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FIREWORKS OVER 
HANNOVER 

 
by Shelley Hartt 

 
     On my recent business trip to Germany I had 
a weekend free to take in the sites around 
Hannover.  From my travels as a CD in this 

foreign country, I would like to share with you my experiences of that 
warm summer evening in July. 
 
     I had a reservation for a hotel that was nestled in a forest near the 
Oberharz foot hills about 75 miles southeast of Hannover.  It turned out 
to be more of a resort, for the grounds were covered with flowers and 
each wing of the hotel looked like a Swiss chalet.  After being out most 
of the afternoon taking in the local sites, I found myself back in my 
hotel room asking the question, where to go for dinner, and what to do 
that evening. In past trips to Germany, while staying in Frankfort, I had 
found several fine restaurants and jazz clubs that featured live 
entertainment. So the decision was made to adventure out to the big 
city of Hannover. 

 
     After freshening up, I changed out of my new summer romper into 
what I thought to be a more appropriate outfit. It was my favorite one-
piece short sleeve dress, black with large red roses scattered though out 
that flared out just above my knees. I chose off-black nylons with black 
patent leather heels and handbag. My hair was butterscotch blonde that 
was styled in a shoulder length straight cut with soft tapered layers.  I 
decided to take with me a light gray doubled breasted jacket that was 
tailored to complement ones figure.  With silver jewelry and red lips 
and nails I was ready to take on the town. 
 
     It would be at least an hour drive to Hannover, but mostly by way of 
the Autobahn.  As I approached the city I found myself on the highway 
that circled the town and not knowing what exit to use.  The plan was 
to follow the signs marked Centrale, which would lead me to the heart 
of the city where all the large stores, restaurants and theaters are.  Not 
seeing any such signs, I decided to exit on the west side. With the 
setting sun in my rearview mirror, I traveled east through this straight 
city for the first time. As I came closer to what appear to be the 
Centrale, traffic was becoming heavy and I began seeing a large 
number of people, on both sides of the street, walking in the same 
direction I was going.  The crowd was made up of both young adults, 
mostly dressed in jeans and printed tee shirts, and older couples, some 
in suits and fancy dresses.  I asked myself “Where could this diverse 
group of people be going on a Saturday night?”  Curious, I began 
following the crowd. 
 
     They led me to a park with several large buildings that looked like a 
museum or concert hall. People were gathering in the square in front.  
As the road took me away from the crowd I noticed that the parking 
lots and all the parking spots on the streets were full.  I said to myself, 
“This is big and well worth checking out.” 
 
     It took about 15 minutes driving up and down the side streets to find 
a parking spot about four blocks from the park. The evening had turned 
dark now, but the streets were well lit, and cooler, about 70.  I was glad 
I had taken my jacket. I made my way through the crowd to the square, 
passing several police officers without any problems.  In Europe the 
police patrol in pairs and look like soldiers.  Both were carrying a 
machine gun swung over their shoulder.  Very intimidating to say the 
least. 
 
     As I stood in the square trying to figure out what event was drawing 
all these people, I was approached by five young woman all dress in 

casual jeans or sportswear, except for one.  Standing about five-foot-
four, with a cute round face and smile, she appeared to be wearing a 
costume that looked like a peasant gypsy girl.  She was dressed in a 
long multi-colored skirt and a white long sleeve button down blouse 
with a gray and black opened vest. Her hair looked fake, black and 
straggly with a colorful scarf tide over it, and she was carrying a straw 
basket full with small bottles.  She began talking to me in German and I 
answered, “Sorry I don’t speak German, only English!” Then one the 
other girls, the tallest, about six-two said, “Oh, are you American?”  As 
I nodded yes, she began explaining about the gypsy girl, “He is getting 
married next weekend and we girls have dressed him up for the evening 
and are showing him a good time.” As I was congratulating him, he 
suddenly pulled open his shirt revealing a wadded up crew sock saying, 
“See, these are not real and see what I have for a tummy.”  He then 
pulled on the elastic waistband on the skirt exposing a round flat loaf of 
bread tucked into a blue pair of leotards.  Everyone was laughing and I 
couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  He then asked me if I could come 
to his wedding and if I would buy one of the small bottles.  I told him, 
no thank you for I would not be in town. The tall girl then told him to 
kiss me and that it would even things out. Hesitating for a moment, he 
then kissed me on my cheek.  As they were leaving I asked them what 
was going on here, meaning why the crowd had gathered.  
Misunderstanding the question, they said they were just out here to 
have fun. 
 
     While standing there in awe for what had just happen and still not 
sure what was bringing all these people out, I noticed a number of 
posters on one of the buildings.  What they described, from what I 
could determine, was a music festival called Stadt Hallenfast 99 that 
had started on Friday night with such bands as the Papa Chubby from 
New York and The Original Blues Brothers Band ( I though John 
Bilucci was dead ) and was continuing through this evening until the 
early morning hours. The posters showed that several bands were 
playing at the same time and  that the next big groups to go on stage 
were Wolf Maahn and   Jule Neigel + Band.  This is what I was looking 
for, live music! 
 
     I began following some of the crowd who had formed a line at the 
far end of the building.  As the line of people passed through the 
gateway, I noticed several young men passing out flyers for different 
events and nightclubs.  One of them saw me coming and said, “Please 
wait one moment, I have something just for you.”  He reached into his 
rear pants pocket to get a deferent flyer, handing it to me as I past.  As 
the line slowed down, I had a chance to read what he gave me.  It was 
advertising for a club that featured drag shows and female 
impersonators.  On the back, in big bright letters, read Gay and 
Lesbians Welcomed!  I guess it’s a universal belief that a man seen 
wearing a dress must be gay.  Maybe someday the world will see us, 
the transgender, in a different light and look upon us, as we do, as 
unique human beings who’s outer expression does not reflect our 
sexual orientation. 
 
     While waiting in line to buy a ticket, I noticed there were very few 
women wearing dresses and I began questioning my appearance.  Was I 
over dressed?  Did I stand out in the crowd?  Why was I so easily read?  
As I reflected on what had happened, I realized I had been presenting a 
positive attitude that was attracting positive experiences.  This has been 
my belief over the past four years, ever since I accepted myself in both 
gender identities.  I look at this desire to express my feminine side as a 
gift and if I’m read, and I assume I am most of the time, that it does not 
matter.  Although people may not understand, what they see is a happy 
person who feels good about themselves and when a smile most people 
can’t help but smile back. 
 
     I could hear the music as we approach the side doors of a large 
auditorium.  Inside at one end was a wide, five-foot high stage. The 
crowd had filled over half of the hall that was the size of a football 
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DRESSING ON FAMILY VACATION 
                                             By Christine Adams 
 
               I must start by admitting that I have an unusual advantage 
over many crossdressers. Both my wife and daughter know my secret. 
However, my daughter has never seen me dressed and wants to keep it 
that way. Therefore, in the spirit of compromise, we reached an 
agreement on my dressing before we even left home. I could go out 1 
day on our vacation if I didn't dress until after my wife and daughter 
had gone out and if I agreed to return to the hotel room  
before they did.  
               Our vacation was to New York City. On the agreed day, my 
wife and daughter left the hotel about 11 AM. Between  shaving my 
legs and arms, doing my hair and makeup, and my desire for 
perfection, I wasn't ready to step out until 2 PM. I wore a Disney top 

a n d 

jumper with hose and blue tennies. Given that this was New York, I 
probably could have dressed a lot fancier, but I decided to stay with a 
casual look. Once I got out, I was walking on air. I took a leisurely 
stroll down Fifth Avenue. Since I was feeling so good, I decided not to 
ruin the mood by looking at any price tags in the designer stores. 
Instead, I opted for the Disney Store (OK, so I'm still a little girl at 
heart - I do own Disney stock). I bought a couple hairpins for my hair 
and wore them out of the store (For those of you who don't know me, I 
use my own hair instead of a wig). When I continued my walk down 
Fifth Avenue, I almost ran into my wife and daughter. Luckily, I saw 
them first and was able to cross the street before they saw me. I then 
decided to take a stroll through Central Park. Since this was a beautiful 
Saturday, there was a fair crowd in the park. Being an avid Beatle fan, I 
visited Strawberry Fields, a part of the park set aside as a memorial to 
John Lennon across the street from his apartment. I also enjoyed 
several different street musicians who were playing at various locations 
throughout the park. When I finally started walking back to the hotel, I 
noticed two 13 year old girls who did a double take on me. They were 
the only people I noticed who might have read me. I got back to the 
hotel at 5:30 and had showered and changed when my wife and 
daughter came in at 6:15. Although my outing was brief, it was still a 
few hours of sheer delight. 
 
 

Last year Gloria and 
I had both published 
stories of how we 
had the opportunities 
to crossdress at 

office parties under the guise of acting out characters.  Both of us 
wondered about what might be the fallout from such a performance.  
For the most part, it has gone well for both 
of us.  But then last week I received an e-mail from a woman at the 
office who had seen my performance almost three years ago.   It read: 
“A few of us girls are going to the Clinique bonus at Fields on Friday. 
Want to join us?” 
 
Well can you imagine the high from that!  I knew better than to 
immediately react to the message and say “YES, YES, YES!!!”  So I 
decided not to answer until I had some time to think about my 
alternatives.  I first recalled Deirdre, the UIC professor who visited us 
at the August meeting.  Then I remembered some of the 
encouragement I have read in Rachel Miller’s book and monthly 
newsletters.  The stories of courage some of you sisters have told me 
also came to mind. They were stories of self-confidence enabling them 
to tell others of their gender variation, and live to tell even more 
people. 
 
So I leaned on these lessons of courage and decided to go along with 
the girls, realizing that doing so would really out myself. 
 
Four women decided to make the Fields trip.  We met for lunch first, 
but no one brought up the subject of why I was tagging along.  It was 
obvious that each was waiting for the other to say something, and I 
wasn’t going to be the first one. Then finally as we left the cafeteria, 
one asked “Well are you going to get something for your wife?” 
 
There it was.  The question was asked.  I had wanted it to be asked.  I 
even rehearsed what I would say when asked.  So I responded: “No 
I’m going to buy some cosmetics for myself”. 
 
“You mean Clinique for men?” 
 
“No, women’s cosmetics for this man.  I enjoy crossdressing and I buy 
almost all my cosmetics at bonus sales.” 
 
Well she was blown away with surprise and was quickly poised along 
with the others to hear more.  I was calm, laid back and quite 
confident. Inside I was jumping for joy.  The conversation continued 
with me telling little tidbits about being transgendered and what it 
meant.  The 
women were quite touched by my revelation and had some very kind 
remarks about having to accept the way ones path in life took them. 
 
We arrived at the counter and they wanted to know what I was going 
to buy and if I was going to tell the clerk it was for me.  I just told 
them to watch me in action.  When my turn came I asked for the 
things I wanted by product name, color and strength.  (I had done my 
homework at www.clinique.com the night before.)  The clerk asked, 
“for your wife?” I answered, “No, for me” and smiled.  With a 
returned smile and a cute “O.K”, she found the items, rang up my 
Visa, and bagged them and the freebies together.  I left the counter 
listening to her wish for me to “Have a nice day and enjoy your 
cosmetics!” 
 
The girls realized by now that I was a card-carrying crossdresser.  On 
the way back to work we chatted more about it and they were quite 
supportive.  Of course, I brought some photos along to show them 
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DRESSING-UP ACCORDING TO 
KIKI 

  
  
Why do I dress up? 
  
Why? The obvious reason I do is because I enjoy it! Many times I’ve 
called it "Creative Excitement" because I was able to get "the 
excitement" from looking at Kiki in the mirror. I certainly do not want 
to be a woman but I sure enjoy looking at Kiki when she is looking her 
best and/or sexiest. Many times I would see a particularly attractive 
gal then try to buy what she was wearing and duplicate the way she 
looked. In a way I always considered it a self-defense mechanism of 
some sort. Instead of being driven nuts by a good-looking woman and 
my mind saying, "I WANT A WOMAN!" when none was available, I 
could get dressed up and somehow-or-other satisfy myself by 
becoming in my mind that which turned me on. And that is not to 
imply that I was not able to have a good-looking woman, I’ve had my 
share.  
  
Then after the initial "excitement" abates, or perhaps the next time I 
would get dressed, the reason for dressing changed to a challenge of 
how good I could look, or how well I could walk, or how fashionable I 
could be. The challenge could be any number of things that present a 
problem in acting and passing as a woman.  
  
Then there is curiosity factor, which raises its interesting head. Can I 
turn a man on? What’s it like to be hit on by a man? What’s it like to 
dance slow with a man rather than just moving around each other 
about 2 feet apart? What’s it like to have date with a man? What is the 
female experience like? 
  
Then there is the good feeling that comes when the "excitement" is 
gone or at least dormant, the curiosity is somewhat experienced, and 
the challenge of being able to look not only passable but to be a decent 
looking woman in our own eye is met. The beautiful pleasure that 
comes from looking and acting like an attractive woman in our own 
eye and becoming the very thing that attracts us. 
  
When I’m all dressed up looking great and sexy, sometimes I’ve 
thought that perhaps I’m a dirty old man trapped in the body of a 
beautiful female. (Hee hee.) 
  
Transgendered. What in the world does that mean? Does it mean that 
we are born with one sex and we want to be physically the other sex? 
In usage, it seems to mean anyone who is a cross-dresser, a 
transvestite, a Drag Queen, or a transsexual. Men and woman are all 
transgendered to various degrees and switch back and forth between 
many of the so-called gender characteristics of male and female every 
day. We don’t have the wear the clothes of the opposite sex to do it. 
Virginia Prince coined the term to describe a person who lives full 
time as a female but does not anticipate changing their sex. Over the 
years, the definition has been bent and reformed by whoever thought 
they knew better where it now seems to mean anyone who is a straight 
or gay cross-dresser, a transvestite, a Drag Queen, or a pre or post-op 
transsexual..  
However, it does not explain why some of us dress-up yet do not want 
to become woman, nor does it explain why some women have more 
male characteristics than other women and some want to become men.  
  
I have one gender and its more male than female. I do like to imitate 
the female in certain ways and then revert to my true gender but my 
basic gender is male and always will be. So I'm TransImaged not 
Transgendered. This obviously means that I want to look and act like 

the opposite sex at times rather than be the opposite sex or live full 
time as the opposite sex. Transgendered should mean we are one sex/
gender and want to become the opposite sex/gender or live full time as 
the opposite sex.  
  
Cross-dressing can become addictive. Perhaps we work as our male 
selves and immediately upon coming home, assuming its possible, we 
get dressed as a girl and it feels good and very comfortable. Then 
somehow or other we convince ourselves that being a female would be 
the answer to all our problems in life. Perhaps you have joined a 
support group or found support on the Internet where you can be 
directed to professional counseling and start hormones. The mind is an 
unfathomable thing and can be convinced of a lot of things that are not 
true as long as you want them to be true. Unless you are a guy that 
looks almost female to begin with and has a lot more female gender 
characteristics than male, forget about the operation. You’ll be much 
happier in the long run remaining a genetic male and dressing as a 
female when you want to as long as it doesn’t interfere with your 
survival. Survival to me means, friends, family and a job. 
  
I have known a few guys who have gone on hormones and to shrinks 
thinking they wanted to be female and eventually had the operation. 
They became addicted to dressing-up and should no more have had the 
operation than Mike Tyson! And their so-called doctors were advising 
them to have the change! Criminal to say the least. I’ve also known a 
few who have made the transition to female reasonably well and even 
married. Unfortunately in one case, it meant moving away and having 
nothing to do with the friends that were developed over the transition 
years and living in fear that she will be discovered. Strangely enough, 
many that went through counseling, hormones and have had the 
operation, never had any attraction for men in the first place, never 
dated men while cross-dressed as near as I could tell, and after the 
transition, ended up having a lesbian relationship. Hey, if there're 
happy, more power to 'em, but I don't think they should have dumped 
their wives, their kids, alienated their families, and caused in many 
cases, insurmountable problems in the work place. 
  
Why don’t the shrinks require that to become a female you should at 
least be attracted to men and as part of their transition require that they 
experiment in sex with men? If men do not turn them on, forget it! Go 
back to being a cross-dresser. Be normal as least somewhat normal. 
Real normal sucks. 
  
It seems that shrinks will advise you to do almost anything as long as 
you want to do it bad enough regardless of its practicality. 
  
There is a very attractive cross-dresser on the Internet who after a few 
years of going out in public and passing, thought he wanted to become 
a woman. He went to counseling, took hormones, quit his job and 
began living as a woman with some guy he/she was in love with. He 
had saved his money up for the transition and was prepared for the 
operation. After three months of putting on make-up, the waist cincher, 
and working hard to look his best every morning and also thinking that 
with the operation, he would never be able to have kids of his own, he 
quit cold turkey! Now he is happily married, living in Texas, has a 
couple kids, and maintains one of best sites on the WWW for the 
Transgendered. (Michelle's Mid-Day Break)BTW, he only dresses 
occasionally now. 
  
I don’t have gender dysphoria either. Dysphoria is an emotional state 
characterized by anxiety, depression and restlessness. When I get 
dressed-up I feel good and I also feel good when dressed as my male 
self so how my dressing-up can be called gender dysphoria is a 
mystery. Maybe it should be called you gender euphoria. Euphoria: a 
feeling of great happiness or well being.  
  
As far as developing my "femininity" is concerned, I certainly don’t 

(Continued on page 5) 
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Great Lakes Council of Gender Groups 

Activities Calendar 
SEPTEMBER 1999 -  OCTOBER 1999 

 
SEPTEMBER 
Sat         9/11       7:30PM               GGG meeting,   Milwaukee,  Unitarian church 
Tue        9/14       8:30PM                CGS Meeting, Stardust, 5688 N. Milwaukee 
Sat         9/18       6:30PM               Chi Chapter Meeting, Elmhurst,  8 p.m. Newcomers 6:30 pm 
Sat         9/25       7:00 PM              Chi Chapter Couples Group On The Town. 
Sun        9/26                                   AIDS walk-Chicago   
Tue        9/28       8:00PM                CGS Social, Temptations 
 
 
 
 
October and beyond 
Mon       10/4                     Miss CGS Pageant   Baton 
              10/15-17              Douglas Dunes, Michigan 
Sat         10/16                   Chi chapter, Elmhurst  Halloween 8 p.m. 
Fri  10/22 - Skyscrapers Halloween Party—Golden Flame 
Nov. 10-14 - Holiday En-Femme, Houston, Texas 
Nov. 11-14 - Fall Harvest, Milwaukee, 414-297-9328 
Dec 18                Puttin on the Ritz 
November 2001— 
Chi Chapter is proud to host the first Holiday EnFemme of the new Millennium. “2001, a Tri-Ess Odyssey”.  
 

 
 

Sally Kup zykSally Kupczyk  
Independent  Independent Beauty Consultant  
 

4553W. h eet  4553W. 56th Street  #110C  
ago  Chicago IL 60629  

(773) (773) 735-9906  

Skyscraper Heels Halloween Party 
"Austin Powers" The 1960's 
Friday, October 22nd, '99  7:30p.m. to 1:00a.m. 
Golden Flame "Ruby Room" 
6417 W. Higgins in Chicago 
 
Tickets can be purchased at one of three places, Skyscraper 
Heels, Rachel's Wigs, and Transformation's by Rori. $10.00 in 
advance, or $20.00 at the door. 
We're having a Halloween Party w/ a theme, the 1960's. You can 
wear whatever you like. I'm having a great Drag Show, with 
Gabriela Govianti, Xviara Cuffey Colby Snow, Regina Upright, 
and Deja. Of course there will also be, my C.G.S. sister Amy 
Marie. 
So come dance the night away with us, with a great D.J., raffle of 
course and a cash bar. Hope to see you all there!      Luci of 
Skyscraper Heels 

2nd ANNUAL RAINBOW COTILLION 
 

Friday, October 22 from 6 P.M. to Midnight 
at the 19th Century Women's Club of Oak Park 

Dining - Dancing - Prizes  $75 per ticket 
Sponsored by MCCI Church of Oak Park and 
LesBiGay Radio,  Call 1-888-WE ARE GAY 

or see Rori at Transformations or Lori Fox 






