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Jan Meeting 
The January meeting was a blast. At 
least for those who showed up. 23 
members and 7 newcomers braved a 
warm sunny day to attend. The weather 
was great (a little ice) but apparently 
some of you stayed at the beach or went 
mall shopping and couldn’t make it, or 
possibly you are afraid to come pay your 
dues. All I know is it was our lowest 
meeting attendance since a day in 1993 
when 3 of us showed up ignoring the –15 
degree temps.  Even though, we still had 
a great time. Abby’s White Elephant 
trade got everyone involved and renewed 
my belief that we can all have fun at a 
meeting. Come join us. 
 
 We plan a big year for the chapter, next 
month we will have the quest for ‘Miss 
Queen of Hearts 99’, In May the Spring 
Fling will be presented. In July we plan 
on Co-Hosting the Garden Party with 
CGS and at the same time host the Tri-
Ess national board meeting. Of course 
we will have the Ritz in December.  
 
Future Meetings 
Because of the chance of VERY BAD 
weather (most of the time) we have 
established a procedure to notify 
members of the cancellation of a 
meeting. If it looks like a bad snow/ice 
storm or very cold weather (-10 and 
lower) please check with the hotline 
recorded message. If a meeting is 
canceled, it will be announced on the 
voice mail by noon of the meeting day. 
We are also working on sending e-mails 
to those members who we have on file.  
They will come from CHITRIESS@aol.
com  
 
Newsletter 

(Continued on page 2) 

FEBRUARY PROGRAM 
 

It’s Sweetheart month, highlighted by Valentines Day.  Lets get into 
the spirit at the February meeting by getting some of those favorite red 
outfits out of the closet where we can all see them. 
 
The program for February is “GENDER BENDER TRIVIA”.  We will 
all have the opportunity to see just how much we’re really in touch 
with our femine self.  At the meeting you can elect to be a contestant, 
scorekeeper, question reader, or some other job I think up between now 
and then like audience member.   The winner will be crowned our 
Queen of Hearts for 1999.  See you then.   

ABBY 
 

In January we welcomed new member Monica Ann  
from Wisconsin 
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SUPPORT SCUTTLEBUTT BY LINDA 
 
 
PALS 
 
We had seven in attendance at our January PALS meeting 
which included one newcomer. 
As usual we had a meeting of minds & hearts & sharing of feel-
ings.  I read a poem entitled “Autobiography in Five Short 
Chapters” by Portia Nelson.  Afterward a few of us gave our 
interpretation of the meaning of the poem.  We look forward to 
seeing some new faces at our next meeting. 
 
COUPLES SUPPORT GROUP 
 
We had a group of 15 people at our January Couples Support 
Group which included two newcomers.  The topic was the 
Feminine & Masculine. We discussed how society relates to the 
two, as well as cross-dressers.  The group shared a variety of 
viewpoints making for a very interesting discussion.  During 
the meeting everyone wrote down topics or ideas they would 
like to see discussed at future Couples Support Group meetings.  
Jim & I collected them & will be presenting a different topic 
each month.  I plan to present some research information to en-
hance our discussion and encourage anyone else to bring infor-
mation they may find to add to our discussion.  
February’s Topic: How Much is Too Much and Respecting 
Each Others Space 
 
 
FEBRUARY TRIVIA QUESTION 
 
What was the name of the cross-dresser who was the Toast of 
Broadway and the Vaudeville Circuit and a silent film star that 
appeared on screen with Rudolph Valentino between 1910 
and 1920?  (Answer to be shown in the March Newsletter) 
 
PALS FOOD FOR THOUGHT 
 
“Most of us have forgotten how to play, 
forgotten the joy of creativity. 
Without joy, we run from pain. 
Without creativity, we run from emptiness. 
We cannot face our nothingness, 
The ultimate anguish of living a life knowing 
Who we are not, 
Not who we are.” - Woodman 
   
 

JURY DUTY 
By Vicki  
         I've always liked those World War II movies where an 
American submarine is able to sneak into Tokyo Bay, destroy 
half the Japanese Fleet, and get out while defeating the subma-
rine net and all the depth charges in the world. Sometimes I 
want to be like that submarine. Such was the case during the 
first week of December of 98. On my first day off I had to take 
my mother to the eye doctor. I later cut her grass and did laun-
dry. By the time I got back to my apartment there wasn't much 
time to crossdress since I would have to rise at 6:00 A. M. the 
next day to arrive at the jury assembly room by 8:00 A. M.    I 
decided to get dressed and just watch TV. However, as often 
happens I no sooner got dressed than I realized that I wanted to 
go out. I first tired a neighborhood bar close to where I live. Not 
much was going on there and I went from there to The Old Hei-
delberg Restaurant and Bar. This has just recently became a 
hangout for Vicki after initially going there as a male at one of 
our "Boys Are Us" functions. I only stayed till a little after mid-
night, remembering I would have to be up early the next morn-
ing. 
 
         Surprise! When I woke up I didn't want to get out of my 
nightgown. Then I had a crazy thought. Most of the time I just 
sit in the jury room without ever seeing a lawyer. Only once in 
five calls for service did I ever get in a jury panel. Besides I had 
what I thought was a high jury number. These thoughts 
weighed heavy on a mind not willing to give up its feminine 
persona. 
 
         It was a warm morning for December. I had to decide 
quickly between what a real woman would wear for jury duty 
and what I felt feminine in. I chose a light blue country and 
western skirt with ruffles at the bottom and combined it with a 
red blouse with matching red flats. I hate daytime makeup, but I 
felt happy with a dark grey/light gray over my eye lids and my 
usual brown eye shadow below the eye. 
 
        Arriving downtown I really began to wonder if I was out 
of my mind. What would I do if a homeless person confronted 
me? What If the clerk asked for identification? Most of all I had 
to remember that today my name was Ronnie, not Vicki be-
cause that was the name on the jury summons. Entering the jury 
room I saw one woman who was scanning me like a NORAD 
radar system looking for incoming ICBMs. I looked for a seat 
near a woman who looked like me. I found such a woman wear-
ing a jean jumper and ugly sandals with no hose. Sometimes 
small details can keep you from being detected. So I took out a 
romance novel from my purse and began to read. 
 
          When they began calling jury numbers I noticed some-
thing strange was going on. From a range of a hundred numbers 
only forty to fifty perspective jurors were getting up. Where 
were the other fifty jurors? My eight hundred number didn't 
seem so safe anymore. This was not what I bargained for. I 
thought about developing a sudden case of bubonic plague, but 
a plea of illness might draw more attention than just riding it 
out. 
 

(Continued on page 5) 
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(Continued from page 4) Jury Duty 
     There were several things in my favor. To the credit of the 
citizens of Harris County, who might not like losing a day of 
work, once in the house of justice they behaved just like they 
were in church. The members of the jury panel. 
 
      I was apart of seemed especially absorbed in the duty before 
them. From the assembly point we were led on a myriad path 
which would take us to a courtroom. Girl, how stupid could I 
be! I wore both an underwire bra and a waist cincher with metal 
snaps. Naturally I lit up the metal detection machine like a 
Christmas tree on the way to the courthouse. The deputy then 
scanned me with a hand held devise and gave me some comfort 
by calling me ma'am. 
 
     Next I would have to face lawyers and a judge. Could I get 
away with this scam? After all these were men trained to argue 
fine points of law. Moreover, it was likely that they had some 
exposure to gender dysphoria somewhere in their litigating ex-
perience. To make matters worse I was in the first row when we 
were finally seated in the courtroom. Suddenly I felt like a giant 
because both of the attorneys were Munchkins. Let me put it 
this way. If Phyllis Frye was losing a case against these guys 
and decided to revert back to trial by combat she would have 
two heads mounted in her den. 
 
     I was on the horns of a dilemma. I couldn't serve on this 
jury. My femme voice is pretty good, but not good enough to 
pass in long winded debates. Still avoiding my civic duty was 
against my principles. 
The handsome shrimp was the plaintiff's attorney and he gave 
me the wiggle room I needed when he asked if I could be objec-
tive about the case without a police accident report, which was 
either lost, misfiled, or never taken. On top of that he asked if I 
could ignore the fact that the plaintiff was arrested for shoplift-
ing a year after the accident. 
Another sore point for me was that we were not allowed to 
know if any insurance money had been paid to the plaintiff. 
 
     I support Tort reform and so it wasn't difficult to communi-
cate to prosecuting shrimp that I was one fish he didn't want on 
his line. When it was the defense attorney's turn to question the 
panel I figured that he wouldn't even bother with me since I had 
alienated Hamilton Burger. 
The Short to the point where he would rather have the late 
Percy Forman on this jury than me. Nevertheless, the diminu-
tive defense did ask me a couple of questions. He addressed me 
as Juror number twelve. There was something comfortable 
about being juror number twelve. No sex, no gender and if six 
is the number of man according to The Book of Revelation then 
divided by two I'm the devil. The square root of twelve is one 
hundred and forty four. Twelve equals a dozen. Jesus had 
twelve disciples. My dress size is...Well so much for the com-
fort of mathematics. 
 
     Since there was still a chance that I might be on this jury I 
had to make myself just as undesirable to the pint sized Perry 
Mason as I had to his advocate. When he asked if I thought if it 
was possible to rear end a vehicle and not be at fault, I replied 
that while I thought it was possible to do so on a freeway, (last 
year's personal experience proved that to me) rear-ending on a 
perfectly good street like South Braeswood was about as likely 

as me getting pregnant. 
 
     Afterwards we all waited outside of the courtroom as the 
lawyers made their decisions. To the credit of row one, jurors 
three, six and surprisingly number eleven were chosen. Early on 
I expected her to be picked. Late middle--aged, passive, and 
well dressed she was just the type that lawyers can agree on, 
except that she had raised many of the same objections I had. 
My time to sweat was not over. When Juror number sixteen 
was called next I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
     Back home in the safety of my apartment I pondered the 
day's events. Like Tootsie the more I conduct myself in normal 
situations the more proud I am to be a woman. The problem is 
that whereas a man I can go about my business without think-
ing, as a woman every movement, word spoken, and gesture 
must be thought out. I'm reminded of a popular early Sixties 
British TV series called "Secret Agent."  The words of the 
theme song go: 
 
"Be careful what you say. 
You might give yourself away. 
Odds are you won't live till tomorrow.” 
 
     As usual I must end this article with the standard Tri-Ess 
disclaimer. Unless you have had hundreds of hours in public do 
not attempt this in your home town. This is not to say not to go 
out in public as a woman, but rather to match the outing with 
your level of experience. Moreover, you never quite conquer 
your fear. Like many others my greatest fear has been getting 
arrested enfemme.  Being in the belly of the beast helped me 
control that fear. Going out in public dressed is very much like 
our judicial system. The doctrine of Political Correctness puts 
an even heavier burden of proof on those bent on exposing us. 
Like a defendant in a trial, we don't have prove we are women, 
but create a reasonable doubt that we are anything other than 
what we appear to be. 
 
     Are there any more mountains for me to climb? They are 
getting rare to be sure. Does this mean that my next objective is 
to live full time as a woman? The jury is still out. Meanwhile, 
Fire all torpedoes! 
 
(Phyllis NOTE:  While Vicki supports tort reform, I do not.  In my 
experience, tort reform is a cleverly packaged lie from insurance com-
panies and big business to help them peddle their defective products 
with less risk.) 
 
Received from Texas Attorney Phyllis Frye and written by Vicki 

 both members of Tri-Ess Tau Chi chapter. 
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Great Lakes Gender Leadership conference 
Activities Calendar 
FEB  – MAR 1999 

 
 
 
February 1999 
Tue 2/9                8:00 p.m.  CGS Business Meeting, Stardust 
Sat 2/13                Gemini Gender Group meeting   414-297-9328 
Sat 2/20               Chi Chapter Valentine meeting,  708-383-1677 
Sat 2/27               Chi Chapter Couples Group 
 
March 1999 
Tue 3/9                8:00 p.m.  CGS Business Meeting, Stardust 
Sat 3/13                CGS  St. Patricks Day dinner at the Stardust 
Sat 3/13                Gemini Gender Group meeting   414-297-9328 
Sat 3/20               Chi Chapter Meeting,    708-383-1677 
Sat 3/27               Chi Chapter Couples Group 

 
 

Upcoming: 
 

May 15              Spring Fling, hosted by Chi Chapter 
June 2-6            Be-all, Cleveland  330-923-3413 E-mail host@beall.net 
June 3-6            Summer Frolics 99, Sanibel Island FL, Hosted bt Gamma Chi Beta 941-481-1410 
                                       E-Mail: Mindbody@pegnet.com,  www.mindbodycenter.com 
 

For Information: 
E-Mail: Host@beall.net 

 
Mail:  

BeAll Convention 
PO Box 281 

Cuyahoga Falls, OH 44222 
 

Telephone:  330-923-3413   Evenings 
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