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P u b l i c a t io n  P o l i c y

Transvestia is composed primarily of material submitted by its readers. Fiction, 
articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, pictures — all are welcome. 
The greater the variety of material the more interesting the magazine will be for 
all. It is published for the enjoyment of all heterosexual cross-dressers and as 
your magazine, your support is needed. Material is solicited on the following 
basis:
1. All contributions resulting in five or more printed pages will be entitled to 
one free copy of the magazine whether that issue or any other. Such free copies 
will become payable upon publishing the material, not upon submission. There 
is no way to determine in advance which issue a particular piece will appear in, so 
please do not ask for a free copy of the issue in which your contribution will ap
pear. After it has appeared you will be sent a credit slip for any issue.
2. The editor must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suit
ability and the free issue payment will be based on the final printed page. Shorter 
material will simply be accepted as your contribution to the interest and enjoy
ment of all readers.
3. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and stamped en
velope provided.
4. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be sub
mitted. The editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability and to edit, 
alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed in the best interest of the maga
zine to do so.

P u r p o s e  o f  T r a n s v e s t ia

TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides —

EDUCATION —  ENTERTAINM ENT —  EXPRESSION 

to help its readers achieve —

UNDERSTANDING —  SELF ACCEPTANCE —  PEACE OF MIND

in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long.

TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine.

TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field.
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Y o u r

E d i t o r

S e  z :

Please forgive the lateness of this issue but there have been 
some changes in the production of TRANSVESTIA necessitating 
the long delay! On top of my work with Tri-Sigma Sorority 
(which has mulitiplied several times over), and, of course all the 
work with CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS, I have my regular 
business to attend to.

Normally in the production of this magazine, the typography 
and paste-up work have been done professionally before sending 
the material to the printer and the bindery. However, I decided 
that I needed to have more control over the various details of 
publishing the magazine and thus I have purchased an IBM elec
tronic Composing machine which does the typography right here 
in my Tri-Sigma and Chevalier office. Naturally, machines like 
this are not cheap and, in fact, the machine that I am now using 
costs almost $9,000.00. But I can do the work here in the office 
and even set up the individual pages on sheets of thin cardboard 
in preparation for the printer. The last issue of TRANSVESTIA 
was done by a professional typographer (at $8.00 a single side) 
but I did do the paste-up work for that issue. I also did all the 
lettering at the top of each article or story. However, in this issue 
the typography, paste-up, and lettering have been all done by me 
and I believe that this is the best way to go in the future. The 
composing machine is somewhat complicated to use, especially 
in doing certain typographical details. I still have not mastered 
the machine although I took an instruction class all day last 
Wednesday in Fresno. I should have gone for three days but I
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just couldn’t get away that long. As I mentioned above, I am the 
leader of Tri-Sigma Sorority which means that 1 have all the 
daily paper work of that organization. I also have had to take on 
publication of the FEMME MIRROR again since Karen has had 
personal problems enter her life and prevent her from continuing 
with the good job that she had done in the past. I am also put
ting together the New Directory for Tri-Sigma - this will include 
pictures of the sisters along with a profile of each person. It’s 
been quite a job getting this directory ready for the printer be
cause of the many, many details involved with such a large 
project. And, of course, there is the day-to-day work with 
Chevalier Publications. We have added, too, a number of books to 
our inventory (the paper work involved in setting up accounts 
with a number of New York publishers has been quite extensive) 
and, in general, we have improved the situation at Chevalier. 
We also plan on adding new books published by US including 
several books of short stories. And finally there is TRANSVESTIA 
to be put out. And don’t forget that I have my REGULAR 
Property Management business to care for and you can SEE that 
I never have a dull moment. Lucky for me that I have a VERY 
understanding wife in Norma. I usually end up working WHOLE 
weekends in this office as well as most evenings. She’s a gem!

We have received number of compliments on the new format 
of TRANSVESTIA and I hope that YOU like it, too. The Cover 
Girl portion seems to have gone over especially well and the 
improvement in the titles of articles and stories have also been 
well accepted by our readers. I also am using a different style of 
TYPE which is more pleasing to the eye and easier to read. 
I am trying to put more shorter stories and articles into the 
magazine since many people have complained that they did not 
like all the long stories, etc. In general, we feel that TRANS
VESTIA is an improvement of what was published before. You 
can be sure that there will be changes in the future whenever we 
feel that such changes will improve the magazine. Right now we 
are considering a new size for TRANSVESTIA - somthing on the 
order of the size of TIME or NEWSWEEK. Any comments? 
Don’t be afraid to express your opinion because that is the only 
way that we can plan for the future.

HAPPY READING! We really are trying hard to please all 
of you - and that’s NOT easy!
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I R A N S V E S T I A

*

O u r

C o v e r

G i r l

It’s really hard to figure out where to begin. I am still caught 
up in the incredible emotions released during the Tri-Sigma con
vention.in New Orleans. To think that on the very first night of 
the convention Carol made a point of asking me to be appear 
in TRANSVESTIA! It’s almost too much to believe. A month 
before the convention lhad never ventured out before during the 
day. It only proves that the greatest enemies we fight are the 
mental bands we tie ourselves up in.

My story really begins in Detroit, in early 1947. It was there 
that I was born - the first of three children. ,1 was followed short
ly by a sister and twelve years later by another sister. My par
ents were typical parents. My father is a chemist and my mother 
is a housewife. They were loving and thoughtful, always trying 
to do what was right for their children. The consensus of their 
children is that they receive an “A” for effort but low marks for 
results.

I remember two early experiences that I’m sure had some 
inpact on my development. The first was when, on a lark, my 
mother polished my toenails while she was doing her own. I 
loved it! It made me feel "special”. The second experience was an 
argument with my mother over neatness. She threatened “If you 
don’t tuck those shirttails in, I’ll put lace on them - then you’ll 
keep them in.” My shirttails stayed out because, in retrospect, 
I think perhaps I hoped she really would put lace on them.
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My earliest memories of dressing are when I was seven 
or eight years of age. My sister had a “dress-up” set of clothes 
which included a burgandy satin dress. I fantasized wearing the 
dress for a long time. Then one day my parents were gone and my 
sister and I went upstairs and pulled out the dress-up clothes. I remember stripping down to my underwear and pulling the 
much too large dress over my head. The first few moments of 
relief and estacy were followed by the most powerful guilt 
feelings I have ever felt. The dress came off almost as fast as it 
had gone on. Even so, Iknew that Iwould do it again, if only I 
could find a way to deal with the guilt.

My later trips to the dress-up bag were usually secret and 
brief. I tried other outfits but always settled on the satin dress. 
The sounds it made and the feeling of the satin on my body 
are indescribable. To this day, when I hear the rustle of a skirt, 
I have a mental flash of that satin dress.

Dressing during my adolescense usually consisted of brief 
periods of traipsing around the upstairs in mother’s slips (much 
too large) or my sister’s dresses (much too small). I’m glad that 
no one took pictures of me then! During this time I still carried 
the guilt around me like a large ball and chain. I was convinced 
that I was the only one who wanted to wear women’s clothing. 
I was one in a billion. Ithought endlessly about my problem. 
(Sound familiar?) After a period of time I learned that there were 
men who had changed their sex, and also that there were gay 
men who dressed as women. But I didn’t feel that I belonged 
to either group. So although I had learned that there are others 
who cross-dressed, I felt even more alone; Perhaps I was one in 
two billion. The sense of isolation and guilt was almost too much 
to bear.

When Iwas eighteen, I entered a large university which has 
a good medical library. I hoped that here I would be able to 
find out what I was and why I was that way. I remember read
ing an old Havelock Ellis text which mentioned “Eonism” as 
separate and distinct from homosexual behavior. The sense of 
relief in finding out that I was not really alone was overwhelming. 
I know know “what” I was. It wasn’t long before I connected 
Eonism, an early term, to transvestism. I visited the medical, 
graduate, and undergraduate libraries, hoping to learn more.
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The few books that were available were often missing, indicat
ing other reserachers were at work; when I did find a book, it 
didn’t seem to make sense, ot it’s description didn’t seem to fit 
my situation. I became more and more depressed as my search 
turned into an endless series of disappointments.

My dressing in college was a continuation of adolescense, 
as Icontinued to live with my parents. I finally made a few pur
chases for myself. Actually, I made the SAME purchases several 
times - I would buy clothes, wear them, throw them out with a 
vow never to dress again, and then buy the same clothes all over 
again. This expensive exercise went on during most of my college 
years.

My personal life was a mess. My high school sweetheart 
and I were to be married after I graduated from college. She, of 
course, was ignorant of my dressing. However, before we were 
married Idecided to do the “honorable” thing and tell her. That 
almost ended the marriage plans.She was shpcked but she even- 
tuallt grew to believe that I probably had a curable disease, h 
all fairness, I must say that I shared her belief.

After I told her, I sought out psychological help. I spent two 
years, two sessions a week, undergoing strict Freudian analysis 
with a therapist at the university.At the time I believed that 
the purpose of the therapy was to eradicate my dressing through 
understanding the root causes. What was really going on, however, 
was that Iwas building a foundation for self-understanding. I 
feel that the analysis was very important in that it better equipped 
me to accept myself as a total person.

My sweetheart and Iwere married, as planned, after my 
graduation. I continued therapy for another year, after which 
I was convinced that I had been “cured”. I put dressing out of 
my mind, sometimes by sheer force of intellect, for over three 
years. When the need to cross finally overtook my ability to 
surpress it, I resorted to “trying on” my wife’s clothes without 
her knowledge. This wasboth absurd (she was half my size) and 
unsatisfying. However, since I was “cured” and couldn’t admit 
the need to dress, I kept up this game for another three years.

Then for a variety of reasons, at least some of them related 
to dressing, I decided to leave my wife. I never really gave her a
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chance to accept the fact that I wasn’t cured. I’m not sure that
I could have accepted her accepting me.

I met my present wife through my work. I told her about 
my dressing even before we became involved. Her initial reaction 
is fairly typical of her viewpoint - she said that if it made me 
happy, then it was OKwith her. All through Cindy’s emergence, 
my wife has helped make Cindy the girl she is today. My wife 
sewed Cindy’s first dress; she helped me select the proper cos
metics and has consistently provided helpful directions as I pro
gressed.

It was less than two years ago that I went out for my first 
public venture. I made a quick trip to the mailbox at about
II p.m. I was convinced everyone would spot me, even in the 
black of night. After that adventure I slowly mustered the 
courage for other trips to the post office and to closed shopping 
centers. I took many walks on dark streets at night.

I had one experience which still makes me shiver when I 
think about it. One Sunday afternoon I was dressed and alone 
in the house. The doorbell rang, and Ipanicked. Without my wife 
there for protection, what could Ido? I did the only intelligent 
thing - I hid. The ringing persisted. Faster than a speeding bul
let, I started to undress. Now the ringing was at the back door
bell. I managed to change clothes, wash my face, and clean my 
nails just in time to catch a prowler who had climbed up on the 
front deck and was entering the sliding glass door. Luckily, he 
was even more frightened than I was and left quickly. It was many 
months before I could dress again without my wife at home.

Another somewhat funnier event occurred while we were 
trying to sell our house. Periodically I would dress on the week
ends, hoping that the realtors would call before attempting to 
show the house. Inevitably, one Sunday a realtor appeared at 
the front door without calling first. I ran for the garage and 
hid in the trunk of my car. What a sight that must have been! 
At the time I was really frightened, but now we still laugh about 
it on occasion.

Last February, my wife and I went to a movie together. 
This was the first time that we had gone out together while
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I was dressed. We received a few second-glances, but for the 
most part I passed without incident. I hardly remember anything 
about the film being so concerned with not being noticed. 
So far, that was my boldest adventure.

Then I received notification of the TRi-Sigma convention 
with a copy of the Femme Mirror. I wanted to go, but felt that 
lacked the courage to do it. My wife encouraged me to go, as 
did Carol Beecroft, so Ifollowed my heart and decided that it 
was now or never.

Four weeks before the conventio I made my first daytime 
outing and drove to the lovely seaside resort of Carmel. Behind 
huge sunglasses and all the moxie I could muster, I spent an hour 
wandering the peaceful streets. It was an incredible feeling to 
finally pass, a dream coming true.

The convention was probably one of the most important 
events of my life. The support provided by my sisters was the key 
to my continuing emergence. In three days of continuous ex
perience, I gained two important things: the confidence to venture 
out without fear, and the ability to accept myself for what and 
who I was. At long last lhave realized the inner peace that I have 
sought for all these years. I do not know why I am the way I am, 
nor do I care; all I know is that I AM this way and I accept myself 
completely.

Since the convention, Cindy has gone on numerous shop
ping trips which include trying on clothes in the stores. It’s really 
exciting to be treated just like any other lady in the stores. Eat
ing out has also become a regular event; here again, the special 
treatment is beyond description. Last week a Tv friend and 
I drove up to Sacramento for a meeting and stayed overnight. 
Even the people at the motel treated us like ladies.

Just recently I started electrolysis to remove my beard. 
Although it is early in the process, already the results are quite 
satisfying. I look forward to the day I can retire my razor.

Well, that is the story of Cindy so far. I appreciate the op
portunity to share my story with you. Tri-Sigma and all the sisters 
out there have played a big part in “The Birth Of Cindy”.
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Hooray for Miss San Francisco!
Though only in third place.
And (on the left with her charming friend) 
She won it through beauty and grace.
Hooray, Miss S’F’, more luck next year. 
May you win as Miss Universe.
I mean, that’s not bad for the only lad 
To enter. One could do worse.
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After a few gatherings with Tvs I had one special gripe - 
the recurring reference to “my brother”. Of course, everyone else 
was referring to their “brother”, too. The talk would be, “My 
brother is an engineer,” or, “My brother likes to hunt.” “My 
brother” does this or that! Maybe I’m not in the groove yet, 
but I still can't separate myself into TWO SEPARATE beings. 
Bob is in the insurance business but Sally is, too. Bob likes to 
hunt but Sally does, too. What I’m saying is - BOB/SALLY 
is always present. One is NEVER absent.

It appears to me that many transvestites try too hard to 
separate the masculine and the feminine. In doing so they become 
strained. They appear to be afraid that their “brother” or male- 
self will show through when they are crossdressed. In pretending 
that their “brother” isn’t there, they seem to end up somewhat 
ill at ease.

The gals who are able to relax and be completely feminine 
are to be envied. It is possible that their basic personality is 
feminine enough so that they just naturally appear to be at ease.

The remainder of us, instead of working so hard to be 100% 
feminine, should allow our “brother” to show through a little. 
After all, many of the real girls have the same interests as males 
and not only like to talk about these interests but also do not 
mind showing a masculine side when talking about such things.

-14-



We feel lucky to be Tvs because we not only are able to 
experience the best of the masculine life but also the best of the 
feminine. We are glad that we are both! Why not enjoy being a lit
tle bit of both - masculine and feminine - and let both of these 
sides show through in our daily life. And this includes our life 
as a Tv.

I realize that this isn’t too easy because we have to live in a 
male world all day. And for the average fellow it would be sui
cide to stop and gush about the pretty dress that the secretary is 
wearing. There are some feminine interests many of us would 
like to express while we are in the male world but we do not 
dare, do we? Because we are among the enemy - other males.

In the every day world of the male, there AREtimes when we 
CAN express our feminine feelings without being suspect. We can 
express our feelings about a beautiful picture, a lovely flower or 
the antics of a small child. We can show feelings that are con
sidered feminine by many through the use of different words 
than those used by girls. Although we needn’t gush over something 
the way girls do, we can still show a bit of feminine emotion 
that is at least different from that normally used bymost males. 
Doing all this will release a little bit of the feminine within us 
and possibly we could learn to appreciate more feminine things.

To conclude, no matter what I am wearing, as SALLY, 
I like things that are masculine because, after all, I am partly 
masculine. And as BOB,I like things that are feminine because, 
after all, I am partly feminine. Perhaps we could learn to be both 
“Sally/Bob” at the same time. So let’s allow the best of each side 
of our personalities show through in our life.

\ l /  \ |/  \ lz  \ ]/  sly sly sly sly s\y/Ts> /TV ^  ^  /Js /fv ^

A TV who’s name we’ll not mention 
Attracted a lot of attention,

When she did a strip tease 
In church, if you please,

Which explains why she’s now under detention.
Dee Dee CT-7-W
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A  M a n  W i  I I  S  u r e  

B e c o m e  A  M i s s  

I f  H e  C a n  B o t h  H i s  

E l b o w s  K i s s

P a r t  2
B  . M a d d e n

H. On 1 June 1938, the anniversary of his second year with 
us, we celebrated. Subject, myself, my assistant, Professor Doctor
H. Monck, the superintendent Herr Haider, his assistant, Herr 
Weismann, and Frauleins Mannstein and Paula Amman were in 
attendance. Accompanied by the two frauleins, subject entered 
the room. He was dressed in a low cut, empire waisted apricot 
satin formal length evening gown. Arms were partially concealed 
by dolman sleeves and elbow length white gloves worn off at the 
wrist. The low cut bodice allowed the view of a rather well- 
developed bust, although this was probably emphasized by the 
corsetry. He wore extremely high heeled gold lame, open toed 
sandals, which caused a hesitancy in his walk. His hair, now gorwn 
out, was upswept from the back and sides into a nest of curls, 
which were held in place by a hairnet studded with rhinestones. 
Large gold filagree earrings matched the cloth of gold choker 
which effectively masked the Adam's apple. Lipstick, powder, 
rouge, and eye make-up had been tastefully applied. Finger and 
toenails were lacquered. Subject wore no rings. Subject could 
pass for a woman, unless carefully scrutinized.

Subject showed some shyness when he noticed the presence 
of the Superintendent and his assistants, none of whom he had 
met before. This diffidence, while apparent at the introduction 
wore off during the half hour or so that those gentlemen were 
present. By arrangement, Herr Lentz entered the room and noti-
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tied the Superintendent that he was wnated in his office. Herr 
Lentz, when introduced to the subject, attempted by prior ar
rangement, to kiss the subject's hand. Subject demurred saying,

"Please don't kiss my hand for I'm not married, you know."
At the conclusion of the party, subject was asked the ques

tion, Don't you just adore being a girl." Subject almost starry- 
eyed with rapture asnwered, "Yes, oh yes, I do."

4. RECAPITULATION: Height 168 cm, weight dropped 
from 68 kgs to 62 kgs {Berti 11 ion measurement, see Files M-167/ 
4-FM and M-167/4a-FM). Facial: cheek and jaw lines softened; 
expression of eyes changed to questioning rather than asserting; 
eyebrow line changed due to plucking and shaping; beard com
pletely removed and replaced by down; body hair minimal except 
under arms and in pubic region. Adam's apple still noticeable and 
hands and feet a little too large for a woman; subcutaneous fatty 
deposits now evident in hips, thighs, abdominal region, and across 
back and shoulder. Masculine musculature almost completely 
changed to feminine. Breasts nonfunctional, small but well 
formed. Aureoles and nipples underdeveloped. Male genitilia has 
not changed or Jeteriorated; voice is deep for a woman, but musi
cal and well-modulated.

Subject appears to be completely happy in his new role as a 
woman — in matter of dress, activities and responsibilities. (Ex
ceptions occui less frequently as time progresses.)

5. CONCLUSIONS:
(A) The transformation from man to woman has been 

completed successfully. Most secondary sexual characteristics of 
subject have been changed from male to female; however, the 
primary sexual characteristic has remained unchanged. There has 
been no change in male genitilia, and subject remains heterosex
ual. His potency is evidenced by his seduction of Fraulein Mann- 
stein. Fraulein Amman refused to have sexual relations with 
"hei -ter."
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(B) The efficacy of practicing the prophetic 
exhortation

"The man who would become a miss.
His elbows he must learn to kiss."

is still moot. However, ridiculous as it seems, it appears that there 
is truth in the superstition. It may be even more potent, as it 
appears from this study that even the attempt to kiss the elbow 
works a subtle gender change. Seemingly the harder one tries and 
the longer one tries to achieve this objective, the more change 
becomes evident. It is unknown if a complete gender change, as 
per subject, would occur through unremitting attempts to kiss 
the elbow. It has not been determined if these changes are irre
versible; however, the change in subject has been so complete as 
to be considered irrevocable.

(C) The physical act of kissing does not cause a sex 
change, nor does the act necessarily cause a gender change. The 
idea and desire for realization of the prophecy probably con
tributes to, and may even cause some or all of the feminization 
which occurs. The relationship between sex and gender still re
mains inconclusive. Additional studies are needed to resolve this 
relationship or lack thereof.

I returned this interesting article with thanks to the gentle
man who had loaned it to me, and while we were discussing sev
eral of the points covered he mentioned to me that in conversation 
with some of his colleagues, he had learned of the existence of 
another such study which had been prepared and published under 
the aegis of the ‘Cite University,’ Paris, some years ago. He sug
gested that I check this source; an idea with which I acquiesced 
thoroughly.

A few days after my arrival in Paris, I telephoned the Cite 
University and made my request to the Assistant Director of 
Archives. He promptly asked asked if my interest was profes
sional or personal; I unblushingly replied that it was professional 
and gave other untrue credentials. He agreed to attempt to search 
out the article, although he stated that he could hold out little 
hope for its discovery as the University’s archives had been badly
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disrupted and many old articles destroyed by the German and 
American occupation forces.

To my good luck he later notified me that he had located the 
remains of an article, untitled, filed under the subject heading, 
“Aberrations, Sexual (Physical), Male.”

The article was written by Professor of Medicine (Mental) 
Charles des Rochers, title unknown, 27 August 1921, and was 
published in the Cite University Quaterly Medical Review  1 April 
1922. A translation follows. The title page and preamble are 
missing:

. . . that which I consider one of the most remarkable beliefs 
ever held by man. Most of those who hold to this superstition, 
either do not know or do not care if the change which occurs is 
sex or gender. This lack of knowledge on the part of those be
lievers should not conncern either mentalist or the general medical 
practitioner, since it is irrefutable that gender is the manifestation 
of sex. I make this statement dogmatically and in spite of the re
sults of three case studies on this subject, the results of which I 
find inconclusive. Re the above, I have conducted studies into case 
histories of three persons. Two older men, one a Dane and one 
English; one a bachelor and one who claimed to have been happily 
married until the demise of his wife. (See Case Study, Quandt 
and Pedersen, CX-19-AB(M/F), open, undated. Office of Director 
of Medicine [Mental], Cite University, Paris, France.)

The third subject, younger than the others, lived with a 
mature woman, Mmme. Girouard, who acted as a guardian. He is 
the subject of this article.

At the time of my visit. Mademoiselle Girouard received me 
courteously and introduced me to a young woman of not too per
sonable appearance. I soon discovered that this person was Jean 
Rondeaux, male, 22 years of age, height 162 cm, weight 58 kgs, 
(approximately 5'6", 128 lbs.), light brown hair (worn long), 
brown eyes, excellent teeth and no visible scars, birthmarks or
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other blemishes. He appeared natural and unassuming in mien, 
with no apparent effort to emphasize femininity. The skull was 
normal, and the facial bone structure masculine. Although this 
facial characteristic is very prevalent among Slavic women, the 
youth claimed French ancestry on both sides of his family. Muscu
lature was underdeveloped for a male; hands and feet appeared 
large for a female. An Adam's apple was hardly discernable.

All secondary sexual characteristics, which were present, 
were female. The voice of alto and of good timbre, there was no 
beard and body hair was negligible. The breasts were small but 
firm and shapely. Body fat distribution softened the shoulder 
line and back, enlarged the hips and formed a small belly. The 
waist was noticeably smaller than the waist of a man that size 
should be. Legs and arms were shapely and buttocks curved like 
a woman's. To a casual study, subject appeared to be a classic ex
ample of the hermaphrodite. This was not true as only male geni- 
tilia were present. No vaginal orifice either present or incipient 
could be observed.

I have been concerned as to how best to describe the various 
changes which reportedly have taken place in subject's body, 
voice, actions and mental attitudes. I felt that the terms retarded 
and under- or overdeveloped would best suit the case, as I was not 
and am not assured in my own mind that changes, per se, did 
occur.

Mile. Girouard, however, stated positively and emphatically 
that, while development was indeed retarded in some cases, in 
others it has definitely retrogressed. She stated that musculature 
had retrogressed, and subcutaneous fatty deposits, now present 
in the subject's body, were not present when he cam eto her. 
She stated that the normal development of the Adam's apple 
had stopped, and perhaps retrogressed. She stated that the sub
ject (Jean's) voice was breaking at the time he came to her, and 
that this activity, as I could see, had halted.
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Mile. Girouard stated that, through her exercises and manipu
lations, ones arms, particularly those of a person under the age of 
30, could be contorted so that both elbows could be kissed. This 
act the subject performed easily in my presence, and at the conclu
sion of the performance seemed mentally sublimated to some en
thralling emotion. The expression on the subject's face was 
beautific.

As regards to costume, Jean was clothed entirely in feminine 
attire. Somewhat to his confusion, but encouraged by Mile. G., 
Jean consented to disrobe. First those nimble fingers flew to the 
back of the neck and quickly unfastened hooks and eyes that 
secured the dress up the back. This accomplished, the dress 
dropped to the floor in a puddle of light blue silk. Jean stepped 
out, tossed the gown over one arm, crossed the room and arranged 
it across the back of a chair. Clad then in an eyeletted sheer linen 
chemise bedecked with pink bows and with pink lace shoulder 
straps, the subject, laughingly, untied petticoat after petticoat, 
each again of sheer linen with pink ribbons threaded through the 
eyelets at the sides and hems. These also were dropped to the floor 
in a froth of white. The chemise followed over the head and sub
ject stood attired in an apparently heavily boned peach satin lined 
corset or basque, peach bloomers and full length silk hosiery, 
although with cotton tops. These were held up by frivolously 
rosetted garters.

Jean asked if I desired any further disrobing and I requested 
that the corset be removed so that I could ascertain the size and 
shape of the breasts. Mile. G. interposed that she knew that Jean 
would be happy to oblige since putting on the corset and lacing 
it tightly around his body gave him extreme erotic pleasure. Jean 
blushingly concurred and quickly untied the corset strings at the 
back of the garment, which loosened caused some mixup with 
the garters, stockings and drawers. While Jean confusedly at
tempted to straighten out matters, I observed the breasts, which, 
well formed and firm, as stated before, bounced and joggled when 
released from the corset's restraint. The waist had enlarged about 
100 mm.
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At the conclusion of this activity and while Jean, holding 
tightly to the edge of the mantel, was being laced tighter and 
tighter into his basque, I asked if this didn't cause pain and didn't 
unacceptably circumscribe his activities. Rather breathlessly, 
he replied, and I quote, "Yes, it does hurt, but it is a pleasurable 
type of pain which at times courses through my entire body like 
a current. As to circumscribing my activities, as my activities are 
now purely feminine pursuits, the answer is no. My corset, petti
coats and high heeled slippers would certainly curtail masculine 
activities." With this remark he gatherd up his lingerie, dress and 
shoes and left the room.

"Now, Mile., perhaps you will tell me how you found the 
boy or vice versa and the events leading up to this remarkable 
sexual transformation. Was the boy originally an Eonist, or was he 
normal? Finally, do you pleace any credence in the ability of this 
verse, when the contortion has been performed, to change one's 
sex?"

"I shall be most happy to oblige. Monsieur le Professor. I 
shall ask only that when, I do not say if, you present your findings 
to your colleagues, you alter names and localities.

"The boy, as you call him, is in reality a man of 22 years, 
who has been with me now almost seven years. He came as a cold 
and hungry child, just orphaned. He asked for food; I took him in, 
fed him, and gave him a place to sleep. He was grateful and desired 
to remain. I agreed, as I could see companionship and help with 
the chores in the future. I am unmarried, because I have never 
been attracted by beards, lumpy muscles and loud voices. This I 
could see was the future for this child, who, now that fear and in
security were waning, was beginning to embrace these gender 
characteristics.

"I had heard, 'Kiss the elbow, change your sex' many times 
from older aunts and other members of my family. Some laughed 
at it, some were undecided but two maiden aunts were convinced 
of the veracity of the couplet and assured me that a change would
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occur if the act could be consummated. Here was the answer to 
both our problems, the boy's and mine — he could remain with
out fear of discovery and I could have my companion.

"He then began the series of exercises which would, when 
combined with the manipulation of the shoulders, elbows and 
neck, eventually result in successful performances of the contro- 
tion. As the boy had never heard of the verse I was able to con
vince him to attempt the kiss. I explained that this was a sovereign 
remedy against the effeminization of a boy who was constantly 
in the proximity of an older female. He performed the exercises, 
allowed the raither painful manipulations and attempted the kiss 
with unabated zeal. I noticed that the more the boy attempted 
to kiss his elbow in order to avert femininity, the more feminine 
in actions he became. This was not too noticeable, but readily 
discernable to one as close to the boy as was I.

"After a short period of time, I notice some pronounced 
feminine mannerisms appearing in the boy. I began to wonder if 
propinquity was causing this change, or the attempts to kiss the 
elbow were responsible. With this in mind, I enrolled the boy at 
the Ecole de Bois, Lyons, for the summer semester and instructed 
him to cease his attempts to kiss his elbow, to mention this activi
ty to no one, and to engage in boyish sports with the other lads. 
I was not too concerned as to the outcome of this action, but I 
felt I must be positive that the process of feminizing him would 
be successful.

"As I strongly suspected, the boy returned to me with evi
dences of girlish traits more pronounced — as evidenced by his 
desires to follow more feminine pursuits to the almost complete 
abandonment of the rough boyish ones. Jean told me that during 
the past 10 week period he had tried to stop his attempts to kiss 
his elbows, but that he found the desire overwhelming and so was 
not able to stop. Two conclusions then presented themselves; 
first, it was not necessary to succeed in kissing the elbows to 
achieve some measure of girlishness; second, once one attempted
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this action, even for a short period of time, one could not stop. 
The action was a irreversible as were the results.

"After his return from the school, Jean, in a burst of confi
dence, told me of the sensuous pleasure the feeling of silks, satins 
and fine linens gave him. He asked permission to try on some of 
my clothes at times. I refused this request as being premature. 
At about the time of this request, I noticed that he enjoyed and 
looked forward to doing his nails and hair and to keeping his 
body clean and scented. Although his boyish physique had hardly 
altered his body seemed softer, and he was still stronger than I. 
Two weeks after his request to try on some of my clothes I bought 
him a pair of long silk hose, a pair of high heeled shoes, garters, 
several pair of silk panties, pink, baby blue and white (two pair 
lace trimmed and one tailored), a very light pink satin slip, prin
cess cut, and lavished with lace at the bodice and hem. I also 
bought him a corset, a long sleeved blouse and a brown jumper 
dress with a square neckline and full skirt.

"I quietly put them in his bureau drawer and watched his 
attempts to wear these garments without my knowledge. When 
I finally 'discovered' his actions, I made him, in my presence, dis
robe and put on the lingerie. He was greatly embarrassed and very 
humiliated, but I was kind and understanding and thus assauged 
his humiliation — if not entirely his embarrassment. While initially 
it was necessary for me to steady him while he put on his high 
heels, he learned very rapidly to walk in these shoes. I allowed him 
to wear his girls clothing only at night and noticed that his interest 
in wearing this apparel was intermittent. He would dress for sev
eral evenings and then lose interest for several days or perhaps a 
week. Then he would return with renewed enthusiasm which 
would again wane.

"It was about a year after Jean came to me that we suc
ceeded in loosening the tendons and muscles of the neck, should
ers and arms to such an extent that the prophetic instruction:
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'A man will sure become a miss,
If he can both his elbows Ids' 

could be accomplished.
"From that time forth, the metamorphosis was remarkable. 

Body hair and beard sluffed off and were replaced with down; 
muscle bulges smoothed out and softened. Jean's breasts began 
to form and subcutaneous fat arranged itself in more feminine 
manner — hip and thigh regions and even a little tummy. The de
crease in muscles in the neck and across the shoulders gave the 
impression that the neck had lengthened. It had indeed grown 
thinner. The Adam's apple-, never too prominent, ceased further 
development and his voice, as you know, has remained a deep alto. 
His ecstasy in selecting and wearing the finest linen, silk and satin 
petticoats, chemises, panties, slips and corset covers was as un
bounded as was his joy in feeling the sleep, cool ripple of silk 
stockings against his legs and the feeling of total finality when his 
feet were encased in his high heeled pumps. He had, indeed, be
come a girl and my dream of a pure and completely feminine male 
had been realized.

"In reply to your second question, as far as I know the boy 
was a normally masculine boy until this happily successful event 
took place. He had no desire for feminization, rather he looked 
down on girlish things. In any event there was no discernible show 
of Eonism. If the boy had transvestite tendencies, they were deep
ly hidden. Now he has become a happily feminine person and this 
he will remain."

In answer to my third question, Mile. Girouard made quite a 
remarkable statement, which I was present for your consideration. 
She stated in effect that we modern practitioners of physical and 
mental medicines were hopelessly lost in regard to the treatment, 
or the basic understanding of sexual aberrations. The woman 
stated that the differences between sex and gender were not yet 
understood by science. She stated that while gender was a mani
festation of sex, most gender traits were acquired during child
hood or in some cases later on in life. I can only state that this is a 
most radical view and one not borne out by scientific evidence. 
Eonism or transvestism is the end produce of a female sexual 
aberration occurring in some males. It is treatable by competent-

-25-



practitioners.
In closing, I told Mile. Girourd my views on Eonism, stated 

my complete unbelief in the superstition, remarked that I believed 
the boy to be a homosexual, latent if not active, and commented 
that the authorities might have an interest in her activities regard
ing the boy

She replied that she knew I would not break my word, that 
even if I did, she was not concerned. She said that my profession
al standing and utter unbelief in the power of the verse would 
work to her advantage if I should be called as a witness. She stated 
further with none too good grace that my opinions were my own 
and that it was a matter of supreme indifference to her wehther 
or not I believed her story. However, womanlike, she concluded 
with the following:

That the superstition was true and correct and that when 
performed would cause the change in gender. Even a continued, 
sincere attempt to kiss the elbow, without success, would cause 
a marked gender change.

That the suggestion of homosexuality in this case was in
correct because, although almost completely feminized, Jean was 
still able to perform the male sex role.

That the action is irreversible and irrevocable. That the more 
one tries to carry out the instruction in the verse, the more one de
sires to carry it out. If either elbow is kissed, at that time will 
the inexorable process toward the complete feminization begin 
and not stop until all secondary female sex characteristics have 
evidenced themselves. Once either elbow has been kissed or the 
attempt to kiss has become imbedded in the mentality progress 
toward feminization is immutable.

Although I could see no reason for her to lie, my look of dis
belief probably was evident. She smiled as she asked me if I
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wanted to test the experiment, as both- she and Jean desired 
another companion. I declined and departed.

As I stepped off the veranda onto the garden path, Jehn 
approached. He wore one of those little pink and white aprons 
over a* white, linen dress. His brown hair was piled on top of his 
head, and secured in a pink satin ribbon which fell below his 
shoulders and danced every time he tossed his head. His eyes were 
sparkling and laughing as he laid his hand on my airm. I couldn't 
help noticing that his nails had been tinted; the moons were un
touched as were the ends. Only the pink portion of the nails had 
been enamelled. He saw my look and said that Mam'selle said that 
to color the entire nail was neither ladylike nor sanitary.

He then looked at me seriously and said, “Don't believe all 
the things Mam'selle tells you; she doesn't lie but then she doesn't 
know all the truth. When I was younger there were times when I 
wanted to be a girl. Mostly though I preferred being a boy. I did 
not know how wonderful it would be to be able to just relax and 
enjoy my girlishness. There are very few times I regret my lost 
manhood. But then it isn't all lost, for sometimes Mam'selle and I 
play together in bed." With that he bade me adieu.

I offer you no conclusions, as no conclusion should be reache 
reached until this study and those on Quandt and Pedersen have 
become collated and studied.

As the author, and moderator of this article, I have drawn 
some conclusions from these studies and conservations as well as 
from my own personal observations. They are:

A change in both mental attitudes and physical characteris
tics of those who seriously try to accomplish this act will occur; 
however, results will vary with the individual.

This action causes a gender rather than a complete sex 
change, as shown by the continued male potency of the su’bjects. 
This is not paradoxical. The verse does not offer a sex change,
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rather a gender reassignment that will cause the latent femininity, 
present in all males to a varying degree, to assert itself in a much 
more prominent manner — witness the development of the secon
dary female sexual characteristics.

It appears uncertain if any progress toward feminization 
would occur either in a man who diligently practiced the ritual 
without knowing the reason, or one who was forced against his 
will to practice the ritual, knowing what the consequences might 
be.

It is no respecter of age, stature or appearance and will, if 
given the opportunity, lead to the liberation of “our sister with
in” to anyone who practices it.

The process of change appears irreversible and immutable. 
It is at least as insidious in it’s manifestations as are habit-forming 
narcotics. It should not be experimented with by any man who 
does not desire or cannot afford to project at least a degree of 
enhanced femininity, or by any man who believes that he can stop 
any time he desires along the way. While the first few attempts 
will probably not “hook” one, it does not take many before a 
subtle satisfaction in becoming more feminine commences and an 
ever-increasing number of feminine mannerisms manifest them 
selves.

When the “hook is set” it is too late to stop, because the 
more feminine one becomes, the more feminine one desires to 
become. One may delude oneself for a short period of time into 
believing that this latest manifestation will be the last manifes
tation, because here one stops! But that familiar stirring in the 
loins and up the spine to the shoulders again asserts itself. So 
one tries, just one more time. This continues as inexorably as 
time itself. Each attempt frees more of the feminine self until 
“she” has completely asserted herself in “her” body. Then one 
begins to enjoy being treated as a woman, and the more one is 
treated as a woman, the more one desires to be treated as a
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woman, ad infinitum.
The above is the portent and the potency and the power of:

“A man will sure become a miss,
If he will just his elbow kiss.”

It is not an invitation; it is a warning!

“Don’t complain! Half of those are yours!”
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( mMOVIE

¡

LA CAGE AUX FOLLES (Birds o f  a Feather) 

Starring — Ugo Tognazzi and Michel Serrault

Released in North America by United Artists

This film is not abou t  us (the heterosexual crossdresser), 
bu t,  as a “ gay fa rce” with a large dose of female impersonation 
and solid hum or th a t  avoids either sneering or condescending , 
it is w orth  the  time and m oney to  view. In the theatre  which I 
a t tended , gays, straights, and hetero  crossdressers all were com 
pletely entertained and no one seemed to  feel “ put d o w n ” or 
th rea tened  in the presence o f  mincing drag queens.

Audience acceptence in New York City and o ther centers 
where this film is a ttrac ting  good box office (and no t just from 
gays) says som ething ab o u t  the evolution o f  this sensitive sub
ject -  the homosexual drag queen, the fag, the swish and so on. 
In films o f  yesteryear the homosexual never got o u t  of the movie 
alive. Moral convention dem anded th a t  the gay character be 
killed and the m atte r  was usually dispatched in some blunt sym
bolic m anner -- like having a church fall on them .

By the  I960’s the  plo t had been improved to  the ex ten t 
th a t  a homosexual could take his own life (after all, w hat would 
you do in th a t  situation?).

In this decade the homosexual has found new sophistication 
and is generally respected as a serious character although there is 
still a tendency  to  portray  sterotypes. Perhaps this is an inevit
able condition  o f  the m otion picture art.
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— I—  ------

Produced in France and set in the  locale o f  St. Tropez, 
Birds of a Feather is a well balanced situation com edy quite apart  
from its gay them e. The fact th a t  the dialogue is in French 
with English sub-titles does no t de trac t  in any way from the 
timing o f  the hum or which is l ighthearted, hum ane, and evenly 
spread throughout.

The scene is a scandalous St. Tropez nightclub (La Cage 
aux Folles), co-owned by two gays who have lived together for 
20 years in what am ounts  to  a marriage.

Albin, played expertly  by Michel Serrault, is the  “ w ife” 
and the long established star o f  the c lu b ’s transvestite revue. 
The couple live in orna te  quarters above the club surrounded by 
chintz curtains and some no t so subtle phallic symbols am ong the 
art objects which accessorize the gay decor. The household is 
served by a prancing male maid who skillfully pratfalls and pro
vides comic relief when Tognazzi and Serrault need it most.

The pair are accepted in the surrounding com m unity  and the 
club is filled with straights who come to  see the beautiful boys 
in action. Among the gay com m unity  they represent royalty , 
stable and conservative citizens, with o f  mature sense o f  their 
hommosexual identities. Their tranquil m aturity  is shaken to  some 
ex ten t by the family crises which forms the plot.

A son named Laurent, sired by the husband (Tognazzi) 
in a one night stand many years ago, and left by his m other 
to the care o f  the tw o gays, is away at the university. As the movie 
begins, Laurent returns home for a visit on the eve of his “ par
en ts” twentieth  anniversary. With some trepidation he an n o u n 
ces he is getting married -- to  a girl! The gay fa th e r ’s response 
to  this news is worth the price o f  admission bu t there is more 
-- much more to come.

The bride-to-be is the sweet and innocent child of a high 
ranking civil servant, the  head o f  an agency known as the 
Union for Moral Order. Ensconced in a large estate near Paris, 
burdened with the awesome responsibility o f  upholding the 
countries morality, the b ride’s fa ther and m other  are more than a 
little concerned abou t  their fu ture  son-in-law’s pedigree. The 
question “ What do  your  parents d o ? ” is a m atte r  o f  critical
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im portance upon which the remainder o f  the  film hinges. The 
daughter knows the tru th  bu t dares no t say. In a pinch she lies 
and leads her parents to  believe th a t  Laurent is the son of a 
diplomatic a ttache. A meeting of the two families is arranged 
to  discuss wedding plans.

The prospect o f  a visit by the b ride’s parents sets the home 
above the nightclub in u t te r  turmoil. It is obvious to  Laurent 
and his fa ther th a t  the in-laws-to-be never know the tru th . A 
cover-up scheme is hatched bu t is beset by enorm ous difficul
ties. What can be done abou t the furnishings, the chintz, the 
phallic symbols, etc? Can the gay fa ther act o u t  the part o f  an 
attache? What is to  be done abou t  his “ wife” who has been the 
only m other  the boy has known? The real mother,_jcontacted 
a t  the last m inute, agrees in a fit o f  remorse to  stand in for one 
evening. This leads to  a fit o f  jealousy on Albin’s part. The finale 
brings the tw o  families together at a hilarious dinner party that 
features a swish maid turned butler, two m others o f  the groom, 
one with too  much hair on her forearm, and some embarrass
ingly hommosexual erotic dinnerware, overlooked in the haste 
to  get everything ready. In the end, all survive and the mar
riage takes place, bu t no t before the staid head o f  the Union for 
Moral O rder is converted to  a grande m atron , com plete  with 
hairpiece and ballgown. This disguise becomes essential for his 
escape from the nightclub where inquisitive members o f  the 
press have assembled in search o f  a scandal.

The film handles all o f  this with cleverness and w ithout 
becoming a parody for insecure heterosexuals or an inside joke 
for gays only. Hence, its broader universal appeal is pure en
terta inm ent.  ■■■■■"1 I

'OH, what a drag today  was!”
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TRUE STORY

M Y  S T O R Y

By Renee

In the Catholic religion, am ong certain categories of Priests 
or Sisters there is a cerem ony in which, once a week, each one 
has to  confess his sins in f ron t  of his o ther brothers or sisters. 
It is called, in French, “ La C oulpe” from Latin “ cu lpa” which 
means “ s in” . You may th ink  it is the hardest thing to  do but they 
do  no t th ink  so for they know th a t  what they say never comes 
o u t  o f  there and nobody speaks o f  what he has heard, besides 
th a t ,  they know their com panions are sinners, too , and under
stand them .

I feel like those religious people in writing my Tv story 
and putt ing  my soul o u t  in f ron t  o f  MY sisters in “ our k ind” 
o f  religion. I hesitated before in writing it. It is hard for someone 
to  tell o thers  o f  his intim ate problems. Besides that ,  I know th a t  - 
“ le moi est haissable” -  as it is said in French, which means it 
is disagreeable for people to  read someone who is always referring 
to  himself.

But now  I know ,through TRANSVESTIA th a t  my sisters 
will understand me so I dare to  tell my story. I know little abou t 
psychology so I will n o t  lecture abou t  the subject but,  instead, 
let my heart speak and hope it will be e loquen t enough to  show 
my “ real"personality .

The fu r theres t  back th a t  I can rem em ber o f  my Tv activi
ties was a t  the age o f  four. One morning, while my parents were

-34-



RANSVESTIA

still asleep, I had put on my m o th e r’s half season coat. It was a 
very attractive garment to  me. I t ’s color was beige and was made 
o f  soft woolen frabric. I had it on and was parading around the 
room when my m o th er  awoke. She discovered me and was quite 
angry because the b o ttom  of the coat was ‘sweeping” the  floor. 
She took  it o ff  me , slapped my bo ttom  and sent me back to  my 
room. I also rem em ber th a t  a few years later I became involved 
with my sisters in putting  on some kind o f  shows to  entertain 
our playmates and I loved to  put on dresses, drapes or anything 
else tha t  Icould wrap around myself.

When I started school I played pre tty  much with the boys 
and had forgotten , I thought,  o f  my interest in dresses. It was 
not until I entered college th a t  my desire to  wear girl’s clothing 
returned. The college had an am ature thea te r  and I observed 
tha t  many o f  the fellows played girl’s parts. I though t  th a t  they 
were lucky to  wear such beautiful clothes. I became involved 
with the activities of the theater  and finally was asked to  play 
the part o f  a girl and thus wear the beautiful costumes, m akeup 
and wigs. But it lasted only a year during which I played in half 
a dozen plays as a girl. But then I had lost my high voice and my 
nice complexion and was no t asked again to play those m ar
velous parts.

Sometime after I graduated from college I met a nice girl and 
married her. The urge to  wear feminine garments then became 
more stronger since I was exposed to  all my wife’s lovely clothes. 
Fortunately we were abou t  the same size and I thought th a t  I 
looked quite pre tty  in her clothes.ln  the  beginning my wife 
allowed me to  wear her clothes since she though t  it was cute. 
She even used me as a model to  make her dresses. With adequate 
padding I could have abou t  the same shape as my wife. But, 
like all good things, the end came when my wife noticed how 
much I liked to  wear her clothes and became rather unhappy 
with my crossdressing in general. I could not s top ,how ever  and 
continued to  wear her clothes wherever the opportun ity  arose. 
But my wife became so unsettled and her m oods were so un
happy th a t  I felt it best to  stop. And this I did - for awhile. 
I really loved her and d id n ’t want to see her so unhappy. I was 
feeling very guilt by then and I thought th a t  I did no t have the 
right to  displease her.
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But, as most all crossdressers know, I co u ld n ’t stay away 
from all those wonderful feminine clothes and so I started to  
‘dress” once again. And, o f  course, my wife became angry and 
we had “ w ords” again. But this time she made me feel so guilty 
ab o u t  my crossdressing th a t  I agreed to  consult a physician. 
Just previously to my contac ting  this person, she had, on her 
own, secretly gone to  this physician and told him all abou t my 
crossdressing. To please my wife I had several visits with the 
physician and was told by him th a t  I never would “get rid o f  the 
h ab i t” and the  only solution was to  dress when my wife was no t 
a t  home since she became distressed and ill when she saw me all 
dressed up.

I tried to  go along with his recom m endations and was suc
cessful for quite some time. But finally, because o f  the incon
venience o f  trying to  find opportunit ies  to  dress when my wife 
was no t hom e, I just decided th a t  I would dress whenever I wanted 
and the heck with her. I had purchased my own feminine things 
since my wife had put on weight and now was larger than me. 
Needless to  say, my wife learned quickly o f  my determ ination 
to  continue my crossdressing and became very angry. She for
bid me to  crossdress anym ore and reproached me for the money 
th a t  I had spent on w o m en ’s clothing. She was right in tha t  
m atte r  because I did no t enjoy buying a lot o f  clothes for my 
male-self. I would rather save m oney on purchasing male clothing 
and use th a t  m oney thus saved on pre tty  w o m an ’s clothing.
I just c o u ld n ’t  handle all the hostility from my wife and again 
threw  all my pre tty  things away in the trash. I promised th a t  I 
would never crossdress again. I was feeling so terribly guilty 
and did n o t  w ant to  displease her and Ifelt bad th a t  I had made 
her so unhappy.

But it did no t last long and it was only a few m onths  later 
th a t  I began to  purchase a few pre tty  feminine things on the 
side. It w asn’t long until I had a com plete  w o m an ’s wardrobe.
I felt  better! Still, I only dressed wheh my wife was away from the 
house. It was n o t  long until my wife discovered my newly bought 
things in the garage - a place where I was sure they would be 
safe. She informed me th a t  she had found them  bu t Itold her 
th a t  I could no t live w ithou t them  and th a t  I would prefer to  
leave her and go and live alone rather than give up my beautiful
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clothes. But this time, she appeared to  understand my feelings. 
So we talked quite a lot of my desire to  cross dress. I told her 
tha t  it made me so nervous when I tried to  restrain my urge to  
cros^dress. She admited th a t  she had noticed this fact and th a t  for 
the several previous weeks leading up to  her most recent dis
covery she had noticed th a t  I was behaving “ like a bear.” I was 
only eating one meal a day and just hated my job. The house 
needed painting and I co u ld n ’t care less abou t  it. I had refused 
to  go o u t  with her. I did no t realize th a t  she had noticed all these 
things!

My wife indicated th a t  I would have to  do  “ som eth ing” 
about my “ prob lem ” and the condition  of our marriage. She 
then urged me to dress more often if this would make me more 
easier to  live with and take the pressure o ff  me. I was to  tell her 
when I needed to crossdress so she could go o u t  and let me have 
the house to myself. She allowed me to  keep my pre tty  things 
in her dresser drawers and use anything o f  hers th a t  fit me. She 
even showed me several dresses in her closet which were now too  
small for her and said th a t  Icould wear them  if Miked. She EVEN 
allowed me to  use her nice coat th a t  she did no t like although 
it was almost new - saying th a t  she was going to purchase ano ther  
one, anyhow. Well, tha t  was a good excuse for her to  get a new 
coat, but Iwas glad for the “ exchange” .

So tha t  was the way it went. I was able to dress many times 
when my wife was away. I even purchased a wig th a t  looked 
nice on me. One night while my wife was away and I was all 
dressed up, I went OUT and walked around the block. It was 
dark and I was unnoticed. I live in a quiet area and there were 
only a few people about.  I was most satisfied with th a t  expe
rience. The few people th a t  I passed on the street merely looked 
at me as a middle-aged woman. I wore nothing to  call a t ten tion  
to  myself - only plain ‘street c lo thes” , a pre tty  hat, a navy blue 
coat, white gloves, black pumps and a little handbag.

I repeated this experience as often as possible and always 
welcomed the times when my wife would leave me alone in the 
house. Each time when I went o u t  I w ent farther away from the 
house and came back only when ¡my feet started to  hurt.  T hat 
was one experience th a t  woman have th a t  I d id n ’t  care for. I 
carried no identification card in my purse, just a few dollars
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and some change which would allow me to  call a cab if I ever 
got into trouble. All the streets are one-way in my town and I 
always managed to  walk in the same direction as the flow of 
traffic so th a t  the car lights could no t light up my face.

O ne night as I was walking down the street a car PULLED UP 
along side me, the door  opened , and the driver asked me if he 
could take me home. I thanked him bu t said th a t  I was almost 
home and preferred to  walk the remainder o f  the way. I would 
suppose th a t  my appearance fooled him since he followed me in 
his car - driving very slowly behind me. Finally, as I reached my 
own block, he drove away. I was very glad!

All good things seem to  have to  come to  an end and it was 
one night when I had gone o u t  for awhile and then returned 
th a t  I found th a t  my wife had returned BEFORE ME and was she 
angry !! She accused me of  wanting to  show myself o ff to  the 
neighbors b u t  I had enjoyed the walk so much th a t  I was in a 
tranqualized condition  and I hardly heard her yelling. I asked 
her if she thought th a t  I ‘passed’’and was disappointed to  hear 
her say, “ n o ” ! Then I told her th a t  I had just “ passed” on the 
stree t  while o u t  walking and even had a police car go by me and 
nothing happened. She insisted th a t  I was no t real enough to 
pass and th a t  I was heading for trouble! I undressed quickly 
and w ent to  bed - thinking th a t  she was jealous because I was 
th inner  than her.

The NEXT Saturday , she did not go out! I thought that  
it was because she did no t want me to  dress. I felt very sad and 
guilty th a t  evening and did no t say a word. She co u ld n ’t  help 
b u t  notice my quietness and said th a t  I was just going to  have to  
find a good reason to  stop my crossdressing, because I “ had gone 
too  fa r .” She was sure th a t  I was going to  get into trouble.

She was right since lhad nex t planned to  take a bus ride 
the  nex t time th a t  I had the opportun ity  to  get ou t.  I had reached 
the po in t where I was no longer afraid to  walk down the street. 
I wanted to  do  those things th a t  women normally did . As a man, I 
had even gone to  a local beautician for a facial. I did no t tell o f  
my crossdressing b u t  only th a t  I wanted the facial and she gave 
me one w ith o u t  any fu r the r  questions. She thinned my eyebrows 
w ithou t  my asking and p u t  a liitle foundation  and powder on
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my face! What heaven! I did ask if she had any o th er  male cus
tomers and she indicated th a t  she had a few.

But to  go back to  the night when my wife returned ahead 
of me, I had gone to  bed and awoke to  more recriminations 
from my wife. I then informed her th a t  I did no t want to  qu it  my 
crossdressing at all and had decided to  do through any female 
experience tha t  I wanted to  have from then on. She cried and said 
that I was a failure as a husband and th a t  I had spoiled her life 
and th a t  Imight get arrestedand lose my job. She said th a t  she had 
been crazy to  stand my transvestism for so long and no t leave 
me. She felt tha t  she was still young and desirable and maybe she 
should leave and go live with ano ther man bu t she w o u ld n ’t 
because all men were visious.etc. We did no t talk to  each o ther 
for a week thereafter. I realized th a t  I had hurt  her with my 
crossdressing bu t also realized tha t  I just c o u ld n ’t stop. After all,
I was doing nothing evil. I d id n ’t cheat on my wife and Itried to 
be a good provider to  her.

Fortunately , I saw an ad abou t Chevalier Publications and 
wrote for information. In due time a letter came and I ordered 
a copy o f  TRANSVESTIA. I enjoyed the stories and the 
articles very much.

Those writers o f  the articles in th a t  issue o f  TRANSVESTIA 
were my first “ fr iends” in my new life and I will always be ap- 
preceative to  them for their stories and articles. Until this time 
I had never done much for others and I now regretted it. I even 
wrote a few articles and sent them to  the magazine, hoping that  
someone would benefit from my experience. Iwas cetainly 
in agreement with w hat I read concerning transvestism through 
the pages of my newly found magazine.

How much I changed in the next several weeks I canno t say. 
But during this time I did not dress b u t  spent much o f  my time 
in reading TVIA. This brought me the peace of mind th a t  I had 
been wanting as well as understanding from people who were 
like me. I have now located anum ber o f  new friends - all o f  them  
sweet and gentle people. Som ehow , peace has been restored in our 
house and we now get along rather well. I love her even more than 
before and I try to  be as kind as possible to  her. Now I am always
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smiling and we go o u t  often together - as husband and wife. My 
house is now painted and I again like my work. I am now able 
to  dress when my wife is h o m e .

I can see, now, th a t  I tried to  impose my will on my wife. 
She now realizes th a t  my crossdressing is an im portan t part of 
myself . She washes my feminine things for me and has even 
purchased a set o f  drawers for my pre tty  things. She will even iron 
my clothes and occasionally buys something for me in the way 
o f  panties or a slip. She even trades m akeup with me. The o ther 
day she asked to  exchange her mascarafor mine. I liked her color 
much be tte r  anyw ay. I help with the housework, now, and am 
more careful in how I dress as a man. Life is so much better 
for me. This is no t to  say th a t  my wife likes to  see me cross- 
dressed b u t  we have worked o u t  a satisfactory solution to  our 
mutual “ p ro b lem ” and it appears to  work just fine. I am very 
sorry th a t  I caused her much unhappiness all those years and 
hope th a t  my efforts to  make her happy will help her forget 
any unhappiness in the past. I, in tu rn , have gained many things 
and am at peace with my self after so many years o f  unhappiness.

A TV, a most beautiful lass,
Decided to  step up in class.

Applied for em ploym ent 
In a house o f  en joym ent,

Where they threw her o u t  on her ***.

A Tv who loves baseball, named Gloria, 
One day in a fit o f  euphoria,

In a m ost excellent manner 
Sang the Star Spangled Banner,

Stark naked a t  a game in Peoria.

Dee Dee (CT-7-W)
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E d i t o r  C a r o l  B e e c r o f t j  

A n n o u n c e s  N e w  

C O N T E S T
________ “ PRIZES O FFE R E D  FOR THE BEST W RITER S” f

One of our readers wrote and suggested th a t  your Editor 
offer a prize for the best TV story o f  1980. It seems like a very 
constructive suggestion and thus I shall not only offer a prize 
for that category but also offer additional prizes for o th er  types 
of contributions subm itted. I am offering a TWO-YEAR SUB
SCRIPTION to  TRANSVESTIA for the best contribu tions in the 
following categories:

1. For the best LONG STORY using a TV theme.'
2. For the best SHORT STORY using a TV theme.
3. For the best TV article o f  a non-fiction type.
4. For the best contribution o f  TV poetry!

It is felt th a t  this contest will encourage our sisters to  exhibit 
their writing talents as well as their creativity. This contest  
will last until December 31, 1980. All material should be typed 
and double spaced although I will accept contribu tions from 
those who do not have access to a typew rit te r  and, as a result, 
have to write in longhand. Typew ritten  materials are preferred 
however.

The man standing a t  the bar (in court) was well dressed, 
alert, and obviously intelligent. The judge asked him how he 
pleaded to the charge of transvestism, and much to  the magis
t ra te ’s surprise, he replied, “ Not guilty by reason o f  insanity, 
your H onor.”

“ Insanity?” exclaimed the judge.

“ Yes, sir,” said the defendant. “ I’m crazy ab o u t  i t !”
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r TRUE STORY

THE WORST DAY

OF MY LIFE

By Ann

J

I became aware o f  my desire to  wear female garments at an 
early age. I was no more than six or seven years old when I began 
to  try on my m o th e r’s clothes.

For some reason, and I canno t remember, now, even how 
the subject came up, my grandm other came to  know of my 
liking fo r  w o m en ’s clothing. When I visited her, w ithout my 
parents  being present, I was allowed to  wear panties and one of 
her slips while she read to  me. She even let me sleep in those 
clothes and, som ehow, my fairly s trict grandfather never found 
ou t.

Mama, as Icalled my grandm other,  never told my parents 
or, as far as I know, anyone else. Needless to  say, I looked for
ward with great anticipation to those visits to  Mama’s house!

A round the age o f  10 or 11,1 sneaked a pair o f  my m o th er’s 
panties and a slip in to  my bedroom , and, when I thought the 
coast was clear, I to o k  o ff  my pajamas and pu t on the nylon un
derwear. No sooner had I done so than  in came m other. She 
flipped on the light and caught me trying desperately to  burrow 
o u t  o f  sight in the sheets. She d id n ’t scream or even call for 
fa the r  who, I was sure, would have killed me. She simply sat on 
the bed and demolished me by saying th a t  w hat I was doing 
was perverse and unnatural. The shame I felt was overwhelming 
as I removed her clothes and p u t  my pajamas back on. It was a 
long time th a t  night before I finally cried myself to  sleep.
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My shame was so great th a t  I could n o t  even tell Mama 
the reason I no longer wore my “ favorite c lo thes” a t  her house 
during my visits. I simply could no t bear the though t  o f  anyone 
seeing me in girl’s clothing.

Nonetheless, Icontinued to  wear my m o th e r’s panties under 
my regular boy clothes whenever possible. I would take them  from 
her dresser drawers and return them to  the d irty  clothes ham per 
at the end o f  the day. I confined my dressing to  the panties all 
the way through high school and was never caught again.

I entered college, Georgia Tech in 1958. A part time job 
paid the entire tuition cost for my five years a t  Tech and provided 
enough to  purchase a car o f  my own and pay for my frequen t 
purchases o f  femme-undergarments.

Both m other and fa ther worked and, due to  class schedules, 
I usually had a few hours hom e alone before reporting to  my own 
job. During one such time, I impulsively decided to  go “ all the 
w ay” just to see what I really looked like com pletely dressed 
as a girl. Iput on my own underwear and pilfered the rest from 
m o th e r’s closet. Nylons, dress, bra, - they all fitted me! I even 
applied makeup (very inexpertly, I’m afraid) and tied a scarf 
around my head. I was trembling with exc item ent by the time I 
had finished dressing. I was to tally  hooked!

Fear o f  being caught kept me from going o u t  in public, 
but I dressed completely at hom e alone whenever I could squeeze 
in the time. I dated one girl who was especially nice very steadily 
my last three years at Tech. (She later became my wife). Before 
we married I felt morally compelled to  tell her o f  my desires 
before the ceremony. To blunt the force o f  the  shock I knew was 
coming, I told her only th a t  I enjoyed wearing feminine under
garments «She was indeed shocked bu t d id n ’t call o ff  the wedding. 
We discussed the situation at length and she finally decided tha t  
perhaps it wasn’t so terrible af te r  all. Believe it or not,  on our 
wedding night she presented me with a beautiful lacy pair o f  
panties and a matching slip. I knew then our marriage would be a 
long and good one.

Over the years she has accepted the  fact th a t  I am a trans
vestite and will allow me to  wear panties under my suits and even
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sleep in very feminine nighties and gowns. She absolutely re
fused , however, to  allow mw to  dress completely in her presence.

To avoid arguments a t  hom e, I hid my dresses, wig, bras, 
makeup, shoes, etc., and told her th a t  they had been destroyed.
I began to  find excuses for having to  go back to  work a t  night. 
After carefully sneaking an ou tf i t  I wanted to  wear into the car 
t runk , I would go to  a deserted spot to  change and then drive 
around looking in shop windows and felt p re tty  good abou t  how 
clever I was. I actually got away with this behavior for nearly 
10 years and, during th a t  period, I found aou t ab o u t  the maga
zine TRANSVESTIA. For the FIRST time I understood tha t  I, 
a heterosexual transvestite, was no t alone.

My job required some overnight travel and, naturally, I 
always took  along my girl’s clothes. On these trips, lhad much 
more time to  devote to  my dressing and m akeup and the result 
was, I thought,  quite acceptable. I became bolder over the years 
and would even shop in crowded stores and mingle with people 
on busy sidewalks. No one, apparently , suspected th a t  I was not 
exactly  w hat l fancied myself to  be -  a fairly tall bu t no t terrible 
looking woman. I have received wolf whistles and have had to turn 
down advances made by men.

Then, one night abou t  five years ago, it happened -- the 
night th a t  very nearly spelled my ruin.

Before an impending extended business trip to  the home 
office o f  the com pany I work for, I purchased tw o new dresses 
and all the various items I would need to  make the visit a m em or
able one. As things turned out,  it was INDEED that!

Upon concluding the first days business, lhad dinner alone 
and re turned to  my motel room around 7 :00  p.m. After a shower 
and shave, I donned my fem m e apparel -- all o f  it, except my 
freshly restyled wig which was new - applied m akeup and was off  
for an evening o f  excitem ent.

I left the motel in my car, w ent to  a shopping center and 
leisurely w indow shopped until the starting time for a good 
movie I wanted to  see. I purchased the t icket from a girl who 
appeared slightly startled to  see me bu t ,  since she said nothing,
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I was not very apprehensive. The lobby was crowed with people 
who appeared to  pay me no particular a tten tion .  I had to  wait 
a few minutes in the lobby before the beginning o f  the movie 
and then walked down the aisle and to o k  a seat on a vacant 
r o w . .

Almost immediately a man came to  me and said, “ please 
come with me and bring your purse .” The man was dressed 
in civilian clothes but strapped to  his side was a pistol.

Nearly fainting with fright, I walked back up the aisle to  the 
lobby. Before being led to a small office near the concession 
area, I noticed a group of people, including the t icket girl, staring 
at me very intently.

In the office, the man who had sum m oned me from the 
theater told me th a t  he was a policeman and asked my name. 
Knowing tha t  I was totally trapped, I told him. As though dis
pelling any lingering doubts , he then asked if I was a man. I told 
him th a t  I was a man, not homosexual, and tha t  I was a trans
vestite. As I sat there experiencing the greatest shame and hu 
miliation I had ever known, I thought tha t  I would also lose 
self control of myself completely. I remem ber feeling light
headed and found it extremely difficult to  breathe. My heart was 
pounding so hard I was actually afraid it would rupture.

I managed to ask, with the sound of begging in my voice, 
if there was anything he could do to  allow me to  leave. He said 
tha t  a com plaint had been made and tha t  he had no alternative 
but to  take me to  police headquarters.

A nother man came to  the office door  and announced  th a t '  
the car had arrived. The policeman told me to  stand and go 
with him to  the car. I had to  walk through a group o f  curious, 
giggling spectators to  the door o f  the theater. Once there, I was 
turned over to  a uniformed patrolman who had his marked police 
car, with all lights flashing, waiting outside. The patro lm an told 
me to  put my hands behind my back and snapped handcuffs 
around my wrists.They were so tightly applied I could see marks 
from them several days afterward. As I was led to  the car, the 
plainclothed policeman made a com m ent causing the  crowd, 
which by this time, had gathered both inside and outside the
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thea te r  to  renew their  giggling. Apparently , my sad situation 
was much be tte r  to  be seen than the movie they had paid to 
view!

In the police car I could control myself no longer. I cried. 
I could feel the h o t  tears streaming down my face and, because 
o f  the handcuffs, I had no way to  wipe them .

After what seemed ages, we reached the dingy police station 
and I had to  endure the to rm en t  o f  being stared and giggled at 
all over again. I was led to  a large room and was interrogated 
by three policemen who wrote notes as I spoke. I tried again to  
explain th a t  I was no t a homosexual, as they no d o ub t  thought, 
th a t  I was married and the fa ther o f  three children. The police
men found this very hard to  believe until they found my wallet 
while going through my purse. They actually passed it around 
looking at my collection of family photos  and my membership 
cards to  several professional organizations. The atmosphere 
became less hostile then and one of the policemen showed his 
sym pathy  by unlocking the handcuffs.

Nonetheless, I was photographed both with and w ithout 
my wig, fingerprinted and booked for violating the city morals 
code. I was taken to  an office where a detective read me my rights, 
just like you see on television, and asked if I would cooperate 
by signing a confession which had been prepared from my ear
lier discussion with the  three policemen. I signed! I was then told 
th a t  I would remain in jail overnight and go to  court  the next 
day

For the second time th a t  night, I actually begged. The ex
posure would have to tally  ruined me. I asked, with tears again 
flowing down my face, if there was any alternative.

The detective looked a t  me for a long time and finally 
said th a t  if I could pay a $100.00  bond and could get transpo
tation  back to  my own car, which was still in the  theater  parking 
lot, I could go. I did have $100.00  in cash and the checkbook was 
in the motel room. The policeman gave me the  telephone num ber 
o f  a local bondsm an and, having no choice, (called him. He agreed 
to  com e and pay the $100 .00  bond in return for a check to  him 
for $150.00.
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The bondsman arrived af te r  w hat seemed an e ternity . I 
paid him the m oney and, in tu rn , he told me to  com e with him. 
The embarrassment actually intensified when I reached his car 
and found th a t  he had brought along his girlfriend. She seemed 
facinated by my appearance and co u ld n ’t  understand why a 
man wearing w o m en ’s clothing was breaking the  law. She, like 
the others, asked if I was homosexual and although I was sick 
o f  answering tha t  question by this time, I again explained th a t  a 
transvestite was not necessarily a homosexual.

I was driven to  my car and then followed to  the motel 
where I wrote a check to  the bondsman. He told me th a t  the 
$100.00 bond would take care o f  the charges and, unless I hoped 
to  reduce the fine, I was no t required to  appear in court. N atur
ally, I decided not to  appear. The next day, after trying to  behave 
as normally as possible through the  conference Iwas attending, 
I disposed o f  all my feme attire and vowed th a t  I would never 
again dress in anything o ther  than male clothing.

For an entire week, I apprehensively read the daily newspa
pers published in the city looking for an account o f  my arrest. 
Thank God, nothing ever appeared. I had gotten o ff  w ithout 
anyone who actually knew me finding out.

I kept my vow for three of the past five years. Then, I could no 
longer contain my desires to  dress up. Until very recently, how 
ever, I wore only lingerie very discreetly under my male clothing. 
Finallt, I decided to  go "all the w ay” again. When I dressed 
completely for the first time since th a t  awlful night five years 
ago, the feeling of exhilaration and freedom was as overpowering 
as I remembered it to  be the time I first tried on my m o th e r’s 
dresses. I d o n ’t  have the courage to  go o u t  dressed as I once did, 
but the urge is certainly there. I recognize now tha t going ou t  
undetected in public while dressed as a woman was a way to  gain 
acceptance o f  my borrowed gender. For this reason, I would 
like to  apply for membership in TRi-Sigma and, through the 
organization, perhaps regain the feeling o f  acceptance w ithou t the 
risk o f  repeating my nightmare. I th ink  th a t  I have matured 
enough now to  realize th a t  I am a transvestite w ithout any real 
hope of ever permanently shedding this aspect o f  my life, and, 
really, I have no desire to  change this.
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Dear Carol: I have been getting Transvestia for a little over 
two years and this is the first time I have written. After too  
many years of battling with my crossdressing desires, I left the 
closet and found a world of peace, beauty and excitement. It :s 
really an experience that allows me to  feel and be myself. I feel 
complete when wearing femme atire. The anguish I experienced 
in keeping these “ sick though ts“ under rap, the guilt, the shame, 
the to rm ent experienced, t h a t ’s OVER WITH NOW. Now th a t  I 
am ou t of the closet there is a world ou t there to  venture into. 
So I mustered up my courage, put my prettiest lingerie and 
dress on, followed with a wig, make-up, earrings and then ven
tured OUT -- was tha t  ever scary!

I went to a bargaub show store in a shopping center where I 
looked at heels in the size 10 section. I had chosen this store 
as it usually was busy with all types of women there and it ap
peared tha t  I could melt into the many shoppers quite easily. 
Across from the rack where I was brousing, the manager and his 
assistant were busy stacking new shoes. However, when the 
manager noticed me he tapped his assistant on the shoulder, 
pointed his hand in my direction and whispered som ething to 
the assistant -- all the while looking directly at me. His assistant 
also looked at me and then dropped his arranging of shoes and 
made a “ beeline” towards the office. W ithout knocking down the 
entire display I somehow managed to  make an about-face, walked 
briskly through the store, ou t  the door and to  my car.
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It seemed to  take hours to  find my keys in my purse and, 
o f  course, I tried to  open the door  with the key reversed, won
dering why it w o u ld n ’t  work. I finally got into the car and, na tu r
ally, had difficulty in starting the car. It seemed like an eternity  
until the m o to r  s tarted . I had enough presence o f  mind not to  
run into anything and kept my speed way down. Every time I 
looked into the rear view mirror I thought th a t  for sure there 
would be a police car there. Every time there was a flash of 
light from cars in the  rear , I jum ped. The traffic lights seemed 
to  be all against me -- they seemed to  take hours to  change. I 
finally re turned home, shaking like a leaf. O f course I felt that 
the whole world was watching me. I opened the door  o f  my house 
and gave a trem endous sigh o f  relief as I walked into the house. 
T hat was a close call! I haven’t ventured o u t  since -- the wander
lust is there but the fear o f  being exposed is to o  great ...if only 
...if only...oh well, t h a t ’s just wishful thinking. LAURA, in 
Lansdown, PA.

Dear Carol: I found the book HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH 
MALE full o f  helpful hints and answers to  many questions such as 
w hat was said ab o u t  beard coverage, electrolysis, wigs, posture, 
walking, gestures, jewelry, voice and “going public.” I have also 
noticed, with some am usem ent,  now, in retrospect, my own 
first time experience with “ going public” and how glad and safe 
I felt to be finally back hom e again -- which feeling I thought to  
be quite unique at the time -- bu t which now appears to  be com 
mon am ong those who first venture “ o u t ” . KATHLEEN in Al
berta  CANADA.

Dear Carol: I have been so lonely and have had no one to  share the 
one pleasure o f  my life. I need your type o f  good, clean associ
ation. Please help me in this. I have tried for sometime now 
to  buy a copy o f  TRANSVESTIA and up to  now it seemed like 
no book store carried it. I have been dressing most all my life 
and I c a n ’t stand being confined any longer. HELEN of  Palm
dale, CALIF.

Dear Carol: I just received your information abou t  the 
sorority  fo r  Tvs. I’m very interested bu t I have some feelings 
th a t  hold me back. Let me give you a look at my background.
I had my first encoun te r  with cross-dressing when I was seven
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years old at the hands of two of my cousins. On o f  them  caught 
me snooping in her room (I stayed a t  my cousin ’s hom e while 
my m other worked). As punishm ent she though t  it would be cute 
if I were to  be fully dressed in my o th e r  C ousin’s clothes since 
she was younger and I was more her size. As a result, I was dressed 
and treated as a girl from the skin o u t  every day after school. 
At first I cried and fought, to  no avail but finally I got to  the 
point of looking forward to  pu tting  on the  lace panties and 
dresses. This went on for abou t two years and then I moved. 
As I got older and had no one with whom to  act ou t my cross
dressing desires my interests began to  revolve around sports 
and girls. However, the desire never left me -- I just grounded 
it. When it began to surface again it wasn’t a game and I w asn’t 
being forced and, as a result, I was plenty scared. My first 
thought was tha t  perhaps I was gay bu t I quickly dismissed that  
because of my relationship with girls. Then I thought th a t  I was 
sick but eventually settled on just being very guilty. Now with 
the help o f  two beautiful people I have finally accepted myself. 
I still have some fears -- I worry abou t  what my friends and co
workers would say if they knew tha t I was a TV. I am afraid tha t  
if I join TRi-Sigma I’ll be rediculed and laughed at by the girls 
but I am so interested in meeting others  like myself th a t  Iwant 
to  go ahead and join, anyhow. I d id n ’t mean to  get carried away 
but Inever have been able to  put my feelings down on paper 
before. Normally I would never do this But I trust  you. Thank you 
for listening to  me. I like my new name because i t ’s so pretty . 
CHRISTIE, in Sunnyvale, CALIF.

Dear Carol: I express my sincere best wishes as you take over 
TRA N SV ESTIA ’ Virginia’s account o f  her life in Tvia num ber 
100 made good reading. Many of  us owe her so much for her help 
in assisting us with our feelings. I manage a visit to  the beauty  
shop every Saturday now. I go for the “ w orks” -- hair styling, 
make-up, nails and waxing. Being only 30 I can enjoy the many 
fashionable styles. I have a most understanding beautician. I 
spoke with Susan from Scranton yesterday. We’re going to  get 
together later this m onth . S he’s very knowledgable abou t  Tvism. 
Lora and I (in Philadelphia) have struck up a good correspondence 
and I hope to  meet her soon. At my w ife’s urgence (bless her) 
I got a new outfi t ,  purple and white blouse with purple slacks 
and vest. A pair o f  3 inch heels from Lane Bryant completes the 
outfit .  I ’m abou t to  order a new dress, too . Because o f  my size
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(6 ’5 1/2m and 270 lbs) you can imagine what I go through to find 
clothing I can look good in. Are their any o ther  “ heavies” with the 
same problem? My prayers are with you for much success in 
continuing our m ovem ent to  express ourselves more freely. 
KATHY, in Taylor, PENN.

Dear Carol: I m ust apologize for my tardy delay in answer
ing. As I have indicated I am interested in the form ation o f  a chap
ter here in the Northwest. You might be interested to  know that 
some major breakthroughs have occured recently in my family 
life. My wife has been especially considerate o f  late after another 
m arathon night o f  talk. She still canno t bring herself to  meeting 
my femme self bu t she is beginning to  accept the existance of a 
second self. Today, for example, she has taken the children ou t 
for the day so th a t  I have the house to  myself. Later next month  
she and I are planning an outing for my femme self under the 
m entorship o f  Ellen in Portland.

It would be so much be tte r  for me if she would join 
“ Maria” b u t  I know th a t  things just canno t be pushed. She looks 
forward to  reading the FEMME M IRROR now. I must adm it 
th a t  I have often  thought to  myself “ why d o n ’t  these girls take 
more pride in their natural fem in in ity?” Especialy when I see 
som eone in ragged tennis shoes, coveralls, a tattered shirt, and not 
a h in t o f  makeup. I must adm it th a t  my male-self has worn similar 
clothing when working around the house or on the cars bu t it 
never occurred to  me th a t  com fortable clothes as those mentioned 
above are gender-less. It is too  bad, however, th a t  WE girls d o n ’t 
have the same legal freedom as the real girls do. The real girl that  
I described above can go anywhere a t  anytim e and no t receive any 
second glance, raised eyebrows, etc. But, should “ Maria” go 
window shopping during the middle of the day in this area wearing 
conservative clothing (skirt, sweater, sandles), no t only would 
eyebrows be raised bu t the local authorities  would stop me and 
possibly harass me. Despite our best efforts towards education I 
d o u b t  very seriously th a t  things will change much in my lifetime. 
So, fo r  now, I’ll just chip away at the  more immediate problem 
o f  convimcing my wife th a t  she would like “ Maria” as well as 
she does her husband. MARIA in Silverdale, WASH’

Dear Carol: I received the  book  UNDERSTANDING
DRESSING and I found it extrem ely interesting. You can ’t  ima
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gine how lhave searched for information abou t  Tvism. For awhile,
I thought th a t  I was the ONLY “ strange” person. The book shed 
light on many questions th a t  lhave been asking for several years. 
If only I had known of the sorority earlier -- it would have made a 
difference. I hope to  be able to  con tac t  Jacqueline a t  Harvey 
Station in New Brunswick - which is some distance from here. 
CHARLENE, from Halifax, NOVA SCO TIA’

Dear Carol: I want to  thank you for leading me in the right 
direction. Your recom m endation to read UNDERSTANDING 
CROSSDRESSING was most helpful. It was a bit disappointing, 
too , because I had hopes o f  trying to  get hold o f  some female 
hormones to give me some cleavage. But now I see the reasons for 
not doing so. And as far as changing sex -- th a t ’s out.  I find tha t  
one would lose all the fantasy and pleasures th a t  go with the 
privilege of dressing. I surely hope th a t  more Tvs will get the o p 
portunity  to  read the book because it makes a lot o f  sense. Thanks 
for your time and effort on my behalf. I’ll be writing again be
cause I feel tha t  I need your help. I have no one else. R ’R ’ in 
Staatsburg, NEW Y O R K ’

Dear Carol: I am very gratified to  realize at long last th a t  I 
am not alone and I am looking forward to  meeting others  with 
similar interests and their wives. My wife is aware o f  my trans
vestism and I think tha t  it would be helpful if she m et o ther  
women with similar husbands. At present she is non-condem ning 
and even a bit positive. Many thanks for your considerate answer 
to  my letter. Perhaps you have done more than you realize if I 
achieve some peace o f  mind w ithou t guilt -- through your so
rority. CARLA in West Sayville, NEW YORK.

Dear Carol: Thanks for the  Tri-Sigma brochure and the 
Femme Mirror. I ’m so excited to  discover there are people near 
me and even nationwide who share my strong inclination tow ards 
crossdressing. I c a n ’t wait to  m eet some sisters here in Santa 
Monica. Thanks again for your letter -- for touching an out- 
reached hand asking assurance and com pany. SHASTA in Santa 
Monica, CALI F’

Dear Carol: You cannot know how fully I enjoy reading 
the materials tha t  you made available. The s taff o f  the  Femme
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Mirror and TRAN SV ESTIA  have a very thoughtful and discret 
approach th a t  is helpful to  me. I have been dressing up since I 
was 10 years old. Before th a t  age I can remem ber thinking about 
crossdressing a lot. My wife is very helpful. I tried to  “ pass” 
several years ago when entered a ladies rest room and was 
“ read” . I left and w ent hom e and have been frightened to try 
it again during the day. You might now say th a t  I am a “ lady 
o f  the evening.” If I could try to  m eet some of  the sisters in the 
Houston area I would probably understand the situation much 
better . JESSICA in Sugarland, TEXAS

Dear Carol: Thanks for the nice “ welcoming” you gave me as 
a new m em ber o f  Tri-Sigma Sorority . The thoughtfulness of  
such a busy person like yourself is appreciated. This is just a 
short  note to  tell you “ thank  y o u ” and to  let you know that 
belonging to  Tri-Sigma is a highlite in my life. Keep up the good 
work. JEAN of  Milwaukee, WISCONSIN.
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Gone but not forgotten, that’s me. I mean that I am gone 
as Editor of TVia but I hope that I am not forgotten. From 
timw to time I will reappear in this corner to give you an update 
on activities or ideas

4

This time out I want to report what I did after I turned 
over the responsibility of Tvia to Carol. After doing that in July 
I applied most of my energies to converting my double garage 
into an attractive apartment so that there could be someone 
on the property to look after it and my little dog while I was 
gone. With that finished and rented I took off Sept 15 for New 
York where I joined a tour group at JFK for a trip to Africa. 
Having flown six hours to get to New York we then took off 
for an all night flight to Rio.

As a result we were really beat when we arrived. I found that my 
room mate was to be a 30 year old nurse from Toronto. Most 
of our group of 22 was from California and as some of you may 
know, since we have so much sunshine out here, we like to refer 
to the rainy times as “unusual weather.” Well, we Californians 
managed to bring our “unusual weather” with us. It was so 
foggy in Rio that we could not go up the Corcuvado mountain 
(where the big statue of Christ is); in fact, you couldn’t even

-5 5 -



RANSVESIIA

see it from the street below. We did manage to go up on the 
cable car to Sugar Loaf and at the half way point got a little 
look down on the city. But the upper level was completely 
fogged in. Matter of fact, on the way down the fog had closed 
in on even the lower station and our cable car had to make an 
“instrument landing” there. If it had not have been for the 
cable we'd never had made it.

We drove around the city, which is a very interestingplace, 
but it’s sort of a strip city in that most of it is compressed be
tween the mountains and the sea so that it stretches for miles 
along the water. Thus there is a lot of traffic since you have to 
travel quite a distance to get anywhere. It was very pretty, what 
we could see of it, and I was much disappointed that we could 
not get the beautiful aerial view that Rio is famous for. But 
anyway, in the words of the old poem that I can remember 
from my youth— “I'd love to sail to Rio some day before I’m 
old”— and I did.

Two days later it was off for South Africa for a flight to 
Johannesburg. It was a nice flight and I must compliment SAA 
for it’s food and service. I had the window seat with a South 
African couple and we got along famously, exchanging experi
ences with each other— they had just been to the states and 
California— and ideas and opinions on the state of the world. 
He bought me a drink and gave me his card and invited me to 
come out to their home to see something other than airports 
and hotels. Two days later I called him and his wife came and got 
me and my roommate and drove us out to their home on the 
outskirts of Johannesburg. It was a spacious bungalow with a 
two car garage, swimming pool and 5 dogs. So we had tea and 
cookies and a good visit— just we ladies.

In Johannesburg we stayed at the Carlton Hotel which is the 
biggest and best in So. Africa and one of the foremost in the 
world. They have a three story deep shopping center mall un-
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derneath it where all manner of things can be bought. The area 
is studded with mine dumps. Seems like the town was built over 
a gold deposit. We had hoped to be able to go down in a gold 
mine but there were not enough people available as they wanted 
a large group or none at all. We drove around the city which is 
very modern with some very unusual architecture.

With all the comments we get in this country about the 
apartheid practices o f  So. Africa it was with some surprise that we 
saw 3 or 4 tables o f  blacks having meals in the hotel dining room. 
There were even a couple of mixed race couples. We would think 
nothing of that here but it was a surprise to find it there. There 
were plenty of blacks on the streets and in shops, too. We drove 
out in the country towards Soweto (where the race riots oc
curred a couple of years ago). We didn’t have time to go down 
into the town but it looked from the hill top like a pretty 
ordinary working class community spread over the rolling hills 
and served directly by the rapid transit system.

Next we drove to Pretoria stopping on the way to check out 
the famous Premier diamond mine. All mining is now done under 
ground, but we got a look at the enormous open pit that was 
originally mined until it got so deep that it was dangerous. We 
went into the building where the crushed base rock, called 
“Kimberlite” is washed over trays covered with grease. Rock is 
water wetted but diamonds are not. But they do not have an 
affinity for grease so the diamonds stick on the grease and the 
wet gravel passes over to be discarded. This is the mine which 
the famous Cullinan Diamond came from. We also saw a lot of 
rough stones as well as glass models of famous diamonds of 
the world. Most interesting.

Pretoria is the administrative capitol of the country and 
so we saw the usual government buildings, President's mansion and 
so forth. Just out of the city we visited the Vortrekker monument 
which was raied to commerorate the long migration of the Af-
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“ One good thing abou t this job -- 
you can wear whatever you like!”

ricaaners from Cape Colony up into the interior and the hard
ships, battles and victories they accomplished. It was quite an 
impressive sight.

Then back to the airport for a flight to Cape Town. I had an 
interesting talk with a black man who was sitting next to me. 
In So. Africa this man was referred to a “colored” but the world 
“colored” is not a synonym for black but refers to people of 
mixed race, black and white, Indian and white or Indian and 
black. This man was a Ph.D and chairman of the Department 
of Religion in one of the universities. It was interesting to get 
his side of the story to contrast with the information that our 
bus driver and guide around Johannesburg-Pretoria had given us. 
They were very liberal-minded themselves so they weren’t giv-
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ing us the hard line African’s point of view either. But from the 
two I distilled for myself the basic nature of the conflict that 
exists.

We read in the papers the next morning that about an hour 
after we left Pretoria they had the biggest hailstorm in years, so 
our weather was a couple of hours behind us but it caught up with 
us the next day. In Capetown we found that our “unusual wea
ther” was still with us. It was rainy and foggy so that we were 
unable to go to the top of Table Mountain. We took quite a bus 
trip around the cape area including going out to the tip of the 
capr of Good Hope itself and seeing the line of demarcation of 
the Atlantic and Indian Oceans. They are of different tempera
tures and of different shades of blue-green and the “line” can be 
seen . We also learned that the Cape is not actually the southern
most point of the African continent but that there is another 
cape about a hundred miles east that is a few miles further south. 
However it was very windy and cold and most of us felt that 
we were just as happy where we were than further south.

The only other thing to be commented on about Capetown is 
that they roll up the sidewalks at night. Our hotel was in the 
downtown district about two blocks from the railroad station. 
Most everyone lives in the suburbs so after six in the evening 
there is just nothing going on— no stores, no movies, no people, 
no nuthin’. You stay in your hotel because there is nowhere 
else to go and it isn’t safe to be just wandering the streets alone.

Next stop was a long flight to Nairobi in Kenya. This is a 
very interesting city — very modern, very bustling and very black. 
I had lost one of the little screws out of my glasses and had to 
locate an optician's shop and also a camera store. So I was out 
walking by myself, the only white face in blocks. Yet I felt much 
more comfortable than I would have walking around Harlem or 
CentralAve in Los Angeles. The man at the opticians shop was an
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i iriian and I asked him about the society. He said “we have a real 
equalitarian society here; whites and Indians are both minori
ties but are treated with respect and there is no racial problem.

I had brought some gemstones over from the states think
ing that I might be able to sell them in Johannesburg as the friend 
that told me about them had done a couple of years ago. But in 
meantime they had begun to import them so there was no need—  
and no sale. So in Nairobi I went looking for a gem merchant and 
located a very nice man who was both a chemist and a Ph.D. as 
1 am myself and so we had a good acquaintance. He was an Indian 
ut very travelled and knowledgeable. I sold a bunch of the stones 

to him and traded him som e more for some east African stones 
and did pretty well for myself. I am having the green ones which 
look like Emeralds made into a ring and then a couple of yellow 
orange garnets into stud earrings. I think I'll see if I can't become 
an international jewel trader and thus pay my way around the 
world. That would be fun.

We spent a night at Treetops which is a famous place. It 
consists of a hotel built on stilts among the trees and at the edge 
of a water hole. At nights they shine lights out over the pond 
and all sorts of animals come to drink and to lick salt while the 
tourists sit quietly on the balcony and watch. Wouldn’t you know 
it, we brought “our” weather so it rained which cut down the 
animal performace quite a bit. But it was kind of exciting to be 
sheperded from the cars about 300 yards up the trail to Tree- 
tops and back again in the morning by the “great white hunter”, 
and intrepid Englishman of the old school— toting a loaded ele
phant gun on his arm. Seems that every now and then some of  the 
animals get a little too curious. They have several security struc
tures along the way so in case of emergency the tourists can get in 
them and thus out of sight of the animals.

Next day it was back to Nairobe and the Hilton overnight 
and then out to Amboselli, a game preserve about 100 miles away.
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Nice accomodations there and the next morning in small 5 pas
senger buses, with open roofs for picture taking, we set out on a 
tour of the reserve and got a lot of shots of elephants, zebra, 
giraffe, various gazelles and antelope and ostriches, with some 
baboons and lions thrown in.

We returned to Nairobe and the next day took off for Tan
zania. Since Kenya and Tanzania are not speaking to each other 
we couldn.t just fly the 100 miles between airports but, instead, 
had to fly about a 1000 miles west to Kilgali in Ruanda, a dif
ferent country, change planes to Tanzanian Airlines and fly the 
1000 miles back to Arusha in Tanzania. From there we took 
offf in the same kind of mini buses for the famous Ngorongoro 
Crater. Roads in Tanzania leave much to be desired. Even the 
main road that we took to the cutoff was studded with areas of 
great chuck holes and torn up pavement every mile or so. But the

“ We’ll meet your  dem ands on wages, retire
ment, holidays, and insurance b u t  you guys 
c a n ’t come to  work ‘en fem m e’ an y m o re !”
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roads to the crater and later to the Serengeti Hotel were the bum
piest I've ever experienced and I did a lot of driving around the 
western states when I was young and most roads were gravel. But 
these took the cake.

We eventually arrived at the Crater hotel which is perched 
right on the edge and looks down into this enormous pit several 
thousand feet deep and 10 to 12 miles across in each direction. 
It is quite a sight and it must have been really something hundreds 
of millions of years ago when it was an active volcano and "blew 
its top” like Krakatoa. Man, what an event! Next day we got into 
Land Rovers and went down into the crater. The road down and 
back was , if possible, worse than the roads getting there but we 
survived. There are several lakes in the crater which harbor great 
flocks of various water birds and also several different groups of 
hippopotamuses or is it hippopotomi? Unfortunately, they spent 
most of their time in the water up to their eyes so you can’t see 
much. They do this to keep cool; the water carries much of their 
weight. They eat plant life on the shallow bottom and will get sun
burned if they stay out of the water very long.

We found a very comfortable pride of lions sitting and lying 
on the banks of a little stream in the crater. One male, about 10 
to 12 females and a number of cubs of various ages. I didn't know 
that lions either could or would swim but one little cub on one 
side of the stream wanted to get to mother on the other side so 
he just jumped in and paddled across just as unconcerned by our 
presence some 20 feet away in buses as if there were no humans in 
a 100 miles. Large herds of zebras, wildebeasts, cape buffalo, 
were all around. The other name for Wildebeast is Gnu and you 
should have heard all the puns about them like, “a new Gnu is 
news but an old Gnu is like yesterdays Gnus paper." We had a 
great time popping up into the open roof to take pictures of all 
and sundry and seeing how close we could get to a rhino before 
he started to lope toward us— at which point the driver gunned 
us away. A Volkswagon will take a lot of punishment from rocky 
roads but would not stand up too well against a ton of mad meat 
bashing into it.
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The following day we to o k  o ff  fo r  the  Serengeti plains 
with a very unexpected  surprise midway there. I had no idea 
th a t  the Olduvai Gorge made famous by the Leakeys was any
where near this part o f  Africa - so w ent went and saw it. I com 
mented to  one o f  the girls th a t  it was ab o u t  the  m ost god-forsaken 
place I could th ink  o f  in which to  become famous. It was ho t  
and dry , with no shade, no greenery, no water and no s h e l t e r .

The hotel, located in the middle o f  the  Serengeti, was very 
unique. It was built in, on and around a lot o f  giant stone o u t 
croppings - and I do mean around. The big rounded rocks stick 
into the dinning room and the lounge. Large picture windows 
have the glass cut so th a t  it follows the surface o f  the  boulder 
so th a t  part of the rock is outside and part inside. All supplies 
have to  be trucked in - ab o u t  150 miles over those unbelieve- 
able roads. Yet we were served fine meals.

After a day scouting the area we saw animal herds with the 
exception of cheetahs, and leopards. Later we returned the  way 
we came and eventually arrived a t  the -Lake Manyara hotel - 
perched on the edge o f  the great rift overlooking the great rift 
valley.

The next day we went down into the Rift valley. Fantastic 
aggregations o f  Flamingoes and White Pelicans were observed 
with an assortm ent o f  o th er  animals, too . We returned to  the  hotel 
for lunch and I was greeted with the news th a t  the plane th a t  I 
was to  take from Arusha to  Dares Salaam the following day 
had been rescheduled to  an earlier time. There was no way th a t  I 
could make th a t  plane. They told me th a t  it would cost $225 .00  
to  send a car o u t  especially for me.

I was som ew hat panic stricken bu t suddenly got the  idea 
th a t  maybe someone else was going back to  Arusha th a t  af te rnoon 
and thus I went to  the desk to  inquire. There was an Indian 
couple standing there waiting for their landrover to  arrive. I 
approached them  with my problem and they invited me to  come 
with them . They agreed to  wait a few minutes while I got my 
stuff  together. I ran back to  the dining room and told everybody 
the situation and said a few quick “goodbyes” . Then up to  my 
room for a quick pack and hauling o f  my things down to  the
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desk , which was quite  a hassle because it was a long, narrow 
hotel with a lot o f  steps. But I made it and o ff  we went. Since 
they d id n ’t  speak to o  much English and were in the back seat 
and I was up f ron t  with the driver, and because there was lots 
o f  noise in the open car, it was a long and lonely as well as 
bum py ride back to  Arusha - but we finally made it.

I stayed there th a t  night and got o u t  to  the field the next 
morning and caught the flight to  Dares-Salaam which is the cap
ital city o f  Tanzania on the Indian Ocean. I was scheduled to  
connect with an Air France flight to  Paris at 5 :30  P’M’ so tha t  I 
could get to  Copenhagen by 10:00  A ’M’ Sunday in order to  
take in the last half day o f  a three day convention of the mem
bers o f  FPE of  No. Europe. It wasn’t till I had sat in the lounge 
for tw o hours th a t  one o f  the Air Tanzania girls came up to tell 
me th a t  the flight till early the next morning. We could not 
raise the Air France agent on the phone so a young Swedish man 
and I shared a Taxi into town and took rooms at the Hotel Kili
manjaro for the night. I went ou t and took a walk around town, 
found the phone com pany and put in a long diatance call to Co
penhagen to  tell my friends there tha t  I w ou ldn’t be there in the 
morning. Then back to  the hotel for dinner and an early re
t irem ent as we had to  be up at 2AM to  be sure to  get a taxi to  
the airport.

The agent finally arrived and made me an Air France connec
tion Paris to  Copenhagen which was due to  leave V h  hours after 
our flight was due to  arrive. So we took  off and had several 
stops on the way. Finally we arrived in Athens and stayed on the 
ground for VA  pf the 1/2 hours change time I had. So I got the 
steward to  let me stand up at the door in the first class section 
to  be the first off. My Swedish friend and I were grabbed by some 
ground personnel and we literally ran thru the departure lounge 
to  the area for the Copenhagen plane. We got the last two seats 
on the plane and finally arrived in Copenhagen . I called Erna, 
my FPE friend and told her I was in town, would take the bus to  
the dow ntow n  terminal and would she m eet me there. I did and 
she did and I had a great three days with the Danish girls.

I gave a seminar to  the interns and residents in Psychiatry 
a t  the state  hospital and a long interview with a gal tha t  pub
lishes a tw o page spread on sexual m atters  in each Wednesday’s
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edition of the A ftonbladet,  the largest paper in Denmark. On 
top o f  that ,  I had several evenings o f  conviviality with the 
Danish girls who are the most charm ing and helpful hostesses. 
Copenhagen is one o f  my favorite cities and I love being there 
so I enjoyed this repeat opportun ity .

Later I flew to  London, arriving in a drizzle. They now have 
a subway connection clear o u t  to  Heathrow and I came in on th a t  
bu t had to  change to  ano ther  line which with a suitcase, flight 
bag, purse and overcoat, was a bit o f  a job. A very nice gate 
keeper at the subway station left his post and carried my bag 
for me to  the hotel which was a couple o f  blocks away. There are 
real advantages to  being a m em ber o f  the  “ w eaker” sex. I got 
in several visits with old friends, did some of  the sightseeing I 
had missed on earlier visits and took  in the B eaum ont Socie ty ’s 
annual banquet and reception. I was enabled to  renew a lot o f 
contacts from previous years and see old friends.

The following Tuesday it was o ff  to  Boston and transfer to  
the little puddle jum per plane th a t  flies to  Provincetown. 
Fantasia Fair was as interesting as ever. Lots o f  old friends and 
lots o f  new ones. Those o f  you who haven’t been there might 
consider the journey in the future. Some of  those who m et me 
for the first time were som ew hat surprised to  find th a t  I was a 
pre tty  ordinary sort of human after all and maybe even likeable.
I had a good time, helped o u t  on a couple o f  seminars and enjoyed 
a lot o f  renewed friendships.

I stayed over a night in Boston to  participate in an evening 
seminar for the staff o f  the Gl cen ter  and then it was o ff  to  New 
York. I unsuccessfully visited several publishers there, talked 
with a couple o f  lady psychologists w ho wanted a fill in on our 
subject, had dinner and a visit with Lee Brewster and then flew 
home on O ctober 27th .

There was a m ountain  o f  mail and personal problems await
ing me which took  several weeks to  catch up on bu t I finally 
dug out. I want to  thank  all of you who sent me Christmas 
cards - I appreciate your thoughtfulness. I also want to  offer 
special thanks to  those o f  you who appreciated TVia issue 100 
enough to  send me some contribu tions towards its ex tra  cost
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because o f  its ex tra  length. And, speaking o f  the magazine, 
I’d like to call your atten tion  to  the fact th a t  although Carol is 
now publishing and distributing all of the issues in stock - and we 
have most issues back to  issue 63 - th a t  those who are interested 
in reading earlier issues which no longer can be obtained can still 
rent them. This service is still maintained by me from the library 
of all issues th a t  I maintain. Price is $6.00 plus 15% postage 
just as curren t issues bu t $3.00 of this is returnable as cash or 
credit upon return o f  the copy. There is a lot o f  good reading 
in these earlier issues. Send yo u r  rental requests to  Virginia
Prince Box 36091, Los Angeles, Ca 9 0 0 3 6 ......... and a great I980
to  you all. VIRGINIA

“ How do you like that! Lane Bryant 
refuses to  ship here !”
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I  A m  A

C r o s s  ■  

d r e s s e r

R.W.

If you ca n ’t beat ’em, then join ’em - tha t 's  my philosophy! 
I am deeply convinced th a t  this is a world o f  , by, and for, w o
men. I t ’s so much easier to  be a w om an, and to  act feminine, 
than it is to  be a man and battle against the elements!

Outwardly and physically I am a male. It is only deep within 
my mind th a t  I have the haunting desire to  be like a female, 
to  dress like one, to  act like one, and to  avoid the day to  day 
tensions and conflicts tha t  confron t men.

It began, perhaps, when I was a small boy o f  four or five, 
some tw enty  eight years ago. Then, I would emulate  my m other  
by donning her silky satin slips and placing my tiny bare feet 
into her high heel shoes. I would use her lipstick orr my m outh  
and use her face pow der and perfum e and prance ab o u t  o u r  house 
like a glamore girl! When I was older, I had a sis ter’s wardrobe 
to  choose from. The wonderful, exhilerating feeling o f  a bra, 
girdle, and the pull o f  garter snaps against silky sm ooth  nylons 
on my legs is a difficult feeling to  describe excep t to  say it was 
most com fortable and relaxing.

My desire to  wear beautiful, sm ooth , silky, fluffy, light 
female clothes was fu r ther  heightened by tw o pre tty  girl in my 
neighborhood. They often invited me to  play with them  in their 
child-size doll house. There, they showed me all the  delights 
o f  being a girl and even helped me to  dress as one. I really en
joyed their dressing me up as a little girl.
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Later, as I grew older, (and required my larger garments), I 
to o k  it upon myself to  going to  departm ent stores and purchase 
my own pre tty  things. What fun! When I went o ff  to  college 
I took  all my feminine finery with me and dressed up on week
ends when I was alone in my dorm itory  room. However, I con
tinued to  date  local girls in college.

I have now been married for fifteen years and my desire to  
be like a girl is as s trong as it has ever been. Istill have a nice col
lection o f  dresses, shoes, wigs, lingerie and dress as a woman 
when I am alone at home. My wife and children do NOT know 
th a t  I am a transvestite. I have kept it a secret all these years. 
I still believe th a t  this is a world o f  women, by women, and for 
women. No m atte r  where one looks, everything is slanted towards 
the feminine and the world o f  w om anhood.

It is a wonderful feeling to  walk down the street as a girl, 
dressed as one, and thinking as one with my 3 ” high heels arching 
my legs into a beautiful shape; my nylons clinging tightly and 
sm ooth ly  to  my shaven legs; my garters s tretched tightly from my 
girdle; my bra fastened snugly around my chest; my nylon satin 
slip swishing softly against my thighs and knees, my pretty  red 
dress pulled in tightly by its belt at my waist, i t ’s full skirt rust
ling softly in tune with my satin slip, my prettily brushed wig 
fitted smartly in place; my face made up for perfection with all 
the wonderful cosmetics th a t  I have; my body smelling heavenily 
with expensive perfum e - all this makes me feel so wonderful being 
like a girl! What a glorious and heavenly feeling it is! I am in 
heaven - cloud num ber nine!

but h e ’s calling Carol anyw ay!”
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And then , the  times com e when I m ust give up my girl- 
self and return all the pre tty  things to  their hidding place and 
remove all traces o f  the m akeup. And on M onday, in to  the  gray 
dawn I go, back to  a dull, lifeless o f  a job; as a provider; an em pty  
shell o f  a man, going through the m otions o f  responsibility and 
looking with ENVY o f  the  pre ttier sex all around me. These w on
derful women prancing ab o u t  in their high heels and p re tty  
skirts and dresses - little do they  know th a t  I KNOW how they  
th ink and feel and act. I no longer fear discovery as I now know 
th a t  I have many sisters o u t  there who feel the same way I do. 
We must unite in a com m on cause - to  make society understand 
our needs and grant us a legal right to  be feminine w ithou t fear 
o f  punishm ent or criticism.

r ------------------------ ---------------------
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After having experienced a bad marriage and being left 
with nothing after many years o f  trying to do as society expects, 
I departed from the north leaving behind a lot o f  memories. 
I traveled south to  Florida with only my clothes and car. I inten
ded to  make a new life for myself.

Finding a new job was the most im portan t thing to  me 
for m oney certainly was not plentiful. Fortunate ly , no t only did 
I quickly locate a satisfactory job but also a nice place to stay 
which I could call home. Florida had a lot to  offer me since I 
loved to  fish and go boating. The state was not strange to me 
since I had attended  school there for three years.

It did no t take me long to  save some m oney to  finance 
my “ o th e r” desire. Many years before I had experienced life as a 
transvestite although only behind closed doors since I was afraid 
o f  being discovered; It seemed tha t  Flalloween was then the only 
time th a t  you could be seen in public.

Now th a t  I had a place o f  my own and could do as I 
pleased, I could begin to  accumulate all the pre tty  feminine 
clothing th a t  I had been longing for. It certainly was a lot o f  fun 
buying the bras, panties, slips and o ther  things. When I purchased 
underwear I got very frilly garments with lots and lots of lace. 
Dresses were a lot more difficult to  purchase since my size was not 
always available in the stores th a t  I visited. I took  a size 16 tall
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and it took  some traveling abou t  to  locate w hat I needed. Pur
chasing makeup was easy since m ost food stores had vast dis
plays o f  all kinds o f  cosmetics.

Still, af ter I had accumulated all those things which were so 
im portan t to  me, I did my crossdressing a t  hom e since I was 
afraid o f  being discovered. When I re turned hom e each evening 
from a hard days work, I would shave and show er and don the 
clothing I loved to  wear. One can hardly explain the wonderful 
sensation o f  nylon on sm ooth  legs or the feel o f  nylon o r  o ther  
soft material on the body. Going to  the closet to  pick o u t  a dress 
to  wear during the next few hours com pleted  my preparations. 
I cou ldn ’t help wonder if the real girls really appreciated their 
sm ooth, light and colorful clothing which they had at their dis
posal all the time. O f course, I neglected to  m ention th a t  I would 
apply my makeup at the mirror to  com plete  the transform ation . 
I had already chosen a light brown wig for the  evening at home.

Then it was off to  the kitchen to  prepare d inner as any o th e r  
single, young lady would do. But after my meal and then sitting 
down to watch television for the evening, I found it rather lone
some -  night after night o f  the same thing. I wondered how nice 
it would be to  have a girl friend to  share my life and be able to  
talk to her abou t my inner feelings abou t  femininity .

Then one night I decided to  do what I had wanted to  do 
for such a long time -- tha t  was to  go o u t  as Dianna. I had found 
tha t  there was no law against my crossdressing if I minded my own 
business and did not break any laws. So th a t  special evening came 
and, as usual, I shaved and showered, taking ex tra  care this time 
not to nick myself. After a bath , soft pow der and body lotion, 
I went to the bedroom to begin my transform ation to  Dianna. 
Everything had to  be just right this evening so th a t  I could ap
pear on the street as just another lady. I chose this time a white 
Merry Widow which would give me a trim waist and a full bust 
line. My panties were white with lace. A matching slip was 
sm oothly fitted over my now feminine-looking body. I slipped 
pretty black h¡-heeled shoes on my feet and very carefully ap
plied my mskeup.

I then chose a black one-piece dress with sleeves. As it 
slipped over my body I really felt like a girl. I put on a dark

-73-



RAINSVESTIA

blondish colored wig with a lenth of hair to  my shoulders -- the 
hair framed my face and when looking into the mirror to  see the 
results I was pleased to  see a nice looking girl there, looking 
back at me.

Since the w eather was warm I d id n ’t need a jacket. I gathered 
certain things together into my purse, including make-up, keys, 
and a p re tty  hankerchief. Then I made my way to  the car. I 
wandered around the tow n, driving up one street and down 
ano ther and finally passed a drive-in movie. It had been sometime 
since I had seen a movie so why not give my “second self” an 
o p p o r tu n ity  to  see an interesting movie. But I still wished that 
I had a nice girlfriend to  share my pride and happiness as I relaxed 
and watched the movie. When the movie ended I drove home 
very pleased with myself and eventually went to  bed in a very 
feminine nitegown.

Som etim e later, I went to  a local lounge and noticed a very 
attractive young lady sitting alone. After some time I noticed a 
fact th a t  she was unescorted so I told the fellow tending bar 
to send her a drink identical to  what she was already drinking. 
Gathering my courage, I proceeded over to where she was sitting 
and introduced myself. Although she was very reserved she asked 
me to  sit down. We chatted  abou t “ no th ing” , really, and had a 
few dances. I did find ou t th a t  her name was Joan and th a t  she 
hade been given a rather bad time by her boyfriend who was 
also seeing ano ther girl. It appeared th a t  he was just “string
ing her along.” Because the hour was getting late I asked her 
if I could see her hom e but she indicated tha t  her car was just 
outside. I asked if I might see her again and she said tha t  she 
would like that.

We went out several times to  d inner and a show and found 
th a t  she was fond o f  going to  the beach and to  my surprise, 
learned th a t  she loved fishing. What could be better? So we spent 
some happy hours at the beach and fished.

But now I found tha t  I had definitely formed an attraction 
for her. Up to  this time I had not m entioned my crossdressing 
although I often  noticed the nice way she looked. She was always 
well groomed and when she dressed up and wore her high heels, I 
had to  stand up straight to  equal her height. She was very well
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“ YES SIR, I AM 

WRITING IT 

ONE HUNDRED TIMES, 

‘ I WILL NOT 

WEAR MY S IS T E R ’S 

DRESSES TO 

CLA SS!’ ”
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built and when we went ou t together, people would turn  their 
heads to look at her.

On one Sunday we went ou t to  the glades to fish in one of 
many canals. The bank where we were strolling was overgrown 
with high weeds and I missed my step and ended up in the canal. 
I was soaked from head to toe. When I climbed ou t of the canal 
Joan suggested tha t  we go to  her place and dry off and relax for 
awhile and perhaps have a bite to  eat. After we arrived at her 
home she suggested tha t  I take a shower while she prepared some 
drinks. So off I went to  the bathroom  to undress -- not thinking 
that the only clothing I had was sopping wet. When I finished 
taking a nice “ c lean” shower I asked her what I was to  wear 
and was told tha t  she had laid some clothes on the bed for me to 
use. I was really shocked, to  say the least, to discover that there 
on the bed were a pre tty  housecoat and panties. The housecoat 
was blue with large roses on it and it had a full train with a belt 
th a t  tied in fron t.  What to  do? I co u ld n ’t wait to get into those 
pre tty  things but was afraid to  do so because o f  the guilt I had 
concerning wearing them in fron t o f  her. So I called to her and 
asked if she was just fooling with me and did she really want me 
to  wear those feminine things. She replied that why shou ldn ’t 
I since I had nothing else to  wear and tha t  it would take at least an 
hour for the wet clothing I had taken off to be washed and dried. 
She indicated tha t  I should hurry as she had prepared a drink 
for me and was then working to prepare dinner.

At this point, I was really beside myself as the clothes were 
so pre tty  - and I d id n ’t even have to ask her for permission to  
wear them - she had prefered me to  wear them. So I eagerly 
slipped on the robe and panties. As I put on the robe I noticed 
th a t  she had used a very nice perfume on it to make it more 
alluring. Well, I som ew hat embarrassingly entered the living room 
where she was sitting on the couch, waiting for me to make my 
grand entrance. I had expected her to  laugh but she only smiled 
and told me th a t  I looked nice. I then melted. I thought to myself 
th a t  this WAS the girl th a t  I had been looking for but never 
expected to  find. She made me feel at ease. We had a great dinner 
and retired to  the living room. It felt so nice wearing the long 
gown and I felt so good with it on, especially since she was so 
accepting. No sooner did I sit down when she got up, went to  the
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bedroom , and after several minutes called to  me th a t  I was to  
come into the bedroom  because there was som ething th a t  she 
wanted to  show me.

So I got up and went to  see what she wanted and when I 
arrived Joan asked me to  sit down as there  was one thing th a t  
she wanted to  do. W ithout any fu r the r  explanation she started to  
apply her various creams and lotions on me, saying th a t  she would 
like to  please me and to  let me see w hat a girl did to  make her
self look nice. Naturally, I d id n ’t  protest.  So she w ent ahead and 
eventually got around to  pu tting  makeup on my face, saying tha t  
I should relax and enjoy the  experim ent.  This was the  first time 
tha t  I had som eone else pu t m akeup on me and this time it was 
just sheer happiness. First she put one thing on and then took  it 
off, choosing something she felt was be tte r  for me. When she was 
satisfied with how she had made me appear, she w ent to  her 
closet and came back with a wig and proceeded to  place it on 
my head. It was sort o f  a m edium blond in a shag cu t  and had 
delicious curls th a t  fell to  the  sides o f  my face. I was in heaven! 
Up to  this point I had no t looked into the m irror because I was 
enjoying it so much I d id n ’t care WHAT I looked like just as 
long as she continued to  fuss over me. But she finally asked tha t  
I look into the mirror and it was a totally  d iffe ren t person who 
looked back a t  me. Bending dow n, she placed a kiss on my 
check and asked if I was angry with what she had done.

I realized th a t  this was no time to  lie to  her so I told her 
“ everything” abou t  my crossdressing b u t  it appeared to  make no 
difference in her a t t i tude  towards me. Lucky me! Sometimes 
I feel that some people can look within you and know what you 
are thinking. So this wonderful young lady and I had many 
beautiful times together. Although I was to  take her o u t  to  dinner 
many times, as my male self, we did manage to  spend o ther  
evenings a t  her hom e = sometimes as tw o girls. I was never so 
happy as I was during th a t  time. I found th a t  I just co u ld n ’t 
do enough for her and it was the same way with her. We had an 
understanding between us th a t  was just lovely. I’ll never forget 
her and only hope th a t  when I marry and settle down th a t  I ’ll 
marry a wonderful girl like Joan.
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D M  P  IL
(S i h  ©  g  S

D e e  R a y m o n d
“ This one.s a p re tty  straightforward case,” Al Aeivers m ur

mured to  Bud Hamilton. Bud squinted through the open grill 
in f ron t  o f  the basem ent window as the older, heavy-set man 
chewed on the ham sandwich Bud had brought him. “ Sooner or 
later, B uck’s boys are gonna make a try for Bassaglia, and when 
they do, w e’ll have the collar .”

Bud grunted. T h e re ’d be lots of bullets flying around, too, 
he thought.  He scowled, thinking in the way tha t  each ‘straight
fo rw ard ’ case, to  which he had been assigned, seemed to  turn 
sour the m o m en t he pu t his hands on it. “ Who's in there with 
Louie?” he asked, looking down the street to  the dark pickup 
where Jack Owens and Ray Pezanski were settled down.

Seivers swilled coffee into his m outh  and then spat in dis
gust against the concrete  wall o f  the warehouse basement. “ No- 
o n e ,” he growled.

Bud turned  from the window. “ N o-one?” he he asked in 
surprise. "D o esn ’t  he know th a t  B uck’s gunning for him? Has’nt 
he been tipped o f f?”

“ Sure ,” Seivers attacked the sandwich again, finally winning 
the con test  with a long piece o f  fa t th a t  snapped under the con
stan t pull from the heavy jowls. “ But he d o n ’t  care.”  He took 
a small sip o f  coffee , mixing it in with the  m outhful o f  sandwich.
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“ He’s a real h o t  dog, or he w ou ld n ’t  be trying to  push Buck o f f  
Bleeker.”

“ H e’s th a t  good th a t  he can walk a lone?” Bud c o u ld n ’t  
keep the disbelief from his voice.

“ Well, h e ’s never quite alone -  n o t  en tire ly ,” said Seivers, 
giving Bud a leer. “ H e’s always got Candy with him. Maybe he 
d o n ’t wanna share her with anyone else.”

“ C andy?” asked Bud, wishing th a t  Matek had filled him in 
more com pletely before turning this ‘simple case’ over to  him.

“ You d o n ’t  know our C andy?” It was Al Seivers tu rn  to  be 
astonished. “ Here.” He pu t down his sandwich on the to p  o f  a 
large wooden crate and reached inside ,his suit pocket.  As the  o th e r  
fumbled through his wallet, Bud scanned the  d e s e r te d . road. 
Apart from blinking neon signs a t  either end o f  the street, there 
was no action a t  all -- which was strange in itself as this area was 
known for its derelicts. They obviously knew be tte r  than to  hang 
o u t  on Bassaglia’s home territory , no t when half the tow n knew 
th a t  Old Man Buck was o u t  to  cu t the upstart  dowri.

“ Now, d o n ’t  she look sw ee t?” asked Seivers, laying o u t  a 
series o f  photographs in fro n t  o f  Bud Hamilton. Bud looked a t  the 
candid photos  placed on the sill in f ro n t  o f  him. Candy was a 
very well stacked blonde, with a mass o f  frezzy, platinum curls. 
As might be expected , she wore a great deal o f  m akeup and very 
smart clothes th a t  showed o ff  her legs and her f ig ire  to  great 
advantage.

“ Y eah,” said Hamilton, looking back up to  the closed f ro n t  
door o f  Bassaglia’s apa rtm en t building. “ Does she always com e 
ou t in f ron t  o f  h im ?”

Seivers looked hard a t  the photographs, a deep furrow 
across his wide forehead. He pushed away a lock o f  gray hair 
tha t  strayed across his face. “ Does seem th a t  way, d o n ’t  i t?” 
he said, looking from one pho to  to  the o ther.

“ S he’s in there with him no w ?” asked Bud, nodding tow ards 
the dimly lit windows on the second floor th a t  were Bassaglia’s
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apartm ent.

"S u re ,” Seivers nodded , still looking over the photographs 
in detail. Hamilton looked away in disgust. Candy was attractive 
in a flashy, m obster kind o f  way, b u t  to  droll over her, like Sei
vers, was quite repulsive. She was probably a hustler o f  some 
kind, maybe even a hooker, the kind o f  woman th a t  a man like 
Bassaglia would choose.

There was a rap on the d o o r  th a t  led to  a hallway and the 
back way o u t  o f  the warehouse. Jim Walsh, Seiver’s partner, 
ano ther  portly  man, came into the room. He nodded to Bud, 
shook o u t  his wet raincoat and then threw it o n to  a packing case. 
“The judge said O K ,” said Walsh. “ Now we have to  figure ou t a 
way to  get a tap into the ap a r tm en t .”

Seivers swallowed the last part o f  his sandwich. “ How about 
the telephone ? ” he asked in garbled fashion as the food moved 
abou t  in his m outh .

Walsh shrugged. “ You know how cagey the wise guys are 
on the phones,” he said.

“ Is L ieutenant Matek back d o w n to w n ?” asked Bud, th ink 
ing how right Walsh was and how h e ’d be tte r  talk to  Matek soon 
abou t  the way he was organizing the statem ent.

“ N o,” Jim Walsh was surprised by the question. “ He said 
th a t  you were covering this one for him. He has to  attend one of 
Chief D w yer’s conferences to m o rro w .” The tone which Walsh 
used told Hamilton much abou t  how most o f  the departm ent 
felt abou t  their new chief and the many varied ‘staff conferences’ 
th a t  were a feature o f  the new organization Dwyer was putting  in.

“ Did Fred say where he was going?” Bud persisted.

Walsh shook his head . “ I presume th a t  he was going hom e,” 
he said. His canny eyes regarded Bud Hamilton, acting Lieuten
an t,  with cool interest. One o f  D w yer’s first moves had been to  
change the ranking system of  the D epartm ent,  introducing new 
classes o f  detectives and officers. Where previously Hamilton
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had been a Detective/Sergeant, in the line o f  au tho ri ty  in the 
D epartm ent, now, with the abolition o f  the  rank , he had been 
pushed upward even though there was no real job fo r  ano ther  
Lieutenant in Robbery/H om icide. Hence, his m ovem ent around, 
tieing up one loose end after ano ther until Dwyer made up his 
mind what to  do with iBud’s “ac ting” status. Bud could feel th a t  
Jimmy Walsh also wanted to  know w hat H am ilton’s true status in 
the D epartm ent was -  bu t ,  since Bud d id n ’t  know himself, he 
co u ld n ’t  do much to  help the o ther.

(Later)

Clara was sitting up fo r  Bud when he got hom e later tha t  
night, having checked th a t  all replacements were in position 
and th a t  backup was ready, should the Bassaglia situation ex
plode.

“ Y our b ro ther called this a f te rn o o n ,” Clara said pointedly 
as soon as Bud has settled down in an armchair with his cup of 
strong, black coffee.

“ A n d ,” Bud said as carefully as he could. A t one time, Clara 
had accepted Alan and h i s '^ r o b l e m ’ with much greater co m 
passion than Bud had been able to  muster. But since A lan’s 
divorce, she had begun to  regard him in a d ifferent light, and 
sometimes she was downright rude to  him.

“ H e’s coming to see you to m o rro w .” C lara’s face was set in 
firm lines. “ I told him th a t  you had to  leave at fo u r .”

Bud nodded. “ Did he say w hat he w an ted ?” he asked.

“ He doesn ’t  have to  say,”  snorted Clara. “ I t ’ll be ab o u t  
money, anyw ay .”

“Oh, come on, d ea r ,” said Bud quite calmly. “ We d o n ’t 
know tha t for sure, do w e?”

“ Well,” Clara would no t be placated. “ Just how many 
jobs are there for a man like th a t? ”
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Bud sighed. “ He has a secretarial jo b ,” he said, sipping on the 
h o t  coffee. “ He was still working there last week when I had to  
go by the p lace .”

“ Do they  know ab o u t  him th e re?” snapped Clara. “ Do they 
know th a t  he likes to dress up like a w om en?”

Bud pu t his coffee dow n. “ H e’s employed there as a wo
m an ,” he said quietly. “ You know he hasn’t  been anything else 
bu t Linda since he married Mary.

Clara snorted again. She was really angry, thought Bud in 
surprise. She m ust have known tha t Allan was em ployed as a 
woman. He even had a driving license as ‘Lirrda H am ilton’ now. 
“ I d o n ’t  know how Mary could stand h im ,” Clara shuddered. 
“ Imagine having to  sleep with him, and then having his baby .”

“ They were very h ap p y ,” said Bud.

“ H appy!” Clara was furious. “ And th a t ’s why they were 
d ivorced!”

Bud a t  last began to  get the picture. Clara was still not 
reconciled to  their own childless state and it was the loss o f  Mary 
and young Edward, now o u t  in California, with new husband and 
fa ther,  which was hurting the most. Clara had doted on the boy 
and had practically raised him until he was two. “ Alan agreed
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with Mary th a t  the  boy needed a real fa th e r ,” Bud said very 
carefully. He remembered M ary’s tears as she and Linda had 
clung together after the divorce. Only Bud had seen Linda break 
down af te r  Mary’s taxi to  the  airport had at last disappeared 
away from the courthouse .

‘‘He could have been a real man if he had wanted to  be ,” 
Clara’s voice had a note o f  viciousness in it. “ Y o u ’re just indulging 
h im .”

“ You did on ce ,” said Bud, and then  was instantly sorry 
as he saw the  fury ravage his w ife’s face. “ What I m eant was 
.......” he began.

But it was to o  late. Clara had th rus t  herself o u t  o f  her arm 
chair and was o ff  to bed, her stiff back showing her displeasure 
with him. Bud was abou t  to  go after her, bu t was stopped by the 
ringing o f  the phone.

It was Al Sievers, and his voice was very shaky. “ Bud,” 
he gasped, and instantly, Bud knew th a t  something was very 
wrong. “They took  o u t  Bassaglia to n ig h t,”  the  detective was 
almost weeping into the phone, “ and they got J im m y, too , very 
bad. I t ’s hell over here!” Sievers sounded like he was breaking 
up.

Hamilton looked down the hallway towards the closed 
door  o f  the bedroom . There was nothing he could say to  Clara 
anyway to  help her get over her real anger a t  Alan for allowing 
Mary to divorce him. “ I’ll be right over,” he said into the  phone. 
“ Get the medical and forensic teams over to  y o u r  address right 
away. I’ll be there in tw en ty  m inu tes .” He hung up the phone and 
looked back to  the bedroom . The light was o ff  already, a clear 
indication o f  Clara’s m ood. Without trying any fu r ther,  Bud 
went to  fetch his gun from the safe in his den, and then  he left, 
having made sure th a t  the door  was securely locked behind him.

(Later)

Al Sievers description o f  “ hell all over” was as mild a des
cription as he could have given to  describe the carnage at Lou 
Bassaglia’s apartm ent.  Jim my Walsh, with three bullet holes in
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him, had already been removed by the time Bud got there, bu t 
the bodies o f  the dead mobsters were still in the bloody positions 
where they had fallen. Bud recognized two o f  them  as members 
o f  Jack B uck’s mob.

Al Sievers came towards him, his lined face haggard. He 
was shaking as he took  o u t  his no tebook . “ Where’s Bassaglia?” 
dem anded Bud harshly.

Seivers pointed tow ards the bedroom and Bud strolled in 
after him. Candy was seated on the bed, her white mini-dress 
to rn , showing a white bra strap. The medical examiner was p u t
ting a bandage around her upper arm while ogling her pretty , 
light-stockinged legs. She pulled a wry face at Hamilton as he 
entered. Bud was surprised to  see with how much respect Seivers 
treated her. He edged by the satin-covered bed and pointed to  
the black hole left by the removal o f  a panel from the far wall.

jRANSVeSliA^

“ There was a passage here th a t  led to  the alley between 
Cross and Seventy-Third ,” said Seivers Shakily. “ We found Bas- 
saglia’s body in the alley. Whoever cut him down there must 
have used a silencer.”

It was B ud’s turn to be bewildered. Then he saw Jack Owens 
standing just inside the door, a bandage abou t  his head. “ Where 
were y o u ? ” Bud asked harshly.

“ Th-They took  me o u t , ” mumbled Owena unsteadily, rub
bing the back o f  his head. Bud was able to  see a red stain on the 
bandage now, beneath the detec tive’s fingers. “ R-Ray was out 
getting us f-fresh coffee .”

Bud turned  back to  Seivers. There were o ther  policemen 
there, bo th  uniformed and plain-clothes, doing the jobs that  
were necessary at the scene o f  a homicide .“ You must have seen 
them arrive,” he stated.

“ Well, Carter and Bocca were due in an h o u r ,” Seivers was 
very uncom fortable.  “ I heard the  car doors slam. There were 
eight o f  th e m ,” he went on eagerly, determ ined to  make up for 
his errors. “ I woke Jimmy and we came o u t  on the street just
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as the shooting started. We tried to  block them  at the door,  bu t  
they just came bursting out.  I musta hit  one guy b u t  they got 
Jimmy before I - - 1 .......”

“ You were fired on, to o ,” said Bud with m ore sym pathy  
than he felt.

“ Y eah,” Seivers was eager. “ I hit the deck when Jimmy 
went down. They dragged tw o of their guys into the one car they 
took o ff  in. I think I hit it again when I fired after i t . ” You 
shou ldn ’t have had a shell left, thought Bud, and you know it. 
Now, i t ’s going to  tear you apart,  w hether or no t Jim my Walsh 
lives.

“ You d id n ’t see what happened up here?” asked Bud.

“ N o,” Seivers skook his head. “ But when I came up, 
Ledano ,” he pointed to  the now grey-shrouded corpse near the 
door, “ was firing at h e r .” He indicated Candy. “ She took  him 
out,  and then surrendered to  me when I identified m yself.”

Hamilton looked through the open doorw ay to  the o ther  two 
shrouded bodies beyond. “ Did Bassaglia have a g un?” he asked.

It was Owens who answered. “ Yeah, a ‘3 8 ’ ” he said.

“ Was it f ired?” asked Bud.

“ N o,” Owens shook his head. “ I picked it up. The clip was 
full and it was cold. I smelled i tan d  it was just gun o il .”

Hamilton turned and looked at the woman seated on the 
bed. She looked back at him. Her pictures had no t done her 
justice. True, she was still quite heavily made up, false eyelashes 
and thick eyeshadow abou t  her blue eyes, bu t her skin was quite 
sm ooth and her high cheekbones gave her a classy look even 
against the cheap decor of Lou Bassaglia’s apartm ent.

“ So you were L ou’s body g u ard ,’’said Hamilton, feeling 
Seivers and Owens start  with surprise at his s ta tem ent.
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“ Not m e ,” the girl smiled at him, straight white teeth be
tween glossy, pink lips. “They were shooting at Lou. He dropped 
the gun when he w ent through the wall." I just picked it up when 
th a t  o ther  g u y ,” she winced as she moved her bandaged arm to  
point at Eddie L edrano’s body, “started to  shoot at us.”

Hamilton stared at the car for aw hile .Just  by h e r  answer, 
he saw how superior she was to  Lou Bassaglia. It made much 
more sense to th ink of her as L o u ’s defender than as a m obs te r’s 
girl. She looked away from the detective, and pulled at her im
possibly short  skirt, where the frilly hem of  her equally short, 
blue silk slip was showing. The gesture made Bud think o f  Allan 
(Linda) who was unable to  conquer tha t  gesture when he wore 
a mini-skirt.

“ Why d id n ’t  you follow Lou down there?” Bud asked at 
last, pointing to  the hole in thewall. “ Perhaps you were the 
one who set him up. Then I could buy the fact th a t  you d id n ’t 
kill an y o n e .” He smiled at her, but she was quite still. Only 
a sudden twitch of her head which set her earrings jingling, showed 
th a t  she understood  what he was saying.

“ Lou wanted me t o , ” she said a little shakily ,” b u t  I d id n ’t  
th ink th e y ’ed h u rt  me. Then, she w ou ldn’t or co u ld n ’t  look at 
Hamilton, “ I heard a shot from the tunnel, and I knew I co u ld n ’t 
go down th a t  way af te r  Lou. They were still firing in here. So,
I picked up the gun and .......well, I may have fired, b u t  I d id n ’t
know if I hit  anything. I was so scared,” she added, her thick 
eyelashes fluttering  a t  Seivers, who looked back sympathetically 
at her.

“ Book h e r ,” said Bud suddenly to  Seivers. “ G et a police
woman and take her d o w n to w n .”

“ You ca n 't  do th a t ! ” For the first time, there was alarm 
and fear in the  girl’s soft,  controlled voice.

“ Why n o t? ” asked Hamilton, a ghost o f  a smile on his face. 
“ When o u r  tests on Lou show th a t  he d id n ’t  fire a gun a t  all 
tonight,  i t ’ll be very clear just who was guilty o f  a t  least three 
homicides here .”
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The girl was really shaken now. She licked a t  her glossy 
lips and reached up to  straighten a wisp o f  platinum curls with 
a slim, feminine hand. Her nails were long and pointed , shining 
with the same pink gloss as her lipstick. “ You ca n ’t arrest m e,” 
she whispered, bu t Hamilton was well aware th a t  was what she 
was scared o f  most. T o  B e  C o n t .

“ Murphy, how many times have I told you riot to  
leave your TRANSVESTIA magazine in the m en ’s 

ro o m !”
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PRICE LIST
TRANSVESTIA ... A magazine written by, for and about men with a "Feel
ing for the Feminine." Published six times a year.
Per Copy, Issues 63 and after are available (except 65, 71).........  $6
Annual Subscription .................................... $36

SEPARATE BOOKS
THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE ... A discussion from both points of 
view. Includes many letters from understanding wives. Written simply, fairly 
and directly to help wives, parents, others to understand ..........  $5
HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE ... A complete guide for the 
cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body alteration, clothing 
jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns, public conduct, legal 
aspects and change of status............................... $8
UNDERSTANDING CROSS DRESSING ... The only book ever published 
which examines the subject of cross dressing in depth, its possible causes, 
its problems and its satisfactions. An understandable explanation for both 
cross dressers and interested outsiders ..................... $6.50
FATED FOR FEMININITY ... Fascinating story of a high school boy who 
wanted to be a cheer leader, but ended up as school beauty queen, most 
popular girl, and eventually the bride of another pretty girl ... Illus. $5.50
TALES FROM A PINK MIRROR ... This book was not published by Che
valier, but is available to readers. It is a long story, profusely illustrated a- 
bout a boy's conversion to a girl in a special school........ Illus. $4.50
THE BIRTH OF BARBARA ... Paul and Amy's marriage was falling apart 
till they decided to switch roles. Paul eventually becomes Barbara, finds he 
likes the role, the housekeeping, the clothes. They live happily as sisters with 
Amy earning the living and Barbara the housewife.........Illus. $5.50
I AM A MALE ACTRESS ... Reporter impersonates a star, makes a hit, gets 
contract, becomes actress, marries female star, they live as sisters-lllus.$5.50
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THE TURNABOUT PARTY ... A neighborhood turnabout party with a val
uable prize leads George's wife to decide they MUST win. She converts
George to Sally and they do and find a lot of new FP friends too....

I Hus. $5.50
IF YOU CANT LICK 'EM JOIN 'EM ... A high school boy finds himself 
outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a penalty, required to maintain role 
by sisters, joins a sorority. Accepted by his family he gets job, meets girl, 
falls in love, reveals all, they become engaged. In two parts.

PART I D O W N  TO D E F E A T ........ Illus. $4.50
PART II M A R I L Y N  M A K E S  I T   ...  Illus. $4.50

SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE ... Two young boy cousins be
come girls, attend girls' school to work with British Secret Service, which 
leads to many adventures as girls....................  Illus. $4.50
HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS ... Steven gets fed up with his wife's 
borrowing his things, decides to show her how it is and borrows hers.Neither 
will give up and things progress until Steven becomes Stephanie ... and stays 
that way.........................................$3.50
SPLENDOR A (cloth edition-251 pages) ...Timothy Coldridge vanishes from 
town and returns 15 years later as "Miss Jessica Gatewood", a refined libra- 
ian who takes the town by storm. Timothy had been driven into his disguise 
by (1) a feminizing grandmother who thought that he should have been a 
"French bed-doll" (2) schoolmates who made fun of him (3) the ladies of 
the town who agreed he was 'too pretty' to be a boy. Aided at every delec
table turn by a cast of relentless eccentrics, our heronine endures spectacular 
adventures, high drama, torment, ecstacy and a technicolor happy ending. 
The town of Splendora is a most unusual town...one that goes berserk over 
our refined librarian who, in turn, entertains a house guest so bizarre that her 
friends decide "we got to get this one up the hill fast before somebody spots 
her." A first rate tale !............................... $8.95
IDEAL MARRIAGE ... Dee Raymond: 3 vol. $4.50 each.
Part 1: THE WEDDING - Richard hopes that marriage will end his TV prob
lems, but finds that wife likes his crossdressing. His growth as "Janice" is 
described.
Part 2: LUCY'S PARTY - Continues Janice's activities to the point where 
the wife begins to regret her feminization of Richard.
Part 3: WEEKEND AT STANDED - Delightful and complex genderal sur
prises and eventual healing of wounds and a place for "Janice" in the mar
riage.
DRESSING UP (Cloth edition 160 pages)
Explores fascinating and complex phenomenon of Tvism. Exams psychologi
cal needs underlying crossdressing - an expression of longing for identification 
with women. Arthur discusses Tvism in literature, cinema, music, dance and 
theater and considers famous Tvs in other centuries and our own. Book con
tains over 150 illustrations. This book is one of the few serious studies of 
crossdressing......................................  $14.95
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LOOKING TERRIFIC (Cloth edition)
Has all the answers I You and the language of clothing come together in a 
very practical sense as, with Emily Cho's guidance, you begin a total process 
of change, from the inside out. You'll first learn the basics—how to disguise 
body faults and enhance assets. Then, considering your special needs, you'll 
plan a wardrobe that will serve you 24 hours a day. Your clothing will express 
the image you've been looking for.........................$5.95

MAN, WOMAN; BOY, GIRL (Now Available in Paperback at $5.95 
By: Money & Ehrhardt
How do men become men and women become women? How does a child es
tablish gender identity? By what process is the human being directed towards 
reproductive maturity as either female or male? The authors have drawn up
on the findings of many specialized disciplines. Their multidisciplinary ap
proach to GENDER IDENTITY avoids the old arguments over nature versus 
nurture. The authors focus on the inter-action of hereditary endowment and 
environmental influence. Their findings about the dynamics of human devel
opment have some startling social implications. The author's work will lead 
many readers to the conclusion that the difference between man and man, or 
women and women, can be as great as between man and woman. A new 
model of gender differentiation emerges from this conclusion. It indicates 
that the social roles of men and women, rather than being fixed by member
ship in a sexual caste, should be related to individual biography, achievement 
and incentives.

MERCHANDISE

M2 JELLY KIT, FOR INSERTS: Consists of two chemicals-one liquid, the 
other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in water overnight and in
jected into the inserts, followed by the liquid and enough water to fill them 
properly, a soft, non-flowing jelly results. This may be colored to skin tones 
with liquid makeup. The jelly-filled inserts give the breasts a natural softness 
and weight. Worn in an elastic strap bra they bounce and flow as one walks 
just like a natural breast. Full instructions provided, also suggestions for pro
ducing "cleavage."....... JELLY KIT $6.00

M4 REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: To be used with the jelly kit. Can be 
worn with any bra........ INSERTS, PER PAIR $6.00

M5 "PHANTOM PHANNY": Two separate shield-shaped plastic foam pads, 
beveled and made concave to fit and cover the buttocks cheeks. Worn under 
a girdle they will enhance one's derriere to more feminine porportions. They 
are washable, comfortable and undetectable. One size only.

PER PAIR, $6.00
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M8 MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger bust, it is possible 
to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement after a mastec
tomy operation. These are larger than the regular type and have an extended 
part that fits under the arm where the lymph glands have been removed by 
surgery. This provides fullness in this area that no ordinary falsies of any 
type can give, thus being more natural on a larger figure.

INSERTS, PER PAIR $6.00
NOTE: M9, M10 and M11 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. They are 
supplied to you as "blanks". That is, they are cut to size and shape but are 
left in a rough finished state to be trimmed to final smoothness and shape by 
the user. This may be done with any sharp scissors. To supply the items in 
finished smooth condition would require much more time and consequently 
a much higher price and they might still not exactly fit the needs of the pur
chasers.
M9 HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic cut into approx
imately the right shape and with edges beveled. Since the exact shape and 
size desired will vary, they are intentionally left in a rough finished condi
tion to be further shaped, trimmed and smoothed to the desired contour 
by the wearer. Easily cut with scissors. When worn under a girdle, they add 
about an inch of "hip" on each side. These are "wrap-around" pads, not 
just a narrow piece of foam worn over the hip. Under a girdle with the front 
pad (which they are designed to match with) they give an entirely feminine 
and smooth pelvic outline.......... PER PAIR, $7.50
M10 FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A "T"shaped foam pad preshaped and 
beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold the male organs up 
against the stomach. Rough finished to allow for further trimming to indi
vidually desired shape and smoothness. Use of this pad will give the "flat- 
front" look so much desired without binding and discomfort. There is a 
"tail piece" that fits back between the legs and fills this area when worn un
der a pantie and girdle or a pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. 
Wear with a lubricated sheath for greatest comfort. PAD, EACH $5.50
M11 SMALL FRONT PAD: Designed to cover the male organs when they 
are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be worn under bathing suits, 
short, tight slacks Gives smooth, rounded feminine control.

PAD, EACH $4.00

All items are sold on a cash in advance basis. C.O.D. and open 
account orders can not be honored. Canadian subscribers should 
maxt payments in U.S. funds by postal money orders or brank drafts 
not by personal checks.

Dther foreign customers should pay by checks from their bank 
JraAii on a U.S. corespondent bank and in U.S. funds. Allow extra 
money for postage and a credit slip for the excess will be returned 
with the order. Foreign postage is higher than the / S % applicable to 
domestic postage.

CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
P.O. Box 194 / Tulare / California 93275
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CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
P.O. Box 194 / Tulare / California 93275

Enclosed find cash, check or money-order for the 
following items: (please print)

QTY ITEM PRICE

Add 15% to cover 
mailing & handling
Calif, residents add 
6 % sales tax

TOTAL }

Name

Address.

City, State, Zip.

-93-



R e n a ’ s
U l t r a

76 BANK STREET 
SEYMOUR, CT. 06483

-94-



• A p i l i l  A d  A M S — I
NEW REVISED CATALOGUE
Catalogued is ready and better than ever. I've 

added stunning ready made shoes, a new line of cos
metics (sold under private label to the most exclusive 
salons and boutiques),new hair style and many, many 
more new items. Of course, I still offer the old favor
ites . .. the best beard cover, the most realistic breasts 
etc.

TV Specialties Corsetry Wigs
Cosmetics Shoes Boots

Let a professional counselor assist you . . .  by mail.
Send $2.00 for catalogue to:

APRIL ADAMS FASHIONS 
P.O. Box 1624 
Philadelphia, Pa. 19105

I F  Y O U R  B O Y S E L F  W E A R S  G L A S S E S  
Y O U R  G I R L S E L F  N E E D S  T H E M  T O O .
G I V E  H E R  T H E  C O N S I D E R A T I O N  A  L A D Y  D E S E R V E S  
G E T  H E R  A  P A I R  O F  B E A U T I F U L  F E M I N I N E  G L A S S E S

We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles.

CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT

ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIENDOF VIRGINIA

We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications

R E G A L  O P T I C I A N S
2026 West 6th Street 

HUbbard 3-3950 
Los A ngeles

Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Street
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B o u t i q u e

TO ORDER BY MAIL W RITE FOR CATALOGUE! $1 00 Flnt Class Mill *2 00

Come by and say helio We have clothes, lingerie. wigs and one ol the largest collec
tions ol books and magazines on the subject of transvestism in the world To our 
knowledge we have every book and magazine currently available on the subject from 
ALL publishers Including MUTRIX. ER06-G0LDSTRIPE, CHEVALIER. EM PA
THY. NEPTUNE, and. ol course QUEENS PUBLICATIONS Wt \ deal with others 
when you can get your books and magazines from one source1 

|212] #47-7773 (12 noon til 6 pm only, please’

LEE'S  MARDI GRAS ENTERPRISES. INC.
(Between 41st & 42nd Sts )

565 Tenth Avenue (one flight up)
New York, N .Y  10096

HOURS 12 pm til 6 pm (Monday thru Saturday) Late Night 12 noon till 8 pm Thursday

n f e © ©  © © ¡ g & m j

REMOVE HAIR
PERMANENTLY -  ELECTROLYSIS

20 YEARS EXPERIENCE
☆  760-0813 ☆

Call Barbara For Appointment
-96-



THE SOCIETY FOR THE SECOND SELF

When a Tv comes out of the closet she wants to go places and do things. She 
wants to be able to read about others with the same interests and possibly 
meet them. She may want to go out into the street as any other women 
does. However, there is the old story of being “all dressed up and no place 
to go. “Therefore, we have formed a Society called the Society For The 
Second Self. As an organization for women, although they are male-women, 
it is properly a Sorority and it tries to provide some of the same values that 
any other sorority would provide. They learn that they have sisters who are 
into the same things and with whom they can safely and interestingly dis
cuss all phases of the subject and with whom they can meet.

The Society publishes a Directory of members (using code numbers). The 
Directory provides a brief description of the member as to her age, marital 
status, children, education, level of dressing, attitude of wife and hobbies 
and interests. This provides an opportunity for the members to correspond 
on a compatible basis. The Society also publishes the FEMME MIRROR, a 
bi-monthly magazine which includes stories, news of various chapters,poetry 
personal Tv experiences, articles about Tv life, letters from the members, 
cartoons, pictures and other features that make enjoyable reading.
The Society advertizes on a national basis in an attempt to locate the thou
sands of heterosexual Tvs who are usually looking for such an organization 
as ours. Additionally, the Society recognizes the problem of Tvs in purchas
ing female clothing of the correct size. Purchasing a wig of the correct style 
is also a problem. Up to now most Tvs have had to rely on catalogs. Recog
nizing that it would be much better if the Tv could go into a store and be 
waited on by a sympathetic saleslady, the Society is accumulating a Direct
ory of stores and shops where it's members can enter and be waited on with 
understanding. The Society also recognizes that many Tvs are interested in 
locating understanding females who will go out with them on shopping trips 
and dinner dates and who would also be able to assist our members with 
their makeup and the correct selection of clothing. The Society is experi
menting with this program and expects large dividends in the future.
The organization is limited to heterosexual male and wives. Most members 
are married and have children. They have reputations to protect and the So
ciety is concerned with being an organization that such people will feel safe 
and comfortable in belonging to. Interested persons should send 50 cents in 
stamps for a package of information about the Sorority. Letters should be 
addressed to Carol Beecroft, Box 194, Tulare, California 93275.
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