib b o n  th r e a d e d  th ru  l a c e  and bows. AND th e y  
have a f l y  f r o n t  o p e n in g .  C o m fo r ta b le ,  p r e t t y  and 
p r a c t i c a l  S i z e  l a r g e ,  medium; c o l o r  b l k . w h i t e  $4
WIGS...We do n o t  s t o c k  w ig s  b u t  have made arrangem ents  
t o  su p p ly  h ig h  q u a l i t y  w ig s  a t  l e s s  than  g o in g  p r i c e s .  
O r i e n t a l  human h a i r  mach. made r e g .  p r .$ 1 5 0  ours $85  
European human h a i r  mach. made r e g .  p r .$ 2 2 5  ou rs  $150  
O r i e n t a l  human h a i r  hand t i e d  r e g .  p r .$ 2 3 5  ours $165  
European (S p a n is h )  human h a i r  hand t i e d ,  b e s t  q u a l i t y  
a v a i l a b l e  r e g .  p r .$ 3 5 0  ours $250
50% d e p o s i t  w i t h  o r d e r ,  b a la n c e  p r io r  to  s h ip p in g .

Order a l l  i t e m s  above d i r e c t l y  from  
CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS, BOX 36091 LOS ANGELES 36 , CALIF



Publication Policy

TRANSVESTÍA  is composed primarily of material submitted by 
its readers. Fiction, articles, case histories, poems, pictures— 
all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Materiao is solicited for pub
lication on the following basis:
1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at 
the rate of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor 
must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suita
bility and payment will therefore be made on the basis of the 
final printed page. No payment will be made for material less  
than 2/3 of a page which will count as one page. Payment will 
be made after material appears in print. Manuscripts will not be 
bought in advance.
2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided.
3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore 
not be submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole 
judge of suitability and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material 
when it is deemed to be in the best interest of the magazine.

PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND R E P L I E S

To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the 
careless, thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to 
limit the correspondence service to those who have been on the 
subscription list for a time and who have been screened. If you 
wish to use this service ask for the personal information form. 
Return it with the $5 registration fee. If accepted this $5 be
comes advance payment for ads ($2) or answers ($1) at regular 
rates. Members of Phi Pi Epsioon need no further application 
and may use the service by paying the regular rates.

Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES  also accepted.
Ask for rates.




