
OUR COVER GIRL

VICKI



P u b lica tio n  P o licy

T ra n sv e s tia  is composed primarily o f  material submitted by its readers. Fiction, 
articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, pictures — all are welcome. 
The greater the variety o f material the more interesting the magazine will be for 
all. It is published for the enjoyment o f all heterosexual cross-dressers and as 
y o u r  magazine, your support is needed. Material is solicited on the following  
basis:
1. A ll contributions resulting in five or more printed pages will be entitled to 
one free copy o f 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 o f  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 o f all readers.
3. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and stamped en
velope provided.
4. O ff-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be sub
mitted. The editor reserves the right to be the sole judge o f  suitability and to edit, 
alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed in the best interest o f the maga
zine to do so.

P u rp o se  o f  T ra n sv estia

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 — ENTERTAINMENT — 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 :

I thought that you might like to hear of a hobby that Nor
ma and I have gone into - together. When we were at the Tri- 
Sigma National Convention in New Orleans , we saw some 
very pretty ‘collectible’ type DOLLS. Now it so happens that 
Norma especially likes dolls and the actual collecting of such 
things is very feminine. Needless to say, we talked it over while 
there and jumped right into collecting dolls while in New Or
leans. We managed to pick up at least four pretty dolls in New 
Orleans and have added another six or seven sfnce we returned. 
We even ordered several dolls from the Sears Catalog.

The doll that I chose from the catalog was the CUTEST and 
CUDDLE-EST, pretty, little girl-doll that you have ever seen. 
And it was dressed in such a pretty pink dress - and well, I just 
had to have it. After all, I have five daughters and so I have 
special feelings about little girls. YOU can have the boy dolls, 
I’ll take the girl dolls! They’re cuter and more huggable.

Before long we are going to have a picture taken of us 
with the dolls around us. It certainly very feminine to collect 
such pretty things and it is something that we can do TO
GETHER. Why not do the same with YOUR wife?

Ishould mention that dolls of the collectible type are not 
cheap. The larger ones average about $45.00 and the smaller 
ones about $25.00. We have some of each. But really, girls, 
collecting dolls is just like being a little girl and it gives you a 
nice soft feeling inside.. Come on out and see my collection. 
I really love the hobby. If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you hold 
one of the dolls.

Lastly, I thought that I had some help when Eve came to 
town. She started helping me with the Tri-Sigma work, but 
problems have caused her to leave. Now that she is gone - and 
I’ll miss her - I am looking for a retired sister who would be 
interested in moving to Tulare and settle down (and help me in 
the Tri-Sigma office.)The pile of mail that arrives each day would 
astonish you. So if any of you girls are retired and want to 
move to the central valley of California, just drop me a note.

-2 -



[RANSVESTIA

O  u

c o v e r

Gi r l

♦♦♦
f
T
I
f ±
?
T
X
T
?
To
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One might say that Vicki has had two births during the 
course of her lifetime. The first being her genetic birth as a 
male almost 42 years ago, and the second, was the birth “out 
of the closet” some 36 years later.

Now this is not to say that she waited all this time before 
realizing what she was. Like a majority of Tv’s, she had an 
early attraction towards female clothing and especially high 
heels. This had manifested itself around, age eleven. At first I 
experimented with my sister’s shoes although she never was 
aware of this unusual habit of mine. The same can be said con
cerning my family - no one else apparently knew of my interest 
in clothing belong to the female members of my family.

That is, with the exception of my mother! During grade 
school, and high school, for that matter, I was largely an intro
vert. I still am, I suppose. Anyway, during my school years 
although I was very interested in the young ladies around me, I 
apparently was too shy to ask them out. My mother made the 
remark that perhaps my high-heels were a real substitute for a 
girl friend. And, I suppose, to a great extent, she was right.

My mother never really objected to my wearing nylon 
hose and high heels in her presence but she strongly recommen
ded that I NEVER let my father catch me that way.

As we lived in the country we had little to fear from our 
neighbors nearby, the nearest family lived at least half a mile 
away. My father held down two jobs -- farming and railroading, 
which meant that he was gone a great deal of the time. Of course, 
this gave me lots of opportunities to wear my shoes in rather
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secure circumstances.
Probably the best reason for not allowing my father to 

know of my “unusual” desire was the fact that he was from the 
“old school” and just would not understand such things. But, 
unfortunately for me, he DID discover my interest in pretty 
girl’s shoes later on and under some rather adverse circumstan
ces -- which I shall go into later.

Towards the end of my years in elementary school, the 
newspapers featured the story of Christine Jorgensen. At that 
time I had not heard of the term “transvestite” or “transsexual.” 
There was just never any information available, either on radio 
or television, or even in books or magazines, concerning either 
of these phenomena.

In addition to not knowing just “what” I was, it really 
didn’t make much difference to me whether I was the only male 
around that liked articles of women’s clothing or that there 
might have been thousands like myself. It just never crossed my 
mind - I just kept enjoying wearing my pretty shoes whenever 
possible.At times, and rather infrequently, I would try on a slip or 
bra and possibly some dress or skirt and blouse combination. 
And I never got involved with cosmetics until some years later 
when I came out of the closet -- completely!

Upon graduation from high school I was confronted with 
two choices -- either enlist in the army or be drafted. The former 
appeared to be more attractive since I could join the air force 
and get placed where I wanted to be. So I was soon shipped off 
to basic training in Texas where a private life just didn’t exist 
for about twelve weeks. It was a shame but I had to leave all 
those nice pretty shoes at home. But the service kept me very 
busy and there wasn’t much opportunity to think about any 
crossdressing.

But once that I was assigned to a more permanent station. 
I resumed the collecting of pretty shoes. While off-duty, I could 
wear a pair of nice high heels while driving around the country
side. It was in this area that I remained until my discharge some 
six years later.

While permanently stationed and before being discharged, 
I met my wonderful wife to whom I have been married for 
21 years. It was shortly after we were married that I informed 
her that I liked to wear high heeled shoes. But, surprisingly, she 
was not shocked -- only stunned with amazement. She said that 
she had never heard of anything like that but if I enjoyed doing 
it, well, then, I was free to go ahead. So everything went along 
fine for the next few years. When I would come home from work 
each evening, I would slip into some nylons and pretty high
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heeled shoes and perhaps a bathrobe. I just sat around for the 
evening, watching television.

Two daughters were born to us and the next year, 1963, 
I was discharged from the service. The position that I had held 
for awhile had required that I report for work about 4:30 in the 
morning. Being married, I was allowed to live off base in town -- 
some 15 miles from the job. The bright idea of slipping on 
a dress, shoes and a headscarf appealed to me for the purpose 
of stopping along the way to obtain a newspaper from a corner 
news-stand. I even went into several 24 hour laundromats to get 
some change. Naturally I would do these things ONLY if no- 
one was around and at that time in the morning there were 
few people around.

Had I confined myself to a neighborhood area I might have 
been all right. You see, each time I “got away with it” I got a 
little more bolder and finally I decided to take a stroll in the 
down-town area. And for a few mornings it went fine - until 
that one fateful early morning.

I had just parked the car along a side street with my male 
clothes in the back seat. This would allow me to change back 
into my male clothes before getting to work. Anyway, as I was 
rounding a corner on the almost deserted streets, there was a 
police car. I was some distance from my car and just plain 
froze - I couldn’t move! Finally I turned and walked back in the 
direction I had come from. But, evidently my walking was 
considerably erratic because the patrol car began following me.

Slowly they eased past me and pulled over to the curb 
at the next street corner. What could I do but continue walking 
towards them! There was no place to run and I had already 
probably given myself away by showing my fright at seeing the 
patrol car.

One of the officers got out of the car and came towards 
me. He asked if I was feeling all right and from the tone of his 
voice he probably thought that I was a woman. The street 
lighting was rather poor so ‘passing”as a woman was accom
plished with little effort under such conditions. BUT, having to 
stop and SPEAK to someone was an entirely different matter!! 
The jog was up so instantly I confessed that I was a male at 
which point I was escorted to the squad car and taken to the 
station.

Once inside the station, I was interrogated by the officer 
in charge, who said that about all they could charge me with 
would be disturbing the peace. But that would have been hard 
for them to prove as I was not making any kind of scene out on 
the streets, nor was l bothering anyone and I was certainly not
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creating any disturbance. The officer did inform me of the 
one obvious thing I was doing, however. You just don’t see 
a woman, unescorted on a downtown street at 4:00 in the 
morning. THAT was my undoing!After a few minutes they called my .superior officer on the 
base. He eventually came and took me back to the base. From 
then on it was just a matter of some paperwork until I was 
discharged.

When I was back on the base, the first thing they did 
was to pull my security-pass. I had to be escorted everywhere 
I wnet while on the base. Only a very few people knew what 
had been done and most of my friends were amazed at what 
had happened.

Previosuly, I had been sort of a model soldier - not causing 
any kind of a problem for my unit. My commanding officer 
wanted to give me a general discharge and I had the option of 
accepting his decision or going for a court martial.

I elected to take my chances with the Court and this must 
have bothered my commanding officer. No doubt it would 
have been quite an embassassment to him to go before a mili
tary court with a case involving a transvestite.

My superior office, a First Sergeant, said that he had never 
heard of such a situation in the 20 years that he had been in 
the service.

After a few days the commander called me into his office 
to give me his decision. He had changed his mind and would 
recommend an honorable discharge under Air Force regulation 
39-16. This states that anyone coming under that category 
was “unfit for military service.” This does not usually carry an 
honorable discharge with it. Frankly, this was about the best 
that I could hope for, even with a court martial. They could 
not have given me more and there was a very good chance 
I could have gotten considerably less.

I agreed to this as it allowed me the full pay and other 
benefits afforded anyone who got out under normal circumstan
ces.

The whole ordeal was quite a strain on my wife who stuck 
by me throughout the whole episode. Fortunately the children 
were very young and did not know of what was happening.

With my service career behind me I decided to move back 
to my home state and begin a new life as a civilian.

I had been back home a little over a month when the whole 
thing was exposed to my parents - as to the exact reason for 
my discharge.

Earlier in this story I had mentioned that my father was 
from the “old school” and did not “take” to this information.
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But my mother was much more understanding, having known 
of my crossdressing when I was at home as a child.

At first, my father wanted to leave his hometown. He 
made no effort to listen to any facts about transvestism and, for 
that matter, I really didn’t know of any such facts to present 
to him. He did make an appointment for me to see a “shrink* 
total waste of time, as far as I was concerned. The Doctor knew 
less about transvestism than me.

Working as a common laborer proved to be getting me 
no-where so I put my “second self” aside “for the duration.”

I attended a trade school for a year and landed a good 
paying job that I have held for the last fifteen years.

My third child, a boy, was born just before I started school, 
so with three children to raise, the money was the new job 
was most welcome.

By this time my daughter was getting old enough to go to 
school and we thought it best to shelter her, and the other 
children, was seeing me in any kind of women’s attire.

Looking back, it would be hard to tell if this was the 
right thing to do but it seemed best at that time -- especially 
since we lived in a small town.

For several years I didn’t even wear my shoes in front of 
my wife. So she thought that I had “gotten over” my need to 
crossdress. I’m sure that most of us realize that this just does not 
happen to a real transvestite.

In late 1974 I was looking over some magazines in a book 
store. I had noticed some magazines that dealt with female im
personation and I eagerly purchased several. Inside were stroies 
and articles as well as photos about how men transformed them
selves into “females” and that whole conception of imperson
ation completely captured me. There were even advertisements 
dealing with books on make-up and accompanying instructions.
I even sent away for several of these books on “how to” to 
see what they were like.

When the books arrived I used them to help me to com
pletely learn how to use make-up. I started taking photographs of 
myself after I learned about how to makeup my face, although 
they were initially taken in black-and-white film. But this 
gradually gave way to color film. I felt that I was doing a 
fairly good job of looking “for real.”

Fortunately, I knew several girls whom I trusted and who 
were quite liberal-minded. I asked their opinion on how I looked. 
They would take a good deal of time, analysing my pictures and 
pointing out refinements and improvements which I would soon 
employ when I made up my face.
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One of the girls, was a professional beautician and, as luck 
would have it, was also my next door neighbor. She continues to 
‘do’ ’ my hair, free of charge, and has even given me several 
new wigs from time to time. The other girls is a nurse and has 
been acquainted with transvestites so very little disturbs her. 
Both girls are wonderful people.

After six months of working with makeup, clothes and 
wigs, I felt that I was ready for the BIG STEP - appearing in 
public. This called for traveling some distance to a large town 
where there would be little chance ot meeting anyone that I 
might know.

Talk about being nervous! I certainly was in a dither when I 
left the motel room. I had forgotten to use my perfume and 
almost overlooked my nail-polish.

As I left the room in the early evening I met two young 
boys on the stairway. Trying to act as cool as possible, I cas
ually walked past them as if I had done this hundreds of times 
before, As we passed each other, they continued to talk among 
themselves and paid absolutely NO attention to me. It was a 
relief that the first hurdle was over with! Within a few minutes I 
was in the midst of all sorts of people at a crowded shopping 
center. No one paid any attention to me so I guess that I was 
doing everything all right. The large store windows made good 
mirrors to see who was passing by me and I would pretend 
to be looking at some merchandise in the window display. It 
gave me an opportunity to observe whether any heads were 
turning in my direction. Oh, a few did, for an instant, and then 
they would continue on their way.

Finally I got bold enough to stroll through a brightly-lit 
store where I could just be another shopper looking over the 
pretty clothes. Again, most everyone was so pre-occupied that 
they reallv never noticed me.

After an hour of this I thought it best to return to my 
motel room where my wife was waiting for a full report. She 
was much to frightened to accompany me on my adventure. 
Thus I had to go by myself this first time.

Probably the main factor in “going out” anywheres is how 
you act in front of other people. The biggest way to draw atten
tion is to be doing something different from what others are 
doing. And, of course, avoid acting suspicious. And, trying to 
“hide” something is the quickest way to be spotted as a cross
dresser. If someone should be persistent in following you, then 
the crowd becomes an advantage. It is much easier to get lost 
among a lot of people as opposed to just a few.

For a transvestite, speaking to someone presents a new 
set of problems. One should listen to “how”women talk. No-
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tice how their pattern of speech differs from that of the male 
- even if the women have low voices.By now many of our sisters are familiar with a Paula Len- 
sko, an English antress who has made a number of commer
cials. She probably doesn’t realize it but her exceptional voice 
has done more for Tv’s than most of us realize. If everyone has 
accepted her voice as “female”, then think how much easier 
it will be for a lot of us to get away with talking in our “female” 
voices. As for me, the voice development required as much or 
more practice than any other facet of female ‘impersonation.’ 
There have been a number of occasions when I have had to talk 
to salespersons, waitresses, etc. While some gave me “disbeliev
ing” stares, others paid little or no attention. I have yet to 
contact any person who has asked point-blank if I was a man 
“in drag.” The majority of people won’t stick their necks out 
but, then again, most do not care.

I have been in places where it was very important that 
I “passed”. As an example, there was one time when my wife 
and I and my beautician friend all went to a country and wes
tern bar. That is one place where you can’t afford to make any 
mistakes. A couple of other times we went to a disco where I 
was asked to dance by other guests although, naturally, I 
politely refused.

Generally, I enjoy shopping for wigs, clothes and especially 
high heeled shoes. I also feel more comfortable being dressed 
while shopping for cosmetics. Dining in restaurants while doing 
my “second self” is a favorite activity. It doesn’t bother me at 
all, now, to give my order to a waitress. I have even passed people 
that I know who didn’t give me a second glance.

Vickki has come a long way in the past few years since she 
emerged from the closet. Having done the many things that 
females take for granted has proved to me quite satisfying. 
I am no longer up-tight about having to “prove” my femme- 
self. The novelty of “passing” has given way to simply just 
enjoying being a girl. However there have been ‘tight’ situa
tions where I wished that I had been other places. As an example, 
there was a large shopping center in a town far from here and 
where a young boy followed me, making rude remarks in a loud 
voice. As it was, there were several of us in the store, so I wasn’t 
the only one being ridiculed. It was unfortunate that I didn’t 
have the time to educate this young fellow concerning trans
vestism as it was obvious that he knew nothing about the subject.

Great strides have been made in order for transvestites to 
be free in expressing their ‘second self’ but a lot of work remains 
to be done before the transvestite is completely free. In the
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meantime, I enjoy getting out in those places where I can express 
my femme self. At the same time, I continue to expand my shoe 
collection which comprises the largest part of my wardrobe. 
I have more money tied up in pretty shoes than all other articles 
of clothing. A conservative estimate would be an average pur
chase of a pretty pair of high heels every two weeks. At this time, 
I have over 500 pair of shoes. Small wonder that I hardly wear 
any shoes for more than a few times. Since I can wear an 8 or 
8V2 in a woman’s size, I am able to take advantage of the many 
shoe sales in my home town.

An interesting experience occurred to me recently which 
bears telling. I was shopping in a large mall when I noticed a 
cute pair of 4 inch heels, black ankle-strap sandals, and I asked 
the salesgirl if they were available in size 8 She said that they 
were so available and went to get that size for me. Upon her 
return, and since I was not “dressed” at that time, I asked if 
I could take them to the back of the store and try them on. 
I explained, also, that I was a transvestite. She just wasn’t pre
pared for this type of situation and said that she would have to 
ask her manager. However, he was evidently more interested 
in the sale than anything wise and allowed me to do so. So , 
the three of us, the salesgirl, the manager, and myself, walked to 
the rear of the store where I calmly slipped off my male shoes 
AND socks, exposing a foot with painted toenails and nylons. 
The shoes fit perfect. The manager and the salesgirl looked on 
with much interest and remarked how nice they looked on me 
as I took a few steps in them. As I paid for the shoes, I gave 
the girl a picture of myself while crossdressed.

Things are getting better for transvestite as evidenced by 
an experience I had in a town about 40 miles from home. I 
phoned the police dept and asked them about the crossdressing 
laws, if any, and was told that none existed. They even told 
me where transvestites congregate. Needless to say, I was most 
happy to be able to go to a city and be Vicki and not have to 
worry. Without having to be concerned with laws prohibiting 
crossdressing, I can concentrate more on being Vicki.

I’m always ready for an outing as Vicki but, like many 
women, have difficulty deciding which dress or wig to wear. 
I hope that more sisters will have only that type of a problem 
to be concerned with as they get ready to go out on the town.

L O V E ,  V I C K I
I L - 4 8 - M
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The following letter was written to the ISTHMUS, a local 
paper in the Madison, Wisconsin area. The very capable writer 
was Ruthann (WI-14-M), a leader of the Tri-Sigma work in her 
area and one who has helped in developing a brochure which is 
sent to all inquirers; She also has helped develop a newspaper 
release, one that is sent to newspapers all over in the hope that 
such papers will accept the material concerning transvestism for 
publication.

Dear Fred:This is just another letter on your effort to cover 
the gay scene in Madison in ISTHMUS No.42. It has to do with 
some apparently off-handed comments, made in your “Making 
The Paper” intro article - about the six foot drag queen who 
“just moved out of the room adjacent to the ISTHMUS Press 
Suite...” I am still trying to figure out what you meant by this 
comment. Even given the context of the paragraph in which it 
appears, I am not sure whether you mean to say:

(1) that it is especially not surprising to discover that this 
“drag queen” is gay, since we all know that all crossdressers 
are: or

(2) that even this “drag queen” from whom you’d least 
of all expect it, turns out to be gay.

If you mean the latter, you deserve huzzahs for your 
awareness of the characteristics of the crossdressing para-cul- 
ture’s members. However, I fear that you meant the former, 
or at least that most of your readers took you to mean this. 
Assuming that my fears are justified, I feel that some clarifications 
are in order.
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First and foremost, the view that crossdressing is unique 
to gays is a sterotype, and - as sterotypes are want to be - is 
grossly inaccurate. It IS a powerful sterotype, one that is damag
ing to the crossdresser’s own self-understanding, as well as to the 
public’s understanding of the phenomenon. For, as it turns out, 
research has found that something like 85-90 percent of all cross
dressers are HETEROSEXUAL (in their primary sexual orienta
tion). The corollary sterotype - that all gays are into crossdressing, 
at least to some extent - in hence patently off-the-wall as-well.

Second, crossdressing is common to a number of markedly 
behavior patterns. There are classic transvestites (TVs), drag 
queens, transgenderists, (pre-operative) transexuals, sado-maso- 
chists, and others who crossdress,and each has a different purpose 
in doing so. For now, it is important for you to understand 
the differences between “drag queens” and classic TVs.

The “drag queen” is gay and his crossdressing tends to be 
other-oriented, primarily a vehicle for attracting a male sex partner 
(perhaps helping to ease the potential partner’s guilt over being 
gay) and/or as a pimp on society and its sterotype of gay men 
as limp-wristed effeminate types (another gross distortion). On 
the other hand, the classis TV is straight and his crossdressing 
tends to be much more self-oriented, primarily a vehicle for ex
pressing the feminine side of his personality (which he and most 
other men learn to bury during childhood). The “drag queen” 
is more apt to be out in public and, not especially into being 
mistaken (“passing”) for a woman, is more apt to be recognized 
as a man. The classic TV tends to remain in the privacy of his own 
home or in the seclusion of a motel room, and tends to venture 
outside only when he feels accomplished enough at his dressing 
to believe he can “pass.” So with most people’s contact with 
crossdressing being via the “queen,” it is not unreasonable for 
them to assume that all crossdressers are gay. Yet it is equally 
important that this asumption be de-bugged.

This matter is personally quite important for me, as I am 
part of the crossdressing para-culture. Though we are not as visi
ble (yet) or as large as the gay community, we - like the gays - 
are engaged in a struggle for OUR civil rights, for public under
standing and acceptance, and for self understanding and self 
acceptance. Ours is a movement that is growing. On a national 
level, we are developing our own internal organization and 
strength, and hope to gradually begin going more public. In the
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Madison area, we are hoping to establish a local chapter of the 
Society For The Second Self (a nationwide TV support group) in 
the next several months. Everywhere we will be hoping to enlist 
the media’s aid (and the aid of others, too) in telling the truth 
- and in curtailing the spreading of distortions - about crossdress
ing.

I hope that ISTHMUS (which I have generally enjoyed 
reading, and which seems relatively progressive, as far as media 
go) can aid us in our struggle. For now, it would help if you 
could clarify or retract the aforementioned statement/suggestion 
made in ISTHMUS No.. 42. RUTHANN (WI-14-M)

E d i t o r  C a r o l  B e e c r o f t  

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

C O N T E S T
“PRIZES OFFERED FOR THE BEST WRITERS”

One of our readers wrote and suggested that your Editor 
offer a prize for the best TV story of 1981. 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 other types 
of contributions submitted. I am offering a TWO-YEAR SUB
SCRIPTION to TRANSVESTIA for the best contributions 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 of a non-fiction type.
4- For the best contribution of TV poetry!
It is felt that this contest will encourage our sisters to exhibit 
their writing talents as well as their creativity. This contest 
will last until December 31,1981* All material should be typed 
and double spaced although I will accept contributions from 
those who do not have access to a typewritter and, as a result, 
have to write in longhand. Typewritten materials are preferred 
however.



judge’s chambers, after the decree had made him a divorced 
man against his will, Anthony Adams sat in the park, musing. 
Ten weeks.....already his lonliness was a fact, already his resigna
tion to the facts that his wife had sued for and won a divorce 
on the basis of incompatibility - already the hurt was fading.

With growing resolve, Anthony looked at the shopping bag 
on the park bench. It contained, he knew, a real change in - 
store for him. This divorce had been a really crushing event 
for him. He had always been optimistic, even in spite of frequent 
set-backs.

A small person, just over five feet and under 120 pounds, 
Anthony was accustomed to being passive in many circumstan
ces. Someone his size could hardly be a bully. “Bully!” The 
thought brought a smile to his face, for nothing could be further 
from a description of his personality. Gentle things, soft and 
smooth, were more to his liking as well as fine music, art, 
theater and beautiful scenery.

Speaking of scenery, the park at noon was a scenic place 
with all the office workers on lunch breaks. He watched with 
consuming interest every young female who passed, noting 
in careful detail, her every feature. Fortunately, Anthony had 
been granted a generous award in the divorce settlement - a 
substantial bank account, investment portfolio and ready cash. 
At least Angelia had been fair with the 50/50 split.

Money Anthony had! Time, he didn’t! Lunch was long 
since over and all the pretty girls were gone from the park 
and the streets and would not appear again until after 5 O’clock. 
Quickly he picked up the shopping bag, strode across the park, 
past the Goodwill box already buldging with much in the way
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of donations, across the street and into the brownstone with 
walk-up flats. Unhesitatingly now, with a resolve he had not 
known before, Anthony entered the building and finally opened 
the door to Apartment 3B, where the simple name card read 
“A’ Adams.”

Entering the small flat, Anthony looked around before he 
turned and securely bolted the door. A smile spread over his face 
as his resolve finally was set. His plan would be carried out!

Anthony carefully washed and shaved, taking care to re- y 
move all unwanted hair,not that he had very much, He casually 
glanced at the discarded clothing he'd only minutes before 
removed. He walked firmly over to the bed now, removed the 
new articles of clothing from the shopping bag, turned and 
refilled it with the discarded clothing and turned his attention 
to his dressing.

The Goodwill box slammed shut with a metalic clang.
Inside, lay Anthony’s contribution in his shopping bag. On 
the outside, high heeled shoes clicked along the walk as office 
girls once again filled the square. Inconspiciously in the crowd 
of attractive women “Toni” moved gracefully along the way 
toward the familiar brownstone apartment building. Arriving 
there, Toni’s purse yielded a key to Apt 3B and it was just a 
moment before the door was open and Toni stepped inside.
Toni was quite attractive and stood 5’ 6” in heels and weighed 
a dainty 11 8 pounds.

A smile with a sigh of satisfaction spread across her face 
in the mirror reflected the view. Toni saw ‘Toni’ in a blue 
sweater and skirt - all turned out to perfection.Slowly, before the 
mirror, she began to disrobe, for fatigue required retirement 
soon. But, first, her things had to be changed. Off came the 
sweater and skirt. Under it were the sky-blue bra and panties.
Off came the hose. Choosing to keep on her bra and panties,
Toni moved to the dresser and extracted a shimmering pink 
“babydoll” nightie - and when the gown was in place, Toni 
was ready for bed.

As the light went out, the era ended. Tomorrow the Good
will truck would take what remained of Anthony Adams away. 
Remaining would be Toni.
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T r o p  D e  

J e u n e s s e

S U Z A N N E

REMEMBERED FONDLY: At 12 years of age, a sudden 
Halloween party invitation at the last minute. Desperate family 
confab on what I should wear and that obvious and too-easy
solution (if one has a sister), “....could wear a dress and stuff
of mine!” The mildest-ever, but to be expected, protest on my 
part, melted to nothing by:

Sister’s -- ‘‘Anyone your age can be adorable in a cute 
dress!” (and) “As you like little girls so much you’d be sure to 
like yourself.”

Mother’s -- “Sis, do a squeaky-clean shampoo on our new
little girl, tease it, do up a fluffy urchin on ....(sly, smiling
long pause)....HER!” and “It WAS an all-boy party -- up to
now.”

Then.....enough faintly-tinted lipstick, just enough rouge
and powder for that girlish glow of health, enough light floral 
perfume to make a girl’s presence known. A modestly party-ish 
satin-sashed eyeley cotton frock with skirt starched to a con
stantly-swinging spread. Precocious nylons to soften leg 
bruises. (Mother: “You’re such a tomboy!”) The last minute 
phone-call to the party giver, mother saying, “You can expect 
an unknown young lady -- do invite her in.” Motherly last- 
minute instructions: “A young lady must always be conscious 
of her skirts.”

When I at last entered the party room and my hostess 
let me put my coat, purse and lacquered, ribboned sailor hat 
in her bedroom, saying, straight-faced, “....and you may use 
this room to freshen up later -- no boys allowed.” Silence, 
suddenly, from the boys as I took off my coat, entering my 
hostess’ temporary powder room - a louder silence as I came
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out for their gaze, plucking my stiff skirt for uncalled-for-
greater fullness....nervously! The boys whispering together in
obvious disapproval - and I’d thought I looked so hopelessly 
attractive!

A change in attitude when my hostess introduced me, 
“Little Miss Suzanne, but if you look closer you’ll see it’s really 
Jeff Watt.” Nervous laughter, changing to real laughter from the 
boys, facetious whistles, and ‘wows!’ and ‘Howdja do it?’ all 
of which I took as complimentary, wonderfully comforting. 
The usual boy’s party took over from there, sometimes raucous, 
sometimes downright athletic. And a tomboy CAN forget 
her skirts, almost, and become one of the boys, almost. But 
I needed several trips to the powder room to ‘freshen up!’

In spite of my wholehearted participation, I did sense a 
continued remoteness, a separation from the boys - not unkindly 
of them. Clothes do make the girl; I was certainly a different 
specie from the boys in skeleton, Superman, clown and ghost 
costumes. Some, according to backgrounds were leaning over 
backwards toward me while others were unusually solicitous. 
Superman was asked to serve me my cocoa and cookies while 
the rest had to get their own (and I didn’t spill anything on my pretty frock) and I sat there, loving the extra attention given me.
The “louts”, in discreet corners where the hostess wasn’t around, 
asked to see more of my underthings than were casually visible, 
EVEN my garters, but I refused - modestly....sometimes haugh
tily. The “gentlemen” asked if I’d learned to dance yet, and if 
I could curtsy. Curtsy I’d learned only an hour earlier but my 
hostess nixed the dancing (thank goodness!).

Then party over and my hostess’s “Who will walk the 
young lady home?” - dangerous for little girls this time of the 
night (it was all of 10:00 O’clock). Allowed my choice, Ichose 
Superman with his pure rag-content buldging muscles -- he’d 
been nicest to me that evening. My hostess kissed me on the 
cheek in my private powder room when I went for my coat and 
hat, making a bow of my fragile scarf about my neck against 
the October cold, whispering conspiratorially, “Your presence 
made the party so much less raucous! Thank you, dear, and 
thank your mother.”

Superman, with his coat on, looked at last again like my 
friend Kenny. I was enjoying sugar-plum fancies of looking 
like his precocious date. The ten block walk home through the 
shaded busy streets* of our little home-town wasn’t eventful - but
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it was memorable. I remember my leg-consciousness, the accep
tance of cool breezes by my skirt, the vulnerability of my thinly 
hosed legs made me so aware of my being a girl for the evening. 
I remember, pleasurabily, Kenny’s polite assumption of the 
streetside male role. I remember with a positive thrill his asking 
to call me Belle - he felt dumb calling me a boy’s name and, any
how, if we ran into anybody it’d be less confusing.

(My hostess, that night, had said to me, ‘‘Well, you can’t 
help but be the belle of the ball this evening.” So being called 
Belle confused ME less, too.)

Kenny said some satisfying things to me like, “...makes 
me feel grown-up, walking a girl home” and “Wish Andria
could see me with you -- she’d be jealous” and still “....’d like
to take a girl who looks like you to the movies.”

I murmured little, almost silent, “thank you’s”, surpassing 
encouragement. Halloween came only once a year. Darn it.

Close to my home, Kenny blurted, “Would you like to 
visit my sister some evening? She doesn’t like boys but I know 
that she’d like you -- I mean if you DON’T come over dressed 
up like a boy. I could walk you over!” (He LI KED the grown-up 
dating feeling I was also enjoying.) I felt free to “I’d love it” 
on that one - I needed a real girlfriend after that nearly all-boy 
evening. So many questions had come up in my mind.

There was an awkward moment at the doorstep, as we said 
goodnight, but I covered it (graciously, as my curiosly-peeking 
sister later described things) by shaking hands, touching only 
- really - and with my LEFT hand. That seemed so much less 
“hearty-good-ole-pal” like

One thing Kenney said that evening that stayed with me....
“You know, Belle, when you first came to the party, all the guys 
were whispering and lookin’ kinda mad, like they didn’t like 
you.” And I interjected a “Yes, but I thought that I was so....” 
and he continued, “That’s just what the trouble and their talk 
was all about. They’d been promised it was a party for boys only. 
Just boys. Then you showed up, all....well, like you are. They 
thought for sure a girl would spoil the party, until they leaned 
who you were.”

Them with a certain smugness (he was thirteen) - he said, 
with proud superiority, “They’re all so young!”
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Hi everybody! This is just a short piece to let you all 
know that I am still alive and kicking and give you an update 
on what has been happening.

Things have gone along rather well since I returned from 
Africa and Fantasia Fair last fall. I always seem to have so much 
to do that even when I cut something out of the schedule 
(which should allow me more free time), it immediately gets 
filled up again. It’s kind of like time-quicksand. I have been 
spending a lot of time in the Biomed Library at UCLA ferreting 
out material for my planned book on ‘The Origins of Human
ness’ or ‘How Did We Get Here From There?’ There are several 
articles for professional journals that need attention, too. 
There is so much to learn, organize and integrate that it seems 
that I will never be able to sit down and say ‘this is it.’ But I 
have had several interested comments from anthropologists 
and Psychologists, so I suppose that I have something.

Then, too, I have taken a number of extension courses 
at UCLA on China and Cosmology, on the Negev Desert in 
Israel, on Evolution and anthropology as well as Current Ten
sion Areas of the World....So you can see my interest is spread 
over a lot of territory.

I also took a weeks extension trip to Baja, Calif., We then 
flew to La Paz and boarded some boats called pongas which 
are something like a large rowboat with a powerful outboard 
and took off up the Penninsula to a large inland called Es- 
piritu Santos, where we dumped things out on the beach for 
several days of swimming, hiking, snorkeling, etc. Then we 
loaded up and visited another island and stayed at two different 
camps there. Each time the first thing I did when I got ashore
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was to go and stake out an area behind some bushes or rocks 
and away from most of the rest where I could have a little 
privacy. I really didn’t want to shock the entourage by letting 
them discover that whereas Virginia had signed up, Charles 
had come along. But all went off well. With an air mattress 
and a sleeping bag we were pretty comfortable. The mattress 
was important - even though it had a small leak - 1 had to blow 
it up a couple of times each night. For those of you who have 
never slept on sand, it doesn’t differ too much from concrete. 
Regardless of how soft it is when you walk in it, it gets mighty 
hard about three in the morning.

Because of my skin condition, I sunburn very easily, 
so I took the precaution of buying and wearing a pair of light
weight white pants and took one of Charles’ old white sport 
shirts out of the back closet and wore that whenever I went 
in swimming or snorkeling. However, I didn’t use my head 
to realize that the weave in the thin white material was very 
open relative to the wave lengths of ultra violet light; so, in 
spite of the shirt, I got a good red back - enough to cause 
everyone else to comment when I took the shirt off. I hesitate 
to think what it would have been like without the shirt. When 
you snorkle, you paddle around on the surface of the water 
wuth your face, with mask attached, face down in the water 
in order to observe the fish and coral on the bottom. It’s all so 
fascinating and interesting and the water warm enough thatyou 
could stay out there all afternoon. However, your back and 
the back of your legs are exposed to the sun all the time.

But I survived and we had a marvelous time and some 
great cookery, especially of some of the fish that were caught. 
There were the usual campfire song fests, story telling and 
drinking bouts, but we all became good friends and some of 
us even learned a few things about the birds, beasts, fish and 
plant life of the Baja area

After attending DREAM in Oregon, I will be going to 
China for a trip which will take 35 days. It will not be just 
the usual tourist trip to the costal cities of China, but, instead, 
it will include a long trip deep into the interior of the country. 
(3200 miles west of Peking, as a matter of fact). I will end up 
onyly about 400 miles east of Alma Ata in the Soviet Union, 
where I was in 1975. This area in Simkiang province is the most 
landlocked place on earth. That is, it is furthest from the ocean 
in any direction you might point. Since I am interested in
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archeology, anthropology and man’s origins, this will be a most 
interesting trip because it was from this area in central Asia, 
that the ancestors of all of us originally came. Some experts say 
that the peoples of the laranian plateau moved over the moun
tains into central Asia and the plateau of Tibet. There they 
stayed during the ensuing ice age. When it warmed up, their 
increasing population drove them back over the mountains 
to the plains of Iran and then into the middle east, Egypt 
and beyond, on the one side, and out into the broad areas 
of what is now southern Russia and into central Europe. 
So my trip will get back to the area where we all began. Suf
fice to say that it is going to be a marvelous trip.

You will be interested to know that we have been admon
ished to wear dark colored slacks and to avoid bright colors 
and too much jewelry, as dresses, bright colors and self adorn
ment are not standard practice in China, particularly in the 
more rural areas where we will be going. They further advise 
that we do not wear high heels and forget evening dresses. 
What a dull place for a TV!

Before I sign off, lhave to tell you of an amusing experi
ence I recently had. I went into a hospital in Santa Barbara 
to have a little surgery on my upper lids. While I was at it, I 
talked to the surgeon and decided to have the point shaved 
off of my Adams apple. Well, although the eyes could have been 
done in the office, the larynx had to be done under general 
anesthesia so I wouldn’t swallow during the cutting. This 
meant the hospital. I entered and was checked into a room for 
two patients. The bed next to me was occupied by a woman 
of perhaps 50 or 55. Since the surgery didn’t take place until 
later, I was lying there perfectly conscious and it soon came to 
nine O’clock. I asked my room-mate if she would turn to chan
nel five as I would like to watch Phil Donahue. She said that 
was fine, that she liked to watch him, too. Then she asked me 
if I had watched the show when they had the transvestite as a 
guest. Well, I had watched Ariadne Kane of Fantasia Fair fame, 
when she was on, and they had a couple of Ts’s on, too, which 
the public is likely to mix up with Tv’s. So I asked her about 
the person who was on the program. “Oh”, she said, “he was 
dressed up like a lady and he and his girl friend went out shop
ping and they went into the ladies room and everything. My
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daughter told me to be careful the next time I went into the 
powder room as there might be a man in there dressed like a 
woman.” “ Well, what of it,” I asked. “ Everybody is in their 
own booth.” After that the conversation drifted around a bit 
but I couldn’t help thinking about the heart attack she would 
have had if I had nonchallently replied “well, I don't see what 
is so unusual about going shopping with your girl friend. After 
all, I do it all the time and even go into hospitals for surgery. In 
fact, there is a Tv in the bed next to you - right now!” But 
needless to say I just played it cool.

When the nurse came to give me a shot to knock me out, 
I was wearing a pair of briefs under my hospital gown and she 
said that I would have to take them off. But I pointedly replied, 
“you just pretend that you never saw them because they are 
staying on.” I guess that she forgot because nothing further 
happened. I got woosey, they transferred me to a gurney and 
took me down the hall to surgery, but things were so delayed 
that my bladder got full and had to ask the nurse for a bedpan. 
Naturally she brought me the type for females and it was very 
difficult adjusting it under me since I was very woozy from the 
injection. But I managed, the anesthetist managed and the 
Doctor managed and about in the middle of the afternoon, 
I awoke - but blindfolded because of the eye surgery. The next 
day the bandages were removed and I was able to get around 
well enough to drive home. So, today, I have wider, open 
eyes, and an Adams apple that doesn’t make such an obvious 
point when I talk.

Well, that’s ‘30’ for tonight, as they say in the news
paper world. Have fun, stay solvent, be happy and enjoy. 
As ever, Virginia.

T H ER E  IS A TV  NAMED LO R ETTA  
WHO IS ALW AYS DRESSED IN A SW ETTA  
T H R EE  REASONS SHE HAD,
STA YIN G  WARM WASN’T  BAD,
H ER O TH ER TWO REASONS A R E B ETT A ’

(I HOPE TH AT W ILL HOLD YO U , LO RETTA .)
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T h e
E d i t o r ' s

M a i l b a g

Dear Carol: As you’ve purchased Virginia Prince’s books, 
I supose that somewhere within we are kindred spirits. It was 
through the pages of TRA N SVESTIA  that I became aware that 
there were others with similiar orientation. This, in itself, 
released me from the doubt and guilt I had previously known.

My transvestism is totally heterosexual. I ’ve known, con
sciously, that I have been a Tv since age 5 even though that I 
never had a name for my feelings. At that time I was forcibly 
attired in girl’s long stockings and sent off to primary school. 
Though I suffered from the ridicule from the other children, 
inwardly, secretly, I knew that evermore, I wanted to be so 
attired. Only, when would I be grown up so that I could wear a 
pink all-in-one foundation and seamed sheer rayon stockings, 
like my aunt did

By the time I was- ten or eleven, I was adept at putting on 
my mother’s sheer rayon stockings without getting a run in them. 
But, when would I be able to have my OWN heavy, pink Jac
quard Foundation garment, with six heavy pink hosiery suppor
ters? And so its been ever since. Although a confirmed crossdres
ser, I view the whole thing from the viewpoint that I would like 
to wear feminine things, openly, as a male - possibly a throw
back to childhood! But perhaps there are a few others who think 
like this.

I recall being a tourist in Japan in 1978. There was an ob
viously American young fellow, in his twenties, very well 
dressed, and my eyes nearly popped out for I am certain his 
ankles were adorned by Ward’s sheer support nylons, suntan
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color. I am certain because I often wear the same identical 
hose. He was obviously quite open about it - he let a moccasin 
slip down off his foot a little and stroked his ankle and heel, 
obviously enjoying the sensuous feeling. How I wished that I 
could have started up a conversation with him. Anyway, dis
cretion and considerations of other’s feelings cautioned me to 
mind my own affairs. But, how I envied his calm nonchalance 
in openly wearing his nylons and I day dreamed and speculated 
as to the nature of his other underthings. I come to California 
on occasion and would like to meet you. My main reason is that 
I have N EV ER  before visited or talked with another such as 
myself and have never had the opportunity to be at ease in this 
role with another person. (Marjorie, Canada)

Dear Carol: Thanks for sending along TV IA  No. 101. I am 
thoroughly impressed with it. It has a fresh new look and a nice 
variety of content. The new logo is very attractive. This should 
improve our readership and increase awareness among the mem 
bership. Congratulations on a fine issue.

Imagine my surprise when I opend that issue of TV IA  to 
find that you had published a piece which I wrote 15 years ago 
and sent Virginia anonymously - or under the name of Sharon 
Anne. The piece I am referring to is on page 54, entitled “An 
Exciting Adventure.” It is indeed a true story, an account of my 
first foray out into the public - dressed. I have vivid memories 
of that time. It was in the spring of 1965. I was living in Over
land Park, Kansas and finishing my last year in law school. 
At the time I had been married less than a year and had just 
discovered that my wive’s clothing fit reasonably well. I was 
studying for the bar exam and my wife went to visit with her 
family in Missouri. The idea was that I would have the whole 
apartment to myself and get more studying done. She was away 
for two days and while I did get some studying done, I also 
did a lot of crossdressing.

It was during this two day period that I wrote the account 
and mailed it to Virginia. The PLaza shopping area referred 
to in the story is the Country Club Plaza in Kansas City, Mis
souri. The other shopping mall is at State Line Road and Ward 
Parkway. I can’t tell you of all the tender memories which 
this little story brought back to me. It must have been burried 
all these years in Virginia’s files. Thanks for publishing it. 
Sharon Stuart (N.Y.)
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Dear Carol: I have just received Transvestia No.101. I note 
that you have now purchased the magazine from Virginia and, 
without doubt, you will continue to be a s good and trustworthy 
as Virginia has in the past 20 years. I have subscribed to 
Transvestia since issue No. 4. I would like to take this oppor
tunity to wish you all the luck and success as owner and Editor.
G.B.S. (Gloucester, England)

Dear Carol: I have just received your first issue of Trans
vestia, No. 101, and I think it’s very good. Similar to the pre
vious format but sufficiently different to make it individual 
and not just a slavish copy. My congratulations to you. Joy, 
Surrey, England)

Dear Carol: I served 13 months in the infantry in Vietnam. 
I ’m not a sissy, but I do enjoy wearing feminine clothing. I 
had been crossdressing long before I was drafted into the army 
and I ’m still doing it. Actually, I’m scared at times - almost as 
scared as I was in Vietnam. But I ’m not ashamed of what I do. 
Some of those in my family have found out about my cross
dressing. Unfortunately, one of those was my wife and because 
of this we have separated. She took the children and left, al
though we see each other about two times a week. She says that 
she can put up with my wearing panties but she cannot take 
nightgowns, pantyhose, bras, dresses and so forth. I wonder if 
most women act this way. C,C, (Phoenix, Az)

Dear Carol: I would like to request some assistance and 
information from you. I have been a crossdresser for several 
years. I feel so good when I can get into dresses and pretty, 
soft things. There is only one other person who knows about 
my crossdressing and I store my clothes with him. But he is 
‘gay’ and does not get the same feeling as I do when I walk 
around his living room. I have periods when I think that I 
should give it all up and feel rather guilty. Naturally this pro
duces a lot of anxiety. The two worlds become difficult to 
face . My wife and son are not aware of my dressing and it would 
hurt me deeply if they were embarassed after learning of my 
‘strange’ desires. Thus, I go to great measures to keep them 
from finding out about me. The interesting thing is that my 
wife and I are similar in size, so when she leaves for her teach-
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mg position in the morning, I lag behind and enjoy her clothes. 
However, this only lasts for about 15 minutes. One of my goals 
would be to spend a while day or even a weekend as a woman. 
That would be wonderful. Paul (Los Angeles)

Dear Carol: I have just received my latest order from 
Chevalier and haven’t stopped reading since. I especially enjoy 
the short novellettes. Your choice of materials makes it extreme
ly interesting and a pleasure to read. I am thankful that I found 
Tri-Sigma Sorority. I’m sure that the other girls appreciate 
what you’re doing for us as much as I do. Janet (Madison, Wi)

Dear Carol: I just cannot conceive how you can do it all; 
The new Transvestia is excellent and the Femme Mirror is better 
than ever. I don’t see how you can come up with all those 
cute cartoons. After all so many years here without another 
Tv sister known to me, there are now no less than two others 
who live nearby and we have been visiting each other at our 
homes. They are Ellen (NY-11-J) and Joan (NY-9-F), both 
members of Tri-Sigma. Both are high class people and are quite 
advanced in their crossdressing - both are able to go out in 
public without problems. Joan visited me for several hours 
on Saturday and several hours again, on Monday. My wife and 
son were both here and visited with her. Eileen has also visited 
several times, too. We took photos of each other. As for me, 
after Joan’s visit on Monday, I left , all dressed up, to do the 
usual shopping for groceries and several other errands, as I 
often do - and in the rain at that. That particular excursion 
took four hours and was about average. It included visiting 
a lady cousin in the hospital. I recently discovered that the 
outside “Control Top” pantyhose, such as “ Big Mama” , in 
addition to stretching to cover my long legs, can be worn two-at- 
a-time without any girdle at all and will acts as a panty girdle 
to hold me firm. This combination is much more comfortable 
than a girdle and permits much more freedom.

I also discovered that I was wrong in assuming that it is 
necessary to wear a panty girdle with at least short legs so as to 
prevent the possible excape of a portion of the genitals out the 
bottom. I now wear a short ‘brief’ panty girdle over two pairs 
of regular panty hose. (I have no leg hair but do have a lot of 
dark scars from my early motorcycle racing and hillclimbing
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days) I purchased a Playtex ‘18 hour’ brief parity girdle, and, 
believe me, they are not kidding when they say that one can 
wear them for 18 hours. I never would have believed it if I 
hadn’t tried it, for I have been using numerous styles of gir
dles for many, many years with all sorts of discomfort, but 
never before a brief, because I simply assumed that that it 
would not be practical on the male anatomy. The one I pur
chased is a high-quality one and cost me $13.00. It is a real 
bargain in both price and comfort. I spend so much time 
‘enfemme’ and out in public that I could not put up with un
comfortable and/or hot girdles.

If it appears that I am dwelling too much on the subject 
of girdles, it is due to two reasons. First, I have had a lot of 
discomfort from many girdles and have done a lot of testing 
of different kinds. I take no pleasure in being all laced up tightly, 
like some Tvs. I have to be active such as getting in and out of 
the car, much walking, etc. If too tightly restricted, I could not 
walk freely and in a feminine manner. I don’t want to be stiff
bodied like a lot of fat women in tight corsets. Second, and this 
is more important, No Tv can feel very feminine when a 
portion of her genitals are esposed down under her skirt! A 
properly fitted brief panty girdle can hold the genitals up in 
front of the lower abdomen in such a way that it is concealed 
and so comfortable that one is not even conscious of its exis
tence. With pantyhose under the brief-girdle, the appearance 
is 100 per cent feminine. The effect is so convincing that I 
would not hesitate to lift up my skirt if my sex were questioned. 
Of course, I have other forms of proof, including a good female- 
type voice and no beard, though I do have to wear a wig. So 
why should so many Tvs feel that a sex change is needed? I 
believe that the pseudo transsexuals could forget about the 
operation if they would use the above clothing. The beard can 
be eliminated only at a great expense of money, time and some 
pain. The voice is a problem that can not always be helped. 
Felicity (N.Y.)

Dear Carol:I am a 33 year old Tv, single and living alone. 
I work for a plant in upper N.Y. in a professional capacity. 
My first encounter with crossdressing happened when I was six. I 
I am an only child, my father was seldom at home and I grew 
up with two female counsins. I can remember the urge to wear
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female clothing at that earlv aee. but never dared. Finally, when 
I was 13 I borrowed one of mother’s slips and tried it on - I was 
hooked. In my senior year in high school I purchased my own 
lingerie. After graduating from the University of Houston, I 
went into the service but just before leaving I found myself in 
a book store in Houston. I purchased a book on transsexuals 
and discovered an address in the book for heterosexual Tvs. 
Unfortunately, I waited until I was shipped overseas but even
tually heard from a Sally in Houston. We wrote many times 
and she invited me to many parties. However, I never got around 
to attending any of the activities but finally, after another four 
years, I decided to write Sally and go to one of the meetings. 
But before I could go, I was transferred from Houston to Ro
chester, N.Y. I lived with my patents after that and my Tv 
activities came to a halt. Now that I am living by myself I find 
that the urge to crossdress is very strong and I have spent untold 
amounts of money expanding my wardrobe. I must admit that 
I have all the latest styles of clothing in my closet as well as 
lingerie.

Well, the old urge to meet others is again knocking on the 
door but much louder this time. This is how you might be able 
to help me. I have tried to contact Sally at her last known ad
dress but have not heard from her. I desperately need to meet 
other Tvs. So far no other living person has seen^me dressed 
and I have no idea if I could pass in public. Could I be screened 
for membership in Tri-Sigma? I would like to meet others 
like myself. Kay (Pittsford, N.Y.)

Dear Carol: I ’m not sure how to go about this, as it has been 
one of my closest guarded secrets for some time. I am now and 
have been for some time, a transvestite. I don’t know when I 
started wearing women’s clothes. I remember snitching my 
mother’s lingerie when I was home alone. I enjoyed being femi
nine and would get up late at night, when everyone else was 
sleeping, and go to my secret treasure, get dressed, stroke the 
silky material, look at myself in the mirror and wish that I could 
be a pretty girl. This scared the heck out of me since this type 
of behavior was* frowned at in my family. But I continued in 
these activities for the next several years, when my mother 
caught me. I still dressed at times thereafter and several years 
I met this girl and was rather taken by her. We had been going 
out for some time when, one evening, she began telling me
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about her brother and how he used to dress up and that she 
would help him. She appeared pretty open-minded about it 
and so I confessed my own crossdressing desires and it wasn't 
long until she got me a dress and some lingerie as well as shoes 
and took me to her apt. She asked me to take a shower and 
when I got out and dried myself, she had all those pretty things 
all laid out on the bed for me. She told me to hurry up and get 
dressed and when I finished she came into the room and shaved 
my legs and made my face up with cosmetics and even curled 
my hair. We did this several times and I feel that I didn’t look 
too badly. In fact, my girlfriend gave me a number of compli
ments. She said that I looked better in a dress than did she. 
She indicated that she did all this for me because it made my 
happy. But, unfortunately, down inside her it started to bother 
her. I really loved her so I quit asking her to dress me up.

We have since married and I’ve joined the army so I have 
had to keep my feelings buried deep down inside. But, recently, 
she has been asking again if I want to dress up again. I love her 
very much and I do not want to see her that upset again. I 
now realize that there is a part of me that needs attention. I 
very much enjoy dresses, high heels and being pretty and femi
nine. But I want to share this with my wife and I want her to 
be a part of it. I know that she could break loose and accept my 
occasional crossdressing but some ‘dumb-assed’ psychologist 
is preventing her from accepting my feminine inclinnations. 
I am still in the army but I need to meet other people like me 
who enjoy being pretty once in awhile. When I go out and see 
girls in dresses I wish that I could be one of them. I don’t feel 
that this is wrong and I like being a woman very much - on 
occasion. If there are any chapters of the Society near me at 
Ft Bragg, N.C., I would like to jojn with them. R.J.B. (S.C.)

Dear Carol: I had written to you just a few days ago and 
because of the people around me when I was typing the letter, 
I had to keep it from looking as though I was a little strange. 
I guess that I could be called a closet Tv, but in other ways, I 
am not. When I was between the ages of 5 and 7, if I misbehaved 
as a boy, my father would see that I was dressed as a girl. This 
meant wearing a dress, panties, slip and shoes with anklets. 
I usually cried when it happened but when I had settled down 
and behaved myself for a period of time, I would be taken out 
of the clothes and told not to misbehave again. As I grew older,
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I would sneak into my sister’s rooms and wear one of their 
dresses. When I was in Jr High School, I often found excuses 
for not participating in family functions so that I could be home, 
wearing my sister’s dresses and making up my face.

When I graduated from high school I joined the navy and 
was able to purchase material pertaining to crossdressing and 
finally learned that I was not queer but merely had another side 
to me that needed expression. I actually went about four years 
without crossdressing, then the old feelings came back and the 
next thing I knew, I had purchased several dresses and was just 
satisfied, wearing them in a hotel room. Later, I found myself 
with a complete wardrobe and several wigs. At first, I stayed 
in my apartment. One day I decided to buy a new dress and went 
to a dress shop to see what was available. I told the lady that 
the dress was for a costume party but she saw through me 
and asked if I would like to try the dress on in the shop. 
I went into a dressing room and when I had the dress on, the 
lady asked me to step out and let her observe me. My legs were 
rather hairy and she remarked about that and said that with the 
right foundation, the dress would look nice on me. So, I went 
home and shaved my legs, put on all my other pretty things 
and decided to go back to the shop and show the lady what 
I looked like. I got to the door, but ‘chickened’ out but not 
enough to get completely undressed. I slipped on a pair of pants 
and a shirt, put many of my feminine things in a bag and drove 
to the store. I must have looked a sight, with false eyelashes 
and make-up - and with men’s clothes. I went in and asked to 
use the dressing room and got dressed for her. When I stepped 
out of the dressing room there was a couple in the store and I 
became rather nervous. I finally relaxed. The couple left, men
tioning to the lady that I looked nice in the dress. I was estatic 
from the compliment and decided to drive home a s a girl.

After that experience, it was all that I could do to keep 
from going out as a female but each time I went out, I acquired 
more and more confidence. Then conditions changed and I had 
to stop my crossdressing for awhile - that is until I came to 
Jacksonville, Florida, when I R E A L L Y  got into it. I bought 
a Wig, while dressed. I eventually located a bar where crossdres
sers were welcome and went there when I was out dressed. I met 
a lady who accepted me for myself. I was able to visit with her 
as Jennifer and we were both comfortable. I had surpassed 
my fears of being identified as a male in ‘drag’. Soon, I had to
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leave on manuvers and had to leave those pretty things at home. 
I married in 1979 and was divorced a year later since my wife 
could not understand my need to crossdress. I have not cross- 
dressed since the divorce but I am now looking forward to going 
on leave and will spend a week of it as a female. I do plan on 
acquiring a nice wardrobe to retain this time. I am tired of 
society telling me it is wrong, when I feel so RIGHT about it. 
Jennifer (Montana)

Dear Carol: I have been a transvestite since I was young. 
When it was possible I would impersonate a female with makeup 
and all. Once I even went out in public, shopping, going to a 
movie and to a bar, where a man asked me to dance. Needless to 
say, I was scared silly for fear of being found out. I do not go 
out now, because I am completely terrified, although I do wear 
lingerie and panty hose under my male clothing. Fran (Bethesda, 
Maryland)

Dear Carol: I am writing this letter for my boyfriend 
who enjoys wearing female clothing. He has enjoyed this for the 
last several years, but only dresses indoors and when I am 
to help him.

His wife could care less or be shocked at his behavior. 
Thus, I am not writing from her viewpoint but for him. He 
seems to have come to a standstill and needs to make friends 
with new people who feel the same as him. He needs to associate 
with these new friends and go out with them. He needs to 
dance, attend parties and social functions to really make him 
feel good. I read the letter in FORUM magazine and decided 
to find out where ‘she’ can find help and a chapter of The 
Society For The Second Self. I really get ‘turned on’ when 
‘she’s’ all dolled up. W .F.F., Parma Ohio

Dear Carol: I am a heterosexual male transvestite that 
has had a very hard time - I guess like all the rest of us. My new 
wife is the most wonderful person in the world and understands 
and helps me with my crossdressing. Iwould be most willing 
to help someone out in the New Jersey area. I have a very re
sponsible position in my community. (J.H. in N.J.)

Dear Carol: I am a 21 year old heterosexual Tv and have 
an A.A. degree at a military school in another state. When I 
was about 5 or 6 I started to wear my mother’s clothes. I don’t 
know why I still do it but I just like to wear women’s clothing.
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I am writing this letter wearing high heels, panty hose, 
a slip and dress and feel most comfortable dressed this way. 
As you know this attire is not approved by our society.
I have been caught by my parents three times. They were so 
embarrassed that they did not tell anyone else and figured that 
it was just part of growing up. I wish that I could locate a 
female in my area that I could go to for assistance and talk to 
concerning my interests in wearing female clothing.

As you can see by this letter, I am rather nervous just 
writing this letter. This is the first time that I have sought help 
about my crossdressing. I have this great fear of being associated 
with ‘gay’ people since I am definitely not that way. I like who 
and what I am and only need some help to enable me to deal 
with my crossdressing. Sometimes I think that I am off my 
‘rocker’ . Your help and understanding will greatly be appre
ciated. God, please do help me. (Chuck, Fort Worth, Texas)

DearCarol: Thanks for your letter and literature, which has 
been enjoyed not only by myself but also by Angie. We read it 
from beginning to end. It is so nice to discover that there is a 
TV  organization here in America and, of course, I want to be
come a Tri-Sig girl!

I am lucky enough to have a wife who helps me and unlike 
back in England, I have absolutely nothing to fear, even if my 
second self was disclosed. Being a Tv has never been a problem 
with me but only with the outside world possibly discovering 
by tendency to crossdress.

To me, being a transvestite is a very personal thing. It is 
for this reason that I seek the company of other Tvs and feel 
relaxed in the knowledge that they feel much like me. I am not 
gay or a transsexual and I am not into rubber-wear or leather or 
bondage, female domination etc.. I am iust a plain run-of-the-mill 
hetero transvestite.My feelings are similar to Woody’s of Niagra 
Falls in your mailbox in the Femme Mirror. I have a deep admira
tion for the feminine world and my feelings is the same when I 
see myself in the mirror. I can only trace my interest in cross
dressing to the fact that at an early age my father was dressed & 
brought up exactly as a girl. Perhaps it was catching. Anyhow, 
I was in my twenties when I developed an interest in dressing up.

I am a photographer and process all the work myself which 
means working until the early hours of the morning. I had a 
darkroom in the spare room in the house in England. One night 
between bouts under the enlarger I was having a drink and a

-38-



smoke and spotted a pair of old nylon stockings belonging to 
Angie together with a tiny garter belt. For some reason they 
turned me on and I just had to try them on. That first esperi- 
ence was ‘out of this world’ - everything fitted so snug and the 
feeling was so sexy.

The next time I felt that way, I found a pair of Angie’s 
shoes and, surprise, they fitted exactly. They were white, 
open toed, sling-back, high heeled shoes and together with 
the stockings, garter belt, etc the feeling was even more out
rageous. When I eventually told Angie she wanted to know 
more about my feelings and did not reject me. In fact she be
came involved with my crossdressing. As I realized that most 
of Angie’s clothing fitted me I wanted to go further and dis
covered the lovely, beautiful world of transvestism.

I couldn’t believe the comfort of the feeling that comes 
from wearing women’s clothing and there came one day that I 
went ‘whole hog’. I dressed completely from head to toe as a 
girl and WENDY was born. I felt so happy and discovered that 
I had another identity, not to other people, but to myself. 
It was uncanny - so comfortable and relaxing.

The top of the icing on the cake came when I decided to 
go out and mix with the public. Angie couldn’t understand 
but helped me all the way. With a shortie black fur coat and 
black shoes and gloves, I hit the town at a local seaside resort. I 
felt terrific and not one single person guessed my true identity 
as I mixed with the crowds in the street, did my share of window 
shopping, and walked along the beach. I daringly went into a 
restaurant for tea and cakes with Angie doing the talking and I 
even went to the ladies restroom.

Since then, my life has been one long, lasting excitement 
and even now, I usual change into female clothing when I get 
home from being out in the working world. I have worked in 
the garden, dressed in my bright green summer dress. Here I am, 
carrying on here without thinking of you. I hope that this is not 
boring you. I had hoped to have written this letter before this 
weelend because I am going to become a woman again over this 
holiday weekend. Angie is going to take photographs of me.

I go even further now. I couldn’t stand fiddling with false 
fingernails so now I let them grow untrimmed for a couple of 
weeks as I have done lately. This can make you cringe at first, 
but It soon becomes natural to pick something up even with the 
long nails. I varnish them and they are my own. Sometime
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ago I attempted my own method to develop my breasts and it 
left a permanent bulge but not enough to be called breasts.
I would love to have the real thing and even now do special 
exercises to help the bustline. God only knows what I ’d do 
if I ever developed any!

This weekend I ’m removing my hair on my legs so they 
look more beautiful under my stockings. I've done it many times 
before and the feeling is fantastic. Angie doesn’t like it when the 
hair on my legs starts to grow - it is rather rough. I would prepare 
myself rather well for a meeting of the Tri-Sigma chapter in the 
La area. It is an unwritten law with me that I would never meet 
another sister unless I was dressed and I expected the same from 
ny sister Tvs. So, now you know much about rhe. I expect you 
receive letters like this from most who first contact you and 
pour their hearts out but this is how I feel although I usually 
only divulge such things to close friends who are Tvs. (Wendy, 
Yucca Valley, Ca)

Dear Carol: My name is Greta. I saw the article in FORUM 
and wanted to write right away. I was an officer in Vietnam 
and saw combat while there. Even though I have a rather mascu
line background, I still like to wear feminine clothing. But I can 
not locate any Tvs here in this city although I am able to share 
mv feelines with mv beautiful and wonderful understanding wife. 
What a blessing she is in this respect. She helps me locate clothes 
that will fit me and even gave me my name. I hope to hear from 
you soon. I want others to meet Greta. My wife, Annette, is 
only a few points away from Sainthood. But I would like to join 
Tri-Sigma Sorority. (Greta, Santa Barbara, Cal.)

Dear Carol: This is a new experience for me and I don’t 
exactly how to handle it. I am 55 years old and started dressing 
just five years ago. I have progressed from a single experinece 
of wearing a nightgown to full dress with makeup. It has become 
a part of my life that I cannot control nor escape. I have been 
in the military service for over 27 years and saw action in three 
wars. I do not understand why I engage in this activity but it is 
necessary that I do. My wife knows of my crossdressing but does 
not like it. I have tried to talk to her about it but with no suc
cess. I have a lovely home, excellent job, four grown children, 
three in college, and everything going for me. I have become very 
depressed about my ‘habit’ at times but still, I cannot help
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myself. I have just about read everything on the subject and have 
determined that clincial help has not been successful for most 
Tvs. I want to get involved with a chapter for the purpose 
of a further understanding of crossdressing. Also, I want to try 
to help my wife understand transvestism. I don’t feel it is a pro
blem any longer, but it is a situation that I must deal with 
so I can live without daily anxiety and frustration. 
(Fred, Columbus, Ohio)

This is one of the best books con
cerning Transvestism and is especially 
valuable since it is written by a pro
fessional in the field. It is very up-to- 
date.

For those who like the scientific 
findings about Transvestism, it 
is suggested that you get a copy 
of this new book. It is enlightening, 
easy to read, satisfying, vindicating, 
and sheds much light on what has 
been done, research-wise, over the 
years regarding Transvestism.

A noteworthy quote: “ It seems 
that in Transvestism, we have a fairly uncharted area of human 
behavior. It is a condition that appears to be by no means rare, 
but because it is essentially secretive, it is ysyally practiced or 
perhaps ‘suffered’ in privacy. There is nothing to indicate that 
Transvestism in itself can be properly regarded as an illness or
neurosis..........On the contrary, it looks as if the weight of
present evidence is towards Transvestism being associated 
with achieving and able individuals rather than the reverse.”

This book can be published through C H EV A LIER  PUBLICA 
TIONS at $15.25. Use the order form in the rear of this issue. 
The writer is H’ Brierley, a Consulting Clinical Psychologist.

Transvestism: 
A handbook 
with case 
studies for 
Psychologists, 
Psychiatrists 
and
Counsellors
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“Take her down,” he said to Seivers. “We’ll hold her as a 
material witness first of all.” He turned to the girl. “Take a 
change of clothes with you and give those clothes to Dave 
over there. Al will take you downtown to my office where we 
can have a long chat.”

The relief in her eyes changed to something like guilt, 
and she began to tug once more, in that mannerism, at the 
hem of her short dress. Bud had to leave her there as there was 
a sudden commotion at the doorway. The big brass of the 
Department, represented by Captain Len Moltz, Lieutenant 
Fred Matek, and, surprise of surprises, by Chief Warren G. 
Dwyer himself, had arrived.

“Christ, Buf!” were Matek’s opening words. “What did you 
get yourself into here?”

The sheer gall of the statement left Bud speechless for a 
moment. He was conscious of the young Chief’s eyes on him, 
but he could think of no comment that would not come out 
as a bitter reproach. The phone rang as he stared at the little 
group, each waiting for some kind of response from him.

“ Hey, quiet down!” Al Sievers yelled from the phone. 
“ I gotta hear this!” The hubbub in the room dies away. Candy 
quickly changed to a midi-length grey skirt and pink blouse, 
stood quite still at the entrance to the bathroom - the torn, 
white mini over one arm.

“Yeah, go ahead,” said Sievers. He listened for a while
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and then turned as white as a ghost. “Yeah,” he stammered, 
his voice trembling. “ I’m sure you did all you could.” He put the 
phone down and looked about the quiet room. There were tears 
in his faded blue eyes. “ Jimmy didn’t make it,” he said softly. 
He turned away then so that the rest of the group would not 
see a fat, jowly, middleaged detective make a fool of himself 
by crying for a dead friend.

Bud felt someone touch his arm. “ Hamilton.” Dwver 
spoke firmly and precisely; yet he was careful enough, Bud 
noted, to avoid any rank designation that might later cause him 
difficulty. “ I want the murderers of Detective Walsh apprehen
ded immediately. You’ll be the officer-in-charge of the inves
tigation. If it was Jack Buck or the Mob behind this, I ’ll want 
them prosecuted. I don’t just want to know who did it --1 want 
the perpetrators in prison -- after a successful prosecution of this 
affair.” Behind the Chief, Bud could see the looks of relief 
that Captain Moltz and Lieutenant Matek exchanged.

“ I think that you got the right man for the job, Chief,” 
said Len Moltz quickly.

“Oh sure,” added Fred Matek. “ Bud’s one of the best 
in the Department.”

“Thank you for your confidence, gentlemen,” replied 
Sud drily and was glad to see that his irony was not entirely 
lost upon the Chief.

(Later)

“There was no need to bring me here,” Candy was imme
diately on the attack as she sat, crossed-legged, opposite Bud 
in the office he was allowed to use when Matek wasn’t there.

“Why not?” asked Hamilton, signalling to Joanie Bryan 
to join them in the office.

Candy caught his signal and looked back over her shoulder 
to see the policewoman moving in. “ No,” she said, suddenly 
and firmly. “ If you want to talk to me, it’ll be just us, unless 
we agree on a deposition I might make. So, keep her out.”

Bud stepped over to the door and closed it. He signalled 
to Joanie through the glass and then returned to the desk and 
sat down. He watched Candy very closely again and was struck 
once more by her composure. She had brushed her hair so that 
the curls fell over her ears and hugged at her neck. She had 
clearly tried to subdue a little of her glamor, but it hadn’t 
worked. Bud was quite sure that every man in the place had 
watched her all the way into the office. Even the early hours 
of the morning hadn’t dimmed her attractiveness. While several
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of the detectives in the large squad room looked quite haggard, 
Candy’s skin was clear and unlined. She looked fresh and ready 
for work. There was a hint of perfume in the office, the aroma 
of which Bud couldn’t quite define.

“You killed three men tonight and probably wounded 
others,’’ Hamilton said firmly.

A trim eyebrow was raised. “ In self defence?” There was 
amusement in her tone. “Justifiable homicide?”

Bud tapped on Matik’s empty desktop. “The coroner 
will decide that,” he said, adding, “with help from us, of 
course.”

Candy relaxed, uncrossed her legs and then crossed them 
again, smiling at Hamilton as he appraised her carefully. She 
was very shapely, with a narrow-waist, while her legs and 
ankles were enhanced by the high heels and skin-toned stock
ings that she wore. “What do you want from me?” she asked, 
breaking unto his inspection.

“Who killed Jimmy Walsh?” he asked, looking into her 
painted eyes.

She shrugged. “ I don’t know.”
Even as Bud looked at her in disbelief, there was a tap on 

the door. Joanie Bryan had a sheaf of papers in her hand. 
“Answers to the enquiries you had transmitted,” she said, 
smiling at Bud, and looking curiously at the glamorous Candy.

For some reason, Candy was quite uncomfortable under 
the policewoman’s scrutiny. Bud read through the reports 
while the two women waited tor him. Then he wrote on a 
memo pad, which he took from a side drawer. “ Let me know 
what there is in anyone’s records about this person,” he said, 
handing the note to Joanie, who nodded and then left.

Bud settled back in his chair. “The gun you used on 
Buck’s mob was taped. So, there aren’t any fingerprints on it.” 
Candy smiled prettily at him, relaxing still more. “You’re 
probably expecting that I’m going to talk to you for awhile 
about Buck and Bassaglia, but then I ’ll have to let you go. 
But we lifted a good set of your prints from the bathroom 
door.” Candy tensed up, her mouth straightened into a pink 
line. “ Everyone worked overtime for us on this one --even the 
army. It says here,” he tapped the manuscript from the telex 
machine, “that the prints we sent out belong to one Michael 
John Russell.” He looked hard at Candy now, and could see 
the fear in her eyes. “So when I let you go,” said Bud, watching 
her hands twist together in anxiety, “you’ll just become a 
MAN again, right, and neither Buck nor I will ever find you, 
right?”
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Candy smiled weakly at the Acting Lieutenant. “Something 
like that,” she said. Hamilton was unable to tell that the tone 
she used was anything but a female one. She was now very 
nervous. She glanced at the windowed door as if assessing her 
chances of making it through the squad room.

“ You were Bassaglia’s bodyguard,” stated Bud Hamilton.
Candy shifted on the hard chair. There was a rustling of 

feminine clothing at which shq blushed. “ Just that,” she mum
bled, not able to look directly at the detective.

“Tell me,” said Bud, in as grim a tone as he could muster.
Candy sighed and rested her head on her hand. The long, 

polished fingernails went with the soft, platinum hair, thought 
Bud. “ I was in the army with Lou,” Candy’s voice had dropped 
into a husky, almost neutral tone. “ I was so good with small- 
arms that he wanted me to join his mob when he got out.”

“And you did??” asked Bud Hamilton.
The female figure looked up at him. “ No,” she said. “There 

was this about me that I ’d never have let anyone like Lou know 
about.” She looked in desperation at Bud. “ I’m a transvestite. 
You’d probably call me a drag queen. I ’ve been doing it since 
I was in school. I tried to make a proper living, but it didn’t 
work out.”

“So, how did you happen to join Louie Bassaglia?” Bud 
asked.

“ He came looking for me,” said Candy. “ I was dressing 
in private when he just happened to drop by. When he stopped 
laughing at me, he said he had this great idea.”

“And you became Candy,” Bud interjected.
Candy shuttered. “Not all at once. I wouldn’t choose this 

wig or these clothes if I didn’t have to.”
“ How much did he pay you for the job you did for him?” 

But cut in.
“Twenty grand,” said Candy, looking Bud in the eyes. 

“And he paid all my expenses - my dresses, the apartment, 
and the rest.”

"And you learned all about Bassaglia’s organization?”
The platinum hair shook vigorously from side to side, 

as did the dangling earrings. “No, it wasn’t like that at all. I was 
sent to powder my nose whenever Lou has business to discuss.”

“You were just his girlfriend?” Bud found it hard to speak 
about ‘her’.

“ Lou said that we had to put on a show in public but that 
was all!”

You must have knowrr about Louie’s challenge to Jack 
Buck,” Hamilton was emphatic.
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Candy gave a little shrug. "Lou told me about Jack 
Buck,” she said, returning to the female voice she’d used earlier. 
"He told me that I had to keep him alive against that one.”

"And when Buck’s mob attacked the apartment?” Bud 
asked.

Candy looked down at her long skirt, her false eyelashes 
fluttered_ again. She smoothed non-existent wrinkles down the 
sides of the skirt. “ I told Lou to stay in the bedroom, but he was 
too angry. He had some of his own mob on mattresses in 
Seventy-Third. He wanted to bring them around and take those 
guys from the street.”

"Yop did hear the shot from the alley?”
“Oh, definitely,” the platinum hair bobbed up and down. 

"It wasn’t silenced. I didn’t do a very good job of keeping Lou 
alive, did I?” she added ruefully.

“ You knew the men who attacked the apartment?” Bud 
sisted with his questions.

Again Candy shook her almost-white, shiny hair. "Lou just 
said that it was 3uck, and dashed for the bedroom. I held them 
off, and joined him when I could.”

“ Buck’s boys must have seen you firing at them, then,” 
said Bud.

Candy gave him a grim, little smile that did not change 
her feminine attitude one bit. “The ones that saw me aren’t 
alive today,” she said quietly.

"You wounded one at least,” said Bud. “ My boys outside 
saw that much.”

“ It must have been with some of the shots I fired through 
the wall,” said Candy. “Only three of them actually got inside.”

“And you killed all of those,” stated Bud.
Candy took her purse from the desk in front of her. She 

took out a pack of cigarettes, used a small lighter and _then, 
once the cigarette was lit, laid it on the extended ashtray. There 
was no hint of nervousness in her manner. “Yes, she saia finally, 
looking at Hamilton with candid blue eyes. “ I killed them all.”

(Later)

The apartment to which Candy took Bud Hamilton was in 
a ‘low-rent’ district of the city. The second floor apartment 
had its own private entrance from the alley between that 
building and its neighbor. Bud took Sievers with them up to 
the apartment. The door opened into a very neat, feminine 
room, brightly patterned, frilled curtains at each window. Candy 
moved across to the large window and opened the drapes to let
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the rays of the early morning sun light the far wall.
“Search the place,” Bud ordered. “ Look for anything that 

could be used as a weapon.”
Seivers looked at Bud in surprise. Then, he glanced at 

Candy, who had now ‘wilted’ a little after the long interrogation 
in Matek’s office. As yet, Bud had told no one of the results of 
that questioning, and so Al Seivers still regarded Candy as a 
woman.

With Bud and Al working together, the search was conclu
ded rapidly. “All right,” said Bud to his .subordinate, after 
searching in vain, “you go down and wait for me in the car.”

Seivers hesitated for a moment, shock on his face. He 
looked hard at the Acting Lieutenant, who had sat, easily relaxed, 
upon the room’s only sofa. Seivers glanced at Candy, who was 
standing, staring out of the long window, her arms folded. With 
a shrug, Seivers picked up his hat from the coffee table and 
stalked out of the room.

The moment the door had shut, Bud said, ’’Change. I want 
to see you as a man.”

Candy turned to look at him. “You can’t order me about,” 
she said quietly. “Your search and your presence here are both 
entirely illegal.”

“You’re right,” said Hamilton, smiling at her. “So, I ’ll 
ask you nicely. Will you please go into your bedroom and 
change into the clothing of your true sex?”

She looked at him strangely for quite awhile, dark sha
dows now beneath her eyes, her lips still pink but no longer 
glossy. “ You won’t like me,” she said softly. She tossed her 
head. “ But, all right.” As she stepped away from the window, 
she put a slender hand up to her hair and removed the platinum 
wig.

Michael |ohn Russell had his own hair cut like a girl skater’s 
with heavy bangs which fell naturally over his forehead. Even 
the removal of the wig did not change his feminine appear
ance. He looked hard at Bud for a reaction, but there was none, 
and so he moved gracefully over to the bedroom in his long 
skirt and high heels and closed the door gently behind him.

In blue jeans, a faded sweater and without any makeup. 
Michael John Russell liked like a girl of about eighteen. Even 
without the false eyelashes, he had a dark fringe above his eyes 
that, with the wisp of shaped eyebrows, made his face that of 
a coed. His manner of standing was feminine, as was his walk. 
He had lost many of Candy’s curves but the narrowness of 
‘her’ waist was still evident.

“This is as butch as I can be these days,” the young girl
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smiled wanly at the detective. Her eyes were even bluer as the 
hollows of the eyes became darker with fatigue.

Hamilton nodded brusquely and stood up. “ I’m going to 
have this apartment watched, front and back,” he said. “Give 
me a key.”

The young girl sat in a chair and crossed one leg over the 
other. “Will you please give me a key to you apartment?” asked 
Hamilton with a crooked grin. “ We may need to get in fast.” 

Michael Russell straightened up, showing a very flat, mas
culine upper body through the sweater. “ I ’m in no danger,” 
he said in a lower, more neutral voice than Candy’s. “ Unless,
of course, you tell Jack Buck..........”

Hamilton nodded. “ I may do that,“ he said, smiling as the 
usually calm eyes became more than a little troubled. “ But for 
now, it's Louie’s boys who may be after you. You’re one of the 
spoils of war, you know, Candy, or didn’t Louie tell you that?..

The blue eyes had become icy. “ I can handle that,” Candy 
said firmly. “ By the way, I ’d prefer that you call me Michelle, 
and not Candy. That was just Lou’s way of belittleing my .... 
my aberration.”

Bud nodded and took the key that she offered him. He 
smiled at the long, still painted nails and ‘she’ smiled back at 
him. “ I won’t cut them,” she said softly. “ Not even for you.” 

Downstairs, at the car, Al Sievers huffed with disapproval 
as Bud slipped into the seat beside him. Both men were now 
showing signs of the long shift they had put in without sleep, 
“despatch called us,” said Al grumpily. “You’re to meet with 
the Chief downtown in half an hour.”

Hamilton sighed. He was beyond feeling sleepy now, but 
sometimes, weariness would overcome him as he was called 
upon to tackle jobs that were unnecessary to his investigation. 
“O .K .,” he said. “ Drop me off, and then go over to the hospi
tal. You’d better get some shut-eye yourself then while I get 
Pezanski and Owens to tackle Buck and his friends.”

“ How about you?,’’asked Seivers. “You’ve been on as long 
as the rest of us.”

”Oh, I’ll get some rest on a cot in the office,” said Hamil
ton, but then remembered that one of Dwyer’s ‘innovations’ had 
been to remove the old army cots from the detective rooms, 
and to set up a new dormitory on the fifth floor of the Police 
Bldg., right next door to the gym and weight room.

When he got to Chief Dwyer’s office, however, he found 
that it was unnecessary for him to go chasing after Giovanni 
Buccarese. or Johnny Buchanan or Bucari, Bucaresi, or at last, 
Jack Buck - his name deliberately varied in typical old country 
Sicilian fashion. The mobster was sitting in the Chief’s office,
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his lawyer, Franklin Curtis, who handled no other affairs but 
Buck’s, exchanging pleasantries with the Chief of Police.

“ Hamilton is in charge of this investigation,” said Warren 
Dwyer, rising to his feet as Bud entered. Still no commitment 
on rank, thought Bud sourly.

Buck and his lawyer remained seated, bright black eyes 
taking in the detective’s diffident approach and casual manner, 
trying to assess how much trouble Bud would make for them.

“You came to make a statement about Louie Bassaglia’s 
murder?” asked Hamilton gruffly, as he sat on the end of 
Dwyer’s desk.

Both mobster and lawyer were startled by the direct ques
tion, and it was Jack Buck who recovered first. “ No, no, no,” 
he laughed. "A confession?” He shook his head, laughter mak
ing his fat neck shiver.

“ Mr. Buccarese,” said Franklin Curtis icily, staring with 
wide-eyed amazement at Bud, “ is trying to protect the good 
name of his youngest son, Domenico.” The ‘young’ Buck was 
a real punk, thought Hamilton, trying not to let the scorn he felt 
seep out through his tired eyes. “ Domenico Buccarese has un
fortunately been much maligned by several people to the Police 
Department.”

“ He has been arrested on five occasions,” agreed Bud Ham
ilton.

“ But never convicted,” retorted Curtis.
But you and I know that you either paid off or had 

frightened away every witness to Young Buck’s escapades, 
thought Bud. “So?” he shrugged at Curtis, knowing how much 
the fastidious lawyer disliked the slovenly approach.

“ Late last night,” said Curtis quietly, “ Domenico and a 
few of his friends were invited to a poker game in the house of 
Luigi Basilio.”

Hamilton didn’t bother to correct the ‘mouthpiece’ to the 
police spelling of Louis Bassaglia. “ Let me finish,” Bud said 
with a sneer. “Young Buck” - he saw the old man frown at the 
use of the term -  “ran into an ambush that was clearly set 
for someone else; somebody, perhaps, engaged in criminal 
matters but which Young Buck is definitely not a party to.”

“As the son of my client was leaving the house hurriedly,” 
Curtis went on as if he had spoken Hamilton’s words, “he was 
fired upon from the street. One of Domenico’s companions, 
a Roberto Simone, pulled out a gun and fired back at these new 
assailants. By this time, Domenico had passed out. His compan
ions dragged him into a car and took him home immediately.”

“Where is he now?” asked Bud curtly.
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“At the Perpetual Grace Mission Hospital,’’ said Curtis 
as roughly as he could, “ where his doctors will permit no visi
tors. He was, after all, struck twice in the abdomen.”

“ His friends?” asked Hamilton harshly.
“ Downstairs,” said Curtis with a touch of a smile, “ mak

ing depositions, I imagine, to Lieutenant Matek and other mem
bers of your squad.”

“ Roberto Simone?” Bud put the question, even though 
he knew what the answer might be.

“Ah,” said Curtis, sorrow creasing his waxy, tanned face. 
“That young man, unfortunately, has not been seen since he fled 
from the car taking Domenico home. He got out somewhere 
on West Street.”

“Good,” said Hamilton briskly, standing up and rubbing 
his hands together. “Now, if you’ll just make your deposition 
to Lieutenant Matik, too, and include where you both were 
last night from midnight on, your witnesses, and so on, you can 
go right on home -- or to the Perpetual Grace Mission, if you 
prefer.”

There was a stunned silence in the office for a moment. 
Even the Chief of Police was looking at Bud Hamilton as if he 
was a little bit crazy. “You don’t wanna question us?” Old man 
Buck had recovered first.

Hamilton smiled. “With such beautiful, believable stories, 
who am I to question you further?” he asked, smiling again 
conspiratorially to the old mobster.

It was Curtis who finally jumped to his feet and led a very 
doubtful Jack Buck from the office.

“ Hamilton,” said Warren Dwyer, as soon as the two had 
left and he had called Fred Matek and told him what to expect. 
“ You must have left something out of your report thus far 
to be so smug to those two. Don’t tell me,” he was quite 
skeptical, “that you’ve turned up a witness to the murders.”

Acting Lieutenant Hamilton looked at his Chief quizzi
cally. “Now,” he said softly, “ whatever put that idea into your 
head?”

Dwyer thought for a moment and then shook his head. 
“ Bassaglia’s girl? She may be vengeful now, but she won’t testify 
in the end. That kind never do.”

“ My witness is male,” said Hamiltpn quietly. “ He may 
even have fired the shot that hit young Buck. We’ll have to 
recover those bullets from the Perpetual Grace right away.” 
He went for the phone. “ If we can show in court that there was 
a war going on between Louie and the Bucks, the excuse for 
being there that the kid’s trying to use will convict him in court. 
And that could be the wedge we need.”
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(Later)

Bud did not awake from his first sleep in over forty hours 
until early that evening. There was a message asking him to 
phone home at his earliest convenience as he entered the squad 
room and sat at his desk.

It wasn’t until Clara’s tight voice said, “ Linda was here to 
see you,” sneering as she said ‘Linda’, that Bud came fully awake 
and remembered where he should have been that afternoon.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said, turning the battery-operated 
electric shaver off. She’d given it to him for his birthday. “What 
did they want?” he. asked in a guarded tone, for Ray Pezanski 
and Al Seivers were talking in low tones at the other end of the 
office.

“ How did you know that she brought her boyfriend with 
her?” asked Clara in surprise. Then she came suspicious. “ Did 
you know all about this Clay fellow before, Tyler Hamilton? 
Did you?”

“No,” said Bud, as surprised as his wife seemed to be with 
him. “ I ’m just with some other people -- you know?"

There was a pause on Clara’s part. “Oh,” she said. “ Well, 
if you don’t know now, I’ll tell you. Linda,” again that sneer, 
“has a boyfriend. She was most put out that you weren’t here to 
meet Clay. You should have seen them.” There was disgust in 
her voice. “She was behaving just like a girl, and that Clay,” 
Bud could see his wife pulling a face just like she did when she 

saw something rotten, “ he couldn’t keep his hands off her. 
And Bud, she said he’s her fiance.”

Bud, remembering the sunny, bright, little boy who’d 
been his younger brother, from whom he’s grown apart upon 
leaving home, felt his hair raising up on end. It’s his life, he 
thought, tryipg to quell the feeling of rage that rose up within 
him. But he could feel the perspiration breaking out along his 
forehead, and the anger catching at the back of his throat. 
If it’s his life, why must he keep affecting me so, he thought 

bitterly. Why do I let it bother me? It ’s not right, a voice from 
his memory told him, and you’re the one to blame for the way 
he is. With a start, Bud realized that he was hearing his mother’s 
voice and her persistent, quarreling tone turned against his 
father.

“Tyler, are you still there?” Clara sounded anxious.
“Yes, I ’m still here,” snapped Bud. He noted that Sei

vers and Pezanski had stopped their conversation and were 
now watching him.

“ Linda wants you to call her at her apartment,” she
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said, the worried edge still in her words. “ Don’t go, please. 
Cut her loose, even if she is your brother.’’

Bud grunted, but that failed to appease her.
“Please, Tyler,” she said. “Please don’t go and see that 

-th at TH ING.”
“ Perhaps I won’t,” said Bud noncommittally. “ I think 

I’m too busy anyway.”
In the end, his wife hung up without a firm refusal on his 

part. Bud himself didn’t trust his emotions enough to give a 
final answer yet on Alan/Linda. But, deep down, he knew he’d 
have to see ‘her’ and explain before he could do what his wife 
asked.

“ Let’s go and see Candy,” said Hamilton as soon as he had 
put the phone back on its cradle. He fastened his tie and 
picked up his jacket.

Pezanski opened the door to let the others proceed Jiirr\ 
“ Lieutenant,” said Al Seivers, and it took Bud a few moments, 
putting on his jacket as he strode down the stairs to the outdoor 
parking lot to remember that Seivers was talking to him.

In the car, Seivers tried to fill him in on the street talk 
about Bassaglia’s killing. “ Rumor has it that there was another 
guy up there in the bedroom with Louie and Candy,” said Al 
with a deep frown on his face. “ I heard from one of my straight- 
est stoolies the word is out that you got this guy stashed some
where and that you’re going to get him off on the shooting 
of Buck’s men if he gives you one of the Bucks.”

Hamilton nodded. “ How about you, Ray? he asked.
The young detective looked out of the window with mild 

interest. No one had yet officially said anything about his being 
out for coffee at the time of the shooting -- but he knew that 
he was under scrutiny, both for possibly pay-off and for possible 
incompetence. He’s trying to be Joe Cool, thought Buck com
passionately, trying to show that nothing will ever hurt him. 
“ I heard much the same thing from Morrir, the shoeshine boy, 
this afternoon,” he said. “Word was also out that there was a 
big price on the name of Louie’s bodyguard. Even one of Louie’s 
muscle could collect.”

“ How much?” asked Bud.
“Ten big ones, I was told,” Pezanski said guardedly, look

ing back to Hamilton in the rear seat. His unspoken gesture 
said, ‘but don’t believe me, you know who I am.’

Neither Pezanski nor Seivers liked the idea of staying out
side Candy’s apartment and relieving the watch there, but Hamil
ton made it a direct order.

He rang the bell, and didn’t have to wait long for the slim
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youth to come and open the door. In a white T-shirt, jeans 
with a heavy leather belt, socks and oxford shoes, Michael 
Russell had resumed possession of Candy’s body. His dark 
hair was plastered to one side with grease, though it was still 
too long to be called masculine. With a smooth skin, no eyebrows 
to speak of, thin, small nose, Michael Russell now looked like 
a young hustler, definitely queer.

“You don’t have to say it,’’ he said, when Bud was well 
into the room,. Even his voice was ‘fruity’. “ I look bloody 
awlful, don’t I?”

“ Yes,” said Hamilton candidly.
The blue eyes relaxed a little. “ Have you reported all you 

know about me yet to your bosses?” The neutral voice was 
tense.

“ No,” said Hamilton. He was pleased to see the slender 
shoulders relax a little. He accepted the offer of coffee and went 
to sit on the only rocker-recliner in the place.

Michael Russell brought the coffee on a small tray, not 
bending from the waist the way a man would, to put the coffee 
on the table, but bending his knees as of he was still wearing a 
skirt. As he handed Bud a cup, Bud saw that his nails were still 
feminine, though covered now by a clear polish.

“What do you want from me?” Russell was quite direct.
Without holding anything back, Bud Hamilton told Michael 

Russell all about his conversations with Jack Buck and his law
yer, and about the street gossip as reported by Al Seivers and 
Ray Pezanski.

“Well, it’s true, isn’t it?” said Michael Russell with a touch 
of bitterness. “You do have me tucked away in here, don’t 
you? And if I don’t cooperate with you, you’ll throw me to the 
wolves, right? The press, the courts, everybody will have a field 
day when I go to court. Do you think they’ll let me wear one of 
Candy’s miniskirts there? That would really bring in the crowds, 
wouldn’t it?”

“ Probably,” said Bud quietly, watching the other build up 
his rage.

Michael Russell turned his brilliant blue, enraged eyes 
upon the detective. He was about to say more, but he checked 
himself and Bud could almost see him take back control over 
his body. “So, what do you want?” he asked slowly.

“ Justice,” said Hamilton, having received his chance 
“ Justice for Louie Bassaglia and justice for Jimmy Walsh. One 
deserved to die, and the other didn’t. But neither deserved to 
die by the hand of Jack Buck. He’s the one I really want. He and 
whoever really pulled the trigger on the gun that killed Jimmy 
Walsh.”
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“And then you’ll let me go?” Russell’s question was in a 
most guarded tone, his dark eyelashes obscuring his eyes.

“Yes,” said Hamilton simply.
“What can I do?” asked Michael John Russell.
“ Nothing,” answered Bud. It’s Candy who does it all.”

(Later)

Neither Al nor Ray was prepared for Candy’s arrival at the 
stakeout car. The mink fur coat she wore covered a lot, but 
there was a lot left to see. Her platinum hair had been combed 
out into soft waves so that the hard, flashy edge she had some
times had as Bassaglia’s ‘girl’ had disappeared. Diamond earrings 
dangled just below the line of her hair which swept forward, 
to brush lightly against her soft cheeks. She was not so heavily 
made up as before, and she looked much better for it, the mas
cara on her eyelids being enough to compliment the white and 
blue eyeshadow she wore. Her pink lips were not glossy as 
before, but were just as femininely curved. Candy’s figure was 
concealed by her fur but the edge of her dress showed as did her 
shapely legs. She might have been wearing no stockings at all, 
so close to flesh tone was her hose. Her high-heeled shoes, 
more like tiny, opentoed straps, were silver like the long purse 
she carried.

“ Bassaglia’s apartment,” said Hamilton curtly to Al Sei- 
vers who nodded, tore his eyes away from Candy, but then 
continued to ogle her in the rear-view mirror. Pezanski was quite 
tongue-tied.

At the apartment, Hamilton let Candy lead the detectives 
through a desultory question-and-answer session until they were 
interrupted by a young man in a dark suit. “Gussie,” said Candy 
in her most girlish voice. “ How nice to see you!” She turned to 
Hamilton. “See! I told you my friends wouldn’t forget me!”

Bud Hamilton smiled sourly. “ You’re Louie Bassaglia’s 
lawyer,” he said to Angus Phelan. “Or rather, you were.”

“Just doing a job for a friend,” said Phelan glibly. “ Now, I 
understand that you have not charged Miss, er Miss...”

“Ms Appleton,” said Candy with a smile.
“ Right,” Phelan smiled back. “ You haven’t charged Ms 

Appleton with a crime, and yet you have her under police 
supervision. I must insist that you release her without any de
lay.”

“She is a material witness in a multiple murder case,” said 
Bud stubbornly. “She may also be in very grave danger from the 
killers of a policeman,. If they’ve killed a policeman, you can be
sure that the men we’re seeking will stop at nothing to harm
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Ms Appleton if she gets in their way.
“ Do you feel threatened in any way, Candy?” asked Phelan.
“ No,” said Candy, her pink lips splitting apart in an attrac

tive pout. “ I saw nothing. I’m in no danger at all.”
“Well, Sergeant,” Phelan turned back to Hamilton and 

gave him a big toothy smile. "Either you must charge my client, 
or release her immediately.”

Hamilton’s face contorted in rage. “Get out of here!” he 
stormed. “Get out of here the pair of you! When she wakes up 
one night, counsellor, to find a large man with a large gun stand
ing over her to wish her good luck in the next world, she’ll damn 
and curse you to every living hell that exists on this earth!”

Seivers mouth dropped open even as the lawyer blanched. 
Only Candy, an enigmatic smile on her bright lips, seemed 
still in control of herself as Phelan tucked his arm through hers 
and led her out of the ravaged apartments.

Pezanski had also rarely heard Bud Hamilton raise his voice. 
He edged to the door and would have left, but Bud’s calm 
voice interrupted him. “Where are you going?” Bud asked.

Pezanski looked to Seivers, who was also stunned by Bud’s 
sudden change of tone. “To follow them,” said Pezanski. 
“You’ll want a tail on them, won’t you?”

Hamilton shook his head. “ Let them go,” he said, giving 
them both a wry smile. “We don’t want to crowd them too 
much.” But he walked to the door nevertheless, supervised the 
re-imposition of the police lock on the door and then led the 
others downstairs to where the radio truck had pulled up to 
await them. “ Bring the car after us, Al," he ordered the older 
detective while motioning Ray Pezanski to follow him into the 
van.

The technician on duty nodded to Bud as he eased himself 
into one of the chairs beside the large tape recorders in the 
back of the vehicle.

“She’s very good,” said the technician admiringly. “She 
hasn’t tipped it to the guy, but we’ve got the route mapped out. 
They’re on Bleeker right now, turning east at the lights on 
Sixty-Fifth.”

Hamilton smiled. “Stay with her,” he said, donning a 
pair of earphones to listen to ‘her’ conversation with Phelan. 
“This is one decoy we absolutely do not want to lose.”

Later)

Of all the places Gussie Phelan might have taken her, Candy 
had not expected to be taken to a nightclub. She had to admire
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that cool detective, Hamilton. He had practically forced Candy 
to wear that fancy dress with the thin straps and the low, low 
cleavage. Candy was glad she had used the adhesive to help keep 
the dress attached to her non-existent boobs. Still, it was better 
than being a sex-change freak like so many ‘girls’ she’d known 
before, Hamilton knew where Phelan would...bring me, she 
thought, and now her confidence in him soeared. She was glad 
that he was listening into the transmitter secured behind her 
left, liquid-insert breast.

Candy had never met Jack Buck before but she recognized 
him instantly from Hamilton’s description. As he rose from his 
table to greet Candy, his face broke out into a beaming smile. 
His flat, sausage-like fingers squashed together, and the two 
heavily made-up brunettes, looking daggers at Candy, imme
diately left the dinner table. The three men with Old Man Buck 
also stood and waited while the old man hustled over to Candy, 
took her coat, handed it to the waiter and escorted the blonde 
to one of the vacated chairs. He took in Candy’s figure with an 
appreciative glance and Candy was glad of the natural bounce 
that her inserts gave to her chest.

“ I ought to have guessed it would have been you,” said 
Candy naturally. ‘‘No-one else but the Bucks would have been 
interested in freeing me from the clutches of the police.”

“Not Buck, please.” Buck’s dark, bushy eyebrows con
tracted. “ I am Don Giovanni Buccarese, and this is my family.” 
The wave of his pudgy hand took in the three hard-taced gun
men at their table as well as the rest of the carpeted, velvet 
covered walls and softly lit tables of the club.

“ Don Giovanni,” Candy agreed after a moment’s silence. 
At Buck’s motion, one of three men poured a glass a red wine 
and placed it in front of Candy.

There was admiration in the older man’s eyes as he looked 
at Candy. “ Lou sure had fine taste,” Jack Buck said as he raised 
his glass to her. “ It’s a pity he’s not here with us this evening.”

Candy lifted the glass and took a small sip of the strong, 
red liquid. She tried to look back into the dark brown, almost 
bird-like eyes, but was forced to break away from the power 
of the old man’s gaze. He bellowed with laughter and slammed 
his hand down hard on the red table cloth as Candy glanced 
away. “ More wine,” he shouted across the club to the ghost
like waiter and, in moments, a new, full decanter was placed 
at the table in front of him.

“Tell me, Candy,” the old man was smiling, but his eyes 
were quite still. “Who else was in the apartment on the night 
Lou was killed? What became of the other man who was there?::
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Candy d id n ’t  look  again in to  th e dark eyes. She picked a 
sp ot on the bridge o f  B uck’s slab4ike nose and concentrated  
her gaze upon it. “ No o n e ,” she said. “There was only Lou 
and I in the apartm ent.”

“ A aaaah,” Buck drew ou t a long sigh. Then he raised 
an arm and signalled from  a nearby booth  - a you n g  girl in a 
w hite dress glided across th e floor  to  join them . “ My niece, 
A rtem isa,” said Buck by w ay o f  in troduction . He pointed  a thick  
finger at C andy. “She says there was no one else up th ere.”

The dark girl looked  at Candy w ith distaste; “ Shots were 
reported after Basilio cam e o u t ,” she said. Her eyes were such 
a dark brown that Candy could  n o t see the pupils at all. She 
regarded Candy with alm ost no em otion  at all. A chill ran down  
C andy’s bare back as she realized that th is was Lou Bassaglia’s 
killer. But m ore than th at, th e  ey es were th e eyes o f Jack Buck. 
This one could  calculate and w ould kill co ld b lood ed ly , w ithout 
passion.

Candy had to  take her eyes o ff  the slim , sallow-faced  
girl. For as m uch as she had taken in w hat this girl was like, 
so  the girl was also exam ining ‘C an d y .’ Candy fe lt the wig-hair 
touch  th e  top  o f  her bare shoulder as she m oved. The earrings 
had been on to o  long and she longed to  take them  o ff, but she 
co u ld n ’t. She co u ld n ’t break th e  image these Bucks had o f  her.

“ S o , my dear,” B u ck ’s hand clam ped itself on to  C andy’s 
th in , sm ooth-sk inned  arm , “ We know  that Lou didn’t fire the  
sh ots that got Eddie and D om . Which on ly  leaves you  in the 
ap artm ent.” He released his hold , Candy's arm now  marked 
by large, red patches. “A nd we know  that you  cou ld n ’t kill 
a n y o n e .” He sm iled. “ N ot a girl like y o u .”

Candy m oved her arm back to  her side. She glanced at the  
em otion less A rtem isia. “W omen can k ill,” Candy said quietly .

Artrem isia sm iled , a sneer that d idn’t reach iier eyes, cross
ing her th in , boney face. “ N ot a b im bo like y o u ,” she said so ftly , 
disgust on ner face. “W hose bed are you  going to  warm to 
n ight?”

Even as Candy fe lt  herself going h ot all over, her hose fee l
ing especially  tight and sensitive beneath th e silky slip, Don  
G iovanni’s face becam e enraged." “A rtem isia!” he thundered,
and beneath his anger. Candy could  see som ething akin to  real 
pain in his expression . But the image was fleeting and Jack Buck, 
cold and ruthless, was quick ly  back in place.

“ I let you  flo thr w o r k .!, should assign to  o th ers,” Buck 
rasped. “ I do th is to  try to  keep you  in the fam ily . But if you
take advantage o f  m e......” His shrug was so  slight a m ovem ent
that it chilled Candy and had an im m ediate e ffec t  on Artem isia  
as w ell.
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“ All right, M iss,” B uck’s slab-like face gave Candy its full 
atten tion , and there was no affab ility  left. “ N ow  you  see w hy  
I’m doing the asking. All th e kids, even m y ow n fam ily , w ant 
part o f  the action  these days. And I d o n ’t w ant th is cop , H am il
ton , putting my b oy away on a bum rap. I g o tta  know  the  
bodyguard’s n am e.”

“ L-Lou called him R oss,” said C andy, trying to  rem em ber 
every detail o f  the story Bud had w anted her to  plant on  the  
Bucks. “ I think it was his surnam e. He was in th e  army w ith  
L ou.”

“O .K .,” Buck nodded. He looked ab ou t th e table fero
ciously  until the three men stood  and left purposefu lly . O nly  
A rtem isia, returning th e old man look-for-look , stayed . F inally , 
he nodded to  her to  sit dow n. “Take D o m en ico ’s p lace,” he grun
ted . For th e  first tim e, a gleam o f  pleasure crossed the girl’s 
face as she sat dow n.

Candy to o k  a quick sip o f  the w ine. Her hands with their 
long m anicured nails were in com p lete  contrast to  the roughly  
clipped nails on A rtem isia’s face as she sat dow n.

“ W hat’s th is Ross laying on H am ilton?” Buck growled  
out the question . “ What charge is the cop trying to  trum p  
up against D om en ico?”

Candy considered. He hadn’t w anted to  be very frank  
with the old man but she could see no way ou t. “ H am ilton s. 
got your son pegged for the sh ootin g  o f  the detective w ho  
stopped  o n e .” She tried a dem ure sm ile at th e old m an, but 
tw o granite faces w atched Candy as she nervously played with  
the stem  o f  her glass. “ He offered me a deal on  testim on y  about 
him. He w asn’t interested in an yon e e lse .” Buck sw ore and 
reached inside his jacket for another cigar. “ Ross w ent dow n the  
steps after he stopped  the guys in the room . When he cam e 
back, he said that the one h e ’d h it had iced a cop  to  get aw a y .”

“ Y ou told  them  th at?” A rtem isia snarled, her eyes glinting  
with fury.

Candy stopped  her so ft recital o f  all the cover story and 
bit dum urely at her sh iny low er lip. Buck laughed hoarsely. 
“She d idn’t tell them  nothing. T h at’s what sh e’s sitting here 
so co o l, looking like a flow er. She know s where sh e’s go in g .” 
He paused. “O .K ., Miss A p p leton , you  stay at the apartm ent 
above the club for a w h ile .” The dark girl whirled about to  
glow er at her uncle. “ Y o u ’ll have to  share with A rtie, o f  cou rse ,.” 
His serene sm ile did not reach his eyes. “ N ow , you  go on upstairs 
with Larry over there. H e’ll call up a few  ladies’ stores for y o u , 
and you  order whatever y o u ’ll need for a few  w eeks. Oh, and 
order som e pretty dresses like that one. Y ou and I are going to  be
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dining and dancing a lo t .” The closing o f  one heavy eyelid  
sent shivers o f  fear dow n Michael R ussell’s back. He found it 
very hard to  stand as Candy w ould have, sway as ‘sh e’ always 
did -- a d efin ite  but not to o  pronounced w iggle, and m ince 
over to  th e door w here a giant scarface leered at ‘her’ a« ho 
opened  the door to  a narrow flight o f  stairs.

When C andy’s fem in ine figure had gone, Don Giovanni 
turned to  his nierce. “W ell?” he asked harshly.

“ In her bra so m ew h ere,” said Artem isia in reply. She was 
every bit as cold  as her uncle. “ She was transm itting every  
w ord .”

Buccarese frow ned. “This cop  d o n ’t have the airtight 
case he w ants us to  th ink he has,” he m used.

A gleam cam e in to  his n iece ’s eyes. “So we waste her?” 
she asked.

The slap that caught Artem isia full on the face and dum ped  
iier sprawling on the floor was heard throughout th e club. Many 
turned, stunned. The guards jerked aw ay from  the door posts 
as to  help the stricken girl, a thin trickle o f  blood leaving her 
low er lip. But one look  at the stonefaced  D on, staring straight 
ahead, m aking no effort to  help his n iece regain her fee t , kept 
every m obster at his place.

With a struggle, A rtem isis got up, righted the chair, and sat 
d ow n. Her face was ston elik e , her eyes quite dry.

“ Do not be as stupid as that again,” said the Don in a deep  
murmur. “That could  be w hat the cops w ant. Then he could have 
m e, to o ! R em em ber, I told  you and your cousin to  leave Basi- 
lio to  m e. I could  have taken care o f  him with one word when  
th e police surveillance was o ff. But you  k ids,” he was getting  
red in th e face, “you  d o n ’t learn nothing. Y ou go riding in on 
him , all guns blazing, w ith the cops coop ing  right outside. A gh !!”

The girl sat qu ietly . She had heard her u n cle’s tirade before. 
She reached over to  the decanter and refilled both  his and her 
ow n glasses. “What you  do n o w ,” said Don Giovanni qu ietly , 
“ is set it up discreetly  through M oscare, or som eon e like him , 
to  have our cop  friend investigated -- his finances, fam ily , friends, 
hobbies, likes, dislikes, anything w e can turn against him . But 
it ’s d on e d iscreet, rem em ber?” T he girl stood  but her uncle 
to o k  her arm. “ N ow  I should give these instructions to  M anny, 
you  know , and h e ’s going to  be real sore if  he learns I w ent 
directly  to  you  -- so , you  be discreet, A rtie. Y ou be as silent 
as the grave on this o n e .”

(Later)

A fter a night o f  listening to  Candy order every article o f
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fem ale cloth ing, in every co lor , and for every purpose, Bud 
still w asn’t ready for his brother, but he co u ld n ’t put it o f f  any  
longer.

He rang the bell against ‘LJHamilton’ on  th e intercom  
o f  the building. He w inced just seeing th e initial. It to o k  a few  
rings before a sleep y, girlish voice said, “Y es?”

“ It’s big brother,” said Bud. “ I just got o f f  th e case w e’re
o n .”

“C om e on u p ,” there was an eagerness in ‘her’ voice that 
belied th e early m orning hour.

When Bud finally  reached the open d oor, he cou ld  hear the  
kettle w histling w ithin . He sighed , recalling past lectures on  
safetv . He closed and bolted , the door behind him . Linda cam e  
tripping to  m eet him. She had changed her hair since last h e ’d 
seen her. N o w  she had auburn highlights, and it was thicker  
and longer, well over her shoulders. She was wearing a dark, 
nylon negligee over what looked  like a very skim py nightdress. 
Her w hite , flow ered panties and bra could  be seen through  
both item s o f  cloth ing.

“T yler!” she cried with delight, flinging both  arms about his 
neck. Before he knew  it, Bud was overpow ered by so ft , fem in in e  
fragrances, so ft kisses on his ear and ch eck , and th e pressure 
o f  a fem ale b od y , hugging him close ly .

“ W hoa,” he said th ick ly . “ I haven’t d on e an yth in g!”
“ But you  cam e!” Linda turned, kept one hand in his and 

led him into  the little living room . “ Clay was sure that Clara 
would persuade you  not to  c o m e .”

“Well.......” Bud was at a loss for w ords.
“Sit d ow n , p lease,” Linda/Allan said briskly. “ I’ll bring 

the co ffee  in right n o w .”
Bud to o k  o f f  his coat and threw it over an old battered  

armchair, one he rem em bered belonging to  Mary at th e other  
place.

Linda cam e in and sat dow n beside him on the chesterfie ld , 
putting the co ffee  in front o f  them . “W ell,” she said at last. 
“ Do you  see w h at’s d ifferent about m e?”

Bud looked his brother up and dow n. His toenails were 
varnished like his fingernails and he was clearly in fine shape 
-- for a girl that is -  his legs being particularly w ell-shaped. “ Y ou  
have longer hair and y o u ’ve colored it .” he said hesitantly .

“ Oh, o f  course, Y ou haven’t seen it like th is!” She tou ch ed  
her lips where a touch  o f  dark liner rem ained to  shape them  in 
a fine curve. “ N o, it ’s som eth ing e lse .”

Bud looked  over his brother. A lan /L inda’s face was m uch  
as he rem em bered. Thin, shaped eyeb row s, dark, th ick  lashes,

-61-



a thin-shaped n ose, pierced ears, now  filled w ith gold sleepers, 
and so ft sk in , but he had alw ays been pam pered, even as a boy. 
As his ey es  traveled d ow n , Bud stopped for a m om ent at his 
brother’s chest. It co u ld n ’t be! The m ounds were m oving as 
Linda breathed and the bra was on ly  th e  so ftest w ebbing possible 
for support.

“ Y es ,” Linda giggled. “ I’ve got breasts. T h ey ’re all my 
o w n !”

Bud reached for his c o ffee , averting his ey es  for a m om ent. 
He had seen and w orked w ith so  m any d ifferent transsexuals,
transvestites, queens, queers, that h e ’d seen just about everything

- but on his ow n brother! It was as if he had violated him self!
“ Y o u ’re n ot pleased for  m e,” Linda was anxious. She sat 

putting her fee t  on th e carpeted floor.
Bud to o k  a long drink before replying. “Should I be?” 

he asked.
The crestfallen look  on L inda/A llen ’s fem inized  features 

m ade Bud feel like a m onster. “ I’ve alw ays wanted th em ,” 
said Linda qu ietly . “ N ow  I’m com p lete  as Linda H am ilton .”

Bud to o k  another drink. “ I su p oose that this is the end 
o f  th e transvestite and the beginning o f  the transsexual, eh ?”

Linda looked  at her brother b lankly. “W hat?” her full lips 
parted to  sh ow  her fin e , well spaced teeth .

“ Y ou have a b oyfrien d , a fiance, I hear,” said Bud sar
d on ica lly . “ Y ou k now , o f  course, th a t’s it illegal, even if not 
im possib le, for  on e man to  take another man as his w ife ,” 1

“O h, T y ler ,” there were bright tears in Linda’s eyes. “ I see 
w hy y o u ’d th ink  w hat you  do. But y o u ’re wrong. Let me explain  
about C lay, m y fia n ce .”

Bud drained -his c o ffee . Linda had not y e t touched  hers. 
“ Are you  sure I really w ant to  hear?” he asked, turning to  her. 
“ L ook , I know  th ere’s an Alan in there som eplace, underneath  
all that fem m e stu ff. I’m A lan’s brother, rem em ber?” He was 
harsher than he in tended . “And A lan ’s m y brother, to o . Re
m em ber th at?” He was shouting.

‘Sh-sh-sh-sh-,” Linda put a finger, topped  by a long, pointed  
red-lacquered fingernail, on her pursed lips. She looked  nervously  
tow ards th e  little  hallw ay w hich led from  the k itchen area 
tow ards the bedroom .

“ Why should w e be q u iet?” shouted Bud. “Who are we 
going to  w ake up? Are you  sharing th is place w ith som eone?

As if  in answer to  th e  call, a ta ll, sandy-haired guy, rubbing 
at th e sleep in his ey es , cam e am bling from  the bedroom . “Who 
is it, Linda h o n ey ? ” he asked, peering in to  the living room .
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“ It’s my brother, C lay ....” Linda began.
“Who is just leaving!” shouted  Bud H am ilton, striding  

past his brother’s fiance, w ho looked  after him in shock  as he 
wrestled ferociou sly  w ith the locks on th e outer door.

“T y , y o u ’ve got it w rong,” Linda cam e after him , tears 
stream ing dow n her face.

The door op en . Bud stopped  and look ed  back. “ N o , I 
d o n ’t have anything w rong,” he said b itterly . “ It was best for  
Mary to  leave, I’ll give you  that. It was th e best th ing  you  ever 
did. But Clara’s right. I d o n ’t have a brother any m ore. I just 
d o n ’t  know  w hat I have.”

(Later)

Candy stretched ou t on the queen-sized d ouble bed that  
looked  as if  it hadn’t been slept in. There was on ly  one bedroom  
in the apartm ent, but it contained queen-sized beds. Dressing, or 
rather undressing, for bed had not been the problem  he thought 
it w ould be. It had been a fantastic night after the scary session  
with Jack Buck. Candy had tried on lingerie that ’sh e’ had on ly  
seen before in catalogs. N ow  in bed, ‘sh e ’ was wearing what 
could only be described as a ‘passion rouser.’ T he main part o f  
the gow n cam e dow n to  his thighs in thin strips o f  see-through  
and opaque m aterials, both  pink and dark red. T he bikini briefs 
hung into  him on ly  by the tight lacing o f  things at the hips. 
H e’s really have to  w atch how  he got up in the m orning. And his 
bra —Oh! If on ly  he could have worn th e  tasselled pasties h e’d
been s h o w n ------- was also a con co ctio n  o f  thin m aterials and
strings w hich had only just covered th e  inserts that he was using.

He had deactivated th e wire tap , but had kept it in the sam e 
place. It helped to  remind him o f  w ho he was and w hat he was 
doing, particularly w hen he eyed  the spectacular wardrobe  
he had purchased with Jack B uck’s m oney! His wig he had kept
on . It w ould brush ou t easily enough for a day or s o --------
but he m ust get m ore w i g s ------- already there were a num ber
on order for him , eou rtesy  o f  Mr. Buccarese. But he kept the 
blonde wig on , tissue paper clipped around th e ends to  prevent 
it being to o  badly pressed out o f  shape by his sleeping, just in 
case Artem isia cam e back and thought his natural hair strange. 
Later he could show  her ‘M ichael’s ’ natural color.

He stretched his bare, shaven legs betw een  the satin sheets. 
It was a glorious, luxurious feeling. Hre w ondered if he should  
have left som e makeup on his face -  but the co logne should be 
enough to  reassure A rtem isia o f  his fem in in ity . He w ondered  
where she was. The Club m ust have closed hours ago.

When he aw oke in the m orning. A rtem isia was asleep in
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the bed beside his, b u t, when Candy threw  back th e  covers and 
sw ung her legs ou t to  the high-heeled skippers sh e’d left beside 
the bed, Arte cam e awake in an instant and sat up. A sneer 
crossed her face as she saw the skim py nightie that Candy had 
and said, “ What were you  dressing for? Did your party leave be
fore I got here?”

Candy co u ld n ’t answer that. She to o k  th e flim sy nightgown  
sh e’d left at th e end o f  the bed -- a long w hite , film y  negligee 
that was frilled at th e neck, sleeves, dow n the fron t and around 
her ankles. She fastened th e ribbony b elt and w ent in to  the 
bathroom .

When she returned, her hair com bed and flu ffed  out in 
tigh t b londe curls, her m akeup in place, including false eyelashes, 
she found  A rtem isia exam ining her new ly bought lingerie. “ If
th ere’s anything y o u ’d like......” Candy began brightly, but the
dark girl whirled around from  th e drawer, slam m ing it shut 
and trapping a dark pair o f  panties in the process.

“ T here’s noth ing o f  yours I’d w an t!” snapped Artem isia, 
stalking o f f  to  bathe a lso. “O h ,” she stopped . “ My uncle sent 
a m essage. He w ants you  to  breakfast w ith him in the R oyalty  
R o o m .” She slam m ed the door to  the bathroom  after her, which  
made re-dressing in his so ft  lingerie m uch easier for Candy.

The double knit dress Candy w ore for breakfast has a loose, 
knee-length skirt but it clung to  her figure everyw here above the  
w aist. Jack Buck jum ped up from  his table to  greet her in the  
sam e affection ate  way that Lou Bassaglia had in public. B uck’s 
arm w en t about C andy’s w aist as he escorted  her to  a place 
beside him .

T hroughout th e  long, draw nout m eal, Buck was lighthearted  
and alm ost cheerful. The arrival o f  a tall, gaunt, white-haired  
man d idn’t seem  to  make any difference to  his manner. “ Com e 
on in, Frank,” he said expansively . “ C om e and have breakfast 
w ith Candy and m e.”

Franklin Curtis scow led at th e heavily madeup and scented  
blonde. He co u ld n ’t see w hat Jack Buck w ould  want with L ou’s 
m istress, though she was pretty . “ I’ve got bad new s,” said Curtis 
roughly. “ I cam e over to  talk to  you  sp ecia lly .” He stared poin
ted ly at th e girl.

Buck leaned forward and ran his hand up C andy’s thigh, 
appreciating the fact that she w ore a garter b elt and stockings. 
“C andy,” he said gruffly , “ G o pow der your nose -  or som e
th in g .”

Candy rose gracefully and sw ished away to  the Ladies 
R oom  at th e far end o f  the bar. Buck growled lustily to  Curtis 
as she w alked aw ay.
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“ You know  w ho she is?” th e law yer asked d ou b tfu lly .
“ S h e’s a spoil o f  war, Frank,” grinned th e old D on. “ A  

spoil o f  w ar.”
Curtis opened his briefcase and began to  speak d irectly . 

“The D .A .’s o ffice  is m oving against D om enico  this afternoon . 
They're going to  charge him w ith th e c o p ’s d ea th .” B uck’s 
face was a mask o f  vicious fury. “ H am ilton has a deposition  
from  the sam e doctors that Dom  can be m oved from  th e  Grace 
Mission to  the prison hospital w ith ou t harming h im .”

“ Stop  it !” thundered the old man. His heavy fist sm ashed  
dow n on the covered table and cups rattled.

“ I can’t , Don G iovanni,” Curtis’ to n e  o f  vo ice was resigned. 
“There m ust be a w itness we d o n ’t know  about y e t - - - 1 hear that 
Sapora and B ennett haven’t been in for tw o  days at the D .A .’s 
and their cases have been reassigned. It looks like th e y ’re inter
rogating or guarding a very special sou rce .”

“ Pezanski and O w ens were taken o f f  th e  du ty  roster,” 
B u ck ’s m ood had changed again. N ow  he was ail business.

Curtis nodded. “That confirm s it. T hey have a w itness. 
T h ey ’d be stupid to  m ove on this one w ith ou t an airtight case. 
Did y o u ......” he coughed and m um bled, “ er....d id  you  investi
gate H am ilton’s background?”

Buck grunted. “We can ’t get him through m oney and he 
has no kids. Brothers’s divorced and th a t’s being checked  on. 
D on’t look for help from  that sou rce .”

There was silence for a little w hile betw een  the tw o  m en. 
“This w itness could put Dom away for a long t im e ,” said 
Franklin Curtis qu ietly .

“ If he testifie s ,” the dark, beady eyes glittered as the w ords 
came out o f  the slab-like m outh .

(Later)

Bud H am ilton was thoroughly  depressed. He could  rem em 
ber having said to  som e cop  som etim e that transvestites were 
people, to o . They had feelings, and should be respected for w hat 
they were. Such noble thou gh ts, he mused b itterly , and so o b 
viously not true w hen th ey  applied to  fam ily  and sexual abnor
m ality cam e really close to  him self.

“W ell?”he barked at Al Seivers in the back o f  th e  m onitor
ing truck. “W hat’s happening n ow ?”

Seivers raised an eyebrow  to  the other operator. “ S h e’s 
at a fashion show  now  w ith B uck’s n iece ,” he said.

Ham ilton glow ered. There hadn’t been a th ing y e t on the  
tape to  show  Jack Buck or his fam ily had anyth ing m ore than a
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normal interest in Louie Bassaglia’s death. The afternoon arrest 
D om enico  Buccarese hadn’t even started anything, and, apart 
from  Curtis’ visits, th e Buck headquarters was function ing  
norm ally. He w ondered if Buck could  know  that Candy was 
wired and was thus just stringing th e police along. It was likely, 
but H am ilton hoped n ot.

(Later)

Dinner with Don G iovanni Buccarese was again a formal 
affair with Candy resplendant in a long, black, evening dress 
with a halter to p  and a very narrow skirt. Thick bracelets o f  dia
m onds glittered in her hair and at her neck, ears and wrists. 
She even w ore a large d iam ond, courtesy  o f  Jack Buck, on her 
ring finger. With no way o f  telling if she was wearing paste 
or a fortu n e, Candy behaved as if the d iam onds were real. She 
kissed Jack on both  cheeks for his lovely gift.

The conversation o f  the gangsters and their w om en was very 
stilted  with lots o f  lines begun but then cut o ff  with a quick look  
at Candy. A fter a reasonable am ount o f  tim e at the dinner  
table, Candy stood  and excused  herself. “ You have lots to  talk  
a b o u t,” she sm iled at Don G iovanni. “And you  can talk more 
freely w ith ou t m e .”

The old man protested but gave in at last, though he did 
nod, unseen by C andy, to  A etem isia to  accom pany the blonde  
to  the apartm ent.

“ My u n c le ’s a f o o l!” exp lod ed  Artem isia when they were 
alone.

“ W hy, Artie! What^a cruel thing to  sa y !” exclaim ed Candy 
as she daintily  rem oved the jewelry from  her ears and neck and 
put it in the box  in w hich it had com e .

"I’d have you  sh o t!” snarled Artem isia. “ I w ou ld n ’t play 
around with you  and that stupid wire you  w ear!”

Candy stiffened  as the zip o f  her dress parted and she was 
now  free to  step  out o f  its con fin em en t. “ What do you  m ean?” 
she asked. “ What w ire?”

“ What wire? What w ire?” parroted A rtem isia. “ I’ll show  
y o u ,” she added, crossing the room  quick ly . She tore at C andy’s 
lace bra. “That o n e ....... ”

A s well as the fragile lace o f  the bra, th e inserts cam e aw ay, 
and Candy was left there, breastless as well as breathless. Her 
slip was torn , to o , dow n th e  fron t, i t ’s black shiny decorations  
hanging loose , covering nothing.

“ Y our breasts!” There was laughter in A rtem isia’s voice. 
But as her scornful eyes surveyed th e speechless, embarassed
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blonde, trying to  repair the broken strap o f  her bra, her glee 
suddenly faded . “ Y ou a in ’t  no w om an at a ll!” She sh ot across 
the room  tow ards a small picture on th e  wall, flicked  it back  
and began to  rapidly fiddle w ith the com bination  o f  the safe 
beyond.

Kicking her dress free and leaving th e tattered  remains o f  
her bra, Candy w en t after the girl. The safe opened  and the dark, 
m etallic glint o f  a gun show ed just as Candy threw  herself on to  
Artem isia. She kicked out im m ediately at his groin -- but he was 
well protected  there and he was able to  hang on to  her arm and 
pull her dow n on top  o f  him . She was scream ing w ith all her 
might and bit at his hand as he tried to  close her m outh. He 
rolled her over with one leg and ended up on top  but not before  
he had been b itten , scratched and punched in the m outh -- 
but he knew m ore about fighting than did she.

He managed to  pin her shoulders to the flo o r  with his 
stockinged knees and to  sit on her stom ach. Even as she pum 
m elled at him with her arms, he tore o f f  th e hem o f  his lacy  
black slip and pushed it in to  her m outh . Even as she chocked  and 
tried to  sp it, the rest o f  the slip w ent over his head and he tied  
it firm ly about her m outh . T hen, w ith just gargled sounds in 
the room , he was able to  turn her over. He undid a garter and 
rolled dow n one o f  his stock ings, It served well as a rope to  tie  
A rtem isia’s hands The other stocking he used to  tie her legs. 
Then he lifted her straining body and threw  her on the bed.

Heaving from  his exertion s, ‘C andy’ turned and looked at 
‘herself’ in th e  wardrobe full length mirror. The wig was 
knocked askew and on ly  his black, silk panties were properly in 
place. H e’d lost one eyelash and there were red w elts and 
scratches all over his b od y .

He took  o f f  the wig and shook out his own brown hair., 
With som e brushing and com bing, it began to  look  halfw ay  
decent, though he needed a visit to  the hairdresser’s badly.

He rem oved the other false eyelash and m ost o f  his flashy  
m akeup. Som e new mascara, a little eyeliner, brown eyeshadow  
and a touch  o f  lipstick, and ‘C andv’ began to  aDDear as she ought 
to  be. She found a new bra, black and lacey. On the bed_ 
A rtem isia’s eyes were huge but she was still and quiet as she 
w atched the new w om an appearing. Candy put on a new pair 
o f black stockings, a black, silk slip and black, pleated skirt 
and a w hite to p , rather sailorish, but serviceable.

“ Well, A rtie ,” Candy said, doing a little  pirourette, enjoying  
the skirt twirling about her knees. “ I may have no boobs, but 
everything else is in the right place, w ou ld n ’t you  say?”

She crossed to  the open safe and looked in. There was not
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on e, but fifteen , guns inside th e safe . Each had a tag, a few  num 
bers w ritten on cardboard, attached to  it.

“ N ow , w hy w ould you  keep all these guns?” Candy put a 
fin get to  her ow n red m outh . “ I w onder w h y?”

She left for a m om ent and searched am ong the debris o f  
her c lo th es, scattered about the floor , for the ‘w ire’. The apart
m ent room  was clearly as sou n d p roof as it w ould have to  be - 
being above a night club , but sooner or later, som eone would  
com e to  the room . Candy on ly  hoped that the first one there 
w ould be Bud H am ilton.

He was actually the third. U niform ed cops burst in and had 
Candy under their guns before H am ilton cam e am bling into the  
room .

“ Y ou took  your tim e ,” said Candy accusingly.
“ It broke faster than w e th ought, ” said H am ilton, a tight 

sm ile on his face. He sighed. "At least w e get you  out alive, 
if  noth ing e lse .”

While the uniform ed men began to undo A ttem isia’s gag, 
Candy show ed the Lieutenant the safe and the guns. H am ilton’s 
face gave out a big, beam ing sm ile as he to o k  the plastic-covered  
forty-four from  the safe.

“ T h at’s the date o f  Bassaglia’s killing, ” he said, pointing  
to  the second row o f  num bers. He turned to Artem isia, now  

panting heavily on the bed. “ I’ll bet she was supposed to  dum p  
all o f  these, fingerprints and all -- but she kept them  -  to  black
mail the old man, perhaps.” The venom  on the girl’s face made 
his guess appear quite reasonable. “ Ballistics will have a field  
day here! This haul could  solve fifteen  m urders!”

A rtem isia began to  curse and swear as the uniform ed men 
dragged her aw av. She sw ore at C andy. “ That q u een ’s your girl
friend, right c o p !” She sw ore at him again. “ Well, sh e ’s dow n
right unhealthy now ! She a in ’t got long to  live!”

T he door closed behind her at last. “ Will I have to  testify  
in open co u rt!” Candy asked very shakily.

H am ilton was looking at a th irty-eight, encased in a tiny  
plastic bag. “ I d o n ’t k n o w ,” he said d ou b tfu lly . “ I d o n ’t think  
so. This could  be th e one that w asted Jim m y. It w ould be the 
evidence. T here’d be nothing useful that you  could  add .”

Candy sm iled thankfully  -- a p retty , fem inine sm ile. “ I 
can go back to  m y apartm ent?” she asked.

H am ilton shrugged. “ I’ll probably w ant to  keep you  looked  
after for a w h ile ,” he said. “ But y o u ’ll probably w ant to  m ove. 
A new  I.D. ev en .”

Candy considered. “Y o u ’d supply that for m e?” she asked. 
“ A nother girl’s I.D ?”



H am ilton looked  her up and d ow n , from  her pert, short 
brown hair to  her dark stockings and high heels. “ It w ould  have 
to  be a girl’s I.D ., w ou ld n ’t  it?” he asked gently .

A big, beam ing sm ile crossed the ‘girl’s ’ exp ertly  m adeup
face.

(Later)

D espite th e lateness o f  th e hour, H am ilton rang th e  apart
m ent num ber again.

“ Y es,” the fem inine voice was sleepy.
“ It’s me again,” he said hoarsely.
“O h,” there was a quietness on th e  other end . Then the  

electronic lock on the door clicked . “ C om e on right u p .” The 
ton e was guarded.

Linda was alm ost the same as she had been the previous 
evening, save that her negligee was a darker co lor , a shade o f  
brown, coloring her body and legs to  make them  even m ore  
attractive.

“ I’m sorry about last n igh t,” said Bud very q u ietly . “ I 
really over-reacted. I’m sorry.”

“ Oh, T y ler,” there was a sob in her throat. She threw  her 
arms about her brother’s neck and clung to  him for aw hile. 
He felt her eyelashes, long and w et, on his neck. She released  
him and led him into  the living room .

“ Let me explain about C lay,” she said, sitting dow n beside  
him on the old chesterfield .

“ Y ou d o n ’t have t o ,” said Bud.

"i w ant t o ,’’she said shortly. She to o k  a cigarette from  the  
box on the table. Bud picked up the lighter and lit it for her. 
She leaned back on the cushions and crossed her legs, a high- 
heeled slipper dangling from  her upraised fo o t.

“Clay isn’t really my fia n ce ,” she began w ith a rush. “ I’m 
not going to  marry him , or anything like that. A fter all, h e’s 
a transvestite, t o o .” She glanced quickly at her brother. 
“ His parents are rich and if one word got back to  th em ....w ell, 
th e y ’d cut him o f f  at least. Well, w e ’re friends, Clay and I, and 
when I needed m oney for these breast enlargem ents, he had it 
and was w illing to  help me. When I need a man to  excort m e o u t, 
w ell, h e’s there, to o . He gets a kick ou t o f  passing m e o f f  as his 
girl friend. He was here th e  other night, and I’d m ade him up as 
Carla, w hich he likes to  be -- but when you  cam e in, he to o k  o ff  
his wig, his dress and his m akeup. H e’s scared o f  y o u .”

Bud sm iled. “Scared o f  m e ,” he said lightly. “A nd I’m 
such a pushover for a pretty fa ce .”
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Bud nodded. “ Y o u ’ve got your ow n life to  live and neither  
Clara nor I should be interferring. I’ll talk  to  her and you  com e  
over to  see us soon  for d inner.”

“ With m y ‘b oy-frien d ’?” Linda asked, a little sm ile on her
lips.

Bud considered . “ If you  really w ant to , ” he said.
Linda sh ook  her long, auburn tinted  hair. “ N o, she said. 

“ But I have m et a Girl. S h e’s like Mary - but not really - if you  
can understand that. She really w ants me right n ow , but, I d o n ’t 
know  how  things will work o u t .”

“ W ell,’’said Bud, rising. “ If things do work ou t, bring her 
over and introduce her to  Clara and m e.”

Linda stood  and slipped her arms around his waist. “ It’s 
so n ice ,” she m urm ured, “to  have an understanding brother like 
y o u .”

“ W ell,” B ud’s voice was a little  shaky, “that goes for m e,
t o o .”

“ Sorry, Mr. M cV eeter, noth ing short o f  being  
reborn will m ake you  pass as a beauty q u een .”
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E L E C T R O L Y S I S

The O N LY  Perm anent Hair Rem oval M ethod

People have sought w ays to  
rem ove unw anted hair for cen 
turies beyond  cou n t; abrasives 
for that purpose have been fou n d  
in Egyptian tom b s, and his
torical rumor has it that C leo
patra herself, for all her beauty, 
fou gh t superfluous hair. Until 
1875  the on ly  rem edies avail
able were tem porary. That year, 
Dr. Charles M ichel, an ophthal
m ologist, was w orking to  relieve 
a patient suffering from  an 
ingrown eyelash . His original 
m ethod has been im proved and 
m odified a num ber o f  tim es, 
and today th e e lectro logists  
use therm olysis, a shortw ave, 
high frequency current, or radio 
frequency current.

HOW ELECTRO LYSIS  

WORKS

The diagram show n here 
is the m icroscopic hair fo llic le , 
greatly m agnified; exam ining it 
will help in understanding the' 
process o f  electro lovsis.

^A t the low er 1 /3  o f  the 
fo llic le  is the hair bulb and the  
hair cell, or the derma papilla. 
This is actually  part o f  the skin, 
and controls th e d evelopm ent 
and grow th o f  the hair. Even if 
the hair is pulled o u t, th e dermal 
papilla is still le ft, since it is 
part o f  the skin.

A very fine instrum ent
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is inserted in to  the hair fo l 
t id e , alongside the hair to  the  
dermal papilla, and a short 
wave current referred to  as 
therm olysis is sen t through. 
Thi? is the therm al heat action  
that will cauterize and render 
in effective the papilla w ith ou t  
destroying the outer layer o f  
skin. The hair is then rem oved, 
or ep ilated , and will n ot grow  
again. O nce the hair germ cell, 
the m atrix, has been elim inated , 
there is no possible way for the  
hair to  be reproduced.

THE COM PLEXITIES  

OF ELECTROLYSIS

The e lectro lysis process 
looks very sim ply on paper 
and in theory; in practically, 
how ever, there are a num ber o f  
factors that m ake th e actual 
process a bit m ore com p lex .
T hese factors can .ex ten d  the ac
tual tim e required for the per
m anent removal o f  hair, and/or  
lend the apprehension o f  re
grow th w here none in fact 
ex ists.

What are they?
As previously m entioned , 

perm anent hair removal may 
appear to  be a sim ple procedure, 
but w hen the com p lex ities the  
practitioner m ust take in to  ac- practica, skiM> and m anua| dex. 
cou n t are considered , it is ob- terjty
vious that the perm anent re- y-j-he e lectrologist m ust be 
m oval o f  hair requires a great '¡nteHectually prepared w ith a 
deal o f  anatom ical know ledge, 5asic understanding o f  skin, in-

Pilosebaceous
Cluster

F IG .  3

-72-



eluding th e texture, the m ois
ture gradient (i.e ., dry or m oist), 
the vulnerability (hypo- or 
sensitively) o f  the sk in , and an 
understanding o f  the texture  
and nature o f  the hair, the age 
o f  the person being treated, 
the area to  be treated , and a 
m ultitude o f  other con stan tly  
variable factors.

O ne can readily understand  
how  all o f  the aforem entioned  
w ould be im portant criteria for  
the electrologist to  evaluate  
before beginning treatm ent - as 
well as throughout the treatm ent 
itself.

Other com plicating factors  
that may be o f  concern to  both  
the electrologist and the person 
having hair rem oved are the  
conditions o f  pilim ultigem ini, 
tw o  or m ore hairs sharing one  
fo llic le  (see Fig. 2), and m ulti- 
follicular patterns, tw o  or m ore 
fo llic les in close proxim ity  to  
one another (see Fig. 3).

THese con d ition s are n o t  
uncom m on.

DISTORTED  

HAIR FOLLICLES

Electrolysis w ould  be a 
sim ple, straightforward process 
if all hair fo llic les grew as straight 
and clean as the one show n in 
Fig. 1.

U n fortunately , th ey  do not. 
The hair fo llic le  unit is a tu b e
like depression o f  the skin  
w hich conta ins each hair. A s 
can be seen from  Fig.4 , th e  
fo llic les m ay w ell be d istorted , 
tw isted , curved, spiraled, and 
even “ L” or “ U ” shaped. S ince  
the instrum ent itse lf is straight, 
these fo llic les have to  be treated, 
and as a result, straightened  
som ew h at, before the cauteriza
tion  o f  the entire dermal papilla  
can take place. It m ay take tw o  
or m ore treatm ents on som e  
fo llic les to  accom plish  th is, and 
com p lete ly  cauterize th e  hair 
m atrix.

CAU TER IZIN G  DEEP, 

CO ARSE HAIRS

DISTORTED HAIR FOLLICLES

F I G . 4
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D eep, course hairs cannot 
alw ays be cauterized or per
m anently elim inated in just one  
treatm ent; to  attem p t to  d o  so  
w ould invite leaving a perm anent 
pit or depression in the skin. 
Breaking dow n the hair germ  
cells in a series o f  treatm ents  
allow s perm anent hair removal 
gradually.

T he first treatm ent m ay 
on ly  partially destroy the hair 
m atrix, although the hair itself 
will be rem oved. The hair cell 
will produce another hair, but it 
will be finer than the first, and 
will surface in about five to  
seven w eeks after the first treat
m ent. S om etim es the sam e hair 
m ight take as long as three to  
five m onths to  reappear. The 
treatm ent is repeated w hen the  
second hair appears, and so  on  
until th e  cells have been com 
pletely  d estroyed  (See Fig. 5 ).

THE NORM AL  

HAIR GROWTH CYCLE

Hair on various parts o f  the  
body have d ifferent growth  
cycles. Eyebrow s and eyelashes, 
as an exam ple, grow for five to  
six m onths, and then are shea. 
The average human scalp hair 
grows for approxim ately tw o  
years before being sloughed.

O nce the hair is shed, the fo l
licle lapses into a dorm ant state, 
lasting for several m onths. There 
will be no new hair produced  
during this resting period, as the 
derma papilla, or hair cell, 
rebuilds its strength for the  
n ext hair it will generate, which  
in turn will grow for its usual 
cyc le , and then be shed. It is 
estim ated that at least 20% of 
the b o d y ’s hair fo llic les are dor
m ant at any given tim e.

Since it is only possible 
to  treat hairs that are visible, 
even if each visible hair in the  
treatm ent area is perm anently  
rem oved during the first six 
m onths, there will still be a large 
proportion o f  th e total hairs 
scattered through the area that 
had been dorm ant (see F ig.6).

A lthough this proportion is 
som etim es m istaken for regrowth 
it is actually hair em erging  
from  dorm ancy and available 
for treatm ent for the first tim e. 
E lectrolysis, therefore, takes 
from  six to  nine m onths to
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rem ove every hair cell for m ost 
people, and can take as m uch as 
one year, or even longer in 
d ifficu lt and extrem e cases.

FR EQ U EN TLY  

ASKED Q UESTIO NS

Q. What are the causes o f  exces
sive hair?

A. There are four generally  
accepted causes o f  fiirsu- 
tism , w hich is how  this con 
dition  is know n in m edi
cal term inology:

1. H eredity: O ne can inherit 
patterns o f  hair growth  
that are excessive. For 
exam ple, eyebrow s that are 
th ick  and coarse and extend  
across the bridge o f  the  
nose could  easily be in
herited.
2. Glandular disturbance: 
endocrine im balances or dis
turbances, such as Cushing’s 
syndrom e, for exam p le, can 
generate abnorm al, exces-

sive hair.
3. Normal System ic  chan
ges: nornal changes in hor
m one levels, such as occurs 
at puberty , m enopause, or 
senescense for exam p le, can 
signal the em ergence o f  a 
new and disturbing crop o f  
hair.
4 . T opical irritation: such as 
can arise from  the long  
incarceration in a cast, for  
exam ple.

Q. Why is e lectro lysis better
than tem porary m ethods o f  hair
rem oval, such as shaving or
plucking?

A ’ First o f  all, for the  
obvious reason: th ey  are 
tem porary and have to  be 
repeated frequently . 
S eco n d ly , shaving, as an 
exam p le , leaves a stubble  
w ithin hours, w hich is not 
lo o  e ffec tiv e . T w eezing or 
plucking over an exten d ed  
period o f  tim e can cause 
irritations, erruptions, pits, 
and scars, and can also  
distort som e hair fo llic les, 
w hich will make perm anent 
hair removal later on m ore 
tim e consum ing, c o stly , and 
uncom fortable.

Q .ls  electro lysis painful?
The instrum ent is inserted  
gently  in to  the hair fo l
licle, a natural p ock et in the  
skin from  w hich the hair 
grow s. There is a slight,
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brief sensation  o f  heat. 
Som e describe the sensation  
as a slight tingling sensa
tion ; w hether th is is exper
ienced as pain or n ot, 
and if  so  to  w hat degree, 
is d ifficu lt to  gauge since  
everyone has a d ifferent 
pain to lerance.

Q. Is the removal o f  hair by  
electro lysis dangerous?

A , N o. T he am ount o f  cur
rent used is in fin itely  sm all. 

Q. D oes e lectro lysis scar the  
skin?
A. N o, if the e lectro logist 
is sk illfu l, the skin will be 
le ft sm oother upon com p le
tion  o f  treatm ents because  
the hair and all the m atter 
surrounding the hair is re
m oved from  the fo llic le .

Q. Will the hairs that the e lec
trologist rem oves ever com e  
back again?
A. N ot if the patron fo l
low s the instructions o f  the  
electro log ist, taking the  
treatm ents needed in rela
tion  to  th e am ount o f  
tam pering w ith her hairs 
w hich the patron did before  
starting to  have them  re
m oved perm anently by e lec
trolysis.

Q. How many" treatm ents will 
it take before all the hairs 
are gone perm anently?

A . It is a lm ost im possible  
to  answer this question  
because several factors will 
determ ine the am ount o f  
tim e.
1. H ow great a problem  the  
patron created by using 
tw eezers, w ax, depilatories, 
etc .
2 . H ow w ell the patron 
cooperated  in fo llow in g  her 
electro log ist’s instructions.
3. Frequency o f  treatm ents.
4. T olerance o f  patron. 
Hairs w ithin the tissue, not 
visible to  view .

D oes the frequency o f  treatm ent 
have a bearing on success?  

A. Y es, d efin itely .
It is im portant for a client 
to  participate in a planned  
program o f  electrolysis that 
is tailored to  her individ
ual needs. It is especially  
im portant in term s o f  hairs 
that require more than one  
treatm ent: for if the papilla 
is n o t cauterized as soon  
as the new hair b ecom es vis
ib le, th e  hair will build  
back to  its original length, 
negating the effectiven ess  
o f the first treatm ent.
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T o  U n d e r s t a n d  W o m e n

B Y  L I L

"I’ll never understand w o m en !” my room -m ate storm ed  
when he cam e in. It to o k  me a while to  waken as it was after  
m idnight.

“ Who d oes?” I agreed, turning on a low  bed lam p, staring at 
Gabe incredulously. I was startled by his appearance.

"Well, I should understand w om en m ore than m o st.”
That I could agree to . He was notoriously  good-look ing . 

He merely had to  sm ile and the coeds here w ould sw oon . G abe’s 
repeated conquests were the talk o f  the cam pus. If being in
tim ate w ith dozens o f  girls brought ‘understanding,” he surely  
should have had it. But looking at him now , in utter am azem ent, 
I realized som ething major had occurred. I got up, wrapped a 
robe around my pajamas, offered him a cigarette, lit it for him , 
which on ly  seem ed proper under the circum stances, sat back 
where I could watch him close ly , and asked him to  tell me about 
what had g o n eo n . H ere’s G ab’s account:

Y ou know the gal Trixie, that neat sophom ore with the 
4 0  inch bust that alw ays seem s ready to  bou n ce ou t o f  her 
clothes? Well, she co o ly  invited me over to  her dorm itory. 
When we got there, she said everybody was out and led me by 
the hand upstairs. I imagine that I was the first man in tw en ty  
years to go up there. O nce we got in their large “c o m m o n ” room , 
she calm ly unbuttoned her blouse and to o k  it o ff. Even with her
bra still on she was the m o st....... but that isn ’t w hat I have to
tell you about. Sudden ly , nine or ten other girls, including the  
house-m other, sprang up from  behind sofas and out o f  c losets  
and even out o f  the door leading to  the bathroom . I was so  
darned surprised that I d id n ’t have a chance to  struggle before I 
fe lt my wrists handcuffed with those little  5 10 handcuffs.
I fe lt silly . T hen, laughing like hysterical ten -year olds, they
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took  o f f  every last stitch o f  c loth in g  from me. When they got 
through with m y c lo th es, ripping them  in p ieces, there w asn’t 
enough left to  use for a handkerchief. I was so stunned and 
embarrassed that I just stared blankly at them .

A num ber o f  the girls were from  the May Q u een ’s court
......girls that we voted  to  be the m ost luscious on cam pus. But
one gal really am azed m e. It was Mrs Evans, the house-m other. 
Instead o f  wearing her hair up, it now  fell in a great mass half
way dow n her back. She certainly looked different. She stood  
there in front o f  m e, looking me up and d ow n, and said, “ So  
h ere’s the great Gabe Casanova, the m ost seductive man on 
cam pus. So h ere’s the guy no girl can resist. But w e ’ll fix that. 
G o to work girls.”

A ccordingly , apparently, to  a plan, these girls began shed
ding their c lo th e s , flinging them  at m e. I was nearly sm othered  
under great so ft  petticoats, bras o f  every color. Panties floated  
dow n on me like snow . Sheer hose draped my arms and legs. 
I m ust have looked  as though I was just relaxing back and en joy
ing it. One o f  the girls brought out a camera and then flash
bulbs began popping. I d o n ’t know  about y ou , but the feel 
o f  all that finery on me and all those luscious gals com pletely  
w ith ou t c lo th es was so  un-nerving that I know  the pictures 
w ould show  me with a foo lish , happy grin on my face.

“ N ow , Mr. Casanova, w e ’ve got you . The next tim e you  
so  much as glance at a girl on cam pus, copies o f  this scene  
will go  to  your parents, your hom e-tow n papers, som e national 
scandal m agazines and to  the D ean ’s o ffice . Y o u ’ll probably be 
exp elled . Y o u ’ll be fam ous but not in the nicest o f  w ays.” 
All this from  the house-m other.

Then the girls responded to  her “OK, girls, next a c t .” 
Physical torture would have been endurable but w hat they did 
was w orst. Each girl, pink and w hite and warm, cam e to  m e, 
leaned over with out tou ch in g  me and with half-closed eyes  
and full lips op en , breathed their m oist, perfum ed breath 
at my eyes and face. O ccasionally th e y ’s allow  a full roll o f  
so ft  hair to  brush my shoulders. I ca n ’t imagine a worse tor
ture.

“ Look! I cried, I’ve had enough. What do you  want o f  m e?”
‘......just d o  as we w ant, and w e ’ll let you  g o .”
“ A n y th in g ,” I prom ised, and I m eant it because they had 

those darn pictures. T o my relief, th ey  undid the handcuffs.
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A flurry o f  hands pressed on m y skin and I was rushed in to  the 
bathroom  and in to  the show er. I had to  stand under the h o t, 
stinging spray, soaping m yself at their insistence, w ith a lilac- 
scented bar that made lots o f  bubbles. O nce through with rin
sing, they worked som e sort o f  a beauty cream all over m e. 
And then I was led, kinds dazed , back in to  the “ co m m o n ” room .

“ Feel your skin, Mr C asanova,” challanged on e o f  the  
girls. I ran m y fingers over my arms and legs and notived that 
my skin was rather soft-feeling .

“ N ow , get dressed, Miss Gabrielle C asanova!” snapped  
one o f  the girls, pointing to  clo th es w hich were layed ou t on  the  
sofa. What ch oice did I have? The n ext thing I knew th ey  had 
put on me a bra and panties nylons and the WHOLE w orks.

I had to  put on one o f  the girl’s shoes and then th ey  sat me 
in front o f  the mirror, brought my hair dow n in sw eeping bangs 
over my forehead , hair-pinned on a big so ft- lo o k in ’ scarf and 
then th ey  applied all kinds o f  s tu ff to  my face. Y ou know , lip
stick , eye-m akeup and the rest.

Then they stood  me up, and on e o f  the girls said that 
I was to  walk like a girl. “Sw ing those hips m ore,” shouted  
another. “ Sit d ow n . Cross your legs, adjust your garters, take 
this com pact and pow der your n o se .” They had me d o in ’ all 
sorts o f  stupid things.

But I noticed  a change in the girls. They no longer giggled 
but stared at me with a warming friendliness as I becam e m ore 
and more ‘at h o m e’ in my new clothes. Finally one gal, a red
head, burst ou t, “G ab rie lle ....you ’re alsolutely  adorable!”

Then they opened the front door and shoved me ou t into  
the night. I regained my balance, lifted my skirts above my 
knees and ran like the dickens. I was so  glad to  have gotten  out 
o f  that place. I certainly felt d ifferen t, w alking hom e, dressed  
like a girl.

Gabe looked up at m e. “ I just d o n ’t understand w om en! 
First they were one way and made fun o f  m e, and then they  
seem ed to  like me in girl’s c lo th es."

“ So, what are you  going to  d o ? ” I asked in am azem ent 
at all this inform ation I had heard.

I could hear the song o f  nylon on taut nylon as he un
crossed his legs, stood  up and sm oothed  his dress. With his 
breasts high and hips tw itch ing , costum e jewelry sliding dow n
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with a clatter to  his wrist, he sw ayed to  the door. Before he 
stepped out in to  the night he said, “To understand a girl y o u ’ve 
got to  be like one and live like o n e .”

I listened to  the sharp click-clack o f  his high heels as he
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What is genuine transvestic literature? O nly crossdressers,

them selves, can REALLY give the correct answer; It is the  
literature show ing how  Tvs REAJ-LY are -- their dreams and 
fantasies.

H owever, we d o  find literature which is CALLED trans
vestic but, in such literature, we find mingled them es o f  bondage, 
dom ination and m uch erotcism  -- things that the normal cross
dresser does not want to  find in his Tv reading m aterial. Such  
elem ents can com p letely  ruin an otherw ise good p lot. Usually, 
we will find com m ercial m otivations behind such slanted ‘T V ’ 
literature. Transvestism , as we know  it, is neither m asochistic  
or sadistic nor is it full o f  eroticism . It is m erely an independent 
way o f  life -  a N A TU R A L thing for us and the ‘so u n d ’ Tv 
does not want to  be dom inated or w hipped and any erotic em 
phasis is very m inor.

The ordinary run-of-the-m ill crossdresser en joys, when  
possible, a fem inine type o f  life and finds joy and inner pleasure 
when living as a girl. Thus, in reference to  Tv literature, a Tv 
wants t,o see ‘herself’, ‘her’ dream s, and ‘her’ problem s outlined  
in the pages o f  a m agazine for crossdressers.
^  . It is“not really torm enting to  Tvs to  have to  put on  the 
clothes o f  a fem ale. So when one reads a pseude Tv magazine 
in, whj.cb the main character has to  be forced to  wear w o m en ’s 

.cjqthipg and .bound and w hipped, usually by a very dom inate  
ferpale,.one can be sure that such articles are NOT written by 
ctiQssd-r^ers.. ¿ t -is very im portant to  n o te , to o , that the genuine  
crossdresser is not pre-occupied with im ages o f  sexual grati
fication , which so  many pseudo Tv m agazines em phasize as 
the teal reason for crossdressing.
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A genuine crossdresser is able to  write precisely o f  the ways 
in w hich all crossdressers see them selves. On the other hand, 
a writer w ho is not a crossdresser, will give h im self away by using 
those e lem en ts w hich are really foreign to  m ost o f  us. How  
can a w riter, a non-T V , know  the inner fem inine feelings o f  
those w ho have the need to  crossdress; Such a writer makes a 
m ix o f  odd th ings, seasoned and spiced with elem ents o f  bondage 
or super-sex and then ex p ect the TV to  enjoy his writing. What 
is especially  alarming is that such pseudo-Tv writers destroy  
the chances, for future acceptance, o f  the world o f  crossdressing, 
as a w orth ly  segm ent o f  our society !

Perhaps we m ight say that genuine TV writings contain  
stories and accounts that ONLY crossdressers enjoy reading 
and that others find boring and uninteresting.

So , w hat DO we like to  see in our crossdressing literature?
Surely we w ant to  identify  with the principle characters. 

Such persons m ust be like us - d ecent and ladylike, and full o f  
fem inine feelings and em otion s. In such writings, it is the little  
things that are im portant to  us. We like to  read about the 
voluntary transform ations from  man to  w om an. The statem ent: 
‘Boys will be girls!’ sounds like sw eet m usic in our ears. We also  
enjoy reading o f  how  a sister or w ife or a m other cooperates  
and helps te  crossdresser to  ‘sw itch ’ over. But deliver us from the 
corporal d om in ation . This is not to  say that we crossdressers 
d o n ’t enjoy an occasional story where a male is ‘m ade’ to  cross- 
dress if the em phasis is not lingered on and the subject o f  
dom ination  is not present. The sw eet persuasive pow er o f  the 
fem ale is a m uch more refined subject when the writer w ishes 
to  show  how  the b oy  or man first experienced the finding  
o f  his inner fem inine self.

A nother appreciated subject is the feeling o f  CHANGING  
IDENTITY. Fancy dress balls, am ateur plays, Mardi Gras, e tc ., 
where the crossdresser experiences the joy o f  being a girl ( and 
then con tin u es to  dress w henever possib le), together with the 
feeling  o f  no longer being a ‘h e ’ but now  being a ‘sh e .’ A natural 
part o f  a fiction  for Tvs is the description o f  the inner urge to  try 
on fem inine c lo th es in order to  experience how  it feels wearing 
such things. This inner urge, this curiosity and the envy, create 
a subject we may call the first thrilling experience. Under this 
category w e also find the descriptions o f  using cosm etics, how  to  
have the ears pierced, how  to  wear corsets, high heels, etc .
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Full details o f  an advancing fem inizatlph is alw ays w elcom e, 
especially  how  long a TV dares going In such f e m i n j k f f f t  
D escriptions o f  the efforts to  be as authentic in apfje'Aritfde 
as possible belong to  the appreciated parts o f  TV stories. We alsp 
have the descriptions o f  the daily beauty rdufin^; b e iiity ’.irea'i;- 
m ents and e lectro lyses, etc . , ,

jjt Regarding the p lo t, the writer can use f

yti.

he
but a happy ending will be m ost w elcom e. As h a f^ ^ r td in g s  go, 
the final acceptance o f  the crossdresser, where he can now  live 
contunually as a w om an, to  be accepted as an artist alw ays clad 
in w om an ’s c loth ing , to  work in a shop selling w om an's cloth ing , 
and sim ply living a quiet life as an older w om an, etc . - all leave
som ething for the w riter’s im agination. imeoa rltiw

Crossdressers especially enjoy stories told in the first pers'on. 
“ I” alw ays has an especialy attraction , supposedly  because it 
makes it easier identify ing  with the principle character. It also 
gives one a feeling o f  identity with the speaking person.

Many crossdressing them es are better expressed in a poem . 
For a Tv, it may be a fine aesthetic pleasure to  read a nice 
transvestie poem  which draws the reader in to  a d a in ty , swe,ej, 
fem inine world - o f  which the Tv reader herself feels being a 
part.

The scien tific  story or fiction  about the future may also 
be used as a TV them e. A utopian world where transvestism
has been accepted by all as a natural way o f  living is the dream o f  
m ost TVs. These stories may bewell done but it is im portant that 
the p lot be not to o  fantastic and the persons to o  unreal. But, 
done with arllstic sense, m any o f  these science fiction  stories  
surely can be relaxing for the Tv reader.

Q uite another part o f  Tv literature is the true auto-b io
graphical stories. This form is the m ost preferred. Here the Tv 
can read about others like herself. They are individuals o f  flesh  
and blood w ho tell their own story and the Tvs are , in their



m ind, able to  recreate similar experiences. Tv readers can get a 
w onderful feeling o f  ‘belonging, and having sisters all over the  
world -- living right now  -- having the same problem s as the 
reader. Here, the writing, in the first person, has a strong effect.

The scien tific  literature about transvestism  is alw ays subject 
to  much speculation  but is interesting to  m any readers. It is 
natural that Tvs w ant to  know  why they crossdress. But science  
gives no answer. We learn o f  theories and do read o f  som e par
ticular cases, but little  m ore. The readers o f  such literature 
alw ays hope that such literature will give society  a better under
standing o f  crossdressing.

Transvestic literature is not the on ly  subject o f  interest 
to  Tv readers. Literature about fem inine fashions, cosm etics  
and beauty treatm ents are always w elcom e reading. The way 
genuine girls transform  their appearance by cosm etics, hair 
coloring, proper use o f  c loth ing , e tc ., is thoroughly studied. 
And this typ e o f  study is thrilling and instructing for a Tv w ho  
naturally in his thoughts makes h im self the subject for these  
transform ation. Tvs like p lots where a plain, average little  
‘C inderella’ changes in to  a glam our girl by means o f  cosm etics  
and c lothes. Tvs like to  read about other T v’s first experiences  
with cosm etics, that first w ig, e tc .

Transvestic literature is a field where much can be done. 
Chavalier Publications has show n the way with much fine fic
tion and true autobiographies - all w ritten by and for cross
dressers. Here we find O U R SE L V E S, O UR dream s, and prob
lem s. The literature has been enriched and so  have w e. The tree 
o f  literature which was planted when people first learned to  
w rite, now  has a new branch. Let it becom e thick and healthy  
with twigs and foliage under the shadow  o f  which we can find 
joy and relaxation.

INSIGHT INFORM ATION

Her Sorority  sisters thought Joanne was nuts 
For Giving her boyfriend  HER pin.

T hat’s reverse o f  tradition - but they d idn’t know  
What Joanne had been dressing him in.

Lil
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T h e  S T R A N G E S T

S t o r y  O f  W o r l d  W a r  I

The R om ance o f  “ La Belle S u zzan n e.”

The fo llow in g , apparently true story , 
first appeared in an English m agazine 
in 19 4 0 . U nfortunately , the nam e o f  the 
m agazine is unknow n.

Ehen the battle o f  the Som m e was raging in 1 9 1 6 , one  
o f  the many thousands o f  soldiers w ho were reported m iss
ing -- was a young French Corporal named Paul Grappe. His 
w idow , after som e tim e had elapsed , obtained a pension; 
and the corporal’s m other, w ho lived close to her daughter- 
in-law in Paris, was also awarded a small allow ance.

The w idow  bore her bereavem ent w ith patriotic forti
tude. “ Paul dies like so many thousands, for France,” she said. 
“The dead were to  be honoured , not m ourned fo r .”

The elder Madame Grappe, on the contrary, was incon- 
solate for the loss o f  her only son . On All S o u l’s day in N o
vember 1 9 1 6 , she, like other pious French p eop le, visited the  
fam ous cem etary o f  Pere La Chaise, to  pray for the dead and 
to  deposit wreaths on the tom bs. He grief was particularly  
poignant. Her son had no grave she could  pray by. His body  
rested in som e unknow n morass. The poor w om an broke dow n  
and w ent in to  the chapel to  w eep , where she was m et by her 
daughter-in-law, still dressed in deep m ourning, w ho was ac
com panied by an attractive young w om an w ho was introduced  
to  her as Suzanne.
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The tw o  young w om en managed to  com fort the dis
con so la te  m other; and Suzanne, w ho was an artist, strangely 
enough, like the dead Paul, told the elder Madame Grappe 
that if  she had a photograph o f  her deceased son , she would  
paint a portrait o f  him in oils for her.

The poor m other was delighted , gave Suzanne a p h oto
graph and particulars o f  the colour o f  Paul’s eyes and hair, 
which his w idow  supplem ented , and in due course Suzanne 
presented her with a really striking portrait o f  the deceased  
Paul, to  his m oth er’s great delight.

Old m adam e Grappe was deeply religious, and when she 
found that her daughter-in-law and Suzanne w ent to live in a 
som ew hat dubious neighborhood in the Quartier Latin, where 
th ey  took  a stu d io , she expressed rather forcib ly her dis
pleasure at the gay life th ey  were living, quarrelled, ceased to  
visit them , and died shortly before the A rm istice.

Paul’s w idow  and her friend Suzanne paid for her funeral, 
and on her gravestone was inscribed, by her wish: “ MARIE
JEANETTE GRAPPE, Whose on ly  son , Corporal Grappe, 
died for France, 1 9 1 6 , R .I.P .”

The A rm istice brought rejoicings to  Paris as it did to  
London and every city  practically in the world. Montmartre 
resumed its reputation for boisterous gaiety which not even the 
war had succeeded  in dim m ing, and the fam e o f  the young  
painter in o ils, La Belle Suzanne, and the handsom e young wi
dow  G rappe, was know n far and w ide over the Bohemian 
circles o f  Paris.

Suzanne becam e know n as “ The Breaker o f  H earts,’’ 
because although she participated in wild flirtation , she in
variably, after accepting jewels and expensive presents from  
her m any adm irers, she invariably turned dow n all overtures 
and offers o f  marriage.

IN the m eantim e, she made a good deal o f  m oney by 
paintings o f  a riaque nature. So things w ent on for ten years.

La Belle Suzanne remained apparently unchanged and 
unwithered by tim e, like Cleopatra, desp ite her som ew hat 
dissolute n ights, spent in dancing and drinking; but her friend 
the w idow  G rappe, though still nice looking, began to  show  
traces o f  age.

Then th e French G overnm ent announced a general am
nesty for m ilitary o ffen ses. On the day that it was proclaim ed,
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La Belle Suzanne disappeared from  the M ontmartre studio  
and the long dead Corporal Paul Grappe painted at her accus
tom ed easel.

Paris was am azed at the astonsihing disclosure that La 
Belle Suzanne was not a girl at all, but the lawful husband  
o f  madame Grappe. The hero o f  the m asquerede explained  
th at he deserted in 1915  and made his w ay to  Paris, where he 
and his w ife hit upon his fem ale disguise as a plan o f  con 
cealm ent. When the A m nesty law becam e a fact and all 
charges o f  ordinary desertion by men w ho spent not less than 
six m onths at the front had been w iped o f f  the slate. Paul 
Grappe decided to  give up his high-heeled shoes and dainty  
undergarm ents for w oolen  socks and the freedom  o f  a lounge  
suit.

So the caretaker o f  the house where Suzanne lived could  
scarcely believe her eyes when her form er tenant left the place 
- this tim e attired as a man and wearing the blue beret o f  
the French Chasseuts.

“ I am no longer Suzanne Langlarde,” the pseudo girl 
declared. “ H enceforth I resum e my real name o f  Paul Grappe, 
the rightful husband o f  Mme. G rappe.”

Soon after he resumed male c lo th es, Grappe gave way to  
drink. Presumably his fem inine c lo th es had deterred him  
from giving way to  his worse nature. He exercised a strange 
fascination over w om en, and quarrels betw een  him and his 
wife becam e frequent. He assaulted her and his w ife shot him  
dead.

“ I shot him because my child was scream ing o f  fright, 
and I thought that my life and that o f  my child were in 
was the dram atic statem ent made at the child by Madame' 
Grappe, when charged with his murder. “ He exercised a strange 
fascination over w om en , and I think that he m ust have had 
dozens o f  lovers in his lifetim e. I was angry when I shot him  
but I was also afraid. Even now  I love him , just like all the  
other w om en w ho loved h im .”

The jury returned a verdict o f  “ N ot G u ilty ,” and Madame 
Grappe was discharged.
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W a n t  T o  C h a n g e  

Y o u r  N A M E ?

Go To G erm any And Legalize Your Fem m e Name!

The fo llow in g  inform ation from  G erm any involves trans
sexuals but also has an Indirect value for transvestites since  
m any such transvestites are, or intend to , living fu lltim e as 
w om en. Since the article points out that it m ight be pos
sible to  have a nam e changed w ithout actually having the sex- 
change operation , many in the United States and Canada would  
like to  see a similar law in e ffe c t  in these countries:

“ A lthough it does n o t directly involve transvestites, a new law  
has been voted  by the West German Parliament in June which  
m ight interest the readers o f  T R A N S V E S T IA , It is said to  
be the m ost advanced law ever to be pronounced by a Parlia
m ent in this m atter. The new law was designed to  help ‘such 
persons that w ould  like to  change their G ENDER status for  
physical or psychological reasons.’

In the near future, the transsexual living in ferm any  
either can ask to  have his (or her) name changed ONLY (the 
so-called m inim um  so lu tion ) or, ask for an official statem ent 
that he shall now  be considered as belonging to  the opposite  
sex (the m axim um  so lu tion ). Either o f  such decisions will be 
pronounced by a Federal Judge. In the case o f  the m axim um  
so lu tion , it will be necessary that an operation has been per
form ed w hich changed th e petitioner in such a wav says the  
new law, that his external appearance now  resem bles closely  
that o f  a m em ber o f  the other sex .

The law was voted  on after several years o f  discussion  
and preparation. Even if th e discussion in Patliam ent show ed  
different p oin ts o f  v iew , the vast m ajority agreed that transsex
uals live under great strain and severe d iscrim ination, making it 
necessary to  help them  as far as legislation can go.
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Petitioners that on ly  w ant to  change their nam e have to  
be 18 years o f  age or older; th ose that ask for the m axim um  
solution m ust be 25 years o f  age.

All speakers agreed that th e law as such cannot resolve 
all the problem s o f  transsexuals (or transvestites). But it m ight 
help considerably to  reduce the problem s these persons en 
counter at their place o f  em p lo y m en t or in the com m u n ity  
and especially  w ith their relations w ith public authorities. 
A t this m om ent w e do n ot know  when the law will b ecom e  
effective but m ost feel that it is a m ost w elcom ed  approach  
and reveals a very positive concern o f  m odern legislators.”

RITA (FG-1-B)

I V A N T  TO BE A CLONE!

Science writer, Isaac A sim ov, sings ab ou t clones.

A ctu ally , said A sim ov, although he w rote th e last few  
verses, th e idea o f  his song belongs to  a fe llow  writer, 
Randall Garrett, w ho handed him th e first verse and  
the chorus w hile A sim ov was giving a talk on clon ing  
in California.

What can one sing about cloning? Garrett, to  the tune  
o f  “ H om e On The Range” offered th e fo llow ing:

O h, give me a clone
O f m y own flesh and bone
With its ‘Y ’ C hrom osom e changed to  ‘X ’;
And when it is grow n,
Then my ow n little  c lone  
Will be o f  th e op p osite  sex .
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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 ....................... $5.50

HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE ... A complete guide for the 
cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body alteration, clothing 
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aspects and change of status..................... ...........................................................$8
UNDERSTANDING CROSS DRESSING ... The only book ever published 
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I AM A MALE ACTRESS ... Reporter impersonates a star, makes a hit, gets 
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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............

Illus. $5.50

IF YOU C A N T  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 DOWN TO DEFEAT ...................... Illus. $4.50
PART II MARILYN MAKES 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 w a y ..........................................................................................................$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.
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. ..................................................................$4-50 each.

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 TER R IF IC  (Cloth edition)
Has all the answers ! 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, G IRL  
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 ID E N T ITY  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.......................................................................................................$5.95

MERCHANDISE

M2 JELLY K IT, 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 K IT $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, $7.00

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 $5.00

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 $3.50

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

Other foreign customers should pay by checks from their bank 
drawn 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. -93-
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Calif. residents add 
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A GUIDE TO 
SELF

/ f / t f / C U A M G
fvte+t A

SAVE MONEY AND
BE PROUD OF YOUR HANDS.
“17” TOO CAN HA VE BE A UTIFUL 
NAILS.’ DO THEM YOURSELF OR HAVE 
A FRIEND HELP.

SEND FOR COMPLETE STEP BY STEP 
EASY INSTR UCTIONS.

“U” MANICURE 
P. O. BOX 2833
SEPULVEDA, CALIFORNIA 91343

IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES
YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO
GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES

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 IC IA N S
2026 West 6th Street 

HUbbard 3-3950 
Los Angeles

Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Sheet
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TO ORDER BY MAIL
WRITE FOR CATALOGUE! $1.00.
FIRST CLASS MAIL $2.00

L e e £
M A R D I  G R A §  
B o u t iq u e

COME BY AND SAY HELLO. WE HAVE CLOTHES. LINGERIE, 
WIGS AND ONE OF THE LARGEST COLLECTIONS OF 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 INCLUDINGMUTRIX,EROS-GOLD 
STRIPE, CHEVALIER, EMPATHY, NEPTUNE, and of 
course, QUEENS PUBLICATIONS, why deal with
OTHERS WHEN YOU CAN GET YOUR BOOKS AND MAGA
ZINES FROM ONE SOURCE!

(212) 947-7773 (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. 10036

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

^  <5pn©@@ <sr® © © g iM j

4 i

-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 
j 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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